
        
            
                
            
        

    SLAVE OF THE VAMPIRES
John Argus
 
 
One
 
Shawn's long red hair swept over her shoulder as she slipped her shoes off then bent to pull off her pants. She straightened, folding them neatly and placing them on a hanger which she then hung on the hook next to her, over her blouse and jacket. 
 
She turned in the small changing room and reached behind her, undoing her bra. The weight of her breasts pulled it down as she let the straps slide over her shoulders, and she hung the bra from the hook, as well. She felt a small tingle of excitement mixed with wariness, her eyes darting from side to side. Undressing in a public changing room always made her nervous, and yet also aroused her.
 
It was the strange dichotomy she lived with, that within her was a deeply sensual, sexual person, an exhibitionist with an open mind willing to try anything, however lewd, but without she was tightly bound in society's conventions, in the lessons ingrained in her by her parents since she was a little girl, and an absolute need for respect and dignity. She was not shy, but she was terribly conscious of her image, especially of her body image.
 
She was an extremely attractive woman, but had never allowed herself to truly accept that. She had been a skinny, bespectacled, awkward, flat chested girl, the victim of taunts and teasing through most of her teenage years, until a spurt of growth had filled out her body and smoothed the angular lines of her face.
 
Her hair had been a ragged mass of crinkly curls, impossible to tame when long, laughably unkempt when short, too dry, too thin, and a fierce, dark red. And while the curls had now softened into loose ringlets which were - almost - attractive - her hair was still, to her mind, a hideous mess.
 
Her eyes were a bright, brilliant, amazing shade of green, but were, for the most part, hidden behind her glasses. She had inquired into laser surgery, now that she had money, only to be told her eyesight was too poor to be so easily corrected. And so she still wore glasses, if small ones, glasses which had made her feel ugly and inferior since the third grade, when she had donned them for the first time.
 
Now twenty eight, Shawn was willing to admit she was no longer ugly, no longer even really unattractive. People had attempted to tell her she was actually quite pretty, but she put that off as patronising false compliments. Like many women, she was her own worse critic. She did not see her brilliant green eyes, lovely lashes, small, but sensuous lips or beautiful smile. She saw only her glasses. 
 
She did not see her long, lovely legs, but only cellulite in her thighs. She did not see her smooth, trim belly, but only her too thin hips. She did not notice her firm, full breasts, but only the slight sag to them. To her mind, her body was not at all like those beautiful models and actresses' society held up as the standard bearers of beauty, and so, she was not beautiful.
 
And yet she did enjoy the tactile pleasure of running her fingers over her downy smooth skin, of cupping and kneading her sensitive breasts, of posing and preening before her mirror in the privacy of her apartment. And in a small, locked box there she had all manner of sexual toys with which to vent her strong sexual urges without fear of rejection or ridicule, without losing her dignity where any could see.
 
And beneath her always dignified exterior, her sleek, expensive business suits, she wore lingerie which would accentuate her body's curves and give her a pleasant sense of secret sexual attractiveness. In particular, the only feature she was willing to admit was quite clearly beautiful, with only the occasional doubt or hesitation, was her bottom. It had filled out considerably from the flat, boyish rear she'd had as a teenager, and was now firm and rounded like an apple.
 
And it looked absolutely marvellous in a thong. Which was what she was buying now. But it had to be a particular type of thong, a thong with thin strings slicing up high across the hips, and a very small, narrow triangle of fabric at the very top of her cleft. With her conservative upbringing she continued to think of thongs as wicked and sexual, despite how common they now were, and so it always gave her a little thrill to be wearing them beneath her suits.
 
She slipped off her thong now, and then stepped into one of those she had brought with her. Again, nude now, she felt a little thrill of excitement, and paused to enjoy being naked with people all around her, a few feet on either side of the door and walls, their voices filling the air around her.
 
She stepped into the dark blue thong, pulling it up her hips, then slipped the matching bra on and pulled it tight, adjusting the straps. When she was seventeen her breasts had grown two cup sizes and four inches in eight months. She was now a thirty-six D cup, and only her height - six feet, two inches, kept her from seeming busty.
 
Which would have given her another reason to feel self conscious.
 
She straightened her back and turned, rising slightly on the balls of her feet, examining her bottom in the mirror and nodding. The thong looked truly excellent on her.
 
The bra did too, with triangles which firmly supported her breasts, yet were comfortable, which exposed the curving ivory flesh of her cleavage in a way which was pleasing to the eye - though only her eyes would ever see it.
 
She shook her head and her hair fanned out around her head like a lion's mane, spilling across her forehead, floating up above her, and twisting in from the sides so that she was constantly brushing it back.
 
She removed the bra and then gasped at a sudden noise. But it was not someone shaking at the door's handle, but only her cell phone. She felt suddenly even more naked, more self conscious, as the cell phone's ring drew attention to that room. She snatched at her purse quickly and pulled it free.
 
"Hello?" 
 
"Miss Frasier?"
 
"Yes."
 
It felt odd speaking to someone wearing only a thong, with people still passing to and fro outside the change room.
 
"Mr. Eldon Moore wishes to speak with you."
 
"All right," she said cautiously.
 
"In person," the voice said dryly. "A helicopter will pick you up at pad twenty four at the airport in one hour."
 
"I'm sorry but - ."
 
"Mr. Moore does not like to be kept waiting, as I'm sure you know. He is not a patient man. One hour, Miss Frasier."
 
"But - ."	
 
The phone clicked as he hung up, leaving her staring at it in irritation. She should have simply said no. No, and no again. She did not want to work for Eldon Moore again. She regretted having done it once. The man gave her the creeps. What good was having your own company, being your own boss; if you had to come running every time some asshole crooked his finger?
 
And Moore was an asshole. There was absolutely no question about that. He was also seven kinds of nuts. And not a man to be spurned.
 
She sighed and slipped off the thong, then pulled on her old things. She quickly tried three more bra and panty sets, deciding to buy two of them, then dressed and hurried out to the cash register.
 
Her jeans and tank top were hardly appropriate for a meeting with a multi billionaire, but she had no time to go home or to the office if she was to get to the airport on time. She would keep her black jacket zipped. 
 
She put her bag in the back of the Ford Explorer (tinted glass, speed control, tilt steering, air conditioning, mouldable leather captain chairs, AM/FM stereo/ CD player, etc.), which was a gift of the federal government (a business expense), and headed For Washington National Airport.
 
Elden Moore was notorious crank, notorious on an international level because he was also a filthy rich, immensely powerful crank. No one wanted to get on his bad side because there was no telling to what lengths he'd go to get even. Moore was well-known for running people out of business on a whim, something a multi-billionaire who ran one of the world's bigger multinationals could often do with ease.
 
Shawn had met him five months earlier after her one girl agency had done a job for one of the subsidiaries of Moore's company. She'd been called in to an electronics factory to put a stop to employee theft that had gotten to epidemic proportions. Hidden cameras had caught everything from janitors slipping walkmans into their jumpers to senior office staff embezzling expense funds.
 
When she'd arrived to present the videos Moore had been there, along with his ever-present bodyguards. That had been a shocker. It had taken a major effort to maintain her composure. Moore was not a particularly intimidating presence, but he was rude, arrogant and as obnoxious a man as she'd ever run across in her life. 
 
Luckily, once she'd started up the videos he'd lost interest in her entirely. He'd sat in the president's executive chair laughing gleefully as he watched them. He'd munched on popcorn and laughed out loud as he witnessed each new instance of theft.
 
The factory managers who'd been lined up along the wall behind him were somewhat less enthusiastic, especially the ones who had been unwittingly caught on tape ripping off the company. 
 
Moore was known to have a thing about disloyalty. He took enormous offence at employees who didn't show sufficient gratitude to the throne, and it was rumoured Moore had an entire department dedicated to making the lives of people he was annoyed with miserable.
 
After watching the tapes Moore got up, smiled all around, patted her cheek... and her behind, then left without a word.
 
The next day bulldozers had arrived and knocked the factory down with all the stock and equipment still inside. Then everything was trucked to a landfill and ploughed under. Half the employees were transferred, the rest fired. All the managers were fired, the ones caught on tape arrested and sued. Moore had bought air time and played the videos on TV, and published still photos in the local papers where the former managers lived.
 
Shawn wanted nothing to do with a man who could put her out of business on a whim, especially when he gave into his whims so often. She'd put a lot of time and effort into Tech Tron Consulting, not to mention every penny she owned. 
 
She'd gone for an upscale image from the start, while providing very specific services. She didn't call herself a private investigator because it carried too many images of seedy television PI's gunning down mobsters. Her company was high tech all the way, making extensive use of computers and computerized information.
 
She did still have to get out and interview people sometimes, and even did some old-fashioned stakeouts, usually for insurance purposes. But the computers were the heart and soul of things now. Companies contacted her for information and the computers provided it.
 
She pulled into National and parked, combed her hair as best she could, pulled it back into a loose braid, set the alarm and headed for the heliport.
 
Half an hour later she was in a Bell-100 heading west. The scenery was nice but it didn't do much to distract her from her dilemma. Working for Moore was dangerous, but turning Moore down was even more dangerous. All she could hope was that whatever he wanted was fairly easy to accomplish and she could be rid of him quickly.
 
The helicopter settled gently onto the pad next to an enormous ranch style house surrounded by broad lawns and gardens. She'd heard about Moore's private little paradise but never expected... or wanted to actually see it. She braced herself against the largesse Moore was famous for, determined to maintain an air of professional detachment no matter what.
 
Two enormous men wearing expensively tailored blue suits escorted her to the house. They were both extremely handsome, like a pair of male models, and she wondered if Moore selected all his employees for their looks. She'd heard enough about the women but hadn't thought he did the same with men.
 
The front doors were at least ten feet high. They were covered in gold with an intricately cut family crest spreading across them. Inside was all marble, crystal and mahogany. The floors gleamed. Surprisingly, directly in front of her was a rail looking out on the several lower floors. What had seemed like a single story ranch house was built on the edge of a hill and the far end of it was made up of a fifty foot high wall of glass.
 
Enormous multi layered crystal chandeliers hung from the ceiling, and past them, just inside the glass wall, was an enormous oak tree, beneath which as a pond, gardens and a waterfall spilling down one rocky wall.
 
The guard had closed the door behind him, but now another showed, and her eyes widened. He wore a robe of some kind, with Moore's crest on the chest. The crest was set just in front of a large blue cross - as if the man were a crusader or something. Even more bizarrely, he had what seemed to be a machine pistol at his left hip, and a long dagger at his right.
 
"This way," the guard said, nodding to her right.
 
"There a costume party or something?" she asked doubtfully.
 
He jerked his head curtly to the left, not speaking.
 
She followed him, impressed despite herself, as they circled to an open style elevator and stepped inside. The floor fell sank beneath her feet. It was slightly unnerving to have no walls or rails, but the ride was smooth as the floor dropped her to the lowest level and she stepped out onto more marble. A few feet ahead it turned into grass - real or false she didn't know, and Moore, sitting on a chaise lounge next to the pond sipping on some fruity drink and speaking on a cell phone.
 
He ignored her, and she looked around. It was some view. The pond was seventy or eighty feet across. The tree sprouted from a small, neat, round island in its centre. A wall of what had to be faux rock rose up to the right, and the water spilled down it into the pond below. Past the tree, the land fell away further so she had a view of the entire valley, and distant homes and buildings.
 
Off to the left she saw another robed guard, also wearing a machine pistol, and standing before a twenty foot high silver cross rising from the floor. She shook her head. Moore was getting wackier every day. There were rumours he had thrown his support to Campbell Rutherford, the born again fundamentalist politician who was trying to build enough support to make a run at the Republican Party nomination in the next election.  Given his wealth and power that support would be considerable.
 
Moore hung up and looked at her. She made an attempt at a pleasant smile.
 
"Miss Frasier," he said, looking her up and down. "I have a job for you."
 
"Well, I am a little busy at the moment, Mr. Moore," she said. "You'll understand how my reputation requires..."
 
"I'll pay a flat rate of one million dollars."
 
She halted in mid-word, staring at him.
 
"It's dangerous, however. Very dangerous."
 
"Uhm, you know I'm not a former FBI agent or cop like some..."
 
"This isn't a job which can be done face to face. They'll know in a second if... never mind. I need someone good with computers. Computers, robots, mindless. They ought to be safe," he said to himself, nodding a little.
 
Shawn stared at him.
 
"But first I have to make sure you're not one of them."
 
"Uhm, one of whom, sir?"
 
He gave her a tight, sneaky little smile. "Whom indeed, Miss. Frasier. Whom indeed? Only the greatest threat mankind has ever faced. Only the evil warned of since biblical times."
	He had snapped. That was the only explanation. Still, a million dollars!
 
"Go with Peter and see. We'll see how the monster reacts to you. We'll see how you react to him. We'll see. Oh yes. Oh yes, we'll see. When you come back you'll know what has to be done. You'll know."
 
He gave her a smirking grin and she shook her head for a moment, forgetting herself. Then the robed guard took her arm and led her to one side, beneath a wide, rounded stairwell leading up, and then into a narrow corridor.
 
"What is going on? Has the old man lost his mind?" she asked anxiously.
 
He didn't answer. At the end of the corridor was a steel door bracketed by two more robed men. One of them pressed a button and the door slid smoothly aside. It was at least six inches thick, and Shawn stared at it in disbelief. The corridor beyond led downwards, curving into the hillside. It was very brightly lit with what looked like the kind of lamps used in tanning salons. She drew on a pair of sunglasses and shook her head at the heat pouring down.
 
The corridor widened and as it turned she saw another steel door, again bracketed by gun wielding guards. This slid up and they walked into near darkness, or so it seemed compared to the absurdly lit corridor.
 
Several Asian men were inside, like the others, carrying automatic pistols. The guard leading her spoke to them, but Shawn did not recognize the language. The Asian men nodded, glowering at her, then two of them led her deeper into the dimly lit room to another steel door. Heavy bolts were drawn back, and then she was led down a steep, narrow flight of stairs to emerge in another corridor. Yet another heavy door just to one side was unbolted and opened.
 
Inside was a room, perhaps twelve feet square. It was empty, but its centre consisted of a cage made of iron bars as thick as her arm. The cage was eight feet high and perhaps the same wide and long. Inside sat a nude man. He was tall, but cadaverously thin, his ribs visible beneath his skinny chest, his hip bones protruding. He had sunken eyes which seemed to glow darkly as he stared at them.
 
"What in the..."
 
The front of the cage had a small entrance tunnel, blocked at both ends by iron doors. One of the guards slid the first one up as she gaped at the man in the cage, then the other roughly thrust her through.
 
She stumbled, clutching the bars and turning"Hey!"
 
The outer door clanged shut and the two men quickly locked and bolted it.  	
 
"What are you doing?" she demanded.
 
She glanced up at the nearest corner, at the television camera there.
 
"What is going on!?" she demanded angrily.
 
One of the men moved to the side and she heard the inner door cranking open. She whirled, her heart pounding as nude man's eyes gleamed. He rose from the floor, and she thought she might have heard his bones creaking. He seemed old, worn out, barely able to stand, but even so she saw his cock was thickening. And what a cock it was! The thing hung halfway to his knees! And she backed against the outer door as he shambled forward.
 
"If you don't want me to hurt him get him back!" she cried, fear and anxiety raising her voice several pitches higher.
 
He entered the narrow entrance, his hands, like clawed, stretched out to her.
 
Shawn was a fourth degree black belt and though wildly disconcerted, knew how to handle men attacking her. She reached for one wrist, gripping it tightly, and twisted.
 
It was like trying to twist steel. He came on, pushing her hands aside as easily as a grown man with a four year old child. And then he was slamming her against the bars, crushing the light out of her. His left hand gripped her long hair, twisting it roughly back so that her throat was exposed, and he growled as his teeth sank into her exposed throat.
 
She rammed a foot into his knee, drove a fist into his side, clawed at his chest. None of it drew the slightest reaction, and suddenly she felt an intense pain at the side of her throat, a sharp, piercing pain that made her cry out. She continued to struggle, his face buried in the nape of her neck. He should have been as easy to dislodge as a scarecrow, yet even throwing all her weight against him did nothing.
 
She felt him sucking at her throat, sucking, swallowing, again and again. She could actually, incredibly, feel the flow of blood as he gulped it down. Her heart pounded, her body spasming and twisting. She whimpered, helpless, terrified now. She felt herself growing weaker, felt faint. Black dots danced before her eyes and she felt herself sinking into a peaceful haze.
 
He pulled his head back, and she saw the blood covering long fangs and sharp teeth. His face seemed different now, stronger, less pale, fleshing out. He backed up, gripping her by the front of her jacket bunched in a suddenly meaty fist. He dragged her along as if she were weightless, dragged her back into the centre of the cage. She hung from his fist, eyes glazed, legs dragging on the floor, looking up at him. Blood dripped down from her throat and trickled into the front of her blouse, then down between her breasts.
 
He pulled her up higher and licked a long, slow trail across the wounded side of her throat. She felt a shudder inside her, an easing of a pain she hadn't been aware of. Then he threw her onto the floor so hard her glasses slipped off and bounced away, dropping atop her. Her tank top and jacket were torn open and off her as though made of paper, exposing her filmy green lace bra. Then her jeans were torn off, even the belt ripped in two.
 
She felt no embarrassment, only a strange, soft, sense of contentment as he stripped her nude and roughly forced her legs wide. He knelt between them, his face hovering over hers, and then he bent in and licked a slow trail down the middle of her chest, following the line of blood, down onto her right breast, slowly circling in towards the nipple.
 
He raised his face and his jaw opened wide to reveal a predator's teeth. There were fangs on both sides, upper and lower, each more than an inch long and curved slightly inwards. He hissed at her and then his mouth plunged down, his jaw closing on the centre of her breast. She shuddered as his teeth pierced her breast, driving deep into the soft, warm flesh, drawing it up into his mouth. Her back arched weakly and her hands trembled on the floor beside her.
 
His tongue slid slowly, sensuously, hotly over her nipple. He began to suckle, his tongue swirling and twisting, his breath pulling at her nipple in long, deep, rhythmic, suctioning actions. It was like nothing she had ever felt in her life, and the centre of her breast burned and throbbed and tingled. He drew his head back and her nipple continued to crackle with sensations which were midway between pleasure and pain.
 
Her eyes lost focus, then cleared. Her nipple was swollen to an absurd size, pulsing and throbbing with a life of its own. It was bracketed by four neat round holes. Tiny trickles of blood oozed slowly from each. And then his mouth bit into her other breast and again she shuddered, arching her back, her legs spasming on the floor as she gurgled at the pain.
 
Again his tongue slid over her nipple with an immensely sensual feeling that sent a flood of heat into her loins. She found it difficult to breath, and gulped air in small, quick, desperate panting breaths. She felt intensely weak, drained. Fear began to rise in her, yet she could not bring herself to move.
 
His head rose again, bloody fangs exposed as he leered down at her. He moved with sinuous speed now, and she wondered in a dreamy way, how he had gone from a shambling ruin to this so quickly.
 
His mouth darted down, like a snake striking, and she cried out again as he bit into her arm just below her shoulder, then into the side of her left breast, then into her belly, teeth driving deep. His hands gripped her thighs and yanked them up and painfully wide, lifting her lower torso off the floor and holding it with ease as he struck again. 
 
His wide mouth closed on her groin and the four needle sharp fangs drove deep into her soft flesh. She gurgled helplessly, her head rolling behind her, beneath her as he hefted her lower torso higher. She felt his tongue coast wetly along her slit, then push between her pussy lips. It felt like a wet, slimy snake as it pierced her and drove shockingly, impossibly deep into her sex.
 
She felt it intimately caressing the walls of her sex, stroking and coiling, twisting and squirming inside her. She grunted and gasped as it drove deeper, and yet deeper, and then it was licking at her cervix, teasing and caressing her there as her insides squirmed and spasmed.
 
The long, thick tongue withdrew, then slid across her clitoris like a hot, wet snake.
 
The orgasm came unbidden, flowing through her groin, spilling out of her sex and sweeping up through her nervous system. She bucked frenziedly, her muscles spasming and jerking as the heat of climax washed over her.
 
He dropped her legs onto the floor, splayed wide, and gripped his manhood, now thick and long, thrusting the uncircumcised head against her moist opening. He thrust into her with brutal force, and the pain was such that she finally could scream, split open, the lips of her sex torn apart by brute force as his cock, thick as a baseball bat, was rammed down the narrow, constricted tunnel of her sex.
 
His weight fell atop her writhing, twisting body, and his hand gripped her hair to still her thrashing head. His mouth closed on hers and she felt his fangs driven into her as his tongue slid across her own, crushing it down against the base of her mouth.
 
A sudden thrust and she screamed into his mouth as his cock drove deeper still, ramming against the base of her sex, against her cervix, then past. It was purest agony. And she came, the orgasm more powerful than anything she had ever experienced, anything she had ever imagined.
 
He was all but eating at her mouth, his sharp teeth and writhing tongue twisting and biting as he growled wildly. She tasted blood, and felt the suction of his mouth as he drew it into his own mouth. His cock was driving in and out of her now, spearing her, driving deep into her abdomen with every agonizing thrust.
 
The orgasm grew and spread. Every fibre of her being swooned to the glorious pleasure. Between her legs, in her burning lower belly, she felt the orgasm shift, change, and grow still more powerful. Yet it was unlike any she had ever felt, for it began to break up, from a long, continuous roar into tiny, wondrous explosions of purest ecstasy coinciding with every thrust of his monstrous cock.
 
Again and again and again and again they orgasms tore through her, each like a bolt of lightning, striking her and surging through her bones and nerves and sinew until her body writhed and twisted in helpless convulsions.
 
She had never felt such pleasure or such pain. She could feel the tip of his cock now and it had driven well past her cervix. He had torn through the back wall of her sex, she knew, and the tip was driving up into the base of her belly, prodding at her stomach.
 
And yet she did not care. The glorious pleasure rolled her mind over and over and over, and she had no thought but for the wonders of the sexual electricity coursing through her body and fading.
 
Pain drew her out of her reverie, the pain of his fist in her hair, yanking her head cruelly back as he snarled down at her. Her eyes fluttered weakly, and she murmured against his wrist as he jammed it into her mouth. Warm blood dripped from a cut in his wrist onto her tongue and her entire body spasmed at its touch. Her mouth burned and she tried to twist away. His fist tightened in her hair, forcing her head back. His wrist bruised her lips as he jammed it harder into her mouth.
 
Blood trickled softly into her mouth and down her throat, and a dark, terrible heat followed as he held her tightly against his body. Her legs kicked and spasmed, her arms flopping and bouncing on the floor of the cage. 
 
The world faded into blackness.
 
And then shadows fell slowly away and she heard a soft, weak groan. Her eyes fluttered and then slowly, ever so slowly, opened to see bars overhead. Her mind remained in a state of semi conscious confusion for long minutes. Then clarity began to appear, and memory surfaced. She groaned again, and reached out, fingers closing around thick iron bars by her head. She dragged herself to a sitting position, fighting off dizziness.
 
The world came into a semblance of focus. She closed her eyes, squinting. The light seemed unusually bright, and her vision oddly clear, though she wasn't wearing her glasses. She could make out his shape across from her, and even his face as he watched her with cool, grey eyes.
 
She abruptly remembered her nudity, and then what he had done to her. She cringed, both mentally and physically, drawing her knees up against her chest, gasping in pain as they pressed in against her breasts. The sting was enough to jerk her eyes downwards. Her breasts were covered in bite marks, in dark bruised, discoloured areas where the blood had been sucked to the surface of the skin. Her nipples were fat and swollen as small raspberries, aching to the touch.
 
There was something wrong with her vision. Everything seemed unnaturally sharp and clear around her. She could even see her glasses lying on the floor five feet away. She shouldn't have been able to see them, not at that distance. Perhaps it was the bright light. 
 
The man sitting across from her bore only a faint resemblance to the one she remembered. This man too was nude. But his chest was powerfully built, his shoulders broad, his hips well muscled, his legs thick and strong. His face was filled out, his hair lush and soft as it flowed around his face. He looked back at her, but without any great interest or curiosity.
 
Shawn grunted with pain as she moved. Her entire body felt like one vast bruise, and she had an ache deep inside her belly. Not taking her eyes off him she slowly dragged herself further away, to the farthest extent the cage permitted and sat huddled there, trying to inspect herself while still keeping her eyes on him. She had scooped up her glasses along the way, and slipped them on, yet while her vision sharpened everything continued to look blurry. She wondered if she had a concussion.
 
She dropped a hand to her sex, then, and winced. He had torn her open, and her sex felt raw and swollen, so swollen it hurt to even try to slide a finger into her body.
 
Suddenly she noticed bowls of fruit and a pot of water in the next corner. In an instant she was ravenous. All but ignoring her own pain, fear and embarrassment she slid along the bars to the food, snatched up an apple, and bit into it. The warm liquid trickled into her parched throat and she moaned in relief from a thirst she had not realized she possessed. She finished it to the core in seconds, then bit into an apple, her teeth tearing at the flesh.
 
A grapefruit, three bananas and a half dozen more oranges went into her mouth, and then weakness overcame her and she sank against the bars, fighting and failing to keep her eyes open.
 
She woke again. This time she came out of the darkness quicker. Her mind felt sharper, her body very much recovered. The pain had largely faded, though she still felt an ache deep in her belly. The man was still there, as if he had not moved at all. Perhaps he hadn't. 
 
Her nipples were still swollen, still tingled at a touch. Her sex lips were less swollen, much less sore. Her hunger remained, and she feasted on several more grapefruit and oranges as she stared at him, squinting, her vision still blurry.
 
"Who are you?" she asked finally, her throat raw, her voice gravelly.
 
He ignored her.
 
"What are you?"
 
She might as well have not spoken at all.
 
"Bastard," she snarled under her breath.
 
His head turned at last, his eyes tightening and - .
 
Shawn blinked and her vision seemed to fog for an instant. Her hands, which had been gripping a half eaten banana, fell away, dropping it to the floor. She leaned forward unconsciously, her hands dropping to the floor without her realizing it. Then she was drawing her knees beneath her, crawling slowly across the floor towards him. Her eyes never left his, did not blink, did not see anything around her. She was lost in those eyes, those dark, bottomless eyes.
 
She crawled to his feet, crawled up his legs, her eyes seeking his, transfixed, despite his blurred image.
 
He gripped her long, braided hair and twisted her onto her back as he dragged her up across his lap. Her eyes broke free of his and for an instant she started, as if suddenly waking. Then she was caught again as he looked down at her, and she stared in dazed confusion.
 
His free hand moved over her breasts, and she shuddered as he pressed his thumb and forefinger against her nipple, catching it between them, squeezing and rolling it so that it burned and throbbed and made her entire breast pulse with need.
 
His fingers sank into the soft flesh of her breast, kneading it almost carelessly, then glided down her body, between her legs. She whimpered in pain as he pierced her, as his long, thin fingers drove up into her body.
 
And then she cried out as she came, her body writhing, back arching as pleasure washed over her.
 
He forced her head up and she saw him drag his sharpened fangs across his wrist. Blood flowed, and she stared, stupefied, as he jammed his wrist against her mouth. His blood was too hot, the taste like acid as it flowed into her mouth. She jerked convulsively, her hands rising, gripping his arm, trying to tear it away. Yet he held her easily, and she thought her entire head would burst into flames as the heat poured through her mouth and down her throat.
 
Then he flung her off him and she went sprawling onto the floor. The world swam around her, colours shifting and changing, everything doubling, moving in and out of focus.
 
She was hardly aware of his fist in her hair, his hand beneath her groin as he yanked her up onto all fours and moved behind her. Her arms gave way almost at once, her chest and face and shoulders dropping to the floor. Yet he held her hips aloft, kneeing her thighs apart.
 
She felt the pressure against her sex but only as a distant thing. She was drunk, and more than drunk, high on - on nothing she could understand, her mind floating amid a scalding heat even as he rammed himself into her from behind. She became aware of the pain now - vaguely - but neither understood its source or even what it was.
 
She grunted as his hips slammed into her upraised bottom, grunted and jerked repeatedly on the floor as he hammered himself against her from behind. Her insides ached, burned as his long, thick tool sliced through the still aching flesh and up into her belly. The world shook violently, or her body did, as she was pummelled by the force of his thrusts.
 
Again she felt her sex tunnel torn, felt his cock, impossibly long, thrusting up into her abdominal cavity, punching against her very stomach - from the inside. The pain was terrible, but still she did not care.
 
Her long hair wrapped around his wrist and gripped in his fist, he yanked her head up, raising her upper body from the floor and holding it before him as he pounded against her. His right hand moved beneath her, crushing her breast in a cruel grip. She mewled dazedly, but showed no other response. He yanked her head up and back and bit into the side of her throat, his incisors sinking deep into her flesh.
 
The climax spilled through her body, and warbling moans of nearly insensible pleasure poured from her open mouth. Shawn hardly knew who she was, much less what was going on. And did not care. She had no more mind than an animal, and reacted as an animal, writhing in the grip of unknown but wondrous pleasure.
 
She felt the tight, taut grip of her sex lips around the fat shaft of his cock, felt the hard, rasping caress of his flesh as that shaft pumped wildly back and forth. Deep within her, she felt the hard punch of his cock against something too high, far too high in her belly.
 
She could feel how slick that shaft was at it moved in and out of her, far too slick to be coated by her juices.
 
The orgasm was like fire playing along the nerve endings of her body, and she thrashed and twisted mindlessly in the throes of a firestorm of pleasure.
 
 
 
 
Two
 
 
She woke. Eyes dull, jaw slack, she stared at the bars overhead. Her vision was sharp and crisp now, and yet she had lost her glasses.
 
Again she feasted on fruits, again she stared at him. There were vegetables now; cabbages she tore apart and thrust down her throat, carrots she bit through, feeding them past her lips almost without pause, even a few potatoes she ate without thought, skin and all. She had never felt such raw, desperate hunger
 
She tried not to look at him. She felt his eyes on her, boring a hole in her head, yet kept her own downcast, watching the food she thrust into her mouth.
 
But then he moved and her eyes jerked up, fear rising in her chest. 
 
Her face lost all expression, and she stared at him, unmoving, lost in his eyes again.
 
She felt - sensed - something - a need - amusement - cruelty - rage. Hunger.
 
She rose to her knees, and then her feet. She swayed in place, took a half step forward, then another.
 
He was sitting back on a low bench, slouching against the far bars, watching her. She did not remember her arms rising, but they were far over her head as her hips began to roll in a slow, lewd, seductive dance. Her feet moved lightly, her body undulating in a rhythmic motion as she moved closer.
 
She turned, her eyes breaking free, leaving her momentarily confused. Yet her mind was still caught, and she continued to turn, feeling a joy as her eyes caught his once again. Her body began to move with more fluid motions, her hands sliding through her hair, her body dancing to no tune she could hear.
 
He sat up, his body flowing like liquid. His hands shot out, gripping her buttocks, yanking her groin in against his face. She shuddered in pain as his teeth bit into her. Then he had her entire sex in his mouth, and she began to - burn.
 
The pain rose inside her, like a fire tearing at her vitals. Her hands gripped his head, batted weakly at it. She moaned and wriggled, trying to pull free. But his fingers were digging into her soft buttocks with bruising force, and his teeth were driven deep into her mons as his tongue pushed forward.
 
She felt herself flowing into him. He was - feeding off her. His rightmost incisors had pierced her femoral artery. She swayed weakly, her hands falling away as her life blood flowed across to him. His throat swallowed again and again.
 
And then she was on her back on the floor, looking up at the bars.
 
He moved over her and she grunted as he yanked her legs up and apart. Then he was driving himself into her again, this time forcing her legs back against her chest, his mouth a bloody red leer a she let his body jam her ankles painfully back behind her head. Her bottom was forced high, and then his hips slammed into it with spine cracking force.
 
He rode her that way for long, long minutes, his cock like a spear as it sliced through the soft folds of her flesh and drove painfully deep into her belly again and again and again in an unending, machinelike pumping motion. His hips pounded against her bottom with force to drive tears from her eyes, despite her bleary mind.
 
Pleasure rose like a curtain around her mind, and a climax rippled along her spine.
 
Her eyes fixed on his cock as it appeared then disappeared, sheathed, then ripped free of her belly. It was glistening, wet, red with her blood. It was monstrously thick, impossibly long. Blood dripped from it onto her belly and against her wrinkled anal opening, dribbled down onto the floor beneath her.
 
Ecstasy that was almost painful screamed through her body, and she stiffened and shook like a leaf in a windstorm, her body vibrating like a tuning fork. She heard a high, undulating scream but did not know it was herself.
 
The world went black.
 
Meat and chicken and fish, raw and cold. But she didn't care. She was ravenous, starving. She could hardly move for the pain in her groin and belly, but she dragged herself to it and began to stuff it into her mouth, grunting and growling like an animal as she tore at it with her teeth. She ate everything she could stuff into her mouth before collapsing back into darkness.
 
When she wakened again she was still hungry, but it was no longer a wild, desperate need. She ate more calmly, eyes flitting to him fearfully, warily, wonderingly. What was he? How long had she been with him? Why had she been put with him? Why? 
 
"Food," he said.
 
She jerked in shock, bruising her shoulder against the bar as his voice instinctively caused her to twist away.
 
He said nothing more, and she stared at him. "What?" she asked.
 
He turned his head and she jerked her eyes away, fearing those eyes.
 
"You are food."
 
There was such utter certainty in his voice that she knew it was true, could not even contemplate it was wrong.
 
"There is... "She gestured at the bowls of fruit, meat and chicken.
 
"That is not the food I eat, human."
 
She unconsciously raised a hand to her throat, bruised and sore.
 
There were no such things as vampires.
 
He smiled tiredly.
 
"Come to me, human."
 
She shook her head, drawing back.
 
"Come to me. Come." His voice was slow, deep, hypnotic. 
 
Without realizing it she dropped the steak she had been holding and began to crawl across to him. She halted halfway there, terror flowing through her. But then his eyes caught her and it melted away.
 
"Come to me, human," he whispered.
 
She crawled forward and rose beside his bench. His fingers caressed her hair, the back of his knuckles brushing gently across her cheek.
 
"You are food," he said. "The first I have had since the last was consumed. They let me starve almost to death. Even now the urge to close my jaws on your throat and tear out your life is almost impossible to resist. But if I do that I will starve again. So you live. For my food."
 
He combed her hair back, then reached down to grip her buttocks, lifting her upwards.  His tongue slid along the nape of her neck, then he pushed her head backwards, kissing the hollow of her throat. He pressed his lips against her there, his teeth not penetrating, and began to apply pressure with his tongue. He hummed softly in the back of his throat, sending vibrations coursing through her body.
 
