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		Dark Lords Mistress 3

		

	
		Paine

		

		They said the strange man living in the large house on the hill was a lord but Paine didn’t see it. The man had no servants. No gardeners. No housekeeper. As far Paine could see, the man lived all alone, which made him a perfect target.

		

		Paine watched the house on the hill to get an idea of the man’s schedule. There was no movement during the day. The house remained closed up. Not even a breeze stirred the curtains. At night candles sometimes flickered and Paine caught glimpses of shadows moving about from one room to another. Sometimes strange shapes seemed to launch themselves from the roof, though Paine put that off to a trick of the light and took no heed of the tales that the other street urchins told each other.

		

		The others teased Paine about his meticulous observances. While Paine was cordial to them, and joined in some of their schemes, their manners were crude. To them, stealing was simple. You distracted, grabbed and ran. Paine had never been fast and he was much too big to escape. He stood out among the other urchins in the street, fully a head taller than them even though he was only twelve years old and they were several years older. He had broad shoulders and long limbs. Perhaps his size was why they respected him. Or maybe it was his quiet observations. After all, he was the one who’d suggested they rob the weekly merchant wagon, having watched where they stashed their lockbox of coins beneath the driver’s footrest.

		

		But none of the others wanted to get close to the house on the hill. They told each other scary stories of the man who lived there. That he was a demon. That he sacrificed children. That he made his money by stealing hearts and livers of living people.

		

		Paine wasn’t scared. There were no such things as demons. So when no one else would join him on his burglary efforts, he went alone and in the middle of the day, when the town was bustling but the house on the hill was silent.

		

		Paine went up the back way, through the gardens. He was more worried about one of the townsfolk seeing him than being spotted by anyone in the house. As he got closer to the house, the dense vegetation he moved through muffled the sounds of the merchant’s cries and the clopping of horse’s hooves from the town behind him. When he was nearly at the house it was silent as a tomb.

		

		Sneaking up to a window, he peered in. Ornate furniture gilded with gold filled a sitting room. A huge picture of a regal man sat above a complicated fireplace. It was the house of a prince. Nothing stirred inside.

		

		Paine moved to the next window, and the next. Each room was just as intricate and just as empty of people. When he was absolutely sure there was no one around, he threw a rock through one of the small windows. After waiting a few seconds to see if anyone came running, he wrapped his shirt around his hand and cleared out the remaining shards of glass before wiggling inside.

		

		The air was heavy and still. Paine slipped through the rooms, surprisingly light on his feet for such a bulky lad. He stole whatever looked valuable and would fit into his bag: a stopwatch, some silverware, a small clock.

		

		When he came around to the entrance and the grand staircase up to the second floor, he hesitated for only a moment before climbing the stairs. The rooms up here were just as grand, and he stuffed his sack full of priceless objects. Returning to the kitchen, he was about to unlock the door and leave when he noticed stairs going down. Ordinarily, he would have shrugged them off as merely stairs to the larder. Except that larder stairs didn’t usually end in solid oak doors with brass knobs. Something valuable must be in there.

		

		Intrigued, Paine stepped down the stairs, one hand on his bag to keep it from jingling. He hauled at the brass handles. He was a strong boy but it took all of his strength to pull the door open enough for him to slip in. It was pitch black but didn’t smell of root vegetables or produce. It smelled of dirt and iron.

		

		Paine stood in the small glow of sunlight radiating down from way upstairs and used his flint to light a candle from his sack. The flickering light illuminated the small space and he was astonished to see the room was nearly filled with what looked like a large sarcophagus. It was deep black and gilded with silver. Paine shivered. Why keep a body down here like a tomb?

		

		Just then, the heavy oak door behind him slammed shut with a resounding thud. Paine felt around in the darkness and pushed hard against the doors, but they didn’t budge, even when he pressed the weight of his entire body against them.