She shuddered and a whimper escaped her parted lips. Heat billowed up through her groin and belly, and she collapsed weakly against him, trembling as she felt his incisors slowly push forward, pricking the surface of her skin.
 
He leaned back, lifting her, sliding her legs in around him so she straddled his thighs. She felt his cock at her sex, pushing forward, and moaned as she was penetrated. It hurt, but not so much as before. She felt her lips spreading, the tight tunnel of her belly opening as he pulled her groin forward onto his hard erection.
 
As he pulled her upright, she slid down over his fat cock, impaled, shuddering as she fell forward against his broad chest. She was so full, so terribly, wonderfully full of him. She knew that if she moved at all she would come. And then she did.
 
In the midst of a massive orgasm his teeth bit into her throat and she felt her essence flowing out to him. The climax made every muscle and nerve in her body twitch and spasm, and went on and on until she thought it might never end.
 
His teeth pulled back and her head swayed as it fell forward. His hands dropped to her hips and lifted. She groaned, falling limply against his torso, her head falling over his shoulder. He lifted her higher, then let her drop. She gasped as his mighty cock thrust back into her belly. Then he was lifting her once more.
 
New energy seemed to fill her, and the muscles in her legs stretched, strained, pushing her upwards. She felt drunk now, intoxicated. She rode him slowly, gasping each time she took his cock into the pit of her belly. He pressed his lips against hers, chewing lightly at her lower lip, then her upper, his tongue flicking out, coasting across her lips, caressing her tongue as she rode him.
 
His own excitement rose, and with it hunger and power. He growled as he bit at her mouth, his tongue thrusting into hers, half gagging her as it swept up and down over her tongue, jamming into her cheeks, against the back of her throat.
 
She grunted now as her bottom slapped down against his bare thighs again and again, gasped as the head of his cock punched into her belly, groaned as he lifted her up and down.
 
Her head fell back, and then jerked upright as she felt a stinging pain at her breast. She saw his incisors driven through the centre of her right nipple, saw them open, leaving a neat, round hole, which bled lightly. He laughed arrogantly, closing his mouth, licking at her aching nipple until the pain faded. Then he was at her other breast, and she watched in terrible fascination as he caught her swollen nipple carefully between the sharp edges of upper and lower incisor. She shuddered and moaned as they bit in, as the needle like teeth began to penetrate her soft pink flesh.
 
The pain was sharp, burning, and then they were through and drawing back. He closed a hand on her bottom and jerked her in more tightly against him, and she moaned as his cock was rammed ever so slightly deeper into her belly.
 
Another orgasm made her muscles spasm and twist. And then she was on all fours on the floor, gasping and crying out as he rode her, as his hips pounded into her buttocks, as his cock speared deep into her belly.
She lay on her back, her ankles pinned behind her ears as he drove himself down into her, his teeth drawn back into a snarl as he hammered his hips against her bottom.
 
She rode him desperately, frantically, straddling his hips as he lay on the floor, her hands on his chest, her bottom slapping heavily against him as she slammed herself down again and again. Another climax tore through her, and she arched her back, her body taut, her mouth open in a soundless scream.
 
He was at her groin, lifting her up in the air, her shoulder blades grinding on the floor as he fed at her. She gasped in pain as his teeth bit into her, then exhaustion took hold and even another orgasm could not keep the world from fading to black.
 
The bars were gone.
 
Shawn groaned as she rolled her eyes to one side, then tried to sit up. She could not. She was strapped down, wrists and ankles spread wide. She remained nude, but the cage, the room, the man - vampire? - were gone.
 
She lay upon a low, steel - table, of some kind. The centrepiece was a rectangle just wide enough and just long enough to support her torso. Four metal supports extended from the corners, each six inches wide, and long enough to lay her arms and legs upon. They were spread quite wide, wide enough that the tendons in her thighs ached from the strain. Her arms were strapped down at wrist and elbow, her legs at ankle and knee. Something thick and rubbery filled her mouth, forcing her jaws wide. A strap went around her head to hold it in place.
 
Two men in white jackets worked at low counters, one on either side. One rolled a low metal cart over beside her and gave her an incurious look. She blinked her eyes, staring up at him, suddenly reminded she was naked. Her wrists pulled instinctively and futilely at the straps binding them down, and the men bent over her. He reached beneath her head and drew up another thick strap, drew it over her forehead and down. She felt an immediate pressure against her forehead as the strap was forced tight and locked in place.
 
Moore walked in, two of his bodyguards behind him. Shawn again pulled at the straps, a flush of humiliation and anger spreading over her face now.
 
"You were wonderful, Miss Frasier," he said with a wide smile. "We've tried this four times with women and you're the first to survive."
 
One of the white jacketed men moved in. He held a metal clip in his hand, to which was attached a long wire. Rubber gloved fingers pressed in against Shawn's right breast just behind the nipple, squeezing the flesh out, then the clip was snapped tightly against her nipple.
 
The pain was sharp and intense, and Shawn cried out, the sound muffled by the gag, her body jerking in its bonds.
 
"This won't be pleasant, I'm afraid," Moore said, "But it really is for your own good.  You've been infected by that creature, you see. Which was what we wanted, of course, but now we must control the infection or you'll become one of them."
 
The white jacketed man dug his fingers into the areola of her other breast, pinching her nipple out, and let another sharp, biting clip snap tightly closed. Again Shawn cried out, her torso straining, back arching, legs pulling against the straps.
 
"Normally they kill their victims," Moore said. "We let this one starve after he did that the first time, taunting him about the need to preserve his food supply. He was much slower with the next woman, and kept her alive longer, but not quite long enough, and in the end he gave in to his frenzy and killed her. But he learned, oh yes," he said with a wry chuckle. "Keep your food supply alive, even if you have to feed it the precious essence of your own blood to make it stronger and more resilient, else you'll go hungry." 
 
He slapped the edge of the table in satisfaction.
 
The white jacketed man coated a long metal tube with lubricant, then bent, spreading the lips of her sex and slowly pushing the tube up into her pussy.
 
"You see, what we've discovered, is that their saliva secretes a strange kind of chemical compound which attacks the human immune system. It's as if it supercharges the system, making it far more resilient, far more powerful. The semen from his body is even more powerful. Once it touches the body's mucus membranes it is absorbed into the body and does some very interesting things to the genetic makeup. It switches on some genes we didn't even know existed, and vastly increases the speed of regeneration - with," he said with a shrug, "some side effects".
 
A clip was placed on each of her big toes, then on her index fingers, then a pair of pads were taped to the sides of her forehead.
 
"But the blood, ah," he said, shaking his head and smiling. "The blood is even more amazing. "It... energizes a body, makes it far stronger, faster, more powerful. It brings better vision, better hearing, better smell - everything!" he said enthusiastically.
 
He sighed and shook his head. "But we haven't been able to duplicate it. We've drawn blood from that thing and fed it to people, and it's acted like poison, killing them. We've drawn semen and saliva and had similar poor results. We don't know why, but that's because those - things - can't be properly explained by science. They are creatures of darkness, of evil. They have their own strange powers beyond our understanding."
 
One of the men in white jackets turned on a machine on the base of the cart and a low humming sound filled the room. The other moved to a machine on her other side and began to examine it.
 
"Unfortunately, there is also the matter of their feeding," he said. "A single feeding does not seem to bring any ill results but a sore neck. Each successive feeding, however, gives the beast power over its victim's will and mind, allowing it to control her. After three, no more than four feedings the victim begins to change, becoming more like the beast itself. Soon she can no longer take bright light, especially sunlight, and begins to develop a craving for blood."
 
Electricity flowed down the wires and into Shawn's body, and she began to feel a hot, uncomfortable, ticklish sensation at all the points of contact. The tickling grew into a crackling, buzzing which made her twitch and tremble and strain at the straps.
 
"Her body chemistry alters on its own until - ."
 
The rest of his sentence was drowned out by her own screams as the power suddenly rose to unbearable levels. A crackling storm of electricity enveloped her and blotted out the world. Her body thrashed and strained wildly against the straps, her eyes bulging as power coursed through her. Pain clawed at her mind from all directions and she screamed endlessly into the gag filling her mouth.
 
On her left, the two white jacketed men examined their machine, and watched her. On her right, Moore and his two bodyguards looked down at her curiously. She screamed on and on, her body writhing, the muscles straining beneath her skin as she flung herself mindlessly against their hold. Her back arched violently, repeatedly.
 
The power cut out and after a few long seconds she went limp, gasping, her muscles twitching with remembered agony. 
 
"I don't know what relationship electricity has to the sun they fear," Moore said. "But it has a devastating affect on the chemical balance of a body which is in the process of undergoing the changes needed to make it into one of the beasts. The scientists tell me it burns away the outer walls of the infected cells and allows the body's immune system to destroy them."
 
The power swept through her and again she screamed, howled, wailed, her body tearing against the bonds, her back arching, her eyes bulging as it burned through her flesh.
On and on - and on - until she thought she must surely go insane with the agony of it. Her body, beneath the tight grip of the straps, trembled violently and continuously, every muscle spasming uncontrollably.
 
And then it stopped.
 
She sobbed weakly and the men in white examined their readings.
 
"Of course, the amount of power required is almost too much for a normal human being to survive," Moore said. "I'd probably be dead now if you hooked me up to those things." He motioned carelessly at the wires clipped to her body.
 
"But you aren't normal any more, Miss Frasier. The blood that creature fed you has already made you far more resilient to damage than you were. Far more. You can heal in minutes what would kill a normal woman. Oh it was a careful balancing act timing the speed of your enhanced strength against the spreading infection."
 
Shawn hardly cared what he was saying. Her body twitched uncontrollably, her skin glistened wetly, soaking with sweat beneath the fluorescent lights.
 
"I have confidence in you, young woman. You will survive this," he said.
 
The power flowed again, but now through a single outlet, the metal tube they had thrust into her sex. Her hips bucked violently and she screamed as it tore through her belly.
 
"The side effect I mentioned earlier," Moore said, with something almost like embarrassment, "Is that the thing's semen enhances the nerve endings of a woman's uhm, private parts, internal and external. It does more - somehow, but we haven't been able to figure out exactly what. But... women... infected become quite ahm, sexually - well... that is their appetites, their uhm, responses are all far more powerful."
 
The power was shooting into her in short bursts now, each blast lasting only a few seconds, causing her pelvis to buck uncontrollably.
 
"Doctor Hess believes this will somewhat diminish the reaction, burn away what infection has seeped into your ah, genital region."
 
He cleared his throat then turned away. The door closed, and the short, terrible blasts of energy continued, on and on and on, tearing through her vitals as Shawn shrieked and sobbed and gnawed at the ball filling her mouth.
 
They stopped and she gasped exaustedly, chest heaving. Then the power flowed again, through all the points of contact, and her body writhed in agony once more. Her skin felt as if it were burning off one layer at a time. And then it was gone and she was all raw meat, even a gentle breeze like acid across her flesh.
 
The power stopped, but she did not realize it.  Dazed to the point of catatonia she stared up at the ceiling, jerking and twitching and spasming as the men in white coats gazed at their gauges and whispered to each other.
 
One of them bent over her, his gloved fingers spreading the lips of her sex. He pursed his lips as he bent to examine her, then called to the other, who turned and followed his gaze. His finger rubbed lightly across her clitoris, and the catatonic woman gasped, her hips jerking. The clitoris had swollen, pushing out from beneath its covering hood, and her sex was slick with her juices.
 
The first man said something in consternation, and the other frowned. They leaned over, inspecting her sex and speaking in low voices in a foreign tongue. Then one of them brought over another pair of wires and let the harsh clips bite down on opposite sides of Shawn's pubic lips. The second brought another metal tube, lubricated it, and slid it deep into her anus.
 
The power roared within her, all of it focussed on her lower belly. Her hips bucked wildly and uncontrollably as she screamed into the gag. The two men examined their gauges and looked clinically at the writhing, thrashing girl's groin. They spoke again, frowning.
 
The power stopped, and one leaned in, his rubber tipped finger cautiously pressing against the swollen clitoris, brushing lightly back and forth. His eyes blinked rapidly and he swallowed repeatedly, a slow flush creeping up over his face. He began to tremble, and the second man spoke sharply to him.
 
The first man moved to stand between Shawn's legs, beginning to sweat now. The second trembled visibly. Suddenly the first pulled the metal rube from Shawn's sex, bent low, and ran his tongue up and down her exposed sex. The second shouted, then halted as if stunned. He too began to perspire, and as the first man licked in growing desperation at Shawn's groin the second threw himself forward as well, his hands clawing at her breasts, his mouth following. He tore away the metal clips from her nipples and began to wildly chew and suckle at her breasts.
 
The first man literally tore his trousers open and drew out his erection, Then thrust it home in the moaning girl's belly, his hips immediately beginning to thrust with furious speed, his eyes nearly closed as he gripped her hips and pounded himself home in her moist sex.
 
The lab door opened and two men in chemical suits entered, each covered head to foot in protective gear, breathing through oxygen masks. They moved carefully behind the two gasping, panting men, and then thrust hypodermic needles home in their arms. Neither man noticed at first, then slowly, their movements began to ease, and both fell unconscious into the arms of the two men in suits.
 
Shawn groaned weakly and rolled over. 
 
She sat up, grasping her head, feeling a wave of dizziness pass over her.
 
She was in a small, stone walled room, lying on a cot. She was unbound, save for a collar around her throat which was chained to the wall next to the bed. But she ignored that, ignored everything but the food laid out on the floor next to the bed. She half rolled, half fell off the bed and began to wolf down the food, ravenous, wild with hunger, stuffing her mouth and her belly as rapidly as she could swallowed.
 
 
Feeling full, and sick, she crawled unsteadily back into the cot and fell unconscious.
 
"Good morning, Miss Frasier."
 
Shawn's eyes fluttered open. She stared at Moore sitting across from her, and her mind slowly fit itself back together, almost machinelike, until with a start, the last piece was in place, and everything - her memories, her situation, snapped into place.
 
She sat up with a wild flare of anger and fear, and her arms swept up over her bare breasts as she glared murderously at the man sitting across from her.
 
"I assure you this was not all some perverted means of exciting myself by punishing you, Miss Frasier," Moore said. "It was necessary, and you will be well rewarded. You have already been well-rewarded, in fact. The first one hundred thousand dollars has been placed into your bank account."
 
Shawn's eyes flicked to the chain, measuring its length, then to Moore.
 
"No, you won't be able to reach me," he said, smiling faintly. "I understand you are - upset with me. That's to be expected."
 
"Upset?" Shawn said in a low growl.
 
"Angry? Furious?" Moore smiled, as if the anger of little people were of no concern to him. "Once you understand the greater cause you will understand and, I am certain, accept the necessity of my actions."
 
He nodded towards a thick file folder sitting on a low table next to her cot.
 
"In the cause of the protection of all of mankind, the mistreatment of one person is of no importance," he said. "And it was not done to cause you harm."
 
"You had me raped!" Shawn snarled.
 
"By... "He said.
 
"By - whatever that thing is!"
 
"It was necessary to expose you to what they are, and to enhance your system so that you will survive what is to come. If I could survive such a transformation, I assure you I would do it in an instant," he said, sounding angry now. "A little pain for a few days, and do you have any idea of the benefits you've derived? I would give almost anything to get what you now have!"
 
Shawn stared at him in confusion, her anger barely pushed back by wonder at what the madman was talking about.
 
"Read that, and then we'll talk," he said.
 
He stood up and turned, then went to the door. It opened before he reached it, which told Shawn that there were cameras inside somewhere. She glanced around, but saw no sign of them. She glared at the door, then at the papers.
 
Was there any point in trying to be modest? They had seen her nude for days. She shook her head and dropped her arms. Oddly, as they slid down from her breasts and brushed across her nipples she felt a hot, shimmer of sensation. She glanced down and realized her nipples were fully erect. It was not cold in the room, so why - and then she realized she was aroused. Incredibly, and for no reason. It was not a hot, burning lust, but she could feel the arousal within her body, within her mind and especially within her groin. She almost reached down to finger herself.
 
Her nipples were pierced, she saw, and then remembered the - the vampire, if that was what he was - slicing into them with his teeth. Well, they would heal eventually - though it was very odd they looked so - undamaged. Piercings tended to need weeks for swelling and bleeding to stop, yet there was nothing. She gently pressed her fingers against her nipples and rubbed lightly. Again that hot shimmer of sensations swept through her breasts.
 
She had always had sensitive nipples, but not this sensitive!
 
Yet there was no pain, none. And that was impossible.
 
But then, that... thing was impossible.
 
She reached for the papers and sat back in the bed, reading.
 
Vampires. The idea was ludicrous. And yet, she had just spent several days with one.  The papers consisted of information known about them, speculations, myths and superstitions, weaknesses and strengths, and estimated numbers. The vampire population was estimated at one one hundredth of one percent of the human population. Which didn't sound like much until she realized that meant there were about twenty five thousand in the US alone.
 
The papers talked about how much blood each needed, broken down by the ages of the vampires. Older ones apparently needed more blood, but were also much more powerful. They had mental powers. Their eyes were somehow hypnotic, and once trapped, once the vampire's mind delved deep into his victim, his control over the victim grew. He would be able to summon them anywhere, at any time, and the victim would obey without thought.
 
This much she knew from old movies and books, all of them fantasy, she had once thought. Now, remembering how the man in the cage had used her, she knew differently.
 
Scientific reports came next, with many analyses of medical reports on autopsies done on both victims and vampires, lab reports on vampire blood, saliva, semen, sweat, and individual body parts. Vampire skin was extraordinarily sensitive to light, especially sun light.  As a light skinned redhead Shawn had always been quick to burn herself, but nothing like these people. 
 
She found herself constantly shaking her head in disbelief that any of this was to be taken seriously, and then realizing what had happened to her, especially remembering how her mind had been trapped, her eyes caught, she was forced to throw out what she thought she knew. Her eyes. Her eyes were - perfect, her vision perfect, better than it had ever been with glasses. Yet she wasn't wearing glasses. It was impossible. She had astigmatism and was near sighted, very near sighted. Yet now her vision was - perfect.
 
It was not possible. And yet, somehow - . She continued to read.
 
Vampires were fast, so fast they made leopards look like turtles. They were also immensely strong, and could shrug off damage which would kill any normal man a dozen times over. She wrinkled her nose in distaste as one report described how scientists had hammered at the ribs of a dead vampire with a sledgehammer for ten minutes before breaking one. Had the vampire been alive, the report said, the broken bone would have knitted itself together again in minutes.
 
Damage to internal organs were similarly repaired, including the report said, the heart. Despite myth, a blow to the heart would not kill a vampire. It would stun him - or her, but if left to its own devices the damage would be repaired in minutes. Vampires died only when their heads were removed, or were burned. Burning, it stated, was the easier to accomplish. Vampires burned far, far more easily than did humans. It seemed their bodies did not contain the high water content as humans.
 
The report went on to speak of how vampires enslaved certain humans, giving them strength and longer lives to act as their servants. Unlike vampires these servants could be killed, but it was much more difficult than killing an ordinary human, for though not as quick or as strong as vampires they were much faster and stronger than ordinary humans, and would heal almost any damage, given time.
 
Their minds and wills, however, would be completely bound to the vampire which had created them.
 
There was also a clinical report on the sexuality of these servants. Apparently, not only were their minds easily controlled, but so were the pleasure centres in their brains. Vampires could punish them without a touch, making them feel agony. They could also make them climax repeatedly, as a reward for good service. Their bodies were also much more responsive to more intimate rewards, the nerve endings in their nipples, lips, and all mucous membranes (she had to think a moment before recalling this included the mouth, throat, nose, eyes, and the inside of her pussy) far more numerous and sensitive than normal.
 
She glanced at her nipples and even without touching them could feel a faint throbbing. Hesitantly, aware of the cameras, she let her hand drop to her groin, and laid a finger lightly along the line of her sex. Even that gentle pressure made her gasp. She let her finger push in slightly and felt her swollen clitoris. Why was it - but then the sensations which flooded her lower body overcame her mind and she jerked her finger away with a gasp.
 
"My God," she whispered.
 
Would she be able to have sex without going mad?! Not that she had sex very often, of course, except alone. But still - .
 
In addition to all this it seemed that the vampires, and their human slaves, gave off tremendously powerful pheromones, especially when aroused. Those pheromones were odourless, but almost narcotic in their affect on nearby humans, literally driving them mad with lust and sexual need. The more aroused the vampire or slave was, the more powerful the scent it gave off, and the more affect it had.
 
Shaking her head, she read on, and came to her own lab reports. Much of the language was in medical and scientific jargon, but she gathered her body was stronger, and capable of regenerating -repairing damage - at a far faster rate. Her genetic code had been altered and -
 
She drew in a long breath of air, staring. 
 
As she knew full well, the human body was made up of billions, trillions of cells. Millions died every day, and millions more were grown. When young.	 But there was in every human an as yet unidentified genetic trigger somewhere which was unscientifically called "the death gene". Sometime around the age of twenty this gene suddenly snapped - turned "off" and the human body stopped construction of new cells. People thus got "old" because every day more and more cells died without being replaced. But according to the report that little trigger had been snapped back on. Her body was rebuilding cells.
 
She was twenty seven years old. According to the report she would not only not age but her body would begin to grow "younger", healthier. If she had a couple of grey hairs they would disappear. Her body, her skin, her muscles, her internal organs, would be revitalized, as if she were eighteen or nineteen again.
 
And she would not get old.
 
The implications of that were - shocking, impossible for her to grasp. 
 
This process did not make such people immortal, the report said. Not even the vampires were immortal, for they could be killed. But barring a catastrophic accident (something worse than a mere car accident) or deliberate attack such people would live for hundreds, even thousands of years.
 
Many vampires were known to be centuries old. Some, never captured, were thought to have been alive in the time of the Pharaohs - and beyond.
 
She let the book slide out of her fingers as she stared sightlessly at the door across from her. The thought that she would grow younger was bad enough, but staying that way? For centuries? She shook her head slowly. She did not believe it. She could not believe it. Her eyes slid up at the camera again, and again she felt a small flush of embarrassment, instinctively moving her legs closer together, her torso half turning away - . But no, she thought angrily. What modesty had she left? They had been watching her through all which had happened for days now. 
 
She defiantly pulled her arms away and then stood up. She felt a small rumbling in her stomach and licked her lips. She wanted something to eat, and quickly. "Moore," she called angrily, looking at the camera, "Are you going to keep me chained up here forever?"
 
There was no answer, of course. She eased back into the bed, propping her back against the wall, refusing to show that she was at all embarrassed at her nudity. After a few minutes there was the sound of a bolt being drawn, then another, and the door pushed in. Moore walked in, and again she felt a flush creeping up her neck and the skin of her face grow warm. But she refused to cover herself.
 
He smiled at her and then at the papers tossed to one side.
 
"You've finished reading?"
 
"I've finished. How much of it is fairy tales is something else, of course."
 
"None of it," he snapped.
 
"What do you want of me?" she demanded.
 
He sat down again and faced her. He did not stare at her bare breasts, but neither did his eyes avoid them, and Shawn held her arms firmly at her sides, refusing to flinch or hide herself.
 
"These creatures are organized somehow, and I want to find them."
 
"Why? Why don't you try to avoid them?"
 
"Because they are evil!" he snapped. "Because someone has to fight them before they take over the world - if they haven't already!"
 
"What makes you think they would want to?" 
 
"You saw that creature," he said. "They are ancient. They can control men's' minds. They have had time to gather immense wealth, to establish power. Even if not all of them wanted it - it wouldn't take many, not with thousands of years of life to work with."
 
"And how am I supposed to find them?" she demanded, though already her mind was kicking out several obvious trails.
 
Large investments made and then left alone for decades before being touched, for example. Large estates and business enterprises remaining in a "family" for many generations through centuries, especially those representing a great deal of power and wealth. Even investments which made no sense in the short term - meaning fifty to a hundred years - but which might well prove valuable a hundred years from now. Yes, she could check those who purchased land miles from cities long ago and - .
 
"That's up to you," he said, glowering. "I expect results. But beware. They will be alert for people looking for them. They will have their guard up. I operate through a variety of intermediaries and many of them have died during their searches, died suddenly, in accidents, or strange heart attacks. Others have suddenly turned on me and had to be disposed of. No doubt their minds were controlled by those they were pursuing. 
 
That's one of the reasons I wanted you exposed to that creature, so you would be strong enough to resist their mental control."
 
She hadn't read that far, and glanced down at the papers. "So that - creature can't control me any more?"
 
He snorted. "He is linked to you forever now, tightly linked. He could get you to strangle yourself with your own hands right here and now, even if he were miles away."
 
She stared at him in alarm.
 
"But we have had his cell warded. He can't affect anything outside the wards, can't communicate with you unless you go to him again."
 
"Why don't you just - kill him?" she asked warily.
 
He smirked. "For one thing as long as you two are linked no other vampire will be able to take your mind. For another - when he dies you will die."
 
Her eyes widened.
 
"I don't feel any - ."
 
"Because he is warded. If he wasn't he would be in your head even now. The link between you two is strong. It is his blood, his strength, his - essence, which gives you your new strength and endurance - and an extended lifespan. The shock to your system if he dies will be too much for you."
 
"And how long do you intend to hold him here?" she asked.
 
"Forever. Don't worry. We spent too much time and effort on you to have you die on us."
 
 
 
 
Three
 
 
Her clothes had been torn apart, of course, so Moore's people provided others, a long, grey, conservative skirt, dull white blouse and jacket.  Moore didn't believe in women wearing pants or short skirts.
 
Her body felt - different now, much more alive, more alert. Her eyesight and hearing were so intense she found it almost dizzying when she was finally permitted to go outside. And surely the world had not smelled as it did now? Even the grass smelled overpowering, much less the flowers. And she could barely stand it when the helicopter's engine turned over.
 
She got inside and hurriedly pulled the big headphones over her ears. Yet it was so loud! Everything was so loud now! She looked around, feeling very jittery.
 
Calm down, she told herself. Dogs and cats probably experienced such things too, with their better hearing and sense of smell. If they can cope so can you.
 
No one spoke to her on the helicopter back, nor when she got out and walked to her car. She kept expecting some warning, some demand, but they simply watched as she got into her car and drove away.
 
Now what?
 
She was supposed to hunt vampires? Was she to change her name to Buffy, too?
 
No, she wasn't supposed to kill them. Moore only wanted to know how they were organized, whether they held the levers of power. It would have been so easy to dismiss him as a religious nut if she hadn't experienced the power of that thing. Every time she remembered she shuddered at how easily it had manipulated her mind. 
 
But then there came that other memory, an almost physical memory, as if her body, rather than her mind, remembered what it had done to her, remembered the exquisite, almost unbearable ecstasy as she had climaxed, as those impossible orgasms had rolled over her in unending waves.
 
And every time her body remembered her nipples prickled with life and she felt a moist heat between her legs. Flashes of crude, lewd memories spilled through her mind and she felt a lust to have it - him - between her legs again, riding her, thrusting into her so - so violently - !
 
 
Moore was right. If there were many of them they were dangerous. If they organized they would surely be able to take over the world, despite their comparatively small numbers. He might well be crazy, but in this she would agree..
 
She rented space in a small, but fashionable building north of Dominion, only a few blocks east of the Washington city limits. She could've got by in far cheaper digs, but too many potential clients judged things on appearance, and a good address was important.
 
"Mornin', Ms. Moore."
 
"Morning, Phil. Shoot anyone yet?"
 
"Some day," he grinned.
 
Phil was the reason she'd never considered broadening the agency into a full security outfit like Pinkertons or Burns or Wackenhut. Most companies that were really interested in quality security guards provided their own. The rest wanted the cheapest help you could provide, which meant a guy on minimum wage. The turnover rate was enormous, and the only guys who stuck around were not exactly reliable in a crisis.
 
Phil was about forty, square jawed, and headed, and had been protecting corporate America from "niggers and spicks" for sixteen years. Give him the slightest opportunity and he'd regale you with the tale of how he'd emptied his gun at a burglar 9 years ago in a warehouse, whether you'd memorized the story or not. Sometimes she thought the management gave him that story to speed people through the lobby. There sure weren't many loiterers with Phil around. Even the deliverymen raced in and out.
 
She strode through in her usual businesslike manner, too harried to stop and chat, and thankfully, the elevator was right there. She jumped in and hit the button for three, gave Phil a tight smile until the door closed, then breathed a mental sigh of relief.
 
She pulled open the glass door, face schooled to the appropriately sympathetic-but-firm expression.
 
Joshua sat behind his desk, looking enormous, as always. He was six foot nine, and she'd had to buy a special desk because all the secretary and reception desks she'd found were too small. She'd met him a few years earlier. He was five inches taller than her, and given she was six feet two that made him a truly large man. People took him for a jock and underestimated his intelligence. They thought he was muscle, when what he really was was a brilliant computer hacker much more at home on a keyboard than a basketball court.
 
He was also a very, very good lover. She had tried to resist. It wasn't the best policy to be screwing your employees, after all, but she liked her men tall, and she liked Justin and - it had just happened.
 
"Shawn! You're back at last," he said, rising behind the desk. "We've been trying to get hold of you for days but Moore's office said you were in conference and couldn't be reached. We were beginning to worry."
 
If only you knew, she thought sourly.
 
"We were out of reach of cell phones. I guess Moore had told them not to put any calls through."
 
"You could have called us," he said, sounding a trifle sulky.
 
"I wish I could," she said.
 
"What happened? What was that all about?" he asked, coming out from behind the desk. "I thought you didn't want to work for him any more."
 
"Well I didn't but - ."
 
"But he showered you with money?" he said wryly. "I've already seen the hundred grand deposited in the accounts. It was anonymous but I can put two and two together."
 
"That was just the down payment."
 
He blinked in surprise.
 
"There's another nine hundred thousand still to come."
 
"Holy shit! What kind of case is this?"
 
"I'll plot it out and let you know," she said uncomfortably.
 
Once she figured out how much to tell them, and how to do it.
 
Her inner office was done in high tech, all steel and glass and chrome, with gleaming black leather thrown in, and a swirling blue Persian carpet to soften the effect. One wall was all glass, giving a nice view of some trees that screened the parking lot, but not much else. Well, she was only on the third floor, so a view of the Washington monument would've been a lot to ask for.
 
Her In basket was stuffed with six inches of mail and forms requiring her signature, and something in her felt a vast relief at occupying herself in so mundane a task as ordinary business. It did not occupy her entirely. Not as it once was. She felt herself constantly prickled by soft, shimmering waves of physical pleasure as her body moved, as her arm brushed across her breast, or her nipple pressed against the inside of her bra cup, as she felt the chair beneath pushing up against her sex, as memories of her rough yet thrilling violation flitted across her mind.
 
That angered her. She had been raped by - by - a virtual animal, used so violently that she probably would have died had her body not been - changed. Yet still she felt herself afflicted by little delighted shivers at the memory of his big cock plunging into her body, his hands digging into her thighs, into her buttocks, his teeth biting at her sore breasts, at her throat.
 
She spent her time planning and working, almost mindlessly dealing with the papers on her desk as she considered how best to launch her search for the vampires, and how to explain that search to her staff. She certainly wasn't going to tell them she was looking for vampires!
And she needed them, especially Justin.
 
And why was it that every time she thought of him she imagined him naked, with his big cock sticking out at her? Worse, she imagined herself naked, beneath him, shackled, at his mercy, his cock pounding into her, his lips bruising hers - . 
 
She shook her head in irritation. She was not a woman given to sexual daydreams, at least, not to such frequent sexual daydreams. And why was she shackled or bound in all of them, a submissive body used so roughly?
 
Her mind flicked back to the vampire. What had his name been? Surely he had one.
Did he think about her? Did he remember how he had raped her, how he had used her, forced his cock so deep into her belly? Did he remember her screams as she came?
 
Every time her chest came into contact with anything, be it her arm sliding downwards, the desk below her - anything, her nipples sparkled with energy, and she felt a helpless thrill of sexual arousal roll through her body. The temptation to touch herself was almost overwhelming, yet force of will kept her relentlessly going through her paperwork until she had gotten most of the urgent business done with.
 
As for the vampires, she would plan for them - tomorrow, when her mind would perhaps be more clear. 
 
Justin came in and dropped another letter into her basket. She looked up as he bent over the desk and in a moment imagined herself beneath him, bent over, his big body pounding against her.
 
She jerked her eyes away, feeling a throbbing need grip her body. Yet she would not give in to it! What had been done to her body? She knew what the reports said but surely they could not be entirely correct. She could not live that long, and - and what they wrote about increased sexual need, surely that would not be something which really afflicted her.
 
She stood up, realizing her heart was pounding, her groin thrumming and hot. It was early yet, but not unreasonably so.
 
"I'm going home," she said, passing Justin at his desk.
 
"But there are - ."
 
"It can wait. I'm exhausted," she said in passing, refusing to stop, refusing to look at him.
 
It was not irresistible. She had been this aroused before. It was definitely distracting, of course, and took her mind down strange paths, but she could cope. The drive home went smoothly as she drove carefully and focussed on her driving to the exclusion of all else. She felt the need dim as she neared her apartment. Yet it did not go away. A sexual tension gripped her body and would not be denied.
 
Force of will, she thought angrily, force of will. Every time her mind began to drift towards a sexual fantasy she cast it out. Yet still she felt the sexual tension. She rode up to her apartment in an elevator with four men, and could not push away the sense that they all wanted her, that they were all painfully aware of her presence, their eyes flitting towards her, their groins stirring, their fingers twitching as if they all wanted to jump her.
 
She could feel the warm breath of the man on her right as he leaned towards her, as his lips neared the nape of her neck. She felt as though a wall of heat surrounded him, could feel his rising excitement, and that of the other men.
 
Then the doors opened and she flung herself through them and out, hurrying down the hall to her apartment
 
She dropped her keys, bent to pick them up, and thrust the key into the lock. Even that was like a sexual metaphor to her!
 
She sighed and drew off her blazer, tossing it onto a nearby chair, then crossed the apartment to her bedroom, undoing her skirt on the way. She let it slide down her legs as her fingers went to the buttons of her blouse. She was sweating lightly, but the heat enveloping her was coming from within.
 
She slipped off the old fashioned lingerie supplied to her by Moore's people, tossing it at the trash can, then turned almost reluctantly to examine herself in the large mirror on the big double doors of the closet. She looked - the same - almost. She didn't look any younger - really. Was she going to look eighteen again? What the hell would she do if that happened? How would she explain it?
 
She cupped her breasts very gently, feeling a sudden surge of heat in her body as she let her fingers squeeze up into the soft flesh. Her nipples throbbed with even more energy, and she swallowed repeatedly. She opened her fingers, then closed them again, slowly kneading her breasts, anxious, wondering, and despite herself delighted at how responsive they were, at how warm they grew, how her nipples became even more of a raw ache.
 
She let her fingers slide in around them, pressing her thumbs and forefingers in against the sides of her nipples and rubbing lightly. Her legs went rubbery, and she gasped aloud, then cursed at how sensitive they were, at how they throbbed and burned as her fingers stroked against them. It was almost unbearable! Even her clit had never been this sensitive.
 
She glanced down, sweating more now, breathing becoming ragged. They had shaved off her pubic hair and then - and then that - that electroshock therapy - she thought viciously had killed all the hair follicles in her groin. She was as utterly bare, smoothly hairless, her slit so nakedly visible as to seem almost lewd. Her lips were thin and tightly closed, yet the sheen of sweat covering her skin seemed even greater there, as if it were made up of more than mere sweat.
 
She let her finger trace the line of her sex, and shuddered at even that light touch, then began rub ever so gently. Yet the explosion of sexual excitement could not be repressed any longer, and she began to rub faster, her finger pressing down more heavily. She gasped helplessly, continuously, groaning, shuddering, trembling. She began to issue small, passionate cries of intense pleasure, and within seconds an explosion rocked her body.
 
She cried out, her hand reaching across her chest, her forearm crushing her left breast as her hand squeezed her right. She staggered and fell against the mirror, then slid downwards, trembling and shaking, rubbing desperately against her clit as her legs gave way and she dropped to her knees, leaning in against the glass, her eyes drawn back, mouth wide as she gurgled in the helpless grip of a massive orgasm.
 
She fell back heavily onto the floor, legs spread, fingers rubbing, head rolling bonelessly from side to side as her hips bucked up into her fingers.
 
On and on it went, until she thought she would surely go mad, and then it eased slowly, releasing her from its terrible pleasure.
 
She lay back, panting, gasping for breath, chest heaving, soaked in sweat now. Yet the sexual need had not left her. She needed - needed - penetration. Deep penetration. Her eyes were slightly glazed, slightly crazed, her need almost addictive.
 
She stumbled to her feet and staggered across the floor, staring at the bottles and jars and lotions, looking for something of the right shape. Her head jerked aside, and she rushed from the room, crossing the hall and front room, her bare feet sliding slightly on the polished tiles of the kitchen. She yanked open the refrigerator, and stared.
 
Her hands trembled as she took out the cucumber. It was enormously long and thick, thicker even than the vampire who had raped her.
 
That thought, that word, brought no sense of shame, no trauma, no fear to her, but rather, a longing, an excitement. She hurried back to the bedroom, to the mirror, and held it up against her body, letting the hard, cold vegetable slide over her overheated flesh, between her breasts, over her nipples.
 
She set it down on its wider base and dropped to her knees, then sank down, gasping and moaning as she felt her moist sex make contact with the thing, shuddering and gasping as it penetrated her, as it slowly forced her sex lips apart. It was too thick, too wide, and her pussy opening began to ache, but it was a wondrous ache, and she let more and more weight come down on it.
 
She was sopping wet inside, and despite the ache to her pubic lips she began to thrust herself down against it, gasping, whimpering, shuddering as it forced its way slowly into the sleeve of her sex.
 
"Oh God! Oh fuck! Oh yes! Oh Jesus!" she gasped.
 
She slid down onto it, her head thrown back as another orgasm hit. She screamed now, a high pitched keening noise of animal pleasure. She could feel the cool hardness of it sliding over the slick, velvety flesh of her pussy sleeve, driving upwards through her body as her sex lips were held achingly wide.
 
She ignored the pain, thrusting down again and again, frantically determined to take it fully inside her body. It hurt! It hurt! It hurt! And she didn't care.
 
She lost her balance and fell back with a gasp, her hand gripping the makeshift dildo, twisting and turning it as she tried to push it deeper. Her other hand caught at it as well, and she stared through red rimmed eyes at the picture of herself in the mirror, stared as her white knuckled fingers forced the thing in deep. 
 
And then drew it out.
 
She was so tight it should have been impossible for her to fuck herself with something that thick, yet she did it regardless, her arms unnaturally strong. She rolled and twisted onto her knees, gasping, moaning, reaching back between her legs to grasp the cucumber with one hand, pumping it - not easily - but almost smoothly, crying out every time it was thrust into her aching sex, feeling a terrible, wonderful build-up of heat in her groin.
 
She stared back through her legs at the mirror, transfixed by the sight, shocked, wildly, uncontrollably aroused. She could feel the tremendous resistance of her pussy as she slowly forced the fat vegetable up into her body, then pulled it slowly, and with great difficulty, back up along her swollen sex tunnel.
 
The climax washed over her like a tidal wave, and flooded her mind with maddened heat. She pumped the cucumber frantically, crying out, almost baying like a dog as the power of the climax hammered at her mind. Ecstasy was too mild a word for the thundering waves of pleasure which rolled over her again and again and again, until she knew she was drowning in them. And then it was too much, and the world winked out as her mind shut down in self defence.
 
The path was narrow and dark, the high stone walls casting black shadows as she moved beneath the moonlight. The walls were covered in a tangle of rose bushes. There were no roses, however, for the chill wind of winter blew down the narrow path and set leafs swirling and flying ahead of it. There was no snow covering the brownish grass, but the ground was hard and frozen as she moved warily forward.
 
She could feel a deep menace all around her, could sense it deep in her bones, yet not understand its source. She wanted to turn and flee, yet could not. Her head moved warily from side to side, and she felt the heavy, comforting presence of the pistol in its holster beneath her arm.
 
Her foot caught on a vine and she nearly tripped. It was a rose vine, and she jerked at against it, the thorns caught in the hem of her trousers. She jerked her leg free in irritation, and moved forward again, only to catch her other hem. This time she could not simply tear her leg free, and bent to dislodge the thorns. She patiently worked them free and stood up, only to pull up short, staring down at her left ankle, a vine wrapped completely around it.
 
The wind blew a rose vine across her path and it caught in her hair. She reached up for it, wincing as her thumb was pricked by a thorn, and then another vine swept across, and another. She gasped in alarm, then cried out in pain as the vines wrapped themselves around her wrists and tightened.
 
The thorns drove into the soft flesh of her wrists, and the vines pulled up and apart. She twisted in growing terror, only to find both ankles now gripped, the vines tough, pulling, tightening painfully. She felt a scratching at her lower leg and looked down, gaping at the side of vines slithering across the ground, at them trembling and jerking around her ankles. She could feel them sliding up inside the legs of her trousers, curling around and around her legs, the sharp thorns scratching painfully against her soft flesh.
 
More vines slipped down the open sleeves of her top, clawing across her arms, spilling down inside her blouse. They pulled and twisted, and she felt the pressure against the thin fabric as it began to tear. The vines curled around her belly inside the blouse, slipped up along her back, slithered up from behind her neck. They pulled and tore at the fabric as the wind howled around her. 
 
She could feel her blouse ripping open, feel her trouser legs being sliced through from top to bottom. And then she was nude, nude in the moonlight with the icy wind howling around her. The vines curled around and around her legs and arms and yanked hard. She cried out as she was lifted bodily off the ground, her legs spread wide.
 
The thorns dug into her legs behind the knees, and up high along her inner thighs, they pierced her skin over the ankles, and elbows, and drove vengefully into her belly and breasts. She writhed to the pain from dozens of stinging bites as one long vine slid around her chest, its long, needle sharp thorns driving slowly into the centre of each nipple as it tightened.
 
The vine cut her breasts in half, tightening to the point of crushing her chest, to the point she could no longer breathe. More vines were wrapping just as tightly around her belly, around her waist, vine after vine squeezing the life out of her as they pulled at her wrists and ankles, threatening to tear them out of their sockets.
 
A vine slithered up between her legs, circled her hips, slid down between her legs, and its thorn, at least an inch long, drove straight through her clitoris and into her body beneath.
 
The pain tore at her mind as the icy wind flayed her body.
 
Her skin was deeply pierced in a hundred places, yet no blood trickled down her body. She could feel her blood flowing, a hundred tiny rivulets being sucked into the vine as its thorns drank deeply.
 
She could feel its pleasure, could feel its hunger as it fed on her. And then something else, something which rose from within her, a hunger of her own, a hot, roaring lust which rose up from nowhere to envelop her mind and body in a dark and terrible lust.
 
The vines stirred beneath her, shaking and trembling and quivering, and a thick - something - rose up straight and thick, a thick bodied tube, grey and slimy, with a fat mushroom head. She felt the vines biting even more savagely into her ankles, spreading them painfully far, and then farther still, so that the tendons in her thighs burned with fire, stretched, strained.
 
Her body slipped lower as her legs spread out to either side, and the mushroom thing rose higher. Her body twisted and undulated in mid-air, writhing and thrashing, yet the vines lowered her inexorably until she felt the slimy head of the thing against her bare sex. She was sopping, despite herself, and it thrust powerfully against her opening as her weight settled upon it.
 
It was too thick to enter; at least it was too thick - at first. Its fat head was as thick as a baseball bat, if softer and slimier. Yet all her weight was now settling on it, and the pressure against her soft pussy was painful. She felt her lips spreading in and back, further and further, threatening to tear as she tried despairingly to pull herself free. Then the fat stem of the thing  sprouted two thin tendrils which slithered upwards and pushed against her straining pubic lips. Their ends sharpened like needles drove into her flesh, piercing her pubic lips.
 
She screamed and writhed as the thin tendrils curled in and back, then thrust again and again through each of her pubic lips, piercing them twice, four times, six, and then drawing back, spreading them wider and wider as she thrashed and twisted. 
 
Her ankles had been pulled out almost straight to either side now, her groin flaming with agony as the tendons were stretched to the snapping point. Long, long minutes passed as her weight ever so slowly forced her down further, as her sex opening strained and stretched. And then the head tore her pussy lips just that small bit wide enough, and she began to sink down upon it.
 
She groaned aloud, filled with pain and revulsion and fear as she felt herself penetrated, as she felt herself sinking onto the fat, slimy, mushroom like plant. Yet even so she felt the hunger inside her body rising, felt the dark, ugly pleasure as the thing was forced higher into her body, as the thorns jammed in tighter against her nipples. The sexual pleasure swirled and twirled within her, dazing and befuddling her even as she tried to cope with the terrible pain from a hundred biting wounds.
 
She felt the thing pushing higher and higher up into her belly as she sank lower. And once within her, as if the heat of her body flamed its unnatural growth, the thing began to thicken. She screamed as it drove up into her belly, howling and shrieking and thrashing as her body slid downwards and she felt her insides bloat and swell, terrible pain and terrible pleasure swirling inside her.
 
The thing writhed and twisted like a live thing as it drove deeper into her body, and the pain grew unbearable, her screams rising to shrill, maddened desperation. Yet the pleasure grew as well, a glittering, icy thing which called to her, sang to her, beckoned her to ignore the pain and join it.
 
And then one of the vines snapped in against her mouth, and another joined it. She felt her lower lip pierced by a thick thorn, and then her upper lip. Small tendrils slid in over her teeth and their strength was shocking as they pulled her jaw wider and wider.
 
Another of the giant mushroom things rose up above her terrified eyes, and the fat, mushroom head, dripping slime, darted forward like a striking snake, smashing into her open mouth and then slowly scraping its way through her gaping maw. The taste was worse than anything she could have ever imagined as it forced its way deeper into her mouth, crushing her tongue down as it filled her mouth and then more than filled it, pushing deeper as she gagged repeatedly, forcing its way into her throat to finally still her screams.
 
Her throat bulged out enormously as the thick, fat, slimy thing slid downwards, and her eyes bulged, her body thrashing with ever more violent convulsions.
 
And then the world seemed to go still.
 
The vegetation froze, within and around her. And the wind and pain and cold faded away, leaving her bound and staring at a man who moved to stand before her, a darkly handsome man she thought she should recognize, and then did. He was clad in a rich, dark velvet robe now, his face calm and strong, exquisitely handsome, his hair combed back neatly. He was like, and yet utterly unlike the crazed animal which had attacked her in the cage.
 
"Your friends know too much of us," he said, eyes hot, voice ice, "but not as much as they think."
 
His eyes moved up and down her and he sniffed.
 
"They think to make you into a tool to be used against us. They think I do not see this, that my own appetites will force me to co-operate, have forced me to co-operate. Yet the control I exert over one such as you is beyond their comprehension. With all their dials and meters and switches and gauges and science, they cannot understand where the core of our power lays."
 
At a gesture, a chair appeared behind him, an enormous wooden chair with a high, carved back. He sat down comfortably and gazed at her as she was held before him.
 
"They believe I cannot reach you with my mind once they have warded me. That much is true. What the do not know is what I can do to you before then. I can speak to you in many ways, of pleasure and of pain, and implant it all in your mind to influence you later.
 
He crossed his legs smoothly, and sat back.
 
"I hope you will excuse me for the rough use you took at my hands. It was their intent to make of me a desperate, famished beast so I would attack you unthinking, and in that they very nearly succeeded. It is not my habit to force myself on young women in that fashion. Nor do I give such a gift to one I do not know and trust as I have given to you. Yet you may blame the man called Moore and his people for these things, not I."
 
He leaned forward. "You should be aware that Moore seeks to destroy us because he believes some of our kind stand in the way of his religious fanatics winning the next election. In that he is quite right. But you should examine him and his supporters more closely to see which of us is the greater threat, a group of power mad religious fanatics, or an ancient people who, for the most part, want only to be left alone."
 
"Our numbers are not high, nor have they ever been, nor are we interested in ruling over humans. Had we that desire we would have done so long ago. If you have the intelligence I see in this fine mind of yours you will come to see that."
 
He stood up and the chair vanished. "There are many things about yourself now that you will need to know, and you will need me to help you control yourself, your urges, your needs. Control comes from the master, and with me locked away you will lack the control you need, especially now, as you are unused to the changes which have been made to your body. The relationship between master and servant is not that of master and slave. It is one of partners, of joining, of mutual benefit. You need me and I need you. Together, we can exist, apart - it will be difficult, especially for you."
 
He looked around him and made a face. "I did not choose the form of this dream," he said, turning his eyes to her again, "This is an invention of your own dark fantasies and nightmares. That your sexual fantasies have turned in this direction is a product of your own mind's guilt and longing, perhaps of a nature you never knew you possessed, perhaps of a nature changed by your experience at my hands."
 
"But beware, for your body will feel a growing need for sexual satisfaction. That is illusory. Sexual couplings gives off a powerful energy which we can feed off. It is that which drives your hunger, for without my control and guidance you will be - voracious in your need.
And such fantasies as this will become immensely powerful and occur with growing frequency - and they will become more and more real. For these are not ordinary dreams."
 
"There is a term in your human science - a person with uncontrollable need for sex. It is called a nymphomaniac. You will be far, far more afflicted than such people, and if I am not freed to assist you that desperation will soon destroy you, make of you a crazed beast, a bitch in heat, endless heat, wanting only to be ridden by any male within reach."
 
"Come to me, free me, or that is your inevitable fate."
 
He faded away, and then the vegetation began to move again, began to thrust and twist and squeeze as the pain surged up through her veins. She screamed again - and again, and then an orgasm howled through her systems, and her screams changed tone.
 
 
 
 
Four
 
 
She woke on the floor before her mirror. Her knees were drawn up beneath her, spread wide, her face and shoulders lying on the floor. Her arms were beneath her, squeezing up against her breasts, and the floor was wet next to her mouth, where she had drooled.
 
She was stiff and sore, and groaned as she slowly untwisted herself and rolled onto her side, then her back. 
 
Her stomach rumbled hungrily and she felt cold and weak.
 
And full.
 
She groaned, her hand reaching down slowly. The fat end of the cucumber protruded from her pussy, just a half inch or so. The rest had been jammed deep into her sex.
 
She sat up, slowly, gingerly, gasping, not allowing any pressure to come down on the end of the cucumber. She felt cramps inside her, the front end of the thing being lodged so deep in her abdomen. She pulled herself to her knees and stared at the mirror, then gasped.
 
Her breasts - her chest, her arms and legs, her entire body, were covered in small round puncture wounds, from each of which trickled a tiny rivulet of blood.
 
It was only a dream, she told herself shakily. And yet it was clearly more.
 
Trembling, she wiped at the blood, and then stared at herself, in the mirror, seeing the haunted eyes looking back.  She reached down for the end of the cucumber, but found the vegetable lodged too tightly in her sheath for the light grip of two fingers on its rounded base to dislodge. And fumbling at it sent her fingers brushing against her sensitive clitoris, which, combined with the thick, long object filling her sex sheath began to arouse her.
 
She walked - a little awkwardly - into the kitchen and searched through the drawers for something she could use to dislodge the thing, yet her lower body was now bubbling with heat, and she could not resist bending and pressing the base of the cucumber back against the edge of the low table there. She gasped as it jabbed the tip of the dildo against the back wall of her sex, yet a gush of heat swept up her body.
 
She began to grind the thing back against the edge of the table, bucking lightly back in quick little movements as she cupped her breasts. The heat within her soared, and she moaned softly. She bent further, and reached between her legs, letting her middle finger press down against her swollen clitoris, rubbing lightly as she jabbed her bottom back with growing force.
 
The front end of the cucumber was jabbing painfully at something deep within her abdomen, but the cramping, aching pain only seemed to add to her excitement. She was literally trembling with arousal now, and her mind, baking in heat, suddenly had a terrible idea.
 
Panting, she stared at the refrigerator, then lurched forward, yanking it open. Down at the bottom was another cucumber. She snatched it up, then grabbed at the butter. She smeared the end of the thing, then squatted there on the floor, placing the other end of the cucumber against the tiles and letting her bottom down against the buttery top end. She groaned weakly as she felt the cold butter against her anal opening, but began to ride up and down, jabbing her bottom against the end of the cucumber, slowly working the thick vegetable into her tight anus inch by slow inch.
 
Her clitoris was a fiery glowing coal, and she knew that if she touched it, even brushed against it, she would be gone, the climax intense. Yet she held her legs wide, keeping her fingers clear, grunting as she took the cucumber higher and higher into her anal opening. Half in, and then three quarters, and she felt a little cramping.
 
She rose to her shaky feet and back against the table, then bent over, pressing the base of the cucumber against it, thrusting her bottom back in sharp little jabs that forced the cucumber even deeper into her rectum.
 
God it was tight! So tight!
 
Yet she took it deeper, feeling her insides shift slightly, or the cucumber shift, sliding deeper and deeper until there was no more left of it than of the other. She stood up, shaking, gasping, feeling the weight inside her belly.
 
She straightened more, and backed up, straddling the corner of the table, and letting her weight press down on the ends of both cucumbers. She brought her shaking fingers down to her clitoris, and rubbed frantically.
 
She screamed as she came, a wild, undulating howl of ecstasy as her body blossomed with a wild, feral sexual violence. The come was a monster, tearing at her mind and body as she bounced wildly and helplessly against the table, crying out again and again in breathless, wanton release, embracing the pain as well, slapping her bottom and groin down against the table as the orgasm tore through her flesh like wildfire.
 
It went on and on, far longer than any orgasm she could remember, until she was breathless from screaming, dazed and shaking. She fell back across the table and shuddered violently, trembling and twitching as the orgasm slowly passed through her and faded.
 
She lay still, but for her heaving chest, arms fallen to either side, eyes closed, jaw slack.
 
Still gasping, she sat up, groaning, holding her head, brushing back her tangled hair. She grunted as she realized she was sitting fully on the table, and slipped off onto rubbery legs, then reached between her legs. Both cucumbers had disappeared completely into her body. 
 
She bent and gingerly spread the lips of her sex, seeing the green round end of the cucumber nestled just inside. She groaned, then pressed her finger against her closed anal opening, pushing the finger only a bit inside before encountering the other cucumber.
 
She straightened, a strange, smug, satisfied expression on her face. She was not worried about getting them out. She would get them out. Just then she felt hot again, loose, wanton, and sexually charged. She shook her head at being aroused after such a massive climax. She could not stand here masturbating all day, and she was filthy anyway, and starving.
 
She yanked open the refrigerator, then pulled out a package of ham and began to stuff the slices into her mouth as she searched for something more.  
 
She thrust some leftover chicken into the microwave, and that assuaged the worst of her hunger. Half a dozen waffles and two large cups of milk did for the rest, and, feeling somewhat better, she had a shower. 
 
She was startled as she gingerly let the water spill down around her, at not feeling the stinging pain she ought to from warm water making contact with fresh cuts. Yet as she looked down, blinking in the water streaming down her face, she saw to her startlement that the wounds were now small pink spots on her flesh, as if they were weeks old. With the blood washed away there was no longer any pain.
 
She ran soapy hands over her body, luxuriating in the sleek, slipperiness of her flesh, and it took only seconds to bring herself to another massive climax, her pussy muscles squeezing down against the cucumber again and again as she fingered her sex and squeezed her breasts.
 
By the time she stepped out of the shower and dried herself her mirror showed even the pink spots had all but faded into invisibility, and she was again forced to come to terms with the alterations made to her body.  Would she really live hundreds of years? Or would she die much more quickly than that. For the vampire who had created her was locked away by Moore, and if he died, as Moore warned, so would she. 
 
She dried her hair quickly. Surprisingly quickly. So quickly she paused and stared at herself. Usually she had to fuss over her hair for quite some time just to get it to keep some semblance of order, else she had hairs sweeping up and back and in all directions. Not today. Her hair was easily tamed, with almost no work it fell smoothly into place. Blinking, she turned on the hair dryer again and began to brush it out, and the smooth flow of the air guided it to exactly where she wanted it to go. And it stayed there!
 
She gaped at herself. Her hair had been a torment - like her glasses - for almost as long as she'd been alive. She put down the hair dryer and ran her fingers through her hair, gasping at how thick and rich and silky it was. Gone was the thin, dry, flyaway hair she'd had for so long. Now it flowed around her face like spun silk. Even the touch of it across her shoulders and back and breasts was a tactile joy.
 
Her eyes, her hair - . She let her eyes run down her body, noticing for the first time the impossible firmness of her breasts. She lifted her hands and cupped them gently, amazed. They moved only slightly as she did, yet when she stopped they remained perfect, the small pink, newly sensitized nipples actually jutting slightly upwards.
 
She ran her hands down her body, swallowing repeatedly, searching for the flaws she had always noted. Yet there was no fat there, no wrinkles, no cellulite. Her body was young and filled with health and vitality.
 
She stepped back from the mirror, whirled and snapped her fist out and forward, then twisted and lashed out with a side kick. It felt strange kicking with her sex and anus filled with two hard cucumbers but - .
 
She was impossibly fast! Even to her newly sharpened vision her fist and foot were a blur.
 
Naked, excited, she hurried out of the room.
Her apartment was in an old wooden low rise. It had cathedral ceilings overhead, a large bay window, a fireplace, and an old fashioned wooden balcony. It also had a den she had converted into an exercise room and she quickly picked up one of the wooden boards she used to practice her kicks on and set it into the metal brace in the corner. She closed her eyes, trying to calm herself, pressing her hands firmly together, then turned and sent her fist snapping forward to break cleanly through the board as if it weren't even there.
 
She shook her head. It had been so easy! There wasn't even any pain. It was as if the board were made of paper. She picked up two boards and placed them together in the brace, then punched through them almost as easily. Shaking her head wonderingly, she put four boards together and jammed them into the brace, which could barely hold them. She did not even bother to prepare, but simply smashed her fist through them.
 
That hurt, a little, but the four boards splintered and broke.
 
"Wow!" she whispered.
 
She had always had a lifelong fascination with the martial arts, and her parents had given into her nagging when she was sixteen and begun sending her for lessons. She was now a fourth degree black belt in Karate, and had her fifth Dan in Kendo. She turned and lifted her Shinai from its stand, then turned and positioned herself. The Shinai was the bamboo practice sword, and she had always been very quick with her hands. 
 
But never this quick. The Shinai was almost weightless to her now, and it cut through the air with a sound like tearing paper. She placed it back on its stand and reached for the razor sharp steel Katana. She had never used this sword in practice. It was far too dangerous for that. It was more decoration than anything else, and a reminder of what Kendo was all about. 
 
Now she sent the sword slicing through the air, swirling and snapping, jabbing and thrusting. The sword was almost invisible, and she felt an immense sensation of power, as if the sword would cut through anything before her, even the brick wall at the rear of the room.
 
The sword was heavier than the bamboo sword, of course, yet it felt almost weightless, and despite how vigorously she turned and twisted in the energetic dance of her Kendo practice, she felt no hint of weariness in arms or legs. After ten minutes she should have been sweating badly, but she was not even breathing heavily. 	
 
She replaced the sword and stepped across the room to her exercise machine, with its dials and gears and levers. She was aroused again, and now the tips of the cucumbers were protruding from her sex and anus. She smiled to feel them, and bore down on her anal and pubic muscles, getting them to slowly slide out a little more. Then she straddled the padded bench and sat down.
 
"Unnggh!" she gasped as her weight thrust the cucumbers back deep into her belly.
 
She was on the edge of orgasm, but held it off.
 
She pulled the bar down before her chest, then set the weight at one hundred pounds and began to lift and raise the bar. It was simply too easy. She turned the lever up to one forty, then one eighty, then two hundred, and now she finally felt real resistance, had to use real energy to lift the bar up again and again.
 
The movement was too much, and she cried out as she climaxed, grinding her sex violently against the bench below as the orgasm washed over her in waves.
 
She collapsed back against the machine, panting, moaning weakly. She drew her legs up and apart, placing her feet in the pedals to either side, sliding down until she was almost on her back, and then grunting as she slowly expelled the two cucumbers.
 
She could not help herself. She masturbated again as the cucumbers slid slowly down out of her holes, and came violently, grabbing the one in her sex and pumping it in and out as she writhed and bucked and shook to the power of the orgasm.
 
Her insides felt empty now, and she groaned as she sat back, recovering somewhat, before resuming her proper position.
 
She began to raise the bar, grunting as she forced it high. Ten times, twenty, forty, and she was finally beginning to sweat, fifty and sixty and she was breathing heavily, seventy and eighty and her arms were growing weary. She stopped at one hundred, but knew she could have gone farther.
 
She looked down at the cucumbers and smiled. Then she bent and picked up the one she had held in her pussy for so many hours. She bit into the end and swallowed the warm, moist vegetable. 
 
She decided to launch two searches. She would do as Moore asked, and find out everything she could about the vampires, where they were, who they were, and what power they had. But she would also look into Moore, what he was up to, and whether he could possibly be more dangerous than the vampires.
 
She had a very good computer system at home, but the one at work as far superior, and had tie-ins to a number of very discrete and in some cases illegal search services. She thus called up her work computer from her home computer and began to issue some orders.
 
A small blinking box stopped her, and she stared at it in consternation. It was her work computer's security program, telling her that it had detected a monitoring program. She had put a lot of money into setting up a secure encryption system between her home and office computers, yet her initial fear that someone had penetrated it turned out to be wrong. The monitoring was being done by her own home computer.
 
A further search showed a small, sophisticated program had been placed on her home computer. It would easily have defeated most virus and security sweeps, but hers had been designed by a paranoid genius wanting to impress what he had thought of as a very hot looking, if nerdy girl.
 
She wiped out the monitoring program, frowning, thinking.
 
She had used the connection only a day before going to meet Moore and his monster, and everything had worked fine. How then had her computer become infected? The only way would have been for someone to physically place it on her computer while she was away. That meant someone had been in her apartment.
 
She looked around warily, with sudden suspicion. If someone had come in here to plant a bug on her computer, what else had they planted? She often made use of electronic surveillance herself, after all, and that did tend to give one a paranoid concern about being monitored.
 
She got up and hurried across to the front hall, and then to the storage closet there.  She shifted her ironing board aside, pulled out a pail with mops in it, then squatted and eased up a section of floorboards, taking out a sophisticated electronic scanning set.
 
Because she knew what to look for, and because she had considered herself how she would bug her apartment, she had no difficulty in finding them. Her phones were bugged. There were also microphones in every room, in some cases several microphones. There was no doubt they had picked up her cries of pleasure as she had climaxed, of course.
 
More infuriating, more humiliating, there were small cameras. One was in the vent in her bathroom. They had replaced the light bracket in her bedroom with one which held a small video camera in its tip. The smoke detector in her den was a camera, as was the one in the living room. And a small screw up high in her kitchen, holding up a picture, had also been replaced with a pinhole camera.
 
So they had seen her, seen everything. Her face burned with rage, feeling a terrible sense of humiliation. It had been bad enough that Moore and his people had watched her being raped in the cage, had seen her nude and helpless as they had tortured her with electric shocks, for at least she had not been in her right mind. But to monitor her here in her own home, to see her masturbating, climaxing, with cucumbers! She had never felt so utterly mortified in her life.
 
To a woman who had always been so body conscious, so concerned about her dignity, about how others saw her, it was a shocking blow, and she thought her face would catch fire from the heat gripping her.
 
She cursed Moore, and cursed herself. She should have known, should have suspected.
 
The phone rang.
 
She stared at it as it rang again and again and again, then finally crossed the room and picked it up.
 
"Miss Frasier, you will please replace the surveillance devices we installed in your apartment," a nasal, British accented voice said.
 
She slammed the phone down, aghast.
 
A moment later it rang again, and again.
 
"Fuck you!" she screamed into the mouthpiece.
 
"The surveillance devices are there for your safety and ours," the voice said. "Should one of the vampires discover you your apartment is the most likely place for an attack."
 
"And in the meantime you got a real eyeful didn't you!?" she snarled.
 
"Your sexual antics are not particularly important to us; although I'm sure the men monitoring the cameras enjoyed them."
 
She slammed the phone down again, snarling a violent curse.
 
It rang again and she tore it out of the wall. Then she dressed and went down to her car. She scanned it, removing several bugs, and placing them on other cars, then drove to work. The security system there was far more sophisticated than anything she had thought to need in her own apartment. She had put it together herself, and apparently Moore's people hadn't been able to safely bypass it. A careful scan of the office and her computer showed them clean.
 
She picked up a box load of equipment and hurried back home. There she scanned the apartment again, then spent the rest of the afternoon installing a security system only a paranoid would want. If breeched it would transmit warnings over the phone line, via a radio to a beeper she had on her belt, and through an autodialing cell transmitter to her cell phone.
 
There was a knock at her door and she peered through the eyehole at two strange men in jumpsuits. She opened the door warily.
 
"Yes?"
 
"Mr. Moore would like your surveillance systems put back in order," the first man said blandly. "We're here to do the work."
 
She swung the door closed and he jammed his foot in to block it from closing.
 
"Mr. Moore wants them put back in order," he said in a low growl.
 
She didn't even have to hit him. She slammed her open hands against his chest and he half flew back into the second man, sending both slamming into the wall across from her. She bent and picked up his fallen work box and flung it fifty feet up the hall, then slammed the door closed.
 
She got on her computer then, and began to search out any information she could find on Moore, his companies, his money, and his politics.
 
After a couple of hours she had learned a lot, and none of it was good. Then her system beeped, indicating an email. She opened it and stared at a picture of herself, nude, legs spread, back arched as she squeezed her breast and fingered her pussy.
 
"Vinnie the Voyeur presents free videos of wild sluts taken from hidden cameras!" it said. 
 
She stared, horrified, then followed the link to a web site. On it were videos of her masturbating with the cucumbers, masturbating in her shower, in her bedroom, in her kitchen, in her den, videos carefully cut, of her being ridden by the vampire, of her swallowing his cock, of her riding him enthusiastically, screaming her pleasure.
 
And then, finally, a small video of Moore.
 
"Your strength and speed have become quite impressive," he said. "No doubt they will aid you in searching for those vile creatures who threaten us all. And, of course, I have no intention of causing you any harm which would interfere in that search. However, I dislike disobedient women. I especially dislike promiscuous women who do not control their unnatural desires. I realize that to some extent you are responding to the contamination which has altered your body chemistry, but one of the reasons you were chosen was that you were presumed to be a moral woman who would have the strength of will to fight through such bestial urges."
 
"As it is evident you require help in this regards, I am sending men to you to both replace the devices you have destroyed, and see to disciplining you. You will do exactly as you are told or else this web site will be made open to the public. And the email you have just received will be sent to every address found on your computer, every business associate, every friend, every family member. I trust you want to avoid that? 
 
The video ended and she stated at it, frozen.
 
The door bell rang.
 
She stared, eyes wide, face flaming, mind whirling, unable to think, unable to decide what to do. The bell rang again, and then again. As if in slow motion she rose and moved slowly across the room, then opened it.
 
A very thin man with small beady eyes stood before her, wearing a black suit and carrying a case.
 
"Miss Frasier," he said, his voice laden with contempt.
 
Two men were behind him, the two she had cast out earlier. They looked at her angrily but warily.
 
"You will do exactly as Mr. Moore ordered, is that correct?" the thin man demanded.
 
"I - yes," she whispered, dropping her eyes.
 
He stepped inside and the other two followed him, passing them both and going further into the apartment, setting down their cases and opening them. The thin man closed the door and scowled at her.
 
"You surely did not think we would create a creature almost as vile in its way as those we hunt and then set it free to do as it chose," he said scornfully. "Mr. Moore searched long in your past for instances of immoral behaviour and found nothing. Yet I am not so innocent as he. I know well the lurid hungers which lurk behind the most innocent of female eyes. And now that you have become contaminated by the unnatural lusts and strength of that which we seek to destroy your own perverse desires have only become more wanton."
 
"Cucumbers!?" he spat, staring at her in disgust.
 
Shawn dropped her eyes in shame, utterly mortified.
 
"You may be a tool we can use for some time, but only properly disciplined," he said. 
 
He opened his case and drew out a long flexible length of wood, then swung it from side to side.
 
"You will remove your clothes," he ordered.
 
Shawn stared at him, aghast. "W-What?!"
 
"Mr. Moore was raised in a boarding school were the axiom of spoiling the child by sparing the rod was quite strictly endorsed," he said. "Clearly you would have benefited from the same stern discipline. You will do so now."
 
She stared at the cane and then at the man wielding it.
 
"Su-surely you don't expect - ."	
 
"Mr. Moore does not make idle threats," he growled. "And should the one he used not suffice it will be followed by another, and another. Do you believe you cannot be brought to heel? Trust me when I tell you you can. I have broken strong men in God's name. I will have no difficulty with a cheap whore."
 