		

		It was suddenly oppressive in the small basement, like the walls were closing in on him. He’d never feared the dark but here was different. The darkness seemed to have a weight, as though it were alive. Paine felt around in his bag for his flint and a candle. As he did so, he heard a light creaking coming from behind him. Then there was a presence in the room. Someone else was there, though there was no breathing. Not a sound, but a heaviness to the air that told him somebody else was in this darkened crypt with him.

		

		Paine lit the candle with his flint and held it up. The flickering light illuminated a tall, dark-featured man who stood in front of the open coffin. He was dressed in a neat suit and with his black hair slicked back. His face was youthful but wise, with eyes that peered inquisitively at Paine.

		

		Though Paine was scared, he didn’t show it. He stood up taller. He was large for his age and his broad shoulders intimidated most adults. He’d discovered that if he threatened a fight most people would run. But the man in the suit remained still, looking at him with a slight smile of amusement.

		

		“Open the door,” Paine said, lowering his voice to an intimidating growl.

		

		“Or what?” The man asked, stepping forward.

		

		“Or else you’ll regret it.”

		

		A wave of fear rolled through Paine as the man approached, but his street instincts took over. Rather than recoil he swung at the man, hoping to catch him by surprise with a quick crack to his jaw. Somehow he missed as the man just seemed to…flicker out of the way. It was like he’d disappeared just long enough to dodge Paine’s fist, reappearing after it had passed his face. The miss threw Paine off balance. He quickly recovered and turned, his fists up, readying for the man to fight, but the man just gazed at him.

		

		“I like your bravado. But would you like true power? The power over death itself?”

		

		“What are you talking about?”

		

		Paine couldn’t tear his eyes away from the man’s as the man continued speaking, inching ever closer. “You are much stronger than anyone realizes but they don’t fear you. True power comes from relinquishing your fears. And what do we fear more than death? If you will work with me, I will make you victorious over death.”

		

		His voice was hypnotic and Paine’s mouth dropped open as his entire being gave in to the soothing words. As the man spoke, his incisors began lengthening to sharp points. When he’d finished his speech he was inches from Paine’s neck and Paine could feel the man’s breath. It was cold, making him shiver. He should have been afraid then but he wasn’t. The words were mollifying. He could fall into them, lose himself.

		

		“Will you join me and my wives?” The man whispered.

		

		Paine nodded. The man smiled and opened his mouth. He gently sank his incisors into Paine’s neck and drank. It was painless. Soothing even. Paine closed his eyes as warmth pulsed through him. Then the man pulled away, raised his hand to his mouth and scratched a deep cut across his palm with his own incisors. Then he lowered his bloody palm to Paine’s mouth.

		

		“Drink,” the man commanded.

		

		Paine grabbed the man’s hand and drank the warm blood. It was delicious, quenching a thirst he didn’t even know he had. When the man withdrew Paine opened his mouth to speak but before he could make a sound a tremor ran through his body. The room seemed to lurch, the ground growing further away. The man – the vampire – stepped back from Paine, his brow furrowed.

		

		Paine’s chest seemed tight. He raised his hands to his chest and discovered his hands were huge, much larger and brawnier than they’d ever been before, and his arms were rapidly catching up. His muscles swelled as his bones and sinews expanded. The tightness around his chest was his clothes as his chest grew beneath. There was a rip as his fabric shredded while Paine’s body continued growing, arms, legs, neck, head expanding to match the massive size of his midsection. It was painless and…powerful.

		

		Each hand was now bigger than his whole head before. He was broader than three men and stood taller than the vampire beneath him. His clothes were rags clinging to his body, unable to contain the sheer size of the mountain of a man he’d become.

		

		The room was so bright even though he’d dropped his candle when the changes began. It occurred to him that he could see the entirety of the darkened basement as if it was illuminated by the full moon. The shadows no longer scared him. The vampire looking up at him had stepped back, his face conflicting emotions of awe and fear, as if he hadn’t expected Paine’s transformation. Paine had such love for the man. He was Paine’s father and king and god all rolled into one.