Her face blushed red again, now partly with anger. She could snap his neck without breathing hard. But the sight of those videos still had her in a daze, and the thought of them being sent to her parents, to her family and friends - sent so easily - .. She shuddered and knew she had no choice but to obey.
 
She flushed even more deeply as she unbuttoned her blouse and shrugged it off.
 
"Why must I be naked?" she demanded through clenched teeth. "I thought Mr. Moore was a Godly man who didn't believe in lewd things like women exposing their bodies."
 
"Mr. Moore understands the value of punishment in altering unwanted opinion, and the value of shame to punishment. Since you clearly have little shame I will teach you shame."
 
She slipped down her pants and then, blushing furiously, undid her bra and pushed down her panties. She tried to cover her naked sex with one hand and her breasts with her other arm, but the thin man would have none of it.
 
"Put your hands behind your neck and interlace your fingers," he ordered.
 
The two men in jumpsuits were working on the telephone and smoke detector, but their eyes were constantly glancing across at her with hungry, cruel expressions of lust.
 
She obeyed as if in a daze, and grunted when he reached behind her and jerked on her hair.
 
"Head back, slut. Legs apart. Now push your bottom out. More!"
 
She obeyed, moaning softly. She was horribly embarrassed, humiliated, and yet despite that she felt a deep well of sexual hunger in her loins as the three men examined her naked body. The thin man's eyes were cold and disdainful. He thrust the long, thin cane between her legs and then pressed it up against her sex lips.
 
Shawn gasped as it was forced between them, up into her slit
 
"This is the source of evil in all females," the man sneered. "It is their weakness, and the pit of darkness to which weak men are drawn."
 
He yanked the cane up and back so that it sawed along her slit and made her cry out in pain.
 
"These were made by God for the nursing of children," he growled, jabbing the tip of the cane at one of her swollen nipples. "But to what lewd purpose have you put them?"
 
He ground the tip into her nipple painfully, and Shawn clenched her teeth, fighting to not show pain. Yet a before he suddenly snapped the cane up, flicking it painfully against her stiff nipple.
 
"You will hold your position, if you have any discipline or strength at all," he said with a sneer.
 
He moved behind her and she trembled weakly, staring up at the ceiling, unable to bear the sight of the workmen's eager eyes. She felt the cane press against her soft, round buttocks, rubbing lightly back and forth. Then it pulled away and snapped in against her bottom. She gasped in pain as the impact stung her.
 
"Pain is God's message," he vowed. "Pain teaches the body to obey His will."
 
The crop snapped down across her bottom again, harder, and the sting was deeper as she gasped softly.
 
"Pain is the fire of His just wrath against those who defy Him!"
 
The cane sliced into her bottom a third time, much harder, and the pain was a raw explosion of fire searing her bottom. She shuddered and her back arched as the pain flowed through her.
 
"You will be taught the behaviour which is expected of a young Lady, and the punishment for behaving in a manner offensive to God!"
 
She could not repress a cry of pain as the cane cracked across her bottom again. It drew back and she heard it cut through the air before another blow sliced across her cheeks and sent her lurching a half step forward, crying out in pain.
 
"Women are by their nature weak," he sniffed. "That is why men are required to discipline and teach them."
 
Another crack as the cane sent a razor sharp blast of pain into her burning rear, and she cried out again, lurching forward.
 
"As you are incapable of maintaining your position we will begin again," he said.
 
He took her arm and jerked her around, then thrust her against the dining room table, then shifted his grip to the back of her neck, violently shoving her down, jamming her face against the heavy glass, making her lower belly dig into the top of one of her black leather chairs. "You will stay in this position," he snarled.
 
The cane cracked across her raised bottom and she cried out again, tears filling her eyes. Her strengthened body apparently had no immunity to pain, and she cried out again, and again, gasping and moaning as the cane bit into her tender flesh. For he was using his full strength, letting the wood slice deep welts in her aching bottom as the workmen looked on.
 
Again it slashed across her bottom, and again she cried out, her hand darting back across her aching, heated bottom. He snarled and seized her wrist, forcing it up behind her back. Then he took her other hand, and she moaned softly as she felt them bound in leather.
 
"You are much stronger in body than most women," he said. "But not in mind."
 
She should kill him! She should kill him now!
 
But she thought of those videos appearing on the computers of her family and friends and held herself back somehow.
 
"Now, bitch, you will take your punishment," he said.
 
Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
 
The cane sliced into the soft, warm flesh of her bare bottom, leaving welt after welt in the soft, pale skin. As new welts crossed old the skin began to break, thin lines of blood appearing as she shuddered and moaned and trembled in pain and growing desperation. How long was he going to hit her? How long would the stinging, terrible pain last? Her eyes were filled with tears now and the pain was dagger sharp, impossible to bear.
 
He halted, and she gasped weakly, moaning. Her bottom was on fire, her body slick with perspiration.
 
"Come here!" he called.
 
She moaned, cheek pressed to the glass table, panting, moaning. He could not mean her, surely. And then she sensed the workmen coming up behind her.
 
"I do not share Mr. Moore's belief that there is any use to be had in employing women except in their obvious capacity," the thin man's hateful voice said. "Their minds are too flighty, and their bodies too weak. When the Godly take back this country from the liberals and animals currently in charge women will be returned to their homes to abide under the guidance and care of their fathers and husbands. And only one duty will thereafter concern them."
 
She felt rough hands at her thighs, spreading her legs more, and then fingers at her sex. She gasped, jerking her head up, but a rough hand thrust her face back again.
 
"Shame," his voice hissed. "Shame will teach you how vile and filthy are your hungers."
 
She was entered, and gasped as one of the workmen dug his fingers into her flanks and thrust himself home.
 
And despite her shame and pain and anger she felt, God help her, a sense of delicious pleasure as his cock thrust home in her sex. Tears of rage and shame filled her eyes and for long moment she hovered on the brink of rebellion, a hair away from turning and slashing her deadly fists into their faces, killing them, dismembering them.
 
Yet she held still too long, and the man was rutting like a beast atop her, thrusting into her in a way which helplessly reminded her of the vampire who had taken her. And her body, strengthened as it was, had also become helplessly sensitive to exactly this kind of crude use. Sexual heat swelled up around her and gripped her mind in a tight embrace as his hips smashed against her thighs. And she found herself in a new fight, a fight to hide her response as the cruel man pumped into her with hard, fast strokes.
 
Soft gasps and cries of pleasure began to issue from her panting mouth, her body shaking and jerking under the heavy impact of his hips.
 
"You may silence her as you choose," she heard the thin man sniff.
 
It was so good, sooo good!
 
A harsh hand gripped her thick hair and twisted her head to the side, jerking her face towards the side of the table. The second man stood there, leering down at her, his erection sticking out from the open fly of his pants. He thrust himself through her slack jaws and she gurgled weakly as the head jammed against the inside of her cheek. Then he corrected his aim, and she gagged as his cockhead pushed through into her throat.
 
She twisted instinctively, but both his hands held her hair and head in a tight grip as he leaned in against her and drove his cock deeper into her throat. She moaned as she stared, almost cross-eyed, at the long length of his thick shaft, stared at his approaching groin. Then all she could see was the blue fabric of his trousers as he crushed her face into his groin.
 
Her body and the table were both shaking from the hammering of the man behind her, his thick cock pounding violently in and out of her aching sex sheath as the other man roughly twisted and pulled at her hair and head and began to thrust in and out of her mouth and throat.
 
She was dazed by the pain and violence, and yet the swirling sex heat was overcoming both, sweeping aside all other thoughts and cares but that of pleasure and wanton need. The men at the side of the table was pumping his cock violently up and down her throat and the ache and pain and discomfort were terrible. Yet somehow her dark, twisted mind could see only the lewd heat of being deeply penetrated at both ends by hard, thick cocks.
 
She felt her body's pleasure surging higher, felt her muscles tighten, her nervous system beginning to overload with the white hot pleasure. And then the orgasm billowed up from somewhere deep within her body, a glittering flood of sexual electricity exploding inside her body and mind, making her muscles spasm and nerve endings flare. Ecstasy took her, and nothing else existed, not pain or shame or fear or anger. There was nothing but the intoxicating wonder of a long and wondrous sexual release.
 
 
 
 
Five
 
 
Vampires. It was a story to frighten children. The reality had frightened her, as well. But it had not angered her as Moore had. It had not enraged her as the sneering little man had, lashing her with contempt and pain and then giving her body to his two crude henchmen.
 
She had never felt such cold hate, such determination to get revenge. She had never killed before, but she knew without hesitation she could kill now, could kill Moore, and the three he had sent to her apartment, could kill them slowly and painfully.
 
But she was going to do more than that. If Moore really was involved in some kind of religious group which wanted to take over the country she was going to stop him from doing it. Then, she would kill him, after he knew what she had done. 
 
The question became how.
 
She was under no illusion regarding her abilities to even get at Moore. She was strong and fast, but she wasn't invulnerable. And Moore's estate was clearly set up to handle even an attack by a vampire, by something far stronger and faster than she.
 
She would need to get help, and the obvious people to supply her with it were the vampires Moore hunted. Perhaps she could persuade them to help her set free the one in the cage, her - her master. If he - or it - had been telling the truth in her "dream", she would need to get to him or else she'd wind up a mindless sex toy somewhere. If he was lying then she might wind up as the same thing, of course, or worse.
 
It was a dangerous game to play, for both sides were quite possibly her enemies, and either one could destroy her. She would have to walk a very narrow tightrope if she was to survive in either body or mind - or soul.
 
She could do nothing at home. The electronic surveillance systems Moore's people had put back in place would see and hear anything which happened. They had also replaced the bugs in her computer, making that useless to her.
 
The computer at work, however, was a testimony to paranoid security. That one would still be clear unless they showed up and ordered her to let them bug it. That was easily possible. She was surprised; in fact, they had not already done it.
 
So she needed somewhere new, somewhere she could probe the maze of corporate entities Moore controlled, find out where his weaknesses where, search out his indiscretions and political manoeuvrings.
 
When the men had left her bottom had been a latticework of red welts and cuts. By the time she'd showered again and had another snack her skin was once again smooth and unmarked.
 
She pulled on a thong and a green button down shirt with no bra, then a pair of tight black trousers. She hesitated as she turned away form the mirror, startled at realizing she had put on the blouse without a bra, without even thinking of one. She needed a bra, or at least, always had before. Her breasts were now unnaturally firm, but even so they moved within the tight blouse, the nipples stiff and pressing visibly against the thin silk in a way which would have embarrassed her a week ago. Now she merely found the look pleasantly erotic and enticing.
 
She jerked her body suddenly and her nipples rubbed against the soft fabric in a way which made delicious little flickers of pleasure roll through her breasts.
 
Then she remembered the cameras watching and her eyes closed. 
 
So they think her a slut. So what? Compared to what they had seen her do - and her face flushed again at the thought of the cucumbers - why should she care what they saw?
 
She left the apartment. She didn't bother searching her car for bugs. She had no doubt they were there. She left the car downtown and took the subway, then a bus, making sure no one was following her. She called her bank and withdrew several thousand dollars. She then took a bus across town and rented a small, furnished office in a dingy building with no elevator.  >From there she went to an electronics store and bought a small but powerful notebook computer,
 
She took it back to the office and set it up, then called her office computer and connected. She then downloaded her security protocols, then many of the exquisitely complex little search programs she had developed or purchased over the years. She set up email addresses so none of the information would get back to her office computer, and then began to do more research on both Moore, and his enemies, the vampires.
 
She gave long, serious thought to how she would find the latter. So far nothing had denied the ancient myth that they could not stand the sun. That would mean they would seek their entertainment at night. If they had businesses they would also likely be those which operated at night. Sex. The vampire in her mind had spoken of sex, said they could feed off the release of energy.
 
What kind of energy, she wondered, psychic energy? Then she shook her head. It didn't matter. If it was true then what better way for them to amuse themselves and make money then being involved in the sex trade? But they wouldn't be common pimps. They might own very high class bordellos and strip joints, perhaps even involve themselves in making movies.
 
So - look for very high class houses of ill repute which had been around for quite some time, very expensive places which served an exclusive clientele. That would give them money, sex, and influence. They would not be in a residential area. Comings and goings were too noticeable there. They would not be in a poor area, nor in a place with docks, warehouses, and filthy factories. The rich dislike such places.
 
They would be downtown in a commercial area.  How much money did these people have? A lot, likely. Just investing it and letting it grow for a few dozen decades would make any of them rich. If she were to set up such a club she would put it in a large commercial building. No one would notice cars coming and going from an underground garage. No one would notice people riding up and down in elevators at two in the morning.
 
It would have to take up the entire floor, or others would notice. And it would help if whatever security guards the building had were in on it. It would help, in fact, if the building was owned by them. And that would be the easiest thing to check.
 
She went to city records and quickly eliminated all buildings except those with underground garages. She then eliminated all government buildings, then those owned by major, publicly traded corporations or corporate entities. She removed those who had single tenants, and then began to look into those which remained. 
 
Then she had an inspiration. She had started out examining blueprints. All such buildings had interior walls which could be changed to accommodate new tenants. The fire department required them to be kept up to date. She had been looking at building where an entire floor was rented out to a single tenant, probably the penthouse.
 
But these were vampires!
 
She began concentrating on the basements instead, on the sub basements, and on discrepancies which might exist between what was supposed to be there, and what might be there. For if there was a floor or two devoted to monsters and prostitutes it was unlikely to show on the records.
 
She sent a query to an architect she knew. What would I need to do to hide a couple of floors underneath a building? And how could it be discovered?
 
The answer: The support pillars had to have been driven deeper into the bedrock. And since such things were checked by inspectors before the building went up, there would have to be a record.
 
And there it was. The Kenny building was, in its original blueprints, supposed to have five floors of underground parking. Because of that they had dug deep into the earth, and driven the support pillars even deeper. But in later versions of the blueprints there were only three levels to the underground garage.
 
The Kenny building was twenty two floors of steel and concrete, owned by the Kenny family. It had been constructed by Jason Kenny in nineteen seventy two and was now owned by his son, Mark Kenny.
 
Forty minutes later she was there. There was no difficult at all getting into the garage. She simply drove down the ramp. There was nothing, at first, to set it apart from any other garage. That included the cameras watching the entrance and the doors to the interior stairs.
 
When she found an inner garage door she knew she had found her secret entrance. Not that an inner garage was all that unusual, either. But it was something a private club would want. There was a camera watching the outside. Likely there was one watching the inside, too.
 
But there was no need of a camera to watch the interior of the garage. Especially since, at night, it would be virtually deserted. Any car parked would stand out then, and be easy to check.
 
She opened her computer and checked the blueprints again. The building had six elevators in two banks which faced each other. Depending on how deep the interior garage was, at least one, and possibly two of the elevators would open within it. She was betting the elevator went no higher than the garage. Who would notice upstairs that a particular elevator never showed up, that some other elevator always arrived first?
 
There would be cameras in the elevators, and in the entrance foyer. But probably not on the third or fourth floor hall.
 
She drove out of the garage and went to a nearby hardware and outdoor store. She had done a little rock climbing, so she had a pretty good idea of what equipment she'd need. An hour later he was in a fourth floor men's' room (they were less busy), pushing her equipment up beneath the panels of the drop ceiling. It was then delightfully easy to pull herself up inside and let the fibreglass panel drop beneath her.
 
Then she balanced on a narrow support beam and waited.
 
It was already five thirty. Most of the building had left. There were no sounds below, no visitors until a little after six. Then she heard the toilet door open. There was the unmistakable sound of one of the stall doors being pushed open hard, then another, then another. Then the toilet door opened again. Security, she thought, or cleaning staff deciding nothing needed doing.
 
She waited another hour, then cautiously let herself down onto the toilet tank, taking her backpack of equipment with her. She crept out of the toilet slowly, head swivelling from side to side. The hall was quiet and had the feel of emptiness. There was a wide oak door to one side and a glass one on the other. This floor was occupied by two tenants, one a brokerage house, the other a lobby group.
 
She slid the steel elevator pick from her bag and hurried to the last elevator in the near bank, then thrust it through the small hole high up on the left, dislodging the lock. A pull easily slid the door aside to reveal the empty elevator shaft. It was not completely dark. There were small, bare 20 or 40 watt bulbs on every second level.
 
She had brought rope, but to her surprise it wasn't really necessary. There was a small, interior steel ladder to one side of the door. She let the door begin to close, then swung herself over to the ladder and began to descend.
 
She passed the elevator car, sitting at the lower garage level, and was not surprised to find the elevator shaft kept going lower. She climbed down to the bottom and took out the pick again.
 
There was a very good chance the club was not open yet. If it was, there was a very good chance there would be a surveillance camera turned on the elevator door. But if she was caught it would likely be by the people she needed to talk to anyway, so it was a chance she was more than willing to take.
 
She opened the door and stepped out into the lobby.
 
And what a lobby.
 
The floor beneath her was polished marble. Soft, recessed lighting lit up pale ivory columns which had been carved into the shape of naked men and women. There were narrow corridors to either side, and another in front of her, all of them lit by soft yellow light. There were voices to the left, so she went straight.
 
Every door was padded, and every one opened onto a small stage for sexual play. One room was a schoolroom, complete with student's desks, maps, blackboards and books. Another was a doctor's exam room. The next was made up to be a small, secluded glade in the woods, with a beach of white sand and a pool of crystal clear water. The rocks and grass and trees were fake, but the water was real as it bubbled gently over the rocks and down into the pool.
 
The next door opened onto the interior of a wide bodied commercial airline jet. There were only two rows of airline seats, but the walls had been painted with 3D versions of airline cabins so that it looked, at first glance, as if the cabin was far longer. She sniffed and drew back.
 
She thought she found an office in the next room, but it was only another playroom made up to look like an office. No doubt horny bank presidents could grope and seduce their "secretaries" here without fear of sexual harassment charges.
 
The next room had a four poster bed, and a young woman who turned in surprise as the door opened. She was exquisitely beautiful, and wore a short, sheer purple shift. She was making the bed, and looked at Shawn curiously.
 
"Who are you?" she asked.
 
"Looking for the boss," Shawn said as casually as she could manage.
 
"Which one?"
 
"Who's around?"
 
"Well, Michael is upstairs in the lounge, I suppose."
 
"Thanks."
 
She withdrew, closing the door.
 
She made her way back up the corridor and all but ran into a large, round faced, broad shouldered man in a black suit. 
 
"Who are you?" he demanded.
 
Shawn swallowed. "Uh, hi, I'm Shawn. I'm new. I'm looking for Michael."
 
"The club is opened!" he snapped angrily. "You do not walk around in the public areas dressed like that!"
 
"I'm sorry but - ."
 
He gripped her arm and yanked her around, hurrying back up the corridor, then pushed open a side door and into a much more utilitarian corridor lit by fluorescent lights.
 
He pushed her roughly into a dressing room, the sides filled with makeup tables, one wall filled with shelves and racks of costumes.
 
"Get undressed," he ordered. "I'll call Michael."
 
Oh shit!
 
Shawn looked around nervously as the man picked up a phone. There was an entire rack filled with what looked to be the same kind of see through shifts she'd seen the girl in the bedroom wearing. That was probably what she was supposed to be wearing. But she had no intention of greeting whoever ran this place wearing one.
 
"Uhm, that's okay," she said, backing way. "I heard he's upstairs. I'll go see him."
 
She hurried back up the corridor, ignoring his "Hey! Wait!"
 
She found a narrow stairwell and trotted up it, emerging in a similar stairwell, heart pounding as she tried to figure out what to do. It was unlikely she would simply come across a door labelled "big boss vampire" and step in to speak quietly with him. But aside from letting herself be caught, which she instinctively shied away from, she wasn't sure what else to do.
 
She walked up the corridor. There were real offices here, small and messy ones, and she had passed only two when another large guy in black shouted to her.
 
"Hey, you!"
 
She turned and hurried away and he ran after her.
 
Stop, stupid. What else are you going to do?
 
She stopped as the man hurried up.
 
"Who are you? What are you doing here?" he demanded.
 
"I need to see the boss," she started to say.
 
But he gripped her wrist and roughly yanked up hard behind her back. She yelped in pain and instinctively twisted free, slamming an open hand into the centre of his chest. Such was her strength the big man flew back and hit the wall with a heavy thump, then, gasping and holding his chest, slid down to the floor.	
 
Oh shit! That's not what I wanted to do!
 
She turned and hurried back up the corridor, then opened a door and found herself in the middle of the club. The hall here was wide and carpeted in red. The cushion beneath was so thick it softer than her bed. Men, mostly men with grey or greying hair, moved slowly along the corridor, usually accompanied by a very young, very beautiful girl wearing wide smiles and tight gowns and shifts with plunging necklines. There was an opening into a bar of sorts a little ways down the hall. It was all heavy oak and leather, with low lighting and soft music playing. She passed it by, looking for a manager of some sort.
 
Two more men in black came out of a side corridor and moved purposefully towards her.
 
"Don't touch me," she said warningly. "Just take me to your boss."
 
"You can count on that, honey," one of them growled.
 
He pointed at the door he'd come out of and the other moved forward to block her from going in the other direction. She pushed open the door and walked into another of the internal halls, the ones she guessed were not open to the moneyed guests outside.
 
The two men followed closely behind her and they turned a bend to be confronted by another two men dressed the same way. Just before them was a doorway leading into an office. She started to enter when she sensed movement behind. She twisted and blocked a fist, instinctively throwing a side kick at another of the men which picked him up and flung him back against the wall.
 
Someone grabbed her from behind and she slammed an elbow into his ribs, then brought her fist up into the face of the men who lunged towards her. Then something heavy hit the back of her neck and she dropped to her knees, gasping. Another sharp blow behind the ear dropped her to her face on the floor.
 
She heard gasps of pain and cursing around her as her arms were pulled back behind her and heavy metal shackles snapped tightly around them. Her ankles were similarly shackled and then she was lifted up and carried further along the corridor. 
 
She was stunned, but was recovering quickly, and beginning to wriggle in their hands as they led her down a flight of stairs. The corridor here was much more dimly lit. She was carried along to room of stone walls and then flung inside to bounce roughly on the floor.
 
She gasped in pain and twisted, only to get a kick directly in the belly that drove the air from her lungs. Then a black rod was pressed against the side of her neck and her body strained as electricity made her limbs snap violently. Another shock made her cry out. Another dazed her.
 
The shackles on her ankles were removed, then her pants ripped down her legs and off, along with her thong. They tore her shirt to pieces, then dragged her to her feet by the hair and arms.
 
The collar they forced around her throat was thick and heavy, with a metal ring set in front and back. Her wrists were encased in heavy, steel reinforced leather restraints, and then lifted up and then back behind her head to lock firmly in place to the collar there. She gasped in pain as one of them gripped her elbows and roughly forced them back towards each other. The other then slid a heavy leather strap, several inches thick, beneath her arms and up and around them, then began to draw it tight, forcing her bent arms back tightly together so the elbows were actually grinding together.
 
The pain drew her partially out of her daze, and she kicked out at one, sending him stumbling back. The other cursed and the black rod was thrust in against her sex. Shawn felt a sudden flashing agony that made her hips buck upwards and shocked her already dazed mind.  Then she was dragged up by the hair and arms. 
 
There was a narrow metal pole held between two posts. As they dragged her towards it she saw the pole was three sided, like a triangle, resting on its flat base, with the point upwards. She grunted as they lifted her off her feet, one gripping her ankle to spread her legs, then forced her to straddle the metal pole. She gasped as she felt the hard metal jammed up against her soft sex, and squirmed weakly in their grip.
 
Her feet could only just touch the floor, to hold her weight off the metal, but then they each gripped one of her ankles and lifted her feet up and back, jamming her ankles against the sides of the metal pole behind her and binding them tightly in place so that the soles of her feet were pointed towards the ceiling.
 
One gripped her thick, red hair and twisted it roughly into a braid sprouting from the top of her head, then lifted it upwards and bound it in cord. Shawn winced at the pull against her scalp, yet the pull was easily bearable. She was not at all sure the same could be said of the pressure against her sex. All her weight was jammed down against the narrow length of metal, her sex lips split along either side of the bar. Already her flesh was beginning to ache and bruise.
 
Her nipples had healed from their earlier piercing. But now he gripped her right breast, jamming his harsh fingers into the soft warmth of her areola, squeezing her nipple out painfully, and then took a sharp hook and plunged it into the side of her nipple behind where it had been pierced. She cried out in pain as the sharp hook was forced through the soft skin, driven completely through and out the other side.
 
He chuckled as she pulled on the long wire attached to the hook, drawing it up and forward, pulling painfully at her burning nipple, stretching it out towards a high post before her and then tying it off. She whimpered as he gripped her left breast, his fingers roughly and needlessly squeezing and twisting her flesh as he watched her, his lips drawn back in a snarl of pleasure.
 
He jammed his nails in against the pink flesh at the base of her nipple, and then slowly, as slowly as he could, he worked the curved hook through her nipple and out the other side.  Then, just as with the first, he drew on the attached line, pulling her nipple up and forward and tying off the wire so there would be a constant pain against her throbbing nipple.
 
And then the two left her there, slamming a heavy steel door closed and shooting what sounded like long, thick bolts from the other side.
 
She wriggled slowly, gasping weakly. She began to recover quickly from the jolts of what had obviously been electricity, and from the bruising blows to her neck and skull. 
 
Which left her sitting, straddling the narrow pole, unable to get free. The stainless steel pole dug in between her bare pubic lips, jammed up painfully hard into her soft, sensitive flesh. All her weight was on that narrow bit of steel, and her flesh was far too weak to bear such pressure with any kind of ease. The bruising force made her ache, and the ache grew with every passing minute.
 
She tried to lean back a little, to take some of the weight off her aching pussy, but that pulled her burning nipples against the hooks impaling them. There was no blood, for the holes had healed too quickly, but her flesh had healed around the hooks, when, she knew, meant she would feel just as much pain when they were pulled free.
 
She leaned back, gasping as her nipples and areolas, and then her breasts, were stretched up and out by the harsh pull of the hooks.
 
"Fuck!" she gasped.
 
She tried to arch her back, to thrust her chest up and out, while at the same time rolling slightly back so her weight was on her tail bone. As awkward as that was it did serve to ease the throbbing heat between her legs. Unfortunately, the steel pole was now pressed up against nearly bare bone, with all her weight grinding them together. It didn't take long for the pain to rise to unbearable levels, forcing her to gently lean forward again.
 
The pain grew worse. Her bruised flesh could not heal as long as it was jammed down against the narrow metal. And sore, bruised flesh grew more and more sensitive to the harsh, unyielding pressure. It felt like a hot spike was grinding into her mound, and she gasped and moaned and ground her teeth as the pain surged steadily higher.
 
Sweat trickled down her forehead, and she could feel beads of sweat trickling slowly down along her ribs and spine and between her breasts. She shifted slightly and cried out, a mixture of pain and frustration. The pain rose higher, climbing into the realm of agony. Tears spilled down her cheeks as misery gripped her. The pain was unrelenting, a deep and terrible gnawing ache between her legs.
 
The bolts were thrown back and the steel door pushed open. A man walked in and she turned her head, gasping, panting, hoping feverishly he was there to release her. 
 
He was not the big bruiser the others were. He was younger, very young, with dark hair combed straight back from his forehead. His grey eyes looked at her calmly, with neither excitement nor anger.
 
"What is your name?" he asked quietly.
 
"Sh-Shawn," she gasped, groaning at the end as the pain bit at her mind.
 
"How did you get in here?"
 
C-C-Came down the el - evator shaft!' she panted. "Please I - I need to talk - ."
 
"Who is your master?"
 
"... talk to the - vampire," she gasped. "D-Don't mean you any h-harm."
 
"Who is your master?"
 
"I-I don't know his name," she moaned.
 
The man made a small gesture and one of the other men entered, then moved to kneel beside her. He unstrapped her left ankle, but only briefly, bringing another strap down along the inside of her leg to jam behind her knee. Then he strapped her ankle in place once again. He moved to the other side and unstrapped that ankle as well, and Shawn gasped and moaned and cried out as her body was shifted on the pole and the pain blossomed higher.	
 
"Please!" she cried. "I-I need to talk to - ."
 
"It is not yet sundown. Surely you would know that," he sniffed. "Who is your master?"
 
And of course, she should have known that. It was summer. Nightfall wasn't until well after nine. 
 
"I don't - don't know!" she gasped as the pain rose higher.
 
"You had best learn."
 
The man turned and walked away. The other finished fastening her ankle back in place and then straightened and walked to the wall. Next to it sat a half dozen heavy blocks. They looked like wood, but from the effort needed to move them they must have been something else. He dragged them over beside her, and then lifted one carefully.
 
She looked down, gasping, moaning, seeing little more than the back of his head and his shoulders. Then she felt a sudden weight yank down hard on the strap now lodged behind her knee. She screamed as it yanked her down cruelly against the metal bar. Her body was almost twisted sideways off the bar, but then she screamed again as the leather cord tied tightly around her hair pulled taut and her scalp felt a thousand needles of pain dig into it.
 
He moved to her other side, and then the second heavy block was fastened to the other strap, the one jammed behind her other knee, and the agony redoubled.
 
That's fifty pounds each, bitch. I hope you like it."
 
He sneered, gave her left breast a hard, nasty squeeze, then turned and left, slamming the door shut.
 
The weights pulled her down savagely against the metal bar. The straps dug harshly into the soft undersides of her legs behind the knees, and pulled painfully against her ankles. But the real pain was that metal bar. It felt white hot now as it dug into the soft flesh of her sex, and she screamed again, bursting into tears as the agony and misery battered at her mind.
 
Her body shuddered to deep, gut wrenching sobs as she cried out again and again. The pipe was as sharp as a razor, sawing viciously against her sex, and her head shook as she screamed in animalistic rage at the relentless pain. Yet there was no escape, no ease. In fact, the pain grew still worse, so that her mind began to fray and she began to babble near hysterically, praying, begging anyone and anything to help her.
 
The door opened and the two men returned.
 
"Who is your master?"
 
"Don't know," she moaned dazedly. "Don't know. Please! Please. I-I want - n-need t-to talk to - ."
 
She cried out in pain as her hair was yanked ruthlessly back, snapping the cord which bound it, and as her mouth opened wide his hand darted forward, lightning fast, and narrow pliers was jammed through her open mouth, catching her tongue in a painful, crushing grip. He drew his hand back, yanking her tongue forward over her lower lip.
 
She screamed in far more pain now, yet he ignored her, easily holding her tongue forward, and then placing the jaws of a heavy clamp on either side. He let them snap shut and she screamed at the agony to her tongue as sharp, biting jaws crushed her soft, moist flesh.
 
The clamp was attached to a wire or line and he yanked it straight up, then pulled harder, so that she felt as though her tongue were being yanked out of her mouth. He attached it to something overhead and then the two left.
 
Pure misery gripped her, and she sobbed in self pity as pain tore at her mind from all directions. She stared up at the ceiling, at the single bare bulb above her, and tears spilled sideways down into her damp, tangled hair.
 
Her torso was bent awkwardly back now, her back arched sharply. It was an uncomfortable position, and soon her back began to join the chorus of pain. She was going to go mad, she knew, if the pain did not soon ease.
 
An hour passed which felt like ten. The door creaked open and another man strode slowly inside. But he was not a man. Even in the midst of her near feverish agony she felt a presence and a power to him as he gazed quietly at her. She tried to speak, to gasp out a plea but had difficulty forming the words.
 
He was an elegant looking man in a dark red velvet tuxedo. She felt his presence grow suddenly immense, and felt a pressure against her mind, pushing painfully so that she screamed again, and then again. The pressure withdrew.
 
"You will speak to me, yes?" he said with an accent.
 
"Bring her to a room where we might talk," he said.
 
 
 
 
 
Six				
 
 
She groaned weakly. Her groin was still a burning ache, her flesh red and swollen. They had taken her from the cold stone room, two large men gripping her hair and bound arms and dragging her along the floor. Her arms had been unbound, and she had screamed in pain as, stiff and aching, they had simply been yanked up and out and lifted high. The men had lifted her to her feet and placed her between a pair of tall, carved ivory pillars, then shackled her wrists to chains lifting them up and out.
 
Her legs had been kicked apart, her ankles shackled to the same pillars. Exhausted as she was, she could barely stand, yet she was actually grateful for them for shackling her legs apart so the terrible ache in her groin could find some ease. 
 
She was in a small, eight sided stone room with no furnishings other than a single, high backed wood and leather chair and a narrow cabinet against the wall behind her. They left her alone for a time, long enough for her legs to grow stiff, her feet slightly sore. Then the door opened and the tall, elegant man strolled in and sat in the chair. He looked at her with something like indifference, as if waiting. Less than a minute later another man entered, the young one she had seen before.
 
He was dressed now in a light, tight tank top, revealing a slender but muscular physique.
He walked past her to the cabinet behind, opened its twin doors, then reached down and peeled his tank top up and off. He looked in among the various implements within the cabinet, taking from it a long, thin, razor sharp knife. He smiled faintly as he turned and walked back to where Shawn stood on shaky, spread legs.
 
"Your name?" he asked coolly.
 
Shawn thought she detected a slight Germanic accent now.
 
"I-I - Shawn," she half groaned, exhausted by her ordeal and still feeling a deep, sullen ache between her legs.
 
He gripped her hair from behind and yanked harshly, twisting her head up and back and forcing a cry of pain. Yet he let go almost at once, as if he had only done it for sport, passing around her and pausing in front. He ran his thumb softly up and down the blade of the knife, then smiled as he drew blood, pressing his thumb to his lips.
 
"You should know that your entry to our lair is punishable by death and more than death. But of course, you surely do know that as we all do."
 
"I - but - no I -."
 
She gasped and coughed as his fist slammed into her belly, her head falling forward as most of the breath left her lungs.
 
"Did you come here to kill my master?" he asked.
 
And Shawn knew suddenly that, like her, he was one of the servants, one of the creatures of the vampires, a human, perhaps, like her, but strengthened.
 
"I can think of no other reason for you to sneak into our lair before nightfall. Perhaps your master wishes to take over this area and sent you to clear the way? If so it was most cowardly of him. A strong vampire would simply have presented himself and fought openly."
 
"I-I d-didn't come to h-hurt anyone," she gasped. "I was - Ahh!"
 
He reached out with the knife and casually sliced a line up across her right breast. He smiled as she writhed and twisted in pain, then brought his arm swiftly across from left to right, cutting a second line across her ribs just below her breasts. Blood trickled slowly from both wounds as he shook his head resignedly. "Only the truth will bring you a quick death, girl," he said. "Name your master and we will let you die quickly."
 
"I-I don't - have - haven't got a m-master!" she gasped, clenching her teeth. "I came  - ."
 
"How did you find us?"
 
"I - ." She shook her head in confusion at the sudden change in direction. "I did - research. I - I looked for places where vampires might be, where they might have - businesses, places that deal with sex, places they could hide. I need - Ahhh!"
 
The knife sliced diagonally downwards across her belly.
 
"You expect us to believe your master didn't tell you where we were?" he asked in contempt.
 
"I - I need - I'm t-trying to get y-your help!" she cried.
 
"Our help?" 
 
He laughed in genuine amusement, turning to look at the elegant man seated behind him. That man smiled sadly, shaking his head.
 
"In three hundred years no one has come to Varish for help," he said with a smirk.
 
"Unless it was help dying," the man seated behind him said.
 
The young man turned back "Do you want help dying, little girl?"
 
"Please, no I ."
 
She choked out a gasp as his fist came forward and a sudden terrible pain tore into her belly. She screamed and writhed as he moved away, her head falling forward to see the hilt of the knife protruding from her belly.
 
"Our help," the man sniffed in disdain.
 
She screamed again, in terror as well as pain, the intensity of the pain within her almost more than she could bear as she twisted and strained against the shackles.
 
"Come, girl, you will need more than that for a story," he said, tearing the knife free.
 
The pain of it being removed was almost as great as when he had stabbed her, and her legs collapsed beneath her, leaving her to hang from her wrists, sobbing and gasping and grinding her teeth against the agony in her belly.
 
"We are too old to be interested in playing games," he said in a bored voice.
 
He gripped her hair and yanked her head back, then pressed the razor sharp knife against her right nipple. "You will tell us who sent you and now," he growled.
 
The knife cut into her nipple, then twirled lazily, the tip circling her areola, leaving a trail of blood as it curved around and around her breast in ever widening circles, slicing neatly through the soft pale skin.
 
The pain was terrible, but almost irrelevant to Shawn, who was almost in shock, convinced she was dying. Yet the man impatiently released her hair and stepped back, then backhanded her so hard her head - and body - was flung violently back against the shackles so she hung, dazed, moaning, her lip split and bleeding.
 
He moved behind her, going to the cabinet, and Shawn moaned and whimpered. Her head slowly rose and fell forward again, and she stared down the length of her bleeding body to the hole in her belly. Yet while her abdomen was covered in blood from the wound, the wound itself was no longer bleeding. In fact, the wound now showed a thin layer of scar tissue, still very fresh and painful, but looking like something many hours old.
 
She stared stupidly at it, and then realized the cuts he had made to her body were also closing, had hardly bled at all. The ache in her body was still terrible, but it was nothing like the desperate agony which had gripped her less than a minute earlier. Even as she concentrated she could feel it slowly fading.	
 
"Tell us a story, girl, and make it good," he said from behind her.
 
And then she heard a sound, like a snick of leather, and a hammer blow of pain slammed across the centre of her back. She screamed, her back arching as fire spilled across her skin, and her head thrashed and twisted frantically to see him standing well back, holding a long, thick bull whip in his hand.
 
"Please!" she screamed. "I'll tell you everything! I will!"
 
"Then do so," he said patiently.
 
And she did, babbling, the words tumbling over each other as she desperately sought to tell them about Moore, about the caged vampire, about how she had been trapped and blackmailed. For the first time, the seated man showed signs of real interest, and, at times, amusement.
 
"Describe this - creature," he ordered.
 
"L-Long hair, around his shoulders, parted in the middle, dark hair, a square cut face with a strong jaw, tall, thirtiesh, full lips, strong nose, high cheekbones, very blue eyes..."
 
The seated man, or vampire if he were, snorted in amusement, then laughed out loud.
 
"So Mac Neil has found a home, has he?"
 
The other man chuckled softly behind her.
 
"I-I don't understand," she panted.
 
"Mac Neil. The Mac Neil, several hundred years ago, chief of clan Mac Neil until he led a raid on a lair within his clan's territory. Then he became one of us. He has always been an overbearing prig. I'm not at all sad to hear he's become little more than a caged pet for some humans."
 
"I-I thought you would help him," she gasped.
 
He looked startled, then laughed again. "Help him? Me!?" He laughed out loud and her heart sank.
 
He shook his head in amusement. "Mac Neil has been a thorn in my side for over a century. I will not miss him."
 
He stood and walked towards her - almost seemed to float up before her.
 
"Your humans may have known enough to ward him from communicating with you, from influencing you, but I doubt they knew enough or bothered to ward in both directions,' he said with a cold, cruel smile.
 
"I-I don't understand," she half wailed.
 
"Mac Neil can draw on your strength to sustain himself, even at a great distance. He can also feel your pain. Not so strongly as you, of course, but it will not be pleasant. Perhaps he can even sense - this..."
 
His hand slid down her body to cup her groin. She gasped in pain, yet the pain was not nearly what it should have been, as if her aching, bruised sex had healed itself of almost all the bruising. He laid a single finger along the bare line of her sex and let it sink almost gently between her still pink and swollen lips, then began to slide it up and down.
 
Despite herself, despite her fear, pain and discomfort, despite her exhaustion and misery, she felt a sudden stirring between her legs, felt a rapid rising of sexual heat within her.
 
"I-I - please - ."
 
He gripped her hair, yanking her head back sharply, then bent and licked a long, slow trail along her exposed throat. His tongue slithered down her upper chest and across her breast, lapping at the blood which remained on her skin even after the cuts had all but closed.
 
He drew her nipple into his mouth, sucking, bringing his teeth down to chew lightly on the sensitive flesh. She groaned as his finger curled under and thrust up within her, feeling how moist she already was as his thumb pressed up against her clitoris.
 
"Without him to - restrain your appetite - you must be feeling very much - in need," he breathed, his breath hot against her chin.
 
Again he licked along her throat, licked upwards along the nape of her neck, then nibbled lightly at her skin.
 
Two long fingers thrust up into her sex, pumping lightly in and out as his thumb stroked and rubbed across her clitoris. The heat swirled and rose and she began gasping and panting, helpless to resist her own body's needs.
 
"P-Please - d-don't!" she moaned, trying to fight back the flooding waves of sensual heat and pleasure.
 
"But your body craves me," he said in a smug, self-satisfied tone. "Mac Neil can not satisfy you - as if he ever could - but I can."
 
"Ungh!"
 
Three long fingers were wedged together and thrust up high into her sex, and Shawn's head flew back as at the sudden intensity of the roaring pleasure inside her.
 
"And Mac Neil will feel it," he said. "And he will feel - this!"
 
His mouth darted in and forward and his mouth opened wide, exposing long fangs for just an instant before they bit deep into the side of her throat. Shawn bucked and shuddered, gasping breathlessly, shivering and trembling as his teeth drove into her and he began to draw blood, began to drink.
 
As before, with the man in the cage, Shawn felt something more than simply her blood flowing across to him, but her essence, her life, her spirit, her strength and will. And yet she could not bring herself to really care. For his fingers were squirming within the depths of her moist sex, and his thumb was stroking roughly from side to side across her swollen, aching clitoris, and the sex heat was a howling storm inside her, tearing at her mind.
 
Her senses were so intense she could hear him swallowing, drinking her blood. Her throat ached fiercely, but it was a candle next to the bonfire of heat gripping her, and her vision began to swim, black dots dancing before her eyes.
 
The hunger rose like a monster, the sexual heat a terrible pressure, growing heavier and more powerful with each passing second.
 
And then a new sensation, a blistering lash of pain as the whip cut across her back once more, a crack of sound echoing through the low chamber. She bucked violently and struggled to breath. Another hammer blow of pain as the whip cut across her shoulder blades drew a sob from her lips, but the sex heat continued to billow upwards.
 
The vampire drifted backwards, his smile red with her blood. "Mac Neil will have felt me drinking from his slave," he said with a satisfied smirk.
 
The whip slashed across her bottom and she cried out, her hips flung forward.
 
"How foolish of you to come to me, of all people, for help," he laughed. "Mac Neil would punish you if only he could."
 
The whip sliced into her back again and her body was flung forward in its shackles.
 
"Perhaps we will keep you for a time, a toy to play with, an amusement in an otherwise dull life."
 
The whip hissed and snapped, the long length of leather curling around her ribs, beneath her right arm, the tip biting savagely into the soft flesh of her plump right breast. She screamed in real pain now, writhing and twisting in the shackles, still flooded by a searing sexual heat that dulled the pain and turned it into little more than sharp little flashes of distraction.
 
"A little higher, Andre," the vampire said with a smile.
 
The whip cut around her ribs again, sliced in beneath her breast, and the tip cracked perfectly against her nipple.
 
The pain was raw, hot and razor sharp, but twisted somehow within her mind and body, twisted into something which only sent the sex heat higher. Her nipple was swollen and aching and hot, and yet, despite the pain, half of her moaned in desperate hope that the whip would cut into it again.
 
Instead the whip curled across her side, down over her hip, across her abdomen, and the sharp, hard tip bit into her sex with enough strength to jerk her hips backwards.
 
The vampire laughed in amusement at her cry. The pain was intense, terrible, and even so it almost drove her into climax.
 
"Again! Again!" he laughed, clapping his hands.
 
The man behind her had been using the whip for a century, and was an expert in its use. He smiled and the whip flew forward, struck the small of her back, and curled around her right hip, slicing down across her bare slit to make her hips lurch backwards again.
 
He - danced - with the whip, twirling himself, and without pause, sending the whip curling around her right hip to slash across her sex again. Left and right, left and right, left and right, the whip sliced into her sex again and again as rapidly as his powerful body could work it, and Shawn screamed - in agony - and in climax.
 
Each shattering crack of pain was an explosion within the fire of the massive sexual storm which had her howling in feverish release. Her eyes were glazed over, her jaws straining as the breath howled in and out of her writhing, thrashing body. Her shattered mind could think of nothing, could do nothing but react in an animal fashion to the pounding waves of sexual pleasure rolling through her again and again.
 
The pleasure and pain roared higher and higher until, the intensity too much to bear, her mind gave in and sank into unconsciousness, leaving her limp in her bonds.
 
She woke, groaning, dazed, confused. She did not know where she was, at first, or understand the strange sensations gripping her body. She was in pain, but seemed to be - floating.
 
She was in darkness, yet her newly adjusted eyes could see, after a fashion. She was in a small stone cell, empty and windowless. Her wrists and, indeed her arms were bound together behind her. Strong straps of some kind were wrapped cruelly tight around her arms just above and beneath her elbows, as well as around her wrists. Her shoulders and arms ached at the pressure.
 
Her scalp stung, as if a thousand little needles had been driven into them, and the pressure on her face was intense. And she realized, as she swung very lightly, that she was hanging, her toes inches above the floor, hanging entirely by her hair, which had been pulled up and bound together above her head. She could not look up, could not turn her head, in fact, for the entire weight of her body hung below, and so even the slightest movement made her wince at the stinging pain to her scalp.
 
Her body felt - hot, uncomfortably hot - yet aside from the pain in her arms, shoulders and scalp, there was little pain. There was hunger, however, intense hunger. Her body had healed itself but the process required energy, required fuel. Her stomach growled and rumbled angrily.
 
She hung for a time, her facial muscles strained, her jaw held open, moaning softly, trying not to move.
 
The door opened and the young man, the one the vampire had called Andre entered. His face was stone and he showed neither pleasure nor concern as he gazed upon her.
 
"You may be telling the truth," he said. "But if so it will not aid you. Varish has hated Mac Neil for centuries and will do nothing to help him. On the contrary, having one of MacNeil's slaves to toy with will give him great pleasure - before he kills you. Perhaps Mac Neil will feel your pain, perhaps not. He will certainly feel your death."
 
His arm moved in a blur, his hand slashing out with a knife, cutting through the rope or cord binding her hair. Shawn dropped to the floor and collapsed with a cry of pain and dazed confusion. Andre moved forward, shoving her onto her back with his foot, stepping on her right ankle and kicking her left open as he bent to her groin. He held a strap in his hand and she had little time to realize what he was doing before he backed off.
 
"Come with me," he ordered.
 
She cried out at a sharp pain to her sex. The pain forced her to scramble up to her feet, but she was off balance and fell heavily to the floor again. The pain, the pull continued and she scrambled back to her knees, realizing as she did that he had attached a leather strap or line to her - to her sex. Her hairless sex had a ring protruding through both lips at their bottom, and so the strap was almost as a leash.
 
Her nipples were similarly pierced, but she had no time to ponder the implications as he pulled cruelly on the leash and her rubbery legs were forced to throw her up and forward to ease the pain.
 
And then she staggered into the hall behind him, led by her cruel leash with tugged at her aching pubic lips. Healed, they might be, yet the abuse had been cruel and they were still sore and swollen as the thick ring pulled her forward.
 
She did not know where they were. This area was unlike the cold industrial halls where the employees worked, nor the lush, extravagantly decorated playing areas where the wealthy indulged their perversions. It was cold stone, dimly lit, dry as a - a tomb.
 
They went through a narrow door and emerged in a place of nightmares. 
 
It was a wide, round room. Open fires burned in braziers and firelight scattered about it. There were dozens of - people, standing and sitting about on benches and chairs and tables, but most of them did not appear to be human. The faces were long, elongated, sometimes with long snouts, sometimes with more than two eyes, or less. The skin was hard and scaly, or soft and slimy. A number of them had horns of different types sprouting from their heads.
 
There were humans among them, or those who had the look of human. Some were arrogant looking men and women. Others had the cringing look of slaves, both male and female, most young, all exquisitely beautiful, most wearing little or no clothing.
 
At the far end of the room was a raised dais. Varish sat on a throne at the centre of that platform. Two young blonde girls knelt naked on either side of his throne, twins, both of remarkable beauty, both wearing heavy metal collars and shackles, their eyes wide and empty.
 
Shawn's skin burned with embarrassment and her mind squirmed with terror and alarm as she was led in among them. Cold, cruel eyes turned towards her and long teeth were revealed. 
 
The room was a hubbub of grunting, growling, laughing and murmuring voices, but over it all came the screams of a woman hanging by her ankles to one side of the dais. She was, of course, nude. Her legs were spread wide, her arms bound down and apart to rings set in the floor.
 
Her naked flesh was more welt than skin, with what seemed hundreds of long criss crossing lines of red swollen flesh covering her body. A thick candle, like an alter candle, had been driven into her sex and apparently had been burning for some time, for the melted wax covered most of her groin.
 
Varish slouched negligently as the whip sliced across her breasts, drawing another scream. Yet the woman was clearly exhausted, the scream a croak of misery and agony. Varish held up a hand and the man - a man with two horns sprouting from above his ears, halted his whipping.
 
"Welcome to our lair, my sweet," he said in a greasy voice.
 
Shawn cringed back against Andre, who shoved her roughly forward, then gripped her hair and forced her to her knees before his master.
 
The girl being whipped gave a particularly loud scream just then as the whip slashed across her breasts and Varish turned and frowned. The whipping stopped and he turned back to Shawn with a smile. "A police detective," he said. "She was quite impudent in her questioning, or in questioning me at all. No doubt she regrets that now."
 
He raised his voice as he looked out at the creatures assembled before him. "This is MacNeil's whore!" he called.
 
There was much cackling, laughing and grunting from the assorted humans and creatures.
 
"Mac Neil has leant of his strength to her so she can live long and survive the assaults of his enemies," Varish said. "But of course, she also gains his weakness, and her mind is as easy to influence as that of any one aligned with the Mac Neil"
 
More laughter and cackles greeted this announcement, and Shawn stared around her in horror at the leering creatures facing her.
 
"What say you, K'adin? Would you like to sample the MacNeil's lover?" Varish asked a creature in their midst.
 
He stepped forward, well over seven feet tall, with an immensely powerful torso and four arms sprouting from it. He was nude, and a horse cock hung between his thighs.
 
"I would relish tearing her apart," he said in a curious lisping voice.
 
He raised his four arms and his hands ended in claws, clacked together.
 
"Now there's an idea," Varish said with a laugh. "But I think, the one most likely to give her the welcome we are known for is - Kuta."
 
There were whistles and howls, grunts and laughs from the dozens of creatures, and Shawn moaned as she saw those in front step aside.
 
Andre reached down and unclipped her leash, but gripped her hair to hold her in place as a nightmare waddled forward from the crowd.
 
The thing which emerged seemed part insect, part reptile, with an external skeleton made of huge bony ridges running along its back, an enormous bony spine which continued past its short body to a thick tail almost longer than its torso. It had a short, oval skull half buried in the front of its torso, with no neck, small slitted black eyes, and two very long pincers, like a spider, but longer, sticking out from either side of its jaws, It had no feet, but slid along the floor with the aid of eight long tentacles, leaving a trail of slime behind it. 
 
It's pinkish grey body glistened with slime as it made a low gurgling noise, and Shawn felt such a shock of horror and fear it almost overwhelmed her and dropped her into merciful darkness. 
 
The creature slid closer, and she struggled to pull away from Andre, but his fist was firm in her hair and he held her easily as the thing slid closer.
 
"P-Please!" she cried. "Please don't!"
 
Laughter and jeers greeted her cry, and then with the flick of his wrist Andre yanked on her hair so she lost her balance and tumbled backwards.
 
The creature moved surprisingly quickly and she screamed in horror and disgust as its heavy body slid over her. She had fallen back so her buttocks rested on her heels, her legs bent under her, and the creature slid in between her legs and up over her, its flickering tentacles sliding around her body to wrap her in a tight embrace. The underside of its body was all oozing pustules and her mind fluttered like a desperate bird caught in a cage as it recoiled from the revulsion and disgust the feel of the thing brought her.
 
It slid up over her belly and breasts, and she felt its tentacles gripping her legs, forcing them wider, and then - her eyes bulged as she felt something fat, cold and slimy probing at her sex. She screamed again and again as she felt something mushy, something soft, and squishy and yet painfully thick pushing firmly up into her sex.
 
The thing's pincers seized her head, driving into her ears to stop her thrashing, and then its thin slash of a mouth opened and a tubular tongue slid forward. Its tip opened and a grey semi liquid mass gushed out over her face and head, spilling into her open mouth and over her eyes. She coughed and choked and tried to spit the stuff out, nearly gagging on its terrible taste, but then the tubular tongue slid into her mouth, swirling and twisting around.
 
She felt the thing's mouth lock against hers, and then felt herself anally penetrated. She bucked and thrashed weakly, but the thing crooned to her, and began to squeeze its tentacles around her body, crushing her chest, making it impossible to breathe. She felt a sharp dagger of pain in her side, then another in her breast. The world grew foggy and peace, a kind of peace seemed to settle over her.
 
There were suckers on the underside of smaller tentacles, and these fixed to her breasts and nipples, and to her clitoris as well. They pressed in around her pubic lips on either side, squeezing them and drawing them apart, farther and farther apart. The thing within her began to move, to slide slowly in and out of her belly. Her sex tube was straining wide by the thing within her, the cold, slick, slimy thing which was now pumping into her with a slow and deliberate stroke.
 
Sexual heat spilled over her body, sizzled along her soaking, slime covered skin. She moaned dazedly, gurgling around the thick tubular thing in her mouth. The tentacles loosened and tightened, loosened and tightened as the thing thrust into her. She felt a burning, throbbing ache in her sex and breasts, felt a searing sexual need sweeping through her body.
 
The pincers in her ears tightened and she cried out in pain, but then they shifted, bringing her head up so that her eyes stared into the dark black slitted eyes of the thing atop her, the thing riding her, and she found herself transfixed. A part of her whimpered in terror and horror, yet her body was consumed by an overwhelming lust, and she began to buck and jerk beneath the thing as her first orgasm swept through her.
 
The crowd cheered to see it, laughing and wagering and drinking as they watched the thing thrusting into her.
 
Another orgasm, and another, and another, as a never-ending parade of sensory shockwaves struck her body and mind. She cried out in ecstasy again and again, exhausted, drained, mind deadened as the orgasms continued to hammer her, to siphon away her strength, to wash over her already battered body.
 
Sexual electricity crackled through her nervous system, overloading it, swamping her mind, shorting out connections, 
 
And then the tentacles loosened and the thing slowly slid away, pulling its thick organ from within her torn and wounded sex, leaving her lying in a pool of slime, covered in the stuff, dazed, moaning low in her throat.
 
"Ahh, lovely," Varish said in a gloating voice. "Andre, now that it's seasoned, would you prepare the meat for us?"
 
"Of course, my lord."
 
"Oh, but wait. K'adin, you expressed an interest in MacNeil's lovely toy, did you not? Perhaps she could at least relieve you of the ah, tension you have built up watching her lewd and sluttish cavorting."
 
The giant demon man stepped forward, grinning, its cock now thick and hard. Its two upper hands gripped her head firmly and forced it up and back, while its lower hands pressed down on her shoulders, then its monstrous cock thrust through her aching, gaping mouth. She choked and coughed and gagged as it was rammed into the back of her mouth and then somehow, slowly, ground through the opening into her throat.
 
It was wide as a baseball bat, too wide for her throat, or should have been, yet somehow it slid slowly forward, filling her throat, making it bulge out as inch after inch was ruthlessly pushed through her jaws, ground across her tongue, and then slipped down her throat. She felt the fat, throbbing head pass completely down through her neck, down into her upper chest, and still more shaft slid slowly through her straining, aching jaws.
 
His voice was a low rumble she could not understand over the roaring in her ears as he ground her face against his groin. His cockhead was deep in her lower chest now, making her ache fiercely. And then he began to pump, to use her mouth. It should have been impossible for him to move with any speed, but he had enormous strength, and he used it, cruelly raping her mouth and throat with his monstrous cock, holding her head tightly in place as his hips worked in and out with growing speed.
 
What must have been a foot and a half of cock pumped violently in and out of her as he hammered his groin against her face with sadistic power, smashing at her nose and cheeks. She couldn't breath, yet somehow she remained conscious, her body amazingly resilient as her mind screamed and her chest burned. 
 
He pulled back at last, and spewed as he came lose, pouring a gushing mass of steaming white fluid over her face and into her hair. 
 
He chuckled as Shawn gulped in air in deep, shuddering breaths, heedless of everything now but the wonderful oxygen she could suck into her lungs.
 
"Ah, romance," Varish said with a smirk.
 
Shawn coughed and choked repeatedly, yet the cruel oral rape had at least served to tear her mind out of its haze. She gasped as Andre gripped her slime covered hair and got another arm beneath her arm, lifting her bodily up and slamming her belly down on a heavy, much abused table. He thrust a hand into her groin and lifted her bottom up into the air. He then closed metal shackles tightly around her lower legs, just beneath her knees, holding her legs well apart. Her chest was on the table, her arms still bound tightly behind her, and her head hung just over the edge of the table. A metal clamp came down around the back of her neck and pinned it there firmly.
 
Shawn moaned weakly, not struggling, all but giving up as he moved behind her with a long, thick, heavy spear. 
 
She felt herself penetrated, but her nervous system had shorted out, and was unable to convey much about the thing, except that it was thick and hard. It was not a cock, but hard, cool metal, and she moaned softly as it drove through her sex lips and down into her lower abdomen.
 
She looked up at last, and saw Varish's cold, cruel eyes. And then she felt pain. She gasped, then screamed as the rounded end of the metal thrust into her pussy jammed into the end of her sex tube. If it had been sharp it would have torn through. Yet even as dull as it was the force being applied to it was immense, and she screamed as it slowly tore its way through soft flesh and into her belly.
 
The pain was indescribable, and she shrieked in agony as the metal spear was forced deep into her abdomen, then up higher, expertly worked between her vital organs to jam up against the underside of her stomach. Impossibly, the pain became worse, stunning. Shawn howled and shrieked in maddened pain as the end of the metal pole was forced through the thin membrane of her stomach itself, piercing her, driving still higher through her belly.
 
She choked and gagged as she felt her insides turning over, thrashing and twisting violently against the shackles and the hard, iron grip of the shackles, and then the vampire's hand pinning her head in place. She felt the metal pole twisted savagely to one side, then thrust up. She coughed again, choking, gagging as she felt the metal pole sliding up through her food pipe, up through her chest, cutting off her oxygen as it filled her throat.
 
Her eyes bulged as she felt the hard steel rode thrusting up through her aching throat. And then she tasted blood as it slid up into her mouth and over her tongue, pushing forward sharply through her gaping mouth so that her eyes crossed as she stared at it emerging from between her lips. She was completely impaled from end to end, yet somehow still alive, the pain tearing at her mind actually beginning to dull now.
 
A foot of cold steel slid out of her mouth, then another. 
 
She felt slightly numbed now, though the pain continued to claw at her body, at her belly and sex and throat and mind. She marvelled at how little blood there was. But her body had already closed the wounds the pole had made, closed up around the pole itself.
 
The shackles binding her legs was removed, even as she felt herself penetrated anally, another fat metal probe thrust deep into her quivering belly. Her legs were drawn back and she felt her ankles lifted up and back across the metal pole behind her, then shackled in place. 
 
The pole was lifted onto the shoulders of two of the creatures, and she was carried across the room towards a wide fire pit, her body's weight squeezing down around the long metal pole in a way which was somehow sensuous and erotic, the pain fading as a dark shroud of heat enveloped her mind. Her body jerked and twisted around the fat pole impaling her, and she felt the cool breeze across her straining clitoris.
 
They carried her to the fire pit and placed the pole across two braces so that she was directly over the centre of the wide pit. One of them poured oil over her body, his hand working roughly and quickly, spreading the oil over her legs and groin, over her back and belly and arms, kneading her breasts to work the oil into the soft flesh, the soft - meat.
 
And she realized they intended to eat her, to cook her alive and eat her. The idea shocked her, yet for some reason, in the misty dazed recesses of her mind, she felt no fear. A long length of newspaper was set alight and dropped into the pit. The fire began to spread and rise, and she moaned as heat rose up around her.
 
She began to turn slowly on the spit as the flames licked up higher and higher, snapping at her glistening, slime and oil soaked body. She stared along the length of metal which ran from her open mouth to the far end of the pit, and shuddered as the heat began to lick at her nipples and breasts, as it washed over her groin and abdomen. Pain rose with the flames, yet she could not breath to scream.
 
They chopped away at her hair as it began to catch fire, and the remains were singed down to her skull so that she was bald. Dizzily, she watched the world turn as she revolved on the spit, wondering when she would finally, mercifully pass out. Yet the resilience of her body was incredible, and she clung to consciousness as the flames washed over her body.
 
She began to cook.
 
As they basted her to prevent her skin from burning, her body heated and began to cook from within. And then, oddly, she felt a strange sense of tingling pleasure from her groin. A scrap of a memory told her how people who hanged sometimes orgasmed before they died, and then she felt a climax wash over her, a long, gentle, loving climax which seemed to have no end. She groaned contentedly as she cooked, as the metal pole burned her tongue.
 
She hardly noticed the screams around her, or the fighting, and her glazed eyes merely blinked as strong hands lifted the spit off the fire pit and ran with it out the open door, howls of outrage, the clash of swords and claws and fists erupting all around her.
 
She was dumped unceremoniously on the floor, and then pain tore through her, pain like nothing she had ever felt, even that day, as the long, hot iron spit was yanked down the length of her body, down through her belly and abdomen, down through her smouldering sex and out.
 
It was finally too much, and she lost consciousness as an enormous arm lifted her up onto a broad shoulder and began to lope away.
 
 
 
 
Seven
 
 
 
She woke slowly, her mind swimming, and it was hunger which woke her, a desperate, famished hunger. It was the kind of hunger which had wakened her in the cage.  She was lying on her back, and yet food was pushed into her mouth, and she chewed. There was a figure shrouded in shadows above her, but she didn't care. She swallowed again and again, chewing only enough to break the food into small enough pieces to swallow, ignoring the pain as she did so, not caring what the food was.
 
Barely conscious, she wolfed it down until her stomach threatened to explode, then she collapsed back into unconsciousness.
 
When next she woke her mind was almost clear. Unfortunately. For it immediately began to reel in horror at the memories of what had been done to her. She trembled and twisted and her stomach heaved at the mere memory of the touch of the slimy thing which had used her, and shock and terror filled her mind as she remembered being skewered - and cooked.
 
And her position did not appear to be one of a rescued victim. She was still bound tightly. She sat on the floor in a small stone cell, her back propped against the cold wall, her arms shackled above her. Her knees were drawn up and apart and also shackled in place, so that her sex was spread wide. 
 
Clips bit into the sides of her pubic lips, spreading them up and wide, holding her painfully and lewdly exposed. Thick metal tubes were thrust deep into her sex and anus. Her clitoral hood had been pierced and a ring was inserted through it. That ring was pulled up towards her chest by a small chain which was attached to her nipple rings.
 
And yet, oddly, she was not in much pain. And most of the pain she felt came from within her, from inside her neck and chest and belly and abdomen.
 
The door opened and a young woman entered. She was - beautiful. She may have been the most beautiful girl Shawn had ever seen. Her black hair was impossibly thick and rich and glossy as it spilled down around her small, round, girlish face. She seemed no more than a teenager, with full, high, firm breasts, and long, lovely legs.
 
She wore a short, red velvet skirt, knee high suede boots, and a velvet bra - and nothing else.
 
She closed the door behind her and then moved towards Shawn, crouching before her.
 
"Your name?" she asked in a low voice.
 
Shawn stared at her. "Shawn," she half whispered.
 
"You will tell me everything about how you came to be The MacNeil's servant."
 
Shawn did, resignedly spilling out everything which had happened to her since she had gotten the ill fated phone call from Moore, not avoiding the dream in which Mac Neil appeared to her and the words he spoke. The girl insisted she go over that again and again and again before sitting back on her heels and scowling.
 
"So," she said. "It is good we took you."
 
Shawn stared at her. "Who are you?" she asked anxiously.
 
The girl looked down at her. "I am The MacNeil's wife," she said arrogantly.
 
Shawn stared at her.
 
The girl rose and paced back and forth in short arcs. "Mac Neil went missing weeks past, and though we have searched with all our arts we have been unable to find him. We suspected his enemies such as Varish had taken him, for we knew he had not passed over, knew he still walked the Earth. Yet none of our spies could tell us a thing. Then I felt you, though I did not know what it was I felt, but it was a spark, a reflection, an echo of The Mac Neil, and we redoubled our efforts at Varish's lair."
 
She looked down at Shawn and her lips curled into a twisted smile. "It was well for you we did. You were about to be the main course."
 
"Th-They eat people?"
 
She shrugged. "They are products of another time, another age. The strong eat the weak among them. And your death would have harmed Mac Neil, perhaps even killed him."
 
"So wh-what are you going to do to me?" Shawn asked tiredly.
 
The girl raised her eyebrows. "You will aid us in his release," she said.
 
"That's why I came looking for vampires!" Shawn wailed. "You don't have to - ." She looked up at her shackled arms "Do this!"
 
The girl snorted and moved back to her, kneeling.
 
"You think we do this to punish you?" she asked.
 
"This is how you treat your honoured guests?" Shawn asked acidly.
 
The girl laughed.
 
"Not all, only those in healing."
 
She reached a hand between Shawn's legs, and small, delicate fingers traced the taut lips of her sex, then flicked gently across her exposed clitoris.
 
"You were raped by a Slieth," she said. "It's slime is like - like glue which hardens into flesh. The inside of a woman's sex and anus are not open when she is not penetrated. The flesh shrinks together, and the juice of the Slieth would see it remain that way, glued permanently along the entire length of both your anal and sex sleeve. It would be very - painful - to open you up again, girl."
 
"Oh," Shawn said in a small, startled voice.
 
"You see."
 
She pointed to the base of the tubes thrust into Shawn's body, to small puddles of slime which had oozed out of the tubes, which she now realized were hollow.
 
"These are made of silver, which makes it impossible for the juices to congeal the way they otherwise would."
 
She moved her fingers over Shawn's clitoris again, rubbing teasingly.
 
"And this," she said, "Did you want the hood of your clitoris to remain glued down over it? Do you wonder at what pain you would endure to rip it free after the slieth's juices had hardened?
 
"I... and... these?" Shawn asked, looking up at her shackles.
 
The girl shrugged. "It was needful to hold you in place for many days while your body healed and you were emptied of the slieth's juices. This was as good a way as any, and caused you no harm."
 
The movements of her small, soft fingers against Shawn's exposed clitoris were awakening sexual needs within her body, and she squirmed weakly before the girl, her breathing coming faster.
 
"Please I - ."
 
"If you are to be MacNeil's servant then you are to be mine, as well," she said. "Do you know what it means to be a servant, human? Do you know what is required and given?"
 
Shawn moaned softly, her head rolling slowly as waves of sexual heat rolled up her body. The girl was gently caressing her clitoris, but now leaned in and let a long tongue lap slowly across the nape of her neck, then down onto one plump breast and ringed nipple. She sucked and licked at the nipple until Shawn gasped and moaned, then stood up, spreading her legs and sliding her short skirt up.
 
She was bare beneath, and hairless as Shawn. She moved forward to straddle Shawn's body, spreading her straight legs wide to lower her sex and press it against her mouth.
 
"Do your duty, servant," she ordered in a mocking voice.
 
Shawn had never had an interest in women before. Regardless of what the films liked to pretend the majority of women had little or no interest in same sex relations. Yet with the sex heat sweeping through her body she could feel only arousal, and her mouth opened, her tongue pushing out to caress the girl's tight slit.
 
She rolled her tongue upwards along the slit, and saw the girl's clitoris begin to thrust out from behind her hood. Her tongue danced around it, and then, as the girl pressed herself down and gripped her hair, lapped hungrily across it, producing a moan of pleasure.
 
She had little knowledge of pleasuring women, except that she knew about herself, of course, yet that seemed sufficient, as her tongue twirled and licked and the girl's fingers tightened in her hair. The girl began to grind her sex against Shawn's face, gasping and panting in heat. And then suddenly seemed to collapse away from her.
 
She knelt before her and yanked at the tube thrust into her sex, pulling it free. Then she gripped Shawn's hips and bottom, half turning her, and scissoring her long left leg in to bring her own sex flush against Shawn's, grinding furiously, gasping, moaning and panting as she ground in and out with violent need. 
 
Shawn cried out in pleasure, the girl's cold flesh grinding roughly against her exposed clitoris as their mouths found each other. The girl's tongue thrust impossibly deep into her own, twirling around her own tongue as her lips crushed down with near desperate force.
 
They both came, crying out in ecstasy, grinding and trembling and bucking together as the orgasm shook them both.
	  And then the girl collapsed backwards, groaning weakly, arms falling apart as she lay sprawled on the floor before Shawn.
 
"Yes," she panted. "I could feel him."
 
She sat up with a weak groan and smiled at Shawn. "And I'm sure he could feel me."	
 
Shawn was not a prisoner - precisely. Yet she was not free either. She was, in essence, a pet. 
 
"The Mac Neil will decide what freedom you can be entrusted with," the girl said brusquely, when she protested.
 
The girl was Juanita, a Spanish noblewoman who seemed little more than an adolescent. But of course, she was a vampire, centuries old, from an aristocratic family which expected to be obeyed by mere commoners - to say nothing of human pets.
 
"And you cannot look after yourself. You cannot even control your - appetites without the Mac Neil free. And Varish will be searching for you in any case."
 
So Shawn was a pet, a collared pet. The collar was of some fine, silvery stuff, an inch wide band of smooth, seamless metal circling her throat, neither loose nor tight, and nearly weightless. Similar bands circled her wrists and ankles, though they were unchained, and no ring marred their surface to which a chain could be clipped.
 
She was permitted to wear nothing but a thin loin clothe, a strip of jade green silk no more than six inches wide in the front and behind her which hung from a low silver chain around her waist. The silk covered her somewhat so long as she stayed still, though even then it completely exposed her hips and thighs and part of her buttocks. As she moved, however, little was left to the imagination.
 
The rings in her nipples remained in place because Juanita liked their appearance, and she fastened two fine silver chains to them, which were then fastened, by no means Shawn could discover, to the front of the silver collar around her throat. The lengths of the chains were such as to perfectly match the distance between her nipples and collar as she stood still.
 
But of course, as she moved her breasts moved, as would those of any woman, rocking and jiggling slightly so that her nipples were repeatedly pulling against the chains, against the rings. Her nipples remained exquisitely sensitive, and so Shawn's breasts throbbed, her nipples buzzing with sexual excitement whenever she moved.
 
She was not treated harshly, but was expected to do exactly what she was told, to obey the vampires which made up MacNeil's group, to be grateful to them and, like any good pet, to show her affection and delight in their appearance.
 
None of the male vampires would have intercourse with her, for she was MacNeil's property, and none but he could gift her body to others. But they took great delight in toying with her, in teasing and taunting her. 
 
Her first evening as she walked nervously out into the "public" area of the Mac Neil lair, she flushed at the number of eyes, both male and female turned towards her. She was not nearly as body conscious as she had been, yet even so, wearing little more than a slip of silk while they all were more modestly dressed discomfited her.
 
"So, you are MacNeil's toy," one of the vampires said, a tall, thin man with stringy brown hair.
 
"She looks the part," a buxom, middle aged woman said.
 
They were in a large room not unlike the one Varish held for his demons and servants. Yet the chairs and sofas here were soft and plush for comfort, the floor covered in bright carpeting, and there were no demons, only some of the more powerful vampires who followed Mac Neil. There were hundreds of candles blazing all around them, on three separate shelves which ran all along the walls. Yet the room did not feel overly warm.
 
"Come here, girl," an enormous, bald headed, fiery eyed black man wearing little more than a Black G-string ordered.
 
"I - I'm not - ."
 
"Here. Now," he ordered imperiously.
 
Licking her lips and looking around for Juanita, Shawn crossed the marble floor, intensely aware of the many eyes on her nearly naked body, and of the sexual heat running along her skin as her nipples tugged at the rings and the heat thrummed within her.
 
"Well, if Mac Neil had to pick someone almost at random this is not bad material," he said, his eyes moving up and down her body.
 
"It's what's inside that counts, Qaan" the buxom woman said.
 
"Women are all the same inside, Donna," the Black man sniffed. "The outside is very nice too."
 
He gripped her arm suddenly and yanked her down across his lap.
 
"Hold still girl," he said in irritation, as she tried to twist free.
 
He pulled her arms back behind her and somehow, the two thin silver bands around her wrist were locked together. Then he rolled her over and lifted her upper torso so she was sitting across his lap and propped against his massive shoulder.
 
"You say the master still lives?" he growled, large, rough fingers rubbing her nipple between them.
 
"Y-Yes!" she gasped.
 
"In a manner of speaking," the man with the stringy hair said.
 
"And you can lead us directly to him?" 
 
His hand slipped between her legs, beneath the strip of silk, and she gasped, helplessly arching her back as it caressed the line of her sex.
 
"Y-Yess!" she all but groaned.
 
"I bet she misses his hard cock," Donna said with a sneer.
 
"I could help her there," the black man said with a grin.
 
"Only the Mac Neil can gift her body to another man," Donna said firmly.
 
The Black man sighed and nodded, but his fingers penetrated her, and slipped deep into her warm, wet sex as his thumb stroked across her clitoris. He made her writhe and pant, drew her onward and upwards through a rising storm of sexual heat and need. 
 
And then he drew his fingers back, caressing her red hair instead.
 
"P-Please," she moaned, embarrassed, but too overheated to care.
 
"Now, now, little one," he said with a grin. "We don't want to tire you out."
 
"I'll tire her out when Mac Neil gets back and gives her to me," another of the vampires said.
 
"If the Mac Neil grants you the loan of her body, Victor," Qaan said with a smile.
 
"Spread your legs, child," he cooed.
 
Moaning, laying back across his left arm, Shawn spread her legs more, shameless as she exposed her dripping sex, and her back arched as she cried out in pleasure when his finger thrust deep into her pussy.
 
He raised her again and again to the highest realms of trembling, shaking sexual need, each time drawing her back, refusing to let her cross. Then, finally, laughing, as the others chatted around him, he pushed her off him onto the floor in their midst, and the metal strips came away from each other, allowing her arms to pull free. 
 
Their eyes all fell on her, and she felt a desperate sense of degraded and shamed embarrassment, but it was washed away by her need, and so she plunged her hands between her spread legs, rubbing desperately at her clitoris as she plunged three fingers into her sex and came. She cried out again and again, bucking and writhing and thrashing on the floor before them as she brought herself to a massive, gut wrenching climax.
 
And then she lay, gasping, panting, chest heaving, spread-eagled on the floor in their midst.
 
"Come here girl," another voice called.
 
She was pulled across their laps again and again, the fingers of men and women who had centuries of experience repeatedly worked her vulnerable body into screaming sexual heat as she writhed and twisted and bucked in helpless heat. Yet they would not bring her to satisfaction, always pulling her back until she was a mewling, begging, sweating bundle of nerves, the pressure of her need nearly drawing tears to her eyes.
 
Then they would release her and she would be unable to top herself. There before them she would spread her legs wide and frantically masturbate, hating that they were watching, hating that she could not stop herself, but glorying in the sexual pleasure as she thrust her fingers deep into her seeping sex, rubbed desperately at her clitoris, and brought herself to screaming climax.
 
Juanita walked in at the end of one such climax and glared about her.
 
"What are you doing with this child?" she asked, more in irritation than anger.
 
"Nothing harmful," Donna said.
 
Juanita tsked in annoyance.
 
"Come with me, girl," she ordered.
 
"When do we free Mac Neil?" Qaan demanded.
 
"When I say!" she snapped at him.
 
She led the trembling, moaning, exhausted girl from the room and up the hall, then into a bedroom with heavy oak furniture, including an enormous four poster canopy bed with deep red silk curtains belted at the corners. She pushed the weary girl onto the bed and moved to a nearby armoire, undressing.
 
"You are a W'heelf. Do you know what W'heelf is?" she asked.
 
Shawn shook her head slowly, still breathing raggedly, looking down at her groin, which was red and hot with the stroking and caressing and pinching and fondling she had been subjected to. She closed her legs, then hissed and opened them, wishing she had at least the loin clothe to cover herself, though that had been stripped off.
 
"In old times, in different tongues, it meant either dog, pet, slave, or servant. Or some mixture of them. And that was what The W'heelf were. But times have changed," she said, smiling thinly, as if she did not agree with the changed time.
 
She stripped completely and then reached into the armoire and took out a long red velvet gown.
 
"We are more civilized now, or at least, some think we are. It has also come to mean aide, assistant." She rolled her eyes. "This brings a degree of freedom which never used to exist. A strong willed W'heelf cannot be compelled as a normal human, and so some think they can be of enormous help if they are clever enough and so desire."
 
She drew the gown up over her slender body and fastened it behind her neck, then gave Shawn a scornful look.
 
"I doubt you are such a one. You do not seem to be the kind Mac Neil would ever have selected, given a choice. Most probably when he returns to us he will give you over to me or one of his pack to put you to some worthy task, cooking and cleaning and servicing his men, perhaps," she said. "At the moment you are a new toy for them to play with. New made, without my husband's influence you are a creature of wanton desires without strength or will."
 
She stepped over to the bed. "I disbelief you will ever be more than - how you say, a screw toy - used to bring pleasure to his pack but because you are his none may use your body without his consent. That would be disrespectful to him. And I will not have disrespect shown to Mac Neil," she said with a threatening glare. "As you have no strength of will or character you will stay away from the males until Mac Neil decides your fate."
 
The contemptuous lecture from this girl, this seeming chit (no matter what she really was) angered her. Shawn glared at the girl as she combed her long silken hair.
 
"Is it my fault if I'm a slut now!?" she snapped. "I can't control what he did to me, and you certainly didn't seem to have any regret in making use of it yourself!"
 
The girl seemed to move in a blur, standing beside her, glaring.	
 
"Have a care, human. I am not happy that Mac Neil has taken himself a little puta for his bed, no matter the circumstances. You have been given a gift you may spend the next century on your knees thanking us for. I will use your body any time I wish to, as will Mac Neil, and anyone else he says."
 
"Then you and he are what, pimps?!" Shawn snapped.
 
The girl swung a fist at her which would thrown her halfway across the room had it connected. But Shawn ducked and drove her fist into the centre of her belly with all her newfound strength behind it. The vampire folded nearly in two and she brought the side of her hand slashing down onto the back of Juanita's neck, dropping her heavily to the floor.
 
But the blow, which would have broken the neck of a human, only made the vampire grunt in pain. Her hand shot out and gripped Shawn's ankle, then yanked hard, pulling her legs out from under her. Shawn slammed her foot into the vampire's face, throwing her back, but Juanita, her face a mask of rage, caught herself and flew towards her. Moving faster than Shawn would have believed possible she slashed her clawed fingers across her breasts, and rammed her knee up between her legs with such force she flew up and over the bed without even touching it, struck the wall on the other side, and landed in a gasping, moaning ball on the other side, shuddering and grinding her teeth against the intense pain.
 
Juanita stalked around the bed.
 
"I will teach you to keep a civil tongue in your head, peasant!" she snarled.
 
She gripped her hair and yanked her to her feet, then slammed her so hard against the wall she was dazed. The silver bands on her wrists abruptly went cold and snapped back and together, pinning her hands at the small of her back, and Juanita dragged her across the floor, then a short distance up the hall and into a store room of sorts, occupied chiefly by boxes and cartons of various kinds. 
 
A tall, blonde vampire entered behind them.
 
"You called, Juanita," she said.
 
"Bring me a hammer and nail," Juanita snapped.
 
Shawn struggled weakly, but the vampire's grip was like steel. Then harsh fingers pressed into the sides of her jaw, forcing it open, and a pair of pincers gripped her tongue and yanked it forward over her lower lip.
 
She pulled her by the tongue across a low, rough wooden table, ignoring her warbling cries of pain, and stared into her eyes.
 
"Unless you die, you and I will be together for centuries," she said coldly. "I think we establish who is the mistress and who the servant, yes? I am the wife and you are the dog."
 
The blonde woman held a thick metal nail against the top of Shawn's tongue as Juanita pulled it down flat across a raised block of wood. Then she lifted a fat mallet and brought it down on the head of the nail.
 
Pain screamed through Shawn's mind. Pain that shattered her thinking and sent her legs flailing back wildly behind her, her body thrashing so that her weight was briefly being held in place by the nail driven through her tongue and into the wood below. It was not a modern nail, however, but one as thick as her index finger, and instantly pierced her tongue from top to bottom.
 
The two women, both vampires, pulled the nail up and out, and the blonde held the sobbing girl's mouth wide as Juanita grimly pulled her tongue forward with the pincers and then placed a thick, heavy ring through it. She clipped a chain to the ring and then lifted it upwards.
 
Sobbing, the trembling girl was held on her toes, her head tilted back, her tongue pulled up and out of her mouth as Juanita held the chain high.
 
"Whatever freedoms the Mac Neil gives you, for now you are little more than a slave, and you will show the respect due your betters."
 
She lifted the chain higher and, howling, Shawn was lifted off her toes as the other end of the chain was locked on a hook hanging from the ceiling. Then the two vampires left her there, wriggling and writhing and sobbing as she hung from her tongue.
 
The pain was excruciating, and ran all the way down the long length of her tongue, down into her throat, where fire burned and agony flowed strong and dark and intense. Her wrists twisted and pulled helplessly at the metal bands and her feet kicked and jerked spastically as she turned slowly on the end of the chain.
 
For the vampires knew how to punish one such as she, knew that her body would heal most damage, knew its resilience would allow punishments which would permanently disfigure or even kill an ordinary mortal, knew she could heal most anything. But knew, as well, that continued punishment such as this agony which could not be healed, not until the source of the pain was removed.	
 
Pain clutched her in a tight, suffocating web as tears streamed down her cheeks and sweat beaded on her forehead and chest and began to trickle slowly down her nude body. She quickly realized that any movement brought additional pain, and did her best to remain still, every breath a low moan of agony.
 
She had never been one to hold her tongue and show respect to people she did not instinctively fear. It amazed her now that she had grown so accustomed to the idea of vampires she had not felt such fear around Juanita, who must have killed many over her centuries of existence, who could have killed her had she so desired, without fear of consequences except from Mac Neil.
 
But she had known she would not kill her. Killing her would damage Mac Neil. What she had not stopped to consider were the other ways Juanita could punish her. Her angelic and youthful appearance belied the reality of the centuries old aristocrat from an age where such people were a law unto themselves.
 
The door opened, but she could see nothing save the chain and ceiling above her. And then a figure came into view, a tall figure which her rolling eyes took in only when she stood immediately in front of her.
 
It was - a cat, no, a snake. The features struck her as feminine, with sharply pointed cat like ears and a pointed muzzle. Yet the skin was blueish and scaly and the eyes were brown, all brown, with no white showing at all.
 
"Little human," it said in a low, taunting hiss. "Was the human baaaad?"
 
Its teeth were sharply pointed, but without the incisors she had seen in the vampires. They were animal teeth, and they gleamed menacingly as the creature drew its lips up in a mocking smile.
 
"Poor little human," it said, its voice low and rasping. "Is it hurting? Is it in pain? Neena can make the human feel better. Neena can."
 
It leered and Shawn moaned as a long, forked tongue thrust out six inches past her lipless mouth.
 
Then it disappeared, its hands sliding down over her body. She moaned as she felt its tongue lapping along the now nearly healed slashes across her breasts, then drawing her ringed nipple into its warm mouth. She gasped and shuddered as its sharp teeth began to gnaw and chew on her skin, on her areola and the soft flesh of her breast. Its tongue slithered across her nipple, then downwards. 
 
She moaned as clawed hands slipped between her thighs and slowly spread them open. The movement sent pain rippling up and down her tongue and she sobbed helplessly.
 
"Little hairless human," the thing hissed.
 
She felt its tongue caress her bare slit, then slide between her pubic lips and saw wetly up and down between them. It flicked up across her clitoris and, despite the agony of her tongue, a rush of liquid heat swept through her loins.
 
Even here, even now, even with pain sweat soaking her body, still her sensitive sex could not withstand such attention, nor could her body and mind push the heat back as the creature began to lick and suckle at her clitoris. Clawed fingers forced her sex open and the long tongue drove high into her pussy, twirling and twisting and caressing her more intimately than she would have ever believed possible.
 
Sexual electricity crackled along her nervous system, through her blood and bones and muscle and sinew even as the pain flayed her with unrelenting torment.
 
She came with a scream of animalistic pleasure and near maddened pain, her lower body bucking and jerking violently, despite the additional pain this brought, convulsions wracking her slender frame as pain and pleasure howled within her.
 
The thing drew back with a laugh, and then pushed her lower body violently so that Shawn swung and spun wildly on the end of the chain, screaming as her tongue burned, as her orgasm finally wore itself out, as her mind threatened to break completely.
 
 
 
Eight
 
 
She was just finishing the fourth partly cooked chicken and finally starting to feel her hunger fading when the door opened and a man walked in, unannounced, and sat on the day bed at the foot of her bed.
 
He was a nondescript looking man of about thirty, short, slender, with thinning brown hair, wearing a black t-shirt, pants and sneakers.
 
"Who are you?" she asked warily.
 
She had encountered a number of vampires of late, and in a way she could not have explained, even to herself, had come to recognize them. This man was not a vampire. Yet there was something about him - .
 
"I'm Sean," he said. "The male Sean."
 
She grunted and finished off the chicken, wiping her mouth. She was no longer much concerned about her table manners, or being seen in the nude by strange men.
 
"So?"
 
He grinned. "I thought I'd welcome you to our little club."
 
"I've had plenty of welcome, thanks," she said resentfully.
 
His grin only broadened. "I can only imagine. Good thing we heal so quickly, hmm?"
 
And that was it. He was as she was, as Andre was. She could sense it now, like, yet unlike the vampires, weaker, less distinct.
 
"Maybe it would be better not to."
 
"And be dead? No, my lady, you don't want that."
 
"Why not?" she demanded. "Spending centuries being tortured and raped does not appeal to me."
 
"Then don't do it."
 
"I have a choice?" she said disdainfully.
 
"Yes."
 
She raised her eyebrows and he sighed.
 
"You modern people simply have to get over the odd notions you have about equality and fairness and all that rot. This is not a democracy. There is no constitution to protect you. There is a hierarchy here, and you must find your place within it and then obey its dictates."
 
"And I'm at the bottom."
 
He shook his head impatiently. "To some degree that depends on you. Mac Neil stands at the top and his word is absolute law. He is an odd sort, quite kindly for a master vampire. He sometimes tolerates you disagreeing with him, at times, depending on the subject. But his word is law. Juanita is the same, but harsher, colder, less willing to brook disagreement, more ready to punish. Everyone comes below her except Mac Neil. There are three more master vampires in his pack; Qaan, Donna, and Victor, in that order of precedence. All the other vampires, werewolves and demons obey them, though some are stronger than others. Who obeys whom among that group depends on who is strongest of will and body."
 
"And then there's us."
 
He shook his head. "Not quite. Then there are the humans, an assortment of men and women who have sold themselves for money or power or our aid in this or that endeavour. Then come the slaves."
 
"And us?"
 
"Where we place depends on whom our master is, and our own strength of will. Our physical strength flows from our master, so the more powerful our master the more powerful we are. In addition, of course, there is the unwritten rule. Master vampires tend to take it very badly when someone causes damage to their property. If someone harms you it had better not be permanent or their heads are forfeit. And, of course, killing you would hurt your master quite a bit, so no one loyal to the master would do that."
 
"No one seems to be very upset about causing me harm," she said through clenched teeth.
 
"Ah, well, your master is far away and warded and no one knows what he wants of you, if anything. How much respect is paid you depends on what power your master gives you over them, whether you are given a place in the hierarchy, for example, a trusted position or task. And how you comport yourself, of course. No one is going to show much respect to a simpering, whining coward who exists only under her master's protection."
 
"Are you saying that's what I am?" she growled.
 
He grinned. "I hear you attacked Juanita. That's not the act of a coward, though it might be of a fool, a suicidal fool."
 
"She attacked me. I just tried to defend myself."
 
"The way the vampires see it you're property. If you smack your dog it's not allowed to bite you, now is it? Until Mac Neil is released and comes back to us your position is uncertain. If he demonstrates respect for you the others will take their cue from him. But you will need to show strength on your own, not physical strength, but mental."
 
"I can't help what has been done to my body," she said flatly.
 
"I'm not talking about that," he said. "I'm talking about showing them you won't be pushed around."
 
"Do you know what it feels like to hang from your tongue?" she demanded.
 
He made a face. "Yes, as a matter of fact. Though it hasn't happened for quite some time."
 
"So what do you expect me to do?"
 
"Make them fear you."
 
She laughed bitterly. "Why would they?"
 
"Because you can kill them."
 
She blinked in surprise. "How?"
 
"Never read the old legends, the myths? Silver is deadly to them."
 
"You mean a silver knife?" she sniffed.	
 
He reached behind him and took a foot long silver dagger from a sheath at the small of his back.
 
"You're fast and strong, much faster and stronger than any mere human. You stick them with this and it will hurt, a lot. And they hate pain. Stick it in their heart and it will, if not kill them, certainly damage them considerably."
 
"And they can take my head off."
 
Sean shook his head. "Not without damaging Mac Neil. They have to be wary when fighting you so as not to cause you any permanent damage. You need have no such concern."
 
"So I should find a silver dagger and stick it in Juanita's ribs?"
 
He shuddered and shook his head. "Not now, no. But when Mac Neil gets back, if he gets back, you will have to find a way to stand up to her. Remember, with him back, she will not be able to set your punishment. No one can but him."
 
"So I can't do anything until he gets back."
 
"No, you can start with not dressing like a screw toy."
 
"Those are what I was given," she said hotly.
 
"Those who wish to have some control over themselves, my dear, do not simply take what is given them," he said pertly, his eyes narrowing. "They take what they want."
 
He grinned at her and stood up. "Not far away is a room filled with clothing, with costumes, and near it an armoury with weapons, many of them silver. Care to go shopping?"
 
She questioned Sean further as they sorted through the clothing, some of it centuries old. There were few human servants among the vampires. Only masters could create them, and they rarely did. He was the only other among MacNeil's pack, and had been a servant for almost a century to Donna, the buxom blonde she had seen earlier, and whose fingers had nearly driven her mad with heat.
 
"You have to establish a persona," he said seriously. "It's all about image with them. They respect strength, beauty and intelligence. Strength most, of course."
 
He shook his head at most of her choices. "Dresses are out," he said. "Long, loose dresses won't allow you to fight.  You want something tight, but that allows you to move. And cliched as it is, lace says prey, leather says predator. You'll note most of the vamps wear leather, while the slave toys wear lace or nothing. And lose the rings. They say slave. You might as well have one in your nose."
 
"They - don't seem to have an opening," she said, fingering one of her nipple rings.
 
"Then break them."
 
She stared at him and he shook his head. "You're not merely human any more, remember? You have much more strength in those lovely little fingers of yours than any Olympic weight lifter."
 
He gripped one of the rings and she suppressed a gasp at the feel of his fingers against her nipple. He pushed in one direction with one thumb, and pulled in the other with the other fingers and grunted with effort. The silver snapped.
 
He looked up at her. "This will hurt," he said. "Your body has healed around them. Pulling them free is almost as painful as the original piercing."
 
She swallowed. "Do it," she said, trying to brace herself.
 
He gripped her breast, and again she felt a swirling heat in her belly, and pressed his thumb against the side of her nipple, then tugged the ring.
 
Sharp, stinging pain flared hot and she clenched her teeth as the metal slid through her nipple.
 
"Now the other," he said.
 
She stood still, heart pounding, as he broke the other ring, and then pulled it free of her nipple.
 
"I do hate to sound rude but - would you kindly sit back and spread your legs?" he asked.
 
She snorted and felt a blush creeping over her face, but sat back on a pile of furs and spread her long legs apart. He knelt between them and she prepared herself for more pain. Nor was she disappointed. She cried out and dug her nails into the palms of her hands as he removed the ring from her clitoral hood.
 
"They will heal quickly," he said.
 
Her groin throbbed, but already the pain in her nipples was easing.
 
When she recovered she allowed Sean to select for her a leather outfit she would not have been caught dead in a week earlier.
 
"Leather trousers would be better," he said, "but without Mac Neil to help you control yourself I don't think you need something tight against your pussy."
 
Shawn glared at him, but could not argue.
 
She wore flat, thigh high leather boots, an almost impossibly short, tight leather mini, and a leather top which had full sleeves to the shoulders but consisted largely of criss-crossing strips of leather across her back, upper belly and chest - though with a kind of thick spider web pattern across her breasts which both hid and revealed them.
 
Two slim silver daggers with fourteen inch blades were slipped into the top of each boot and two more, shorter, up her sleeves, the sheaths strapped to her wrists. 
 
She held up a long, slender, slightly curved sword which reminded her of her Kendo blades.
 
"It's not considered polite to walk around with blades that length," Sean said, "But you might keep it by your bedside."
 
"In case Juanita comes to visit," she said with a cold smile.
 
He shook his head. "Don't get into a war with Juanita. You'll lose. Try to accept that she is mistress of this pack. You don't need to bow and scrape but you have to accept that. If you do manage to kill her, which is extraordinarily unlikely, Mac Neil will make you beg for death. For some reason he's quite taken with her."
 
"She's a miserable bitch!"
 
"Yes, so? We are not permitted to kill vampires. One of the reasons they don't like to have very many of us is we represent more of a danger to them than ordinary mortals. If you kill a vampire you will be punished unless Mac Neil says not. If you can't prove you killed them in self defence, with no alternative, your punishment will make what Juanita did to you seem quite mild by comparison."
 
She sighed. "When are we going to get Mac Neil out, then?"
 
"That's up to Juanita. The trick is to do it without getting him killed, and from your own testimony his mansion is heavily guarded."
 
She swung the sword and stared at it, brooding. "What if I got in?"
 
He blinked. "How do you propose doing that?"	
"No."
 
Shawn glared. "Why not?"
 
Juanita glared back, examining her leather outfit in annoyance.
 
"Because Varish knows where you live - .."
 
"There's no reason to think so."
 
Juanita glared at her, tight lipped, clearly not liking being interrupted much less contradicted. "And even if he didn't I would not trust the life of my husband on a screw toy."
 
"And maybe you're getting to like being in charge too much."
 
Juanita's lip curled. "Do not think those little knives will stop me from tearing that pretty face of yours off, little puta."
 
Shawn's fingers twitched near the knifes. "They won't stop you, but I bet they'll hurt like hell," she said.
 
"I can make you hurt more," the Spanish girl growled.
 
"I'll heal. I understand vampires take a long time healing from silver."
 
Juanita moved closer. "I have known pain many times in my long life, little girl," she hissed.
 
"Does that mean you've come to like it?" Shawn challenged.
 
Juanita snorted and then smiled thinly. "No, little puta, I have not, but if you annoy me too much I will risk it."
 
"Then I'll try not to annoy you," Shawn said carefully.
 
"Try harder, girl."
 
"If I show up at my apartment after being gone for so long Moore will come, or his people will, and they won't believe whatever I tell them. They'll want to bring me back to his estate to question me."
 
"To torture you."
 
She nodded reluctantly. "I doubt they're as good as Varish - or you," she said.
 
"And this will benefit me how, aside from making me smile to know you are screaming in pain."
 
"I will tell them I discovered a lair, Varish's lair."
 
She smiled. "This I like."
 
"While their people are attacking it, you can free Mac Neil."
 
"And you think they will not leave guards behind?" she asked scornfully.
 
"If I can get loose - ."
 
"A very great if."
 
"I know a lot about surveillance and alarm systems. I help design them. I recognized some of the stuff I saw there. More importantly, I saw the room where the systems are monitored. If I can get loose I can either take out that room or take out some of the systems which will allow you to attack without being seen. I can also tell you how to take advantage of those systems. They were, after all, designed for humans, not vampires."
 
"It is a risk," she said. "If something goes wrong... "
 
"There is no way to get him out without risk, and the risk is greater to me than to you. If he dies I die, remember?"
 
She glared at Shawn, but nodded.
 
It did not take very long. She had no sooner shut and locked the door to her apartment and dropped the bag with her portable computer on the table when the phone rang. She ignored it, and the ringing continued as she hung up her jacket and tried, for the benefit of the cameras she knew were watching, to act as normal as possible as she checked the refrigerator, got a drink, and then wandered slowly back into the front room.
 
"Yes?" she asked, picking up the receiver.
 
"Where have you been?"
 
"Looking for vampires, as I was instructed to do," she replied.
 
"You were not instructed to disappear for days at a time," the voice growled. 
 
"Someone will be coming over. You will prepare a report accounting for your presence over the past few days, and why you did not contact us."
 
The voice cut off and she made a face, hanging up the receiver. She expected to face more than simply "someone coming over". They would be suspicious, especially fearing she had become one of those they hunted. Yet it was daylight and she had simply walked in from outside, so they must realize she was not a vampire.
 
Her insides swirled with anxiety, for while she did not expect anything which would compare to what the vampires had done to her she knew they would hurt her, and she had not come to enjoy pain. How long before they arrived? The only thing she had to go by was how long it took them to show up after she threw out their "repairmen". And that was less than thirty minutes.
 
She picked up her portable computer and carried it into her bedroom, then set it down next to the dresser there. It would draw their eyes to it a second time, and she needed for them to take it. Much of her plan depended on it.
 
She turned on her computer - not the laptop but the one they had bugged, and started to write up a report, ostentatiously rubbing the back of her neck, pushing back her somewhat tangled hair, and wiping her forehead. Then when she thought the time right she got up, showing signs of irritation, and went to take a shower. They had planted a camera even there, but she blocked it by hanging a towel over it, then stripped and got into the shower.
 
Her stomach clenched and tightened as she stepped beneath the water. She did not like this plan, but it seemed the only one which offered a chance of success. The thought of having to confront them naked reminded her too much of what Varish had done to her, yet she had little choice. A nude woman was seen as unthreatening by men, and she was sure they would send men. There was also a very good chance they would simply ignore the possibility she was hiding something. How could a nude woman hide anything about her person?
 
The mild cramp in her belly reminded her of how, and her anal muscles clenched down around the long switchblade inside her. The blade was razor sharp and eight inches long, safely folded into the handle. Even if she were raped, which was quite possible, they would probably miss it. If she were taken fully clothed, however, they would put her through an intensive search which might well include a body cavity search. It still might.
 
She had not locked her bathroom door, and was expecting it, yet it still came as a shock and made her cry out in fear as the door was slammed open. A hand yanked aside the curtain and she was staring at a black clad man holding an automatic weapon before him. Two more men were behind him, similarly armed and outfitted, and she gasped and half cowered back into the corner of the shower.
 
"Out!" he barked.
 
Swallowing fearfully, her arms hiding her chest and legs tightly together, she stared at the other two, her face starting to flush, then dropped one hand to her groin and eased forward as they drew back. She reached for a towel but the man yanked it away and gestured with his gun.
 
The three men backed out of the room before her, all holding their weapons steady as she shuffled slowly forward, water dripping down her nude body onto the tiles, then the rug below her feet.
 
"Get on your belly!" the man barked.
 
Shawn anxiously obeyed, lying down on her belly, chest tight as her heart pounded.
 
"Cross your wrists behind your back."
 
One of the men moved in behind her and placed handcuffs around her wrists, then shackles on her ankles linked together by a foot long chain.
 
"Stand up!"
 
A hand gripped her arm and pulled her to her feet and she flushed more deeply now as she stood naked and uncovered before them. The man she knew only as the thin man entered the apartment then, eyes staring dourly at her.
 
"Miss Frasier," he said coldly. "We have missed you these several days."
 
"I've been out looking as you told me to," she said nervously.
 
He backhanded her and she stumbled back awkwardly, almost tripped up by the chain holding her ankles together.
 
"Do you think we are fools?" he spat. "You were acquired to help us because of your computer skills, not because of your ability to wander the streets and interrogate people."
 
"But I - ."
 
He backhanded her again, and this time she fell against the wall, unable to brace herself due to the hobble. She tasted blood in her mouth and her ears rang slightly as she straightened.
 
"You will tell us exactly where you have been and exactly who you have been talking to," he said icily.
 
"I'm trying to do that," she said with a glare.
 
"We will do everything we can to accommodate your desire then," he said with a cool, mocking smile.
 
He jerked his head and turned to stride for the door. Two of the men in black gripped her, an arm to each, and jerked her forward. She could not keep up with her ankles shackled, and they half dragged her between them out the door and into the hall. More of the men in black stood in the hall, holding automatic weapons, looking around warily as she was led past. Others stood at the elevator waiting.
 
She was dragged nude into the elevator and the doors shut. They rode straight down to the garage, where more men in black waited. They hustled her through the door and into a black sedan with tinted glass, which immediately took off.
 
She looked nervously from side to side. She was nude and shackled, one of the black clad men sitting on either side of her. The one on her left was blank faced, but the one on her right kept casting interested glances at her, eyes scanning down her still damp body with obvious appreciation behind them.
 
The thin man sat up front with the driver as they sped along, and no one said a word to her.
 
"You could have at least let me put on some clothes," she said. "I thought Mr. Moore was a godly man."
 
The thin man turned to glower at her, and made a gesture at the man beside her. She gasped as her slick; wet hair was yanked back hard, forcing her back to arch. At the same time a ball gag was shoved into her open mouth, harsh fingers wedging it painfully deep. Then the straps were drawn behind her and fastened in place. Her hair was released and the two men turned away.
 
She glared angrily at the back of the thin man's head. She was going to kill that one, no matter what else happened.
 
The car did not stop when it got to the airport, speeding through a gate held open for it, and across to a hangar, and a helicopter standing waiting beside it. They pulled her out of the car and allowed her to shuffle to the helicopter now, though still held an arm each. She was lifted up inside it, however, and then strapped in place.
 
The ride was quiet, and sitting in the middle, there was little for her to see until they landed at Moore's compound. Where, she dearly hoped, Juanita and her people were waiting to attack.
 
She was dragged from the helicopter, then allowed to shuffle along the well swept path up to the broad, brass bound doors of Moore's mansion. She flushed at the leering gazes of the two guards there as she was led between them. Then she was through and being led aside and into an elevator.
 
She did not see Moore. She was taken into the same area where she had been brought the earlier time. She glanced at the door which had led to the cage room, but was led quickly past it and down another hall.
 
She was given over to the Asian men, and only the thin man accompanied her further as they took her to heavily bolted steel door and swung it open. Inside was a small, round room no larger than a closet. The walls and floor were of stainless steel. A stainless steel post rose from the centre. Shawn looked at it fearfully, guessing its purpose as they manoeuvred her inside.
 
The Asian men calmly lifted her and she moaned as she felt the metal post against her soft buttocks, felt it sliding down, pressing against her anus. Fear flashed up her spine, but then they shifted her and she felt the pressure against her bare sex. She ached as they let her weight increase, yet felt a wave of relieve as the steel post began to force her sex lips open.
 
It was wide as a baseball bat, and she groaned and bit into the rubber ball in her mouth, her breath snorting through her nose as the pain mounted. Yet her own body's weight was bearing her down, and her sex lips were slowly forced open as the thing pushed into her belly. She groaned as she slid down atop it, her pussy aching from the hard, thick intruder jammed up inside her.
 
With the pipe firmly lodged within her belly the Asian men bent, one to either side. They were barely able to fit in the little room, yet they worked quickly, unfastening the chain linking her ankles, then forcing her ankles further and further apart. This, of course, lowered her further onto the steel pipe, and the pain rose as she felt it pushing higher and higher into her belly.
 
With her legs well apart the thing prodded painfully at her cervix. The men chained her ankles in place and then stood. One gripped her hair as the other unfastened the strap going behind her head. Then the ball was worked out and she had only a moment to gasp weakly before her head was forced far back.
 
She stared up at the ceiling, at another metal tube which was pushing down slowly from its centre.
 
"Y-You don't have to do this!" she exclaimed. "I'll tell you everything right now!"
 
"You'll tell us everything anyway," the thin man said. "This way you'll do it without preparation, without hiding anything. You'll simply pour it out of you."
 
She tried to twist aside but the Asian man held her head tightly in place, and rough fingers jammed in against the sides of her jaw as the metal probe pushed against her teeth. She moaned as her mouth was forced open. She felt painful pressure against her teeth, and was forced to open them wide to let the pipe slide through.
 
It filled her mouth, umming smoothly as the machinery powered it lower, forcing it against the back wall of her throat, and then downward. She gagged and choked and twisted more violently, but she was impaled now at both ends, and the metal tube, not as thick as the one driven up into her but still quite thick, slid down her gullet, down her throat, down into her upper chest, and then down further, into her very belly to rest firmly against the bottom of her stomach.
 
The men withdrew and the door slammed shut. She moaned, staring up at the stainless steel ceiling as the bolts were shot, thinking of how stupid she was to believe these men were amateurs at pain giving, that anyone who had withstood Varish and Juanita would have no difficulty with them.
 
Her throat ached around the metal tube, and her jaw was forced painfully wide. Her teeth were biting into the steel as the room began to grow warm around her, uncomfortably warm. She wondered, for a terrified minute, if they were going to burn her as Varish had attempted. But no, they wanted her alive, so what - .
The lights flashed off, then on, then off, then on, and began to change colours. They flashed faster and faster, and then, it was not her imagination, she began to turn. The entire room was a turntable and she was turning around faster and faster. The heat grew heavier, and sweat beaded on her bare skin.
 
Sound assaulted her, raw, screaming sound that battered at her eardrums. The lights flashed, and she turned and turned. And then the posts inside her began to throb and crackle with electricity. Her eyes bulged in terror, and her arms pulled frantically against the handcuffs binding her wrists. The electricity crackled along her spine, crossing slowly from discomfort to pain.
 
And then a crack, a bolt of electricity of shocking force snapped between the upper and lower post. She screamed around the post, her body twisting violently. Another shock, and another, and the room spun faster and the lights flashed more quickly, and the raw noise changed tones, rising and falling and rising again.
 
She could actually look straight up the post to the ceiling and see two small metal contacts as they sparkled blue. She saw the blue crackle and race down the tube and flash through her lips. Her body bucked and shook as the power flowed down her throat and into her belly. And then a similar crackle of power rose from between her legs, burning at her sex, and joining the one from above to tear at her vitals with agonizing force.
 
The lights went out and she screamed in the darkness as the electricity crackled along the posts in waves, rolling towards her again and again, setting her body afire, her nerve endings spasming, her muscles twisting, her body shaking and trembling violently.
 
Her body was flung violently this way and that, but the two posts were almost joined inside her, no more than inches separating the lower from the upper, and they held her firmly in place as her mind reeled from the all out assault on her senses.
 
The lights came on above her, blinding white light filling her eyes with tears. Then they went out again. The heat faded with shocking speed and deep and terrible cold frosted her sweat soaked body. She trembled and shook, howling, wailing, gurgling dazedly as the power flashed through her again and again and the room spun round and round.
 
The lights flashed every few minutes, brilliant, blinding white light, like overpowered flashbulbs going off. Her teeth chattered against the steel as the cold penetrated deep into her body. 
 
Then the cold receded, the sharp, vicious electrical charges eased. She felt liquid around her feet, and then it rose around her ankles, rose higher, climbing rapidly up her legs and over her hips. She moaned, unable to move her head to see, unable to really understand any more, her mind frazzled and blasted and dazed as the water rose up her belly and over her breasts and then up over her head.
 
Yet she could breath, somehow. It had not occurred to her before, nor did she spend any time thinking of it now, but at least some part of the tube inserted down her throat was hollow, and somehow she could draw oxygen from it. Her lips were squeezed tightly around the metal, almost frozen to it now as she stared up through the water rising to the roof of the small round room.
 
And then the electricity began to flow higher once more. Now, with her body immersed in water, it was as if every part of her felt the crackling, burning power, as if it flowed over her skin in a blue wave. Yet still it was worse within her as the metal probes sent the power surging deep into her belly and chest.
 
She bucked and writhed in maddened pain, gurgling and moaning soundlessly as the water swirled around her. Agony flooded her mind and convulsions wracked her body. Her wrists tore free of the metal handcuffs, yet there was nothing she could do with her hands. She was locked between the thick metal poles, and her hands were useless. At first she gripped the top post, yet that only conveyed the power directly into her hands and down her arms. Yet still she clung madly to the post, trying somehow to push it upwards out of her body.
 
But it was hopeless. She was locked in place until whatever machinery had pushed the post down drew it back up again, and her hands fell away, her arms flailing and twisting and thrashing in the water as her body continued to writhe and twist in crazed pain.	
 
On and on it went, her mind battered and brutalized until she was nearly catatonic, a mindless beast gurgling and twisting in the throes of its own agony, thinking and knowing nothing, not even her own name.
 
Madness beckoned, yet her mind was strong. She had already withstood that which would have reduced many women to insanity. And then a small tendril of comfort and strength fluttered at the back of her mind, a calm reassurance which pulled her back from the edge of the vortex. It was a soft, sympathetic presence which filled her with heat, despite the icy chill of the water around her.
 
She knew that presence, yet did not. A part of her recognized it intimately, yet could not identify it. Even so, as her body thrashed and twisted in violent contortions, that presence kept her sane.
 
Barely.
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She swayed dazedly as the upper probe withdraw, as it slid up her chest and out of her mouth, leaving her coughing and gagging and moaning stunned and punch drunk. The water had receded, was down to her waist now. Still, it helped support her as she reeled dizzily, her head lolling back and then forward. A voice thundered, shouting questions at her from the darkness, demanding she answer.
 
Yet her mind was in no condition to respond to anything, not even when her lack of response sent electricity crackling up into her belly again.
 
And yet some part of her could answer, in a shaky, dazed, confused voice raw with pain, answered without her mind even being aware of it. She floated drunkenly as some part of her conferred with the shouting voice, responding again and again to the questions thundering in her ears.
 
The water receded and then the door opened. But Shawn was aware of neither. She was dragged down the hall and placed in a small dark cell. Her arms were pulled together behind her back and strong leather straps pulled cruelly in against her elbows and wrists as a studded collar was locked around her throat and chained to the wall. Her legs were bent tightly, her ankles pressed back against her buttocks and strapped in place.
 
Then the cell door closed and she knelt on the floor, twitching, trembling, whimpering dazedly. A voice whispered softly at the back of her mind, reassuring yet insisting. She moaned in denial, resisting. Yet the voice persisted, growing stronger, more insistent.
 
Slowly, the shattered shards of her mind began to reassemble, and she began to take some measure of herself.
 
Her knees burned. She was propped up on them, her back, or rather, her bound arms pressed against the stone wall behind her. Her feet were jammed up against her buttocks, and her collar was pulled up and back, the chain locked to the wall above her head so that the collar jammed against the underside of her jaw.
 
She moaned weakly, shifting minutely, trying to ease the pain to her knees as they ground into the stone below.
 
Now. Now.
 
She could feel more than hear the voice, coming from somewhere within her.
 
"Who... What - ."
 
Most of them are gone. I can feel their presence receding. This place is nearly empty.
 
And then she knew. It was him. That a voice speaking inside her head did not shock or frighten her was testament to the shocks she had already experienced.
 
You must disable their machines.
 
She could do nothing of the sort. She could not even move.
 
Stop feeling sorry for yourself, the voice snapped.
 
She felt herself responding angrily, indignantly, for surely if anyone had that right it was her, given what she had just gone through.
 
 
You'll be dead if we don't seize this chance, and you must disable the machines.
 
The knife was still inside her, and the voice - mind - presence - drew her attention to it. She whined voicelessly, resisting, yet it drove her on, and at last her anal muscles pressed down, squeezing slowly, then with more strength, forcing it lower and lower, until she could feel the handle slowly beginning to ease through her wrinkled anal opening. Her wriggling fingers felt it pushing through, and pressed against it to slide it slowly free.
 
She turned it, gripped it firmly, and the blade snapped open behind her. Her fingers turned the blade around, upwards, and began to saw it against the leather binding her wrists together. Despite her ordeal her body was still stronger than any normal woman, and her fingers pressed the blade in sharply, slowly slicing away at the soft leather, cutting it millimetre by millimetre until it finally parted. Yet still she was not free. The strap around her elbows remained, pinning her arms back sharply.
 
It took determined and agonizing effort to slowly bend her hand up enough to get the tip of the blade against the leather there, and even then she could get little force behind the cutting motions. She persisted, however, sawing on and on, driven by the presence in her mind and its increasing anxiety over time.
 
At last the strap came free. She almost cried in relief, then turned the knife down to saw at the straps around her ankles. She kept her arms behind her the entire time for fear she was being watched by a hidden camera. If someone was watching closely they would note her shoulders were not pulled back as tightly, but they would have to be watching closely.
 
The first strap parted, yet she kept her foot in place, jammed up against her buttock, pinned against the wall, as she turned to the other. That one parted, as well. And now there was no way to conceal what she must do. Either she must kneel and wait for someone to come, and hope to catch them unaware, or take the chance she was not being too closely observed.
There would be a security room with banks of monitors on the walls. And human eyes could not watch them all at once.
 
She let her feet down with a cry of relief and pain, then drew her arms up and back, turning and twisting, grabbing at the chain linked to her collar, and jamming the knife up against the soft leather around the ring. She had no hope of breaking the chain, but did not need to. She dug and twisted at the leather under the collar's ring until it tore free, and then she was up on her feet, falling, but then rising again, gasping dizzily.
 
The door was locked, of course, but the room had clearly not been originally designed as a cell. The hinges were on the inside, and she drove the knife into one, her enhanced power forcing the blade in under the central pin and slowly working it upwards. In less than a minute it was off, and then she dropped to her knees and worked on the lower pin. Her heart pounded in fear as she waited the sound of shouts and running feet, yet when the lower pin shot free she thrust the knife between door and frame and twisted it back and off without detection.
 
She forced the door in and slid through into a narrow hall, ears and eyes alert to any sound or movement.
 
She was to find her way to the control room and take out whoever was monitoring the alarms and security systems to let Juanita and the others in. But, then, in a second, she decided to abandon her plan. She recognized this place. She was deep under ground, past most of the defences, past the heavy doors and guards, very near to where Mac Neil must be. She had not expected them to take her this deep. Getting up again would be more difficult than going forward, for this place was geared to preventing Mac Neil or any other prisoners from escaping.
 
She moved forward lightly but quickly, the knife held before her. A door opened and a guard came through. His eyes opened and he clawed at his holster, but she slammed her fist into his chest so hard and fast he went flying back into the wall and slumped unconscious to the floor. She bent over him, tearing off his uniform shirt and draping it around herself, then pulling his gun off as well.
 
She stepped through the door he had come through and spotted two of the Asian men ahead. She shot them without hesitation, then ran forward across their bodies to the steel door behind. The press of a button had the door sliding open, and she flowed through, smashing her elbow into the diaphragm of the man to her left, then sending a snap kick up into the face of the man on her right which threw him back unconscious.
 
And there was the door to the cage room before her.
 
She raced to it and it slid open. Mac Neil was standing at the door to his cage. 
 
"Hurry!" he snapped.
 
She halted.
 
"The keys. On one of them!" he growled, pointing back through the door.
 
She ran back, her hands moving rapidly over the men, retrieved the key, and sprinted back. She had the door open just as an alarm began to sound, and bright light flooded the room. Mac Neil hissed and dropped back, and his skin began to smoke. Shawn gripped his arm and yanked him forward, half dragging him free of the room and into the relative darkness beyond.
 
He gasped weakly, falling to his knees, then crawled to the nearest of the Asians, and lifted his head up. She watched, squirming mentally as he bit into the nape of the man's neck and began to drink. He was much more violent than he had been with her, tearing at the man's throat. Blood flowed freely as he gulped it down, and he rose like a feral beast, mouth red as he turned to the next man.
 
Shawn turned away, headed for the door she remembered as leading up and out. She scooped up the first man's gun along the way, and then pushed at the small backlit square which should have opened it.
 
"Wait," he called, still swallowing.
 
He got up, looking; she admitted, much better now, his powerful naked body moving with fluid grace despite the body he dragged behind him. He lifted the dead man's hand and pressed it against the panel, and the door slid aside.
 
Bullets spat through and he thrust her aside, then with a wild scream, ran through it. By the time Shawn had picked herself up off the floor the gunfire had stopped. She hurried into the hall to find him feeding on two guards, bullet holes already closing in his chest.
 
"There'll be a lot more," she said anxiously.
 
"Juanita is coming," he growled, still feeding.
 
She swallowed nervously and fastened a couple of the buttons on the shirt she had wrapped around herself. It was very little covering, falling only to her upper thigh, but it was better than nothing, especially as he rose, nude and tall before her, grinning fiercely. "Come," he ordered.
 
Another door was before them. He pounded on it with his fists, and she could actually see the metal beginning to give way, deep dents driven into it as he hammered again and again. Then he got his fingers in through a torn edge and ripped the door off its hinges. Something was flung through and Shawn caught it almost instinctively, then after a nearly instantaneous realization, her heart skipped a beat and she flung it back and dove to one side. The grenade exploded and there were screams from beyond as Mac Neil sprinted through.
 
The next door gave way easily, but it was she who had to take the lead, smashing out the blinding lights along the way. No one shot at her, but she could hear screams and shouts from beyond, and then gunfire from some distance away. They threw open the door to see bodies laying about in twisted bloody heaps, and the sounds of screaming came much louder.
 
Mac Neil ran towards the screams and shouts and shooting while Shawn drew up, picking glass out of her feet from the shattered lights. She was examining one foot when a door slammed open and a man rushed through. It was the thin man, and he stared at her in appalled recognition, then turned and ran back. Without conscious thought she was after him, racing through the door to see a stairwell leading down. She leapt forward, missing the stairs, landing on his shoulders with her legs and arms wrapped tightly around him so that he spun wildly and went flying downwards.
 
She twisted as they fell, snarling as she clawed at his head, tearing it violently to one side so that as they landed and she went tumbling end over end his lifeless body fetched up against a wall with the head turned backwards.
 
"Shit!" she snarled, infuriated.
 
She had wanted him to die much more slowly in much greater pain.
 
An explosion rocked the building just as she rose, knocking her to her knees again. Another explosion sent debris tumbling from the roof, and she turned and ran back up the stairs.
 
Mac Neil and Juanita were there, along with half a dozen other vampires she recognized. None spoke to her and she merely joined them as they strode quickly up a wide corridor. More explosions sounded behind them but none paid any heed.
 
They walked out into the night air and Mac Neil paused, staring up into the sky. He inhaled deeply, not the least concerned with his nudity, and then smiled at the others as they got into a row of cars. Shawn hung back uncertainly, but then hurried into one of the cars behind Qaan. The door slammed and the car started forward.
 
"You did well," he said, smiling.
 
She half smiled in return, staring anxiously about.
 
"Whatever they found on your computer, whatever you said, they seemed to believe it. Most of Moore's men are at Varish's lair. Few of them will survive the fighting, and hopefully neither will most of Varish's people. 
 
"Good," she growled.
 
She laid her head back and was surprised at the exhaustion which took over her. In seconds she went from alert to barely conscious, and then her eyes closed and darkness took her.
 
She woke to gnawing hunger, feasted almost animal like, and fell asleep again. She woke again in a familiar place. Or at least, somewhat familiar. It was the bedroom which had been assigned her. She lay nude in silk sheets and groaned weakly, her body aching slightly. Yet it was not in pain, merely the ache of waking after a long and energetic day 
 
How long had she slept, she wondered.
 
Yet it was a passing thought of little importance. For heat was upon her, heat as she had rarely, if ever felt before. No, never felt, not ever, she thought as the heat rose higher and she flung back the sheets. Her hands raced over her body and she moaned and writhed, feeling the sex heat bloom and swirl around her. It was strange, bizarre. It was not her heat, not her lust, yet somehow it was, and she could not stop herself from writhing and panting and squeezing and caressing her bare flesh.
 
Her legs jerked wide and she arched her back violently, head rolling beneath her. One arm was flung up and back behind her head, the other pressed against her suddenly overheated, perspiring body as her fingers plunged deep into her aching sex.
 
She felt Mac Neil in her mind, felt his raw, animal heat, and a part of her understood this was what was affecting her. But that part of her was a small, negligible presence, a tiny pin prick of intelligence and sanity in the growing storm of raging sexual need seeping through her.
 
He was with Juanita, she realized. She felt his lust, his heat, his hunger, and then, more distantly, Juanita's rising alongside it. She felt it as he thrust into her, felt Juanita's hunger and pleasure, his lust and need. Her legs strained wider and her hips rolled and bucked up as feverish heat soaked her in sweat. Her nipples ached and her clitoris was swollen and burning.
 
She rolled and writhed and twisted on the bed, gasping and moaning, shuddering violently as sexual pleasure far greater than any orgasm tore through her nervous system. Yet this was not a single glorious moment of ecstasy lasting mere seconds. It went on and on and on as she sobbed and moaned and gulped in breaths between cries of pleasure, back arching again and again, fingers driving deep into her sopping sex, nails clawing across her swollen clitoris.
 
The frenzied sexual vortex swept around her, and she screamed, falling back on the bed, fingers clawing at the headboard, back arched, legs spread, toes straining as her hips bucked upwards. She felt a touch of his mind then, a fragment of awareness, and then like a door being closed, the sexual need snapped off.
 
She twisted and fell tumbling from the bed, sprawling on the floor in a tangle of sweat soaked sheets, and groaned as her pounding heart began to slow. Exhausted, she lay on the thick rug, groaning with relief as her raw, burned out nerve endings released the energy which had gripped them. She trembled and twitched for long minutes, then sleep took her once more.
 
"My dear girl, you look like something that's been rode hard and put away wet."
 
Shawn groaned as she stared up, bleary eyed, at her namesake.	
 
"Go way," she muttered.
 
"Ah, let me guess. The amatory adventures of your master kept you up late?"
 
She groaned and sat up, weakly clutching the sheets against her body.
 
"I... never felt anything like that in my life," she said wearily.
 
"Amazing, isn't it? And it'll be even better when he's actually with you rather than the divine Miss J."
 
He helped her stand and she fell back on the bed, groaning, not caring that she was nude before him. "I thought my skin was on fire," she panted.
 
"When he's with you you'll think your mind is on fire," he said half amused, half sympathetic.
 
"Am I - am I going to go through that every time he has sex with her?"
 
He shrugged, then shook his head. "Probably not. They can shut you out if they think to. But he's as new to this er, relationship as you are, you know, and will need to work at it a bit."
 
"I need a shower."
 
"Oh yes. You stink of sex even to my somewhat human senses. Go out there smelling like that and there's no telling what one of the younger vamps might do."
 
She glared at him, then pulled herself to her feet, letting the sheets fall to the floor. She was a little uneasy at his frank appreciation of her body, but not embarrassed. 
 
"Want me to scrub your back?" he teased.
 
She shook her head.
 
Sometime when she had slept the silver rings had been placed around her slender throat, wrists and ankles once again. She gazed resentfully at them but then merely shook her head and let the hot water wash down around her. There was no use trying to pretend she could go back, could forget everything. Was Moore dead now? Yes or no she would not be able to return to her old life. So she would have to find her way here amidst these - people.
 
Her skin felt somewhat raw, almost as if she had a light sunburn. Her nipples ached. They felt swollen and heavy, pulsing with every beat of her heart. They didn't look swollen or heavy, though they were sharply erect, but a touch certainly made them throb and her chest tighten.
 
Her clitoris was even more tender and sensitive, and after just a few light touches she was unable to stop herself from leaning back in the corner of the shower and masturbating, gasping and moaning and bucking her hips against her fingers as the orgasm quickly rolled through her.
 
She hoped that would ease the sexual hunger inside her, but it did not. She felt - charged - with a kind of sexual electricity. It was not the uncontrollable lust she had felt at other times, for the control was there, strong control. Yet her body felt that charge of sexuality and lust as she dried her hair. And that spilled over into her mind.
 
She put on the same outfit she had briefly worn the other day - however many days ago that had been - and slid the knives into the slim sheaths in her boots and sleeves before going to the door, taking a deep breath, and letting herself out.
 
In addition to the rest of the leather gear she had placed a studded leather collar around her throat. It fit snugly over the metal ring, hiding it. Nor was did it displease her eyes, for it added to her sense of tightly controlled sexuality as she moved down the hall.
 
She was soon in the more open areas of the lair, and eyes scanned her as she passed vampires, humans, and the occasional unidentifiable thing. 
 
There was an almost indefinable difference now about how she looked at them, and how she felt as they looked at her. She felt a greater confidence and strength, more self assurance and less fear and anxiety.
 
They wanted her.
 
She could feel it.
 
It was not a wild or uncontrolled lust. Yet she felt their lust nonetheless, felt it as her own sexual heat seeped from her pores, as their eyes followed her and their tongues slipped across their lower lips. They wanted to fall upon her, those vampires, and thrust themselves into her as their teeth bit into her throat. She could feel their lust as an inaudible growl of hunger as she passed them by and went into the kitchens seeking food.
 
The mere humans inside stared at her as she entered, nervous and yet aroused at the same time, and without knowing why. They fell over each other to satisfy her politely put request for food, and then watched her go with anxious sighs.
 
She was gnawing an apple as she walked up the hall, when a hand grasped her other arm and swung her around roughly, but not violently. A young vampire leered up at her, shorter than she and, something told her, not long raised, and thus lacking control.
 
"A tasty morsel eating a tasty morsel," he said with a leer.
 
His red rimmed eyes held hers, then he turned and bit into the apple himself. He turned, smirking, and his lips came down against hers, rough, bruising, pressing her back against the wall. She drove a fist into his side and twisted away as he gasped in pain. But when he turned, lightning quick, a snarl was on his face.
 
"I don't think so," she said.
 
He grabbed at her, throwing her against the wall, and his mouth opened in a snarl, displaying his incisors. Shawn rammed the half eaten apple into his mouth and then her knee up between his legs. Vampire or not the results were predictable, and he grunted in pain as he collapsed to his knees.
 
But while she was able to tear herself free he recovered almost instantly, surging upwards in rage, meeting her foot as it snapped around and clipped him behind the ear. He went flying, tumbling end over end to fetch up against the wall, and she drew the knives from her boots, waiting, braced warily as he recovered again and jumped to his feet.
 
Others were around, watching, some smiling, some uncaring, some merely curious as he stalked her.
 
"You think you can hurt me with those, human?" he hissed.
 
"Yes," she said.
 
He jumped and she ducked, thrusting forward with her right hand, plunging the knife deep into his belly and letting his own movement rip it downwards through his abdomen. He howled in agony even before she thrust the other knife into his back all the way to the hilt. She rolled away, pulling the other two knives from her sleeves as he twisted and thrashed on the floor, screaming in agony at the silver driven into his body.
 
And then Qaan was there, frowning angrily about. Most of those watching faded away as he snarled at them, then at the vampire on the floor, then at her.
 
He bent and tore the blades from the vampire's body. It shrieked in agony once more and he slammed a fist into its head with enough force to crush any human's skull. The shriek cut off abruptly and the vampire slumped, stunned, to the floor.
 
Shawn stared at him warily as he approached and he snorted.
 
"Don't even think about it, human," he said, slapping the knives into her hand and taking her arm.
 
"Where are we going?" she demanded.
 
"To see your master. It is time the two of you actually met, don't you think?"
 
"I've met him," she said angrily.
 
He snorted again, pulling her along.
 
Trying to stab Qaan was not likely to produce very good results, she decided, and awkwardly fumbled the knives back into their sheaths as he pulled her along.
 
"I can walk, you know."
 
But they were already there, and he yanked open and door and pulled her inside.
 
It was not a throne room, but might just as well have been. Mac Neil and Juanita sat on two plushly cushioned, oversized chairs at one end, and several other vampires stood before them.
 
Qaan did not even need to speak. Nor did Mac Neil. Perhaps they had all been together so long it was not necessary. The other vampires, all except Juanita, left the room, and Qaan thrust her forward to stand before he and Juanita.
 
"Settling business is all well and good," he said. "But you have something more personal to attend to, Mac Neil."
 
He released her arm at last, then turned and left, closing the door firmly behind.
 
Swallowing nervously, Shawn looked at the man. He was far less pale now, and far more handsome. In fact, he was breathtakingly handsome, easily a match for Juanita as the woman lounged back in her chair and looked sourly back at her.
 
"Well, so," Mac Neil said, as he looked at her.
 
He seemed uncomfortable, which shocked Shawn. He looked her up and down and then looked at Juanita.
 
"She is yours whether you want her or not," the Spanish girl said.	
 
He nodded. "So it seems."
 
Shawn flushed angrily.
 
"There are advantages to having a human servant," Juanita said grudgingly.
 
Mac Neil nodded slowly.
 
"Girl. Strip," Juanita ordered, snapping her fingers.
 
"No," Shawn growled.
 
Mac Neil looked startled, then snorted in amusement.
 
Juanita started forward in her chair but Mac Neil held a hand out to stay her.
 
"If she is my human servant, Juanita, then you're going to have to accept some limitations on your control," he said. "As I will."
 
"There are ways to control them," Juanita said, glaring.
 
"I'm not so old fashioned," he replied.
 
Juanita sniffed and rose, shaking off his hand. Her shoulder pushed heavily against Shawn as she stalked out of the room, and the door slammed behind her.
 
"I felt you last night," he said apologetically. "I had not thought..."
 
"No," she replied, flushing with embarrassment at the memory.
 
"And in the cage. That - was not me so much as an - an animal. I had no control then. I think you know something about what a lack of control can do to such as us."
 
She nodded jerkily.
 
He sat back in his chair and looked her up and down.
 
"At least they chose a very beautiful woman for me," he said. "And a spirited one as well. You did well given what has befallen you. Many, most, would have collapsed. That you found Varish, survived him, and then survived what Moore's people did to you long enough to free me is  - astonishing."
 
She blushed a little.
 
"Moore is dead," he said, "But, alas, Varish survived. Still, he is in even less shape to challenge me now than he was before. His lair was destroyed by explosives and many of his people were killed by silver, holy water and fire. The human police think it was a terrorist act." 
 
ëSo what am I supposed to do now, as your - servant?" she asked.
 
"There are a number of things you can do for me," he said with a smirk.
 
She flushed again. "I'm sure," she said pertly, feeling a hot little pang of lust amid her constant thrum of sexual hunger.
 
"Perhaps I should see what you bring to this relationship," he said with an easy grin. "Of course, I've seen it before but, I was a little dazed at the time."
 
"Were you?" she asked saucily.
 
She should hate him for what had happened in the cage, but somehow could not. She stood inches from his chair, aware of how painfully short her skirt was and how nearly naked her breasts. He sat forward and his hands fell on her hips. She swallowed, feeling her heart beginning to beat faster.
 
"What - ."
 
"One of your occasional duties," he said, his hands caressing her outer thighs, "Is to feed your master."
 
She trembled as she understood, yet her anxiety was quelled, dwarfed by the rising hunger inside her, and she trembled as his hands stroked down below her skirt, then pushed up, sliding the short skirt higher to bare her groin. Only a narrow strip of black silk covered her as he leaned forward, and she shuddered as his tongue licked slowly up along her inner thigh to the edge of her panties.
 
"I - w-we - Juanita m-might - ."
 
"Let me worry about Juanita," he murmured, his tongue tracing a line along her slit through the silk.
 
She moaned, her back arching, her fingers dropping to his shoulders, then his head, sliding through his thick, shaggy hair as his tongue moved down along her inner thigh. She felt his mouth widening, and cried out as his teeth bit into her just below the groin. Yet the pain was almost instantly washed away by a rush of almost narcotic relief and languor as he fed from her, drinking from the artery in her groin.
 
She felt deeply, wonderfully relaxed as she stood there, eyes half slitted as she groaned weakly, feeling him swallowing not only her blood but her essence. She knew he was controlling her, could feel his mind laying over hers like a heavy blanket. The lust rising so rapidly within her body was only partly hers. She could just barely sense the pressure driving it, pressure coming from outside her own mind and body. His mind was stroking hers, pressing here and there, skimming through that portion of her brain which controlled her nervous system. Like a harpist, he played his mind across the strings of her mind and she felt her body begin to overheat, beads of sweat blossoming all across her heated body as she panted and moaned and trembled in helpless need.
 
Then his teeth slid back, and a moment later his hunger shifted focus. She felt her thong torn off, and then her entire sex was in his mouth as he began to ride his tongue more deeply into her pussy. The sexual heat was scalding, baking her from within. Her head and upper body rolled and shuddered as she revelled to the sensual heat flooding her. Her back arched, her pelvis bucking forward in wanton need as his mouth consumed her. She was long past the point of orgasm, yet she had felt no climax, and knew it was being withheld by him.
 
His strength was immense, and his grip on her thighs lifted her and drew her forward so she straddled the chair, legs wide. He leaned back in the chair, pulling her up over his mouth, his tongue working expertly at her throbbing, burning clitoris as she gulped in air and shuddered, violent convulsions sweeping through her.
 
His hands held her as if she were weightless, held her straddling his chair and his face as his mouth worked on her sex. She gripped his hair, head back, moaning low in her throat as his tongue sent pleasure lashing through her system. Her hips bucked wildly and she felt a tremendous orgasm hover just beyond her range. His tongue thrust wetly up into her sex, swirling and twirling and caressing her intimately, his lips massaging a clitoris which was swollen almost to the point of pain.
 
He pushed her back, and she gasped as she fell back onto the cold floor, her legs spread, staring up at him as he rose. A wave of awe and love rolled over her, joining with the sexual heat burning through her body and mind. She stared as he undressed, adoring him, gasping and panting for breath at the mere sight of his newly exposed flesh.
 
She twisted herself around, moaning, needing his touch desperately. She grasped at his bare ankle, moaning, eyes wide with desperate, mindless love. She kissed his ankle frantically, her tongue lapping eagerly across his flesh, across his feet until a strong hand gripped her hair and pulled her firmly but not roughly up and his cock was in her face.
 
She opened her mouth wide and instantly engulfed it, moaning almost deliriously as she felt it fill her mouth, her tongue rolling along the other side as she brought her hands up to massage his balls and forced her mouth deeper and deeper onto his shaft. She gurgled weakly as the head pierced her throat, but forced herself onwards, taking him deeper as her eyes rolled blissfully up towards his smiling face.
 
She took him in all the way, pressing her lips against the base of his shaft, moaning in pleasure as his fingers combed through her hair. Her body trembled and shivered with sexual heat, her skin glistening with sweat as she rolled her head around with the cock deeply buried in her throat. 
 
She pulled back, knowing he wanted her to, and gripped his long, thick cock, watching the saliva dripping from the shaft and head as she lovingly rolled it across her face. Her mind felt fuzzed, burning with heat, and oddly unfocused, and a part of her knew she was in his control, desperately wanting to do things which would please him, which his mind told her would please him.
 
She abandoned his cock and turned swiftly, stumbling, falling onto one elbow before catching herself. She was hyperventilating, sweat dripping down her flanks as she spread her knees wide and pushed herself up onto her hands. She raised her rump high and felt her sex burning like a furnace between her legs. She sensed him kneeling behind her and began to tremble with a violent, desperate need.
 
She cried out as she felt his hands on her flanks, felt his fingers caressing her buttocks, felt them trace the line of her weeping sex. Then his cock pushed against her, rubbing up and down the line of her slit, and the heat inside her roared like a volcano. She should have climaxed a dozen times over, yet the pleasure gripping her was more powerful than any climax, or  - almost - any climax - .
 
Because then he entered her, and all the world screamed at the rightness and wonder of it as his mighty cock slid down the tight sheath of her sex. Never in her life had she felt such perfection, such delight, such ecstasy as she did with his cock driven into her aching, burning sex. She revelled in the stretching sensation from within as his big cock drove into her to the hilt.
 
And then he began to thrust. His cock moved back and then in, firmly, slowly, driving her insane with the crackling sexual electricity tearing through her. The pleasure rose with each plunging stroke, pumped higher and higher, faster and faster as he picked up the pace, until she the pleasure was a firestorm clawing at her mind and body.
 
And then she came, and the world disappeared. Every muscle in her body spasmed, every nerve ending screamed, her heart pounded in her chest and her mind simply disintegrated under the howling pressure of her own nervous system tearing itself apart. 
 
And the rest was all a haze.
 
She came again and again, screaming, howling, shrieking mindlessly as his cock pounded into her, as his hips slammed into her buttocks. She felt his hand jerking on her hair, his other hand twisting, digging into the aching flesh of her breast. On and on he rode her, his cock hammering into her cervix.
 
And then she was on her back, her legs bouncing in mid air as he pounded down into her. And then she was hanging back across the chair as he sat back in it, his cock still plunging up into her belly as she arched back, her arms and upper body flopping and twisting on the floor as he held her hips and drove himself into her. And then she was on her side, her upper leg shoved high, his body between them, kneeling, his cock thrusting, thrusting, thrusting.
 
And then she was on all fours again as he rode her through one screaming, shrieking orgasm after another, his cock hammering at her cervix as he bit again and again at the side of her throat.
 
And then they were in bed and she was beneath him, and he was inside her, and she felt his mind sifting through hers, felt his emotions, his pleasure, saw herself through his eyes even as she saw him through hers. And the pleasure and heat became something beyond powerful, an all consuming lust and heat and joining of their massive lust and hunger. The climaxes tore through them both and their voices rose in a song of orgiastic pleasure as the bed rocked and shook beneath them.
 
 
 
Ten
 
 
Rode hard and put away wet. 
 
That was what Sean had said - earlier - or - the other day or - or whenever that had been.
 
Shawn groaned as she rolled over in bed. She had been fucked. She had been totally fucked. That was the best description of it, crude or not. She did not think that, as long as she lived, she would ever forget that big, hard cock thrusting up into her pussy, pounding and pounding and pounding.
 
It was a wonder she hadn't gone mad.
 
Despite her resilience she was still sore down there. He had used her for hours. She was still feeling shell shocked and a little dazed by the experience. She felt awe, and it wasn't something forced into her mind either. Even with the heights of pleasure her altered body had shown she could feel she would not have imagined she could have felt pleasure of such raw, frightening intensity as that.
 
There was certainly no doubt about who was going to have the upper hand in any relationship between she and the Mac Neil! Nor could there be any suggestion of equality. He was not merely a master vampire, but one of extreme power, far more so than the masters who followed him.
 
So what, she thought, as she lay naked on her silk sheets, was to become of her? Was she to be window dressing for him, kept around as a pet and used violently now and then to send her mind spinning? Would he twist her mind around his fingers as he had the other night, make her love and adore him?
 
And would that be so bad if she felt such - incredible - pleasure?
 
A stubborn part of her said yes. She was an intelligent, independent woman. She did not want to live her now unnaturally long life as MacNeil's pet harem girl, swooning when he walked by and shuddering to his touch. If she was going to live a long time she wanted to - well - experience life, to learn and experience and perhaps do something which mattered.
 
She got up, wincing a little, for even with her incredible recuperative powers she was still sore. She showered, then looked for something to wear. Her leather queen outfit was left in pieces in MacNeil's room. She lifted a satin sheath dress and let it slide down her body. It was thinner than tissue paper and tight around the waist and hips, taut across her firm breasts, but with a loose skirt which hung lightly against her upper thighs. She strapped a pair of silver stiletto daggers to her thighs just below the skirt and then went in search of food.
 
There weren't many people around when she went to the kitchen. Qaan lounged against the wall at a far table, and a few lesser vamps sat together at the near end. They all eyed her as she passed, and she felt what was becoming commonplace - a little thrill of sexual pride and heat at sensing their interest. Qaan gestured towards her and she walked over and sat across from him.
 
"How is our little familiar this morning?"
 
"Much more familiar with our great leader than I was yesterday," she said dryly.
 
His large mouth cracked into a broad smile.
 
"Taught you to sing, did he?"
 
"In a manner of speaking," she said, suddenly embarrassed.
 
He nodded smugly. "When you are a familiar, your mind is open to your master, both to read and to play. Just remember, as easily as he gives you pleasure, just as easily can he give you pain, and just as intensely felt. Have you ever wondered what it would feel like to burn alive? You can be made to feel that pain with no harm to your body."
 
"Are you trying to scare me?" she asked warily.
 
"Not at all, merely warning you. Young women of this day have an independent streak. The Mac Neil is an old softy, but that is by the standards of his time. He is ancient, from an age when youngsters, particularly females, did as they were told without question, and showed the proper respect for their lord and masters."
 
"So I should do as I'm told and show the proper reverence?"
 
He nodded with a casual smile.
 
"What if I don't want to be someone's plaything?"
 
He snorted and gestured to one of the serving girls, who scurried over.
 
"You have no choice in the matter," he said, as he ordered more wine.
 
"I wouldn't think vampires would need to eat," she said, looking around the room in irritation.
 
"Don't need to eat," he said. "Don't need to fuck or drink wine either, but we enjoy it nonetheless."
 
She made a face.
 
"Mac Neil is not such a bad sort. He's far more tolerant than most and far less cruel. Varish once peeled the skin off a young woman who had insulted him, peeled it one layer at a time until only the raw meat beneath remained. Then he fed her to starving vultures, keeping her alive by magic until she was consumed almost to the bone."
 
Shawn swallowed several times.
 
"So I should shut up and enjoy."
 
He shrugged.
 
"If I'm going to live for - a long time - I want to do something more than be his plaything."
 
"You are a child by our standards, we who have lived centuries. It is difficult to accord you any real respect, given your inexperience in life."
 
"And how do I get it lounging around here as his sex toy?"
 
"He doesn't need a sex toy. He has Juanita, not to mention these eager worshippers of ours."
 
He gestured at the serving girl, who returned, eyes bright, face filled with excitement at serving a master vampire.
 
"Thank you, my sweet," he said in a smooth, husky voice.
 
The girl shuddered, eyes widening further. "Th-thank you, my lord," she said in a trembling voice.
 
"Such a pretty little girl," he cooed.
 
And she was pretty, beautiful, really, with a beautiful face, bright cornflower blue eyes, long silky blonde hair and an hourglass figure. She wore little more than a diaphanous silk chemise, and everything beneath was clearly visible. As Shawn looked at her sourly the girl began to undulate, her breath coming in small pants. "Oh!" she whispered. "Oh! Oh!"
 
Shawn turned and looked at Qaan, who was smiling at the girl, then turned back as the girl ached her back and threw her head back, gasping and moaning for breath.
 
She half collapsed against the table with, gulping in air. "Th-thank you, my lord,' she said, her voice shaking.
 
"Perhaps I will see you later," he said.
 
The girl nodded shakily, and staggered away.
 
"You can just do that to anyone?" she asked.	
 
"Almost, though not usually so easily or so quickly. These followers of ours have become attuned to us, however, and their minds are open."
 
He poured himself another glass of wine.
 
"You have some strength in that area, you know."
 
She blinked in surprise. "I what?"
 
"You didn't know?" He smiled.
 
"What are you talking about?"
 
"You had some power to begin with, which was no doubt why Moore selected you. But your power is adjoined with MacNeil's now, and has taken on some of his strengths, some of our strengths. Among that is our ability to read and influence the minds of ordinary mortals. You aren't as powerful as we are, of course, and you are entirely unpractised. I don't know that you could ever control someone in the way we do, unless they were very weak. But you could influence them without their knowing it, and you could read their surface wants and knees, feel their emotions, and stoke them."
 
The thought was both repulsive and strangely attractive. 
 
"How?"
 
He smiled. "Perhaps I will teach you. If the Mac Neil agrees. But I must be rewarded for my efforts, of course." 
 
He grinned sharkishly at her.
 
The teaching started with the serving girl. Her name was Emily, and Qaan could play her emotions as easily as Mac Neil could play Shawn's. Her first lesson was in learning to read those emotions. To her shock, she found it fairly easy to do, and realized she had been experiencing others' emotions for some time without even realizing it, experiencing those emotions almost as background noise, like a radio playing in the background she had paid little attention to.
 
Now, focussing, she could read the girl's excitement, despite her deliberate blank face, and when Qaan toyed with her and her sexual arousal rose higher she could feel that, as well, and felt her own body responding.
 
Yet pleasure was not all Qaan could raise in the girl, and Shawn was confused at first by the sudden shift, as she felt the girl's unhappiness, then misery. Then that gave way to fear, and she felt that fear rising to terror, felt the girl's mind fluttering wildly.
 
Over the coming days Qaan taught her not only to read those emotions, but to nudge them in the direction she wanted. It felt quite bizarre, at first, especially as she had no great sexual interest in women, to sense the girl's sexual interest in her, and to use her mind to stoke the fires of that interest.
 
One side effect to her lessons was that all that "background noise" she had somehow been ignoring was now much more sharply in focus. She could feel the sexual interest in her when she passed down the hall, when she spoke to humans and lesser vampires. She could also feel other emotions, sometimes suspicion, sometimes jealousy, sometimes a desire to tear her throat open and feed from her.
 
And so she had to learn how to shield herself from all that noise, as well, and Qaan taught her this too. Though, as he had said, not without a price, a price negotiated with the Mac Neil, a price Shawn was indignant to have negotiated without her knowledge or consent, even while she writhed and twisted and bucked in helpless pleasure in Qaan's bed.
 
Qaan could not control her mind as Mac Neil could, but her responsive body and his centuries of experience were more than sufficient to have her screaming through orgasm after orgasm as he rode her body through the long nights.
 
She learned much of the vampires and their world, during that time. The bottom of the vampire food chain were "ordinary" vamps. While immensely strong and fast by human standards, they were utterly helpless before master vampires, who could smash both their minds and bodies at a whim. Most such vampires belonged to masters, who fed off their vitality, off their strength, to make themselves more powerful. The more powerful a master, the more vampires answered to him. And of course, the more vampires who followed him, the more power he would have.
 
The masters had territories, areas where they and their vampires moved and fed and controlled. Within that territory, the Master's word was law, and he could do anything he wanted so long as he did not attract attention from the humans. The old axiom of absolute power corrupting absolutely was not without evidence among such masters. Some of them were as cruel and sadistic as the fabled Marquis de Sade, and their lairs were like Sodom and Gomorrah, humans and their own vamps being used and abused, tortured and killed for sport and amusement.
 
Other "foreign" vamps who tried to hunt in their territory would be ruthlessly dealt with. Occasionally this led to fights between masters, though these were rare, as it was fairly easy to measure each others' power, and so the outcome of most such battles could be easily foreseen. Besides, the Council frowned on such things, and could punish any master who got out of hand.
 
The council was in loose, overall control, and made up of the most powerful of masters. Both Varish and Mac Neil were on that council, and rivals. Varish controlled Washington, which gave him a great deal of power. Mac Neil controlled New York, which gave him more. Both of them used human politicians and leaders to their own ends, but usually to oppose each other. It was not difficult to sway such men, with money, sex, and blackmail. A master vampire, after all, could roam through a man's mind at will, and dig out the most shameful of past indiscretions with relative ease. And so if there were any men of power they did not control it was merely because they had no immediate use for them. 
 
Moore was right to fear them controlling the world, Shawn thought. For they already did. However, since the masters seldom co-operated on anything, since for the most part, they each jealously guarded their territories and prerogatives, and gazed with unconcealed suspicion on other masters, there was little likelihood they would get together to impose some kind of vampiric government on humans.
 
Nor would they want to. They no more cared about how humans lived or ran their affairs than a great cattle baron would care how his immense herds of cattle ordered themselves and arranged their leadership. Which bull took precedence was entirely up to them, so long as they moved where the rancher wanted them to, when he wanted them to. Of course, there was never any fear of the cattle realizing their fate and rebelling against the few herdsmen driving them. There was such a fear of the humans, so the council took pains to ensure the masters were careful in their behaviour and their victims did not come to the attention of the authorities.
 
Only a few masters, like Mac Neil, thought of ordinary humans as much more than cattle or sheep, and cared what happened to any of them. But even he used them ruthlessly at need. The humans in his lair were there voluntarily, almost like wide eyed groupies allowed to trade their bodies for the indulgence of rock stars. But his vampires would take any man or woman who caught their fancy, use them as they desired, and then throw them away when bored. He discouraged causing any permanent damage to these humans, and would come down hard on any vampire whose actions drew the attention of the authorities. But aside from that the people of New York were playthings for his vampires to do with as they chose.
 
And he was a liberal. The lairs of other master vampires were littered with the bones of human victims who had been dragged unwillingly down into the ground to fulfil the hungers, sexual, sadistic and physical, of cruel vampires.  There humans served in terror, with no hope of escape, their minds often crushed and battered to the point of cringing subservience to every smallest desires their masters expressed to them.
 
His lair was, in fact, enormous. Most of it was deep beneath the earth in downtown Manhattan, four levels of luxuriously decorated and furnished corridors and rooms. On the bottom level was a huge underground cave lit up by cleverly recessed lighting. A great lake of crystal clear water filled most of the cave, and grass and plants and even trees had been made to grow all along its edges and over the ground around it. It was like a Garden of Eden, where vampires and their concubines swam and played and laughed and had sex in open view of each other.
 
And there was, as the opposite extreme, the great penthouse playroom seventy floors above them, where in the depths of the night, with great floor to ceiling windows looking out over the city, the vampires danced and partied and played.
 
For months, Shawn became a part of that world, learning from Qaan, being used by him, by Mac Neil, and occasionally, much to her resentment, by others Mac Neil gifted her to. She became used to their casual violence, and even more casual sexual games. The vampires were the ultimate hedonists, indulging their sexual kinks and thrills without inhibition.
 
But she was restless in that company, and nervous, for she saw herself becoming as many of the vampires were, lazy hedonists, hidden away, indulging their perversions as the world went by without them. She would look out at the city at night, at its bright, glittering lights and the traffic streaming up and down the streets, and feel a sharp ache in her belly, wanting to go out and be a part of it.
 
And so, after days, weeks of wheedling and nagging she managed to persuade Mac Neil to allow her to go outside, to work with his people who ensured the survival and smooth operation of his little kingdom. She joined Qaan in his inspections of the businesses Mac Neil owned, mainly whorehouses, restaurants, strip clubs and nightclubs. The vampires loved food and sex and the night. So they were all naturals. They were also all quite profitable.
 
She dressed in black leather, as the vampires preferred, flat heeled boots, tight leather pants, a black silk blouse, and a long black leather coat. Beneath the coat she had a nine millimetre automatic in a shoulder holster under her left arm and two slender foot and a half long blades held upside down in cross draw sheaths along her back, and two smaller daggers strapped to her wrists. The blades, and the bullets were made of silver, of course.
 
She wore studded leather wrist bands, and a similar leather collar. She had little to fear from ordinary mortals, but the collar and wrist bands would hold back the teeth of any gnawing vampire, hopefully long enough for her to kill it.
 
Tall and graceful, moving almost as cat like as the vampires who accompanied them, her long, lush red hair spilling over her shoulders and down along the back of her coat, she was a sight to draw the eyes even if the humans were not drawn almost unconsciously to the raw animal sexuality her body unconsciously pumped into the atmosphere around her.
 
What age lines her face had once held were gone now, and she looked no more than eighteen, her body fully mature yet in the full flush of youth and vitality. She was intimidating in her beauty and the obvious strength she carried with her, and those who saw her lusted after her but swallowed nervously whenever her cool green eyes turned their way.
 
She followed Qaan and two other minor vamps on their rounds of the city, as they checked in with their human employees and managers, collected information and occasionally money, and discussed problems and sales. After a few days she began to get a feel for the size and scope of MacNeil's business operations, and the kind of money they must be bringing in.
 
They were all, one way or another, devoted to pleasures, be they erotic, exotic, visual or aural. The food in his fine restaurants was exquisite, the decor in his clubs fabulous, and the girls in his strip clubs perfect, porcelain figures who exuded sexuality to the point she could almost smell it. On their third night of tours she felt it again as they set foot in a strip club called the Black Cat, and shook her head as she felt her own body's response.
 
She tugged on Qaan's arm and he looked around casually. 
 
"Are these girls - altered in some way?" she asked.
 
He grinned broadly. "Like you? No, nothing that strong. They're girls who have been with us a time, many having spent time at the lair. Their inhibitions have faded and they picked up a little of our - scent from being so closely exposed to us for so long. They have drank of our bodily fluids, after all, as you have, though not in the same way. They are mere candles to your flame, my dear, though in the darkness, even a candle burns brightly."
 
The men staring at the girl on the stage, and those strolling through their midst certainly seemed to think so. She could feel their hunger like a low growl in the back of her mind, even through her shielding.
 
That hunger turned towards her as she followed Qaan and his two assistants through the bar. Every man who saw her turned his eyes on her, and she felt the swelling of interest and lust, felt her own lust beginning to reflect it back at them as their lust excited her. She did her best to curb herself as she looked up on stage and saw the naked girl there twisting and writhing erotically around the pole, her body gleaming in the coloured lights beaming up at her.
 
She imagined herself up there in her place, and what would have once filled her with shame and disgust now inflamed her lower belly as she thought of all those men staring at her, wanting her, lusting after her, while she basked in the glow of their heat.
 
They passed through the bar and pushed through the door into the back of the club. She felt an instant relief from the sexual tides sweeping over her, and felt her mind refocusing on business. The corridor was narrow, and she fell into step behind Qaan and the others as they made their way along it to the manager's office.
 
The change between a casual, relaxed walk and sudden, stiff tension almost took her breath away. She saw the men ahead of them over the shoulders of the one of the vamps, men in leather with hard faces. Something was thrown towards them, and burst with a flash of light which was almost painful to her eyes. It was more than painful to the vamps, however, and heard their screams as their skin was burned by the intensity of the light.
 
They fell back, and she was sent sprawling by a vamp body which threw her backwards. The vamps were down, clawing at their faces and eyes as the men rushed forward with long stakes and axes in hand. But the worst of the light had been blocked from her by the vamps ahead of her, and she was unaffected by light, except for her eyes. Bright dots danced before her, but she rolled back like a cat, her hand filled with the pistol almost without thought, and firing even before she'd stopped moving.
 
The men had nowhere to hide or dodge in the narrow corridor, and went down like tenpins, one, two, three, four and five. She had just taken out the fifth, five seconds after the first, when she sensed movement and jerked back to dodge a club which smashed into the wall where her head had been. She emptied the remains of the clip into the body of an enormous Asian man with bulging eyes, then sprang up and dodged a second man's savage kick.
 
A lightning quick punch to the face caved in his nose and much of his cheek and sent him flying backwards to trip up another two men, and she slid the thin blades out of their sheaths and leapt forward.
 
A quick stab down into the throat of one of the men as her right foot touched down, then she was leaping without pause, slashing the throat of the next man as he scrambled to his knees before coming down again. She sensed as much as saw the third figure, and knew it for what it was as she drove the sword deep into his chest. The vampire howled, the shriek making her ears ache, as she drove the sword completely through his chest and twisted ruthlessly. A foot to the chest slammed him back against the wall, a kick to his groin doubled him over, and she swept the second sword down like a blur, slicing through his neck and sending his head bouncing across the floor.	
 
She snatched the second sword from his body as it started to fall and sprang backwards, somersaulting away from another vamp as he snarled and jumped at her. There were three or four more behind him and she landed on her feet running, leapt the bodies of her own vamps, who continued to roll in pain on the floor, and then the bodies of the humans she'd killed. She twisted in mid-air and turned the corner, almost running into the club manager, who stood anxiously watching.
 
She wasn't sure how she knew, but she knew he was in on it, and her sword flickered without thought, taking out his throat as she swept past. A flying kick sent the back door slamming open and she was out into the night. A vampire raced forward and she ducked his outstretched arm, twisted and sliced through his right wrist, then as he screamed, swept the second sword across and took off his head.
 
She blocked another vamp with the first sword, twisted, kicked him in the groin, and when he doubled over, slashed the first sword down across and through his neck, then leapt back to avoid a heavy club. She fell heavily, turned like a snake and cut the legs out from under another vamp as he rushed forward. She jumped to her feet, blocking another club, then another. She slashed the sword across the face of one, sending him stumbling back, screaming, and opened the belly of another as he raced in with a knife in his hand, slitting him from groin to throat.
 
But then one was on her from behind, bearing her to the pavement, smashing her head into the road. She saw stars, and an arm like a tree root came around her throat and crushed her back against a powerful body. She choked and writhed, but he had weight, strength and position, and the stars blinked out as darkness took her.
 
Shawn drew in another breath, a very slow, laboured, exhausted breath. It took all her effort to concentrate through the pain and slowly expand her lungs. Then she exhaled, the air slowly sighing out between her slack lips.
 
Hot steam laden with sulphur wafted slowly up around her as she hung above the centre of a wide, round pit which led deep into the earth below. The steam had long since soaked her body, her hair hung wetly down around her shoulders, her pale skin glistening in the light from the torches circling the shadowed cavern.
 
She had been crucified. 
 
They had erected a large, wooden cross at the very edge of the pit. Her hands flamed with pain from the thick spikes driven through the middle of her palms into the wood beneath and her feet burned just as fiercely. Her right foot was pressed against the top of her left, another spike driven straight through both of them into the wood to help pin her in place.
 
Each spike was eight inches in length and thick as her thumb, and the pain when they had been placed against the centre of each palm and hammered through into the wood beneath had been excruciating. The powerful vampire who had driven the stake through her hand could have done so in a single blow, but had taken his time, leering down at her as he hammered softly, smashing the heavy iron nail through an inch at a time, until the fat, flat head was smashed down into the centre of her hand, crushing it immovably against the wood. 
 
Then had come the second nail into her other hand, and finally they had pressed the bottom of her right foot against the top of her left and hammered the spike through in slow, agonizing blow that had her screaming until her throat ached.
 
Then they had lifted the cross up so that all her weight was supported by the spikes driven so cruelly and savagely through her flesh, and placed the cross at the edge of the smoking hell pit.
 
Her eyes were dark and sunken, red rimmed as they blinked through the hot, sulphurous steam wafting around her. She groaned exhaustedly and drew in another long, laboured breath. She had been hanging in place for hours, and pain had been a cruel companion the entire time.
 
The cross shuddered and jerked, then fell backwards. She was too dazed to understand and merely croaked as more pain lanced through her body. The vampires leered down at her from above. One said something, and the others laughed, but she could not concentrate enough to understand.
 
They bent low and one dug his fingers in against the sides of one of the spikes, then used his powerful grip to slowly pull the spike upwards. Slowly. Leering as she writhed in pain, the iron sliding through her hand for long, long seconds before coming free. He laughed and knelt on her hand, jamming it down painfully against the wood, then pulled the spikes from her other hand, and finally her feet.
 
He stood, wrapping her long, wet hair around his fist, then dragged her off the cross, and across the stony floor. Shawn whimpered and moaned, her eyes glazed and glassy, but she was too weak to fight or even resist, and her hands dragged along on the ground beneath her as he dragged her into a narrow side tunnel.
 
A mind too deadened to feel pain was a mind which was no - fun. And so they threw her into a dark cell and tossed in vegetables, fruits and raw meat, then slammed the iron door behind and bolted it.
 
A day later they returned for her. She was still exhausted, but her body had healed most of its damage. The wounds made to her feet and hands had closed, though they were still pink and tender, and some measure of alertness had returned.
 
They had removed the silver collar, wristlets and anklets, and now they placed her neck across an anvil and circled it with thick, foul smelling asbestos. Then a blacksmith working at his forge bent a long, thick strip of iron around her slender throat, hammered it together, and then welded it in place. 
 
Her arms were folded back so that her wrists pressed against her shoulders, then steel bands were wrapped tightly around them. They dropped her onto her belly and folded her feet up and back against her thighs and more steel bands were fixed tightly in place. Then one of the vampires attached a chain to her collar and dragged her out of the room.
 
She moaned and whimpered in pain as her elbows and knees came down on the cold stone beneath her. But the vampire pulled mercilessly, and when she stumbled he simply dragged her along on her back and belly until she could regain her knees and elbows.
 
The cave she was led into was a darker, rougher, uglier version of the one they had last taken her to, and the punishment now was as it had been then, only far longer and more painful. A howling, jeering, sneering mob surrounded her as she crawled through them, slapping and kicking at her until, with an animal rush, they attacked her. Fights broke out between the stronger demons and vampires as they struggled for position. Then the raping began.
 
Long, thick cocks with feathers, scales, slime, and various shades of flesh were rammed into her every orifice as she was twisted and turned, slapped, clawed, punched and battered. On through the night and the following day, and deep into the following night they swarmed around her, the ever changing crowd delighting in her shame and abuse. Several times she lost consciousness, only to waken again to find herself still at the centre of a milling mob of vampires, demons and other creatures, their cocks thrusting cruelly into her raw, aching body.
 
And then she was in a dark, quiet room, where a vampire was shoving food into her mouth, growling at her, ordering her to eat. Reflexively, she did, and then consciousness faded and left her in blessed darkness.
 
She stirred, groaning as something drew her into consciousness.  Her eyes fluttered open and she saw that a man knelt beside her, wrapping her ankles in thick, hard wire. She winced in pain as it dug tightly into skin, twisting weakly away. His open handed blow brought blood to her mouth and rocked her head back as he continued wrapping the wire, then tying it tightly in place.
 
He drew another length up and looped it around her legs just beneath her knees, and she gasped in pain again, seeing it was barbed wire, feeling the cruel barbs dig into her soft flesh. Loop after loop wound tightly around her legs and pinned them together. Then another around her legs just above the knees, then more loops around her legs just below her groin.
 
More loops pinned her wrists together before her, then wound around her arms below and above her elbows. Her arms were drawn up and back harshly, and she shuddered and wept in pain as her arms were jammed up and back behind her. She was rolled onto her belly, and felt a tight pressure on the wire around her wrists, forcing them down further and further past her neck, between her shoulder blades. Something fat and metallic was thrust into her anus, and then she felt the pull on her wrists ease, while they were held firmly in place. She could feel the pressure pulling upwards on the object which had been thrust into her anus, pulling up against her tail bone.
 
She saw his leering face for a moment, holding a heavy leather hood with a metal ring at its top. Then the hood went over her head, pulled down over her face, down beneath her jaw and around her neck, and was buckled in place. There were small holes over her nostrils, but her entire head was otherwise completely enveloped.
 
She felt a sudden pressure on the top of the hood, groaned as she felt her body dragged over the ground, felt her head, and then her upper body lifted upwards, pulled by the hood itself, which pulled painfully in against the underside of her jaw.
 
Her belly was lifted upwards, then her hips, and she moaned as the pain grew. The pressure of the leather jammed in beneath her chin and jaw, and against her throat, ears, and the back of her head grew as more of her weight was lifted off the floor. Then her knees rose and finally she was hanging completely by the head, swaying in place above the floor. A moment later she felt his hands at her ankles, then a growing pressure on the wire wrapped around them. She felt her neck pop, felt her spine creak, and shuddered in agony as the wire dug into her ankles with ever growing force.
 
She knew the ring on the top of the hood must be all that was holding her aloft, and so all of the pressure, all of her weight was on the leather jamming in around the underside of her head. The added pressure pulling on her ankles only made her spine ache more, yet she could not move so much as an inch. She could only hang in place and tremble with the pain ripping through her body.
 
As time passed cramps added to her pain, cramps which grew in power, for her arms were held uncomfortably and awkwardly up and back behind her, immoveable and painful, and her legs were forced into stiff rigidity. Her back cracked and popped and creaked with growing discomfort. And the terrible pressure against the underside of her jaw and head grew worse.
 
Hour after hour passed, and the pain was an endless nightmare which battered at her mind. There was no escape, no pause. It was an unrelenting cauldron of throbbing, burning pain which was driving her slowly insane.
 
She was barely conscious when they pulled her down, and too dazed to know or care. They flung her into her cell again to recover, and in the darkness, like a wounded animal, she fed and collapsed, moaning, into unconsciousness.
 
After a time they came for her again, and led her, crawling, through the corridors and into Varish's presence. He did not speak to her, but only smiled ferally as she was set upon again, her rapists even less human than the earlier gang rape, shambling, green monsters with long, crinkly hair and drooling reptilian creatures with pointed ears and tongues, clawed demons with external skeletons and oozing, slime covered snake men with needle sharp teeth thrust their phalluses into her aching body again and again until she once again lost consciousness.
 
She woke, dangling from her ankles in her cell. Her legs were spread wide, chains locked to her shackles and to the opposite walls high near the roof. Her wrists were pulled down and out, shackled to rusting metal pins set in the floor. There was a small, flickering light, which after some dazed consideration she realized came from a thick alter candle which had been jammed into her sex. Half dried wax covered her groin while warmer, hotter, melted wax trickled down between her buttocks along her back.
 
She was not entirely sane any longer, and being upside down with all the blood having rushed to her head was not conducive to rational thought. A surging rage took her and her body strained against the chains. Those who had locked her in place thought they knew the strength of one such as she, but had neglected to consider the fact that desperation could lend even mere mortals superhuman strength. And she was no mere mortal.
 
She clenched her teeth and groaned in agony as her right arm pulled against the chain pinning it down. With the ones holding her ankles bracing her she strained and pulled and jerked, gnashing her teeth, despair and rage making the thick chain groan as she pulled with a growing frenzy, frantic to free herself. The rusting ring creaked, cracked, and the chain whipped free.
 
She paused, exhausted, her arm free but hanging limp below her as she gulped in air, then she pulled on her left, reaching awkwardly across with her right hand, gripping the chain, pulling, straining, snarling in rage until that ring also snapped and broke. 
 
Again she hung limp, recovering her strength, her chest heaving, sweat pouring down her flanks.
 
She threw her arms upwards, bending, grasping her thighs, pulling her upper body upwards. Inch by slow inch she pulled herself up her own legs and grasped the chain attached to her ankle. Yet breaking it was not necessary. A simple snap catch was attached to the shackle around her ankle. She easily freed it, then swayed and swung from one ankle until she could free herself of the other chain. 
 
She dropped heavily; grunting as her body hit the floor, then lay there for a time, moaning weakly. There was still some food remaining and she wolfed it down
 
The feral creature which awaited the vampire who came for her had strength born of rage, and leapt on its back before he could realize his danger. The chain went around its throat and she jammed it in so tightly it cut through his flesh and, as she rode the wild, thrashing vampire around the cell, pulling and tearing at the chain, actually decapitated it. It collapsed below her, spewing blood, and she tumbled off, gasping.
 
She staggered through the door, covered in blood. The two guards she encountered were merely human, and she left them with their heads twisted backwards. Better, one had a sword, and she gripped it in a bloody fist as she climbed the stairs from the dungeon. It was mid day, night time for the demons and vampires.
 
The lair was well designed to defend from attack, but that was from above. She was already beneath most of its defences. She gathered flammable oil in the empty kitchens, and in the large room where she had been raped, and raped again, moved lightly among the somnolent monsters, pouring oil over huge, velvet curtains and ancient Persian rugs, then lit it.
 
It took only a handful of oil in each casket, dropped lovingly onto the groin of the sleeping vampires. The vamps woke - screaming, the flames already racing through their bodies, and she was already gone.
 
The masters were beyond her. They slept in vaults behind heavy steel doors. She would need explosives to get at them. She swept a cloak around her and fled upwards, the sword doing for startled human guards as she erupted from stairwells behind them.
 
 
 
Eleven
 
 
"And what do I do with you?" Mac Neil sighed.
 
Shawn knelt naked before him as he sat on his "throne" next to Juanita. She was nude and shackled, her wrists drawn behind her back, her ankles bound together by a foot long chain. She glared up at him resentfully, her mind flinching back from his, throwing up a shield against his touch every time it tried to slide into her. 
 
Her time with Varish's people had done something to her mind which made her far less controllable, even to her own supposed master. And she did not feel the awe and fawning love she could sense him trying to force upon her.
 
"It is against council law for one of our familiars to kill another vampire without specific orders to do so from her master."
 
Shawn did not answer, but knelt, glaring.
 
"Of course, the circumstances were unusual - ."
 
"Like being tortured?" she asked sarcastically.
 
He sighed and shook his head. "When Varish's humans attacked mine you quite rightly eliminated them, but by our laws you could not kill the vampires with them. When you killed one you became an outlaw and the others had a right to capture you. I realize you don't see it that way, but by council law you had no more right to resist them to resist one of your police officers arresting a criminal. Yet you killed and injured several of them. And when you were being quite properly, quite legally punished you murdered many dozens of others."
 
"Quite properly?" she growled.
 
"Our laws are quite harsh, as you have seen. One of my vampires who is disobedient can be locked in his casket for months, even years as punishment. We are not a gentle people with those who misbehave. We are not a people much given to mercy."
 
"I was attacked. I defended myself."
 
He sighed and shook his head. "I realize you thought that. It might even be true. Perhaps Varish wanted revenge upon you for that attack by Moore. Moore lives, you know. His mansion was destroyed, but he was not there. He is safely ensconced in another mansion elsewhere."
 
She shrugged off the words, not caring.
 
"The fact remains Varish is claiming his men would not have touched you had you not killed one first. You interfered in a quarrel between vampires without any orders from me. That is how many on the council see it, as well. They see you as a kind of rabid dog."
 
"Varish wants you skinned alive," Juanita said with a smirk.
 
"On the other hand, there is the matter of simple justice," Mac Neil said. "T'would be fundamentally flawed justice to hand her over for punishment when she has, irrespective of council laws, done nothing wrong."
 
"She is nothing to you. Protecting her will cost you dearly."
 
He shrugged. "And she has done me a favour. Varish will be a long time regaining the power he lost when so many of his people died. The Council would have been furious if I had initiated such an attack, yet because they see you as - ."
 
"A rabid dog?" Juanita interjected.
 
"Means no punishment is assessed to me."
 
"And Varish looks like a bumbling idiot for letting it happen," Juanita said smugly.
 
"Yes, most satisfying. So I feel some gratitude towards you - and for - other things as well. So I don't think I will let Varish have you."
 
Juanita made an impatient sound.
 
"But you cannot stay here. You would draw attacks from Varish and be a constant goad to the council members who want you eliminated. And when you died the damage inflicted on me would be - considerable. So you will have to go far from here, where your death, though painful, will not endanger me."
 
"How noble," Shawn said, her voice dripping scorn.
 
"Girl, you do not know what trouble I will draw from not simply executing you," Mac Neil snapped. 
 
"So you'll throw me out and let Varish do it instead?"
 
He shook his head. "Varish has great power but his reach is limited. Go west. He has few friends here, but still fewer to the west. You know how to find others; therefore you know how to lose yourself. Do not return home, nor touch anything from there, not even the money Moore deposited in your accounts. Go and disappear, and I wish you well."
 
Shawn let the heat bake her as she watched the leggy blondes and muscle men strut their stuff up and down the beach. She lay quietly, looking out from behind mirrored sunglasses, relaxed but aware of everything which happened around her. In the open air, with the sea breeze washing ashore, and her own inner fires banked low, she did not draw any more attention than the thousands of other bikini clad female bodies strewn about the sand.
 
She had been tense and on edge for the first few weeks, but had started to become more confident now of her anonymity. Her dyed blonde hair made her one of legions in this city of phoney plastic people, and she had little to fear from the bright, sunny days. The nights were something else again, but she spent them locked behind the iron door of a bomb shelter the ranch style house she'd bought in the valley had come equipped with.
 
For now she was safe, but as she watched children cavort at the edge of the waters, she wondered how long it would be before a vampire stumbled across her and knew her for what she was. Of course, they wouldn't know who she was attached to, or should have been. And they probably wouldn't care. Vampires were wary of people like her, of their increased speed and strength, and more importantly, of offending whichever master vampire they were attached to.
 
So even if she did run into one she should be all right. The odds were on her side. 
 
Why wasn't that more comforting?
 
She examined the course calendar at her side, idly flipping through the pages. Since she would apparently, unless something happened to Mac Neil, live for centuries, she supposed she ought to learn a few things. Besides, she looked like she was eighteen again. She hadn't had much time to enjoy university her first time through, but now she had all the time in the world to indulge herself.
 
END
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