		

		Paine knelt, bringing his head level with the vampire’s. “I am here to serve you, my lord,” he rumbled, his deep base voice making the stones in the basement rumble.

		

		Lord Covaci accepted him, even as he realized that there was something terribly wrong with every one of those he’d turned.

		

		

		

		Layton

		

		The wind whipped at Layton’s dress, slicing up through his petticoat and yanking his hair. He clung to the rocky cliff face as the sleet pelted him. The wind roared in his ears as he clung desperately to the icy handholds. Though it was pitch black and blowing a gale, Layton could see all the way down the rocky cliff below him to the forest floor. Everything seemed to be bathed in silver light with his vampiric vision. Even odder, Layton knew the air was freezing but he barely noticed it. He seemed resistant to the cold. If it weren’t for the howling wind threatening to yank him down the cliff he would have thought it a pleasant evening.

		

		Layton’s terror at the steep drop had given him the impetus to push his thoughts through Sanda’s. Suddenly he was no longer the imperious vampire, mistress of the castle. He was once again a simple blacksmith in a woman’s body. His terror even pushed away the thoughts of what he’d just done with Paine and how wonderfully alive it had made him feel.

		

		To his left and down, Paine was busy creating handholds for him, gouging out holes with his fists, leading him on a winding path down the sheer cliff face. He seemed to know where he was going and Layton followed behind, lowering himself on to each handhold.

		

		When they’d first broken out of the castle, Paine had explained that descending the sheer drop to the valley floor was the only way out.

		

		“Are you certain there is no other way?” Layton yelled over the icy storm.

		

		“Can you fly?” Paine yelled back.

		

		“No,” Layton shook his head. Perhaps Ilana’s body could fly but Layton had no idea how to use that power. The Sanda part of himself, still held in check, boiled with rage at the fact that she did not have her full abilities.

		

		“Nor can I. Follow me. We only have to climb halfway down until we find the tombs.”

		

		“Only halfway. Right.” Paine lowered himself and was about to begin the descent when Layton stopped him, kneeling to position himself near Paine’s head so they could talk over the wind. “What happens if I fall? Can a fall kill vampires?”

		

		Paine shook his head. “You will live. But your recovery will be extraordinarily painful and require time we do not have. Once Lord Covaci discovers us gone he will come after us. You will not get a second chance.”

		

		And so they’d begun their descent. Layton had no idea how long ago that was. They seemed to be moving perilously slow. He feared that Lord Covaci would appear at any moment and snatch him back to the castle. What would happen to his mother and sister then? What was that creature in his body doing to them even now?

		

		They continued their slow descent down the rocky cliff face. Layton had a seemingly unending supply of strength to grip the rock. The fear was that he would slip and fall, ending his escape before it had really begun. He had visions of himself losing his grip, spinning into thin air and watching Paine disappear above him before being dashed on the rocks below. Even as Layton thought that, one foot slipped and he grabbed at the handholds, the wind sweeping his lower body out into nothingness. He clung to the rock, feeling his nails sharpen in his desperation, body clawing at the stone to maintain a grip. At last the swell of air scraped his legs back against the cliff.

		

		Looking down, he realized he could no longer see Paine. Had he slipped and fallen? Then suddenly the giant’s head appeared from below him, leaning out of a hole in the cliff face.

		

		“In here,” the giant yelled, holding out his hand.

		

		Layton reached for it and clung to Paine’s arm as Paine reeled him in. For a moment, Paine held Layton against his giant body. Layton could feel Paine’s heart thudding in his chest as Layton’s soft body was surrounded by Paine’s steel one. After a second Paine released him and they made their way further in to the cave. The wind faded behind them, soon leaving silence except for the sound of Paine’s giant footsteps.

		

		Layton stumbled in the cave and clung to Paine to remain upright. Looking down, he saw that the cave floor had given way to a stone floor. Lining each wall of the passage they found themselves in were stone coffins, many of them old and faded with time.

		

		“What is this place?” Layton asked as he followed Paine down a path that wound through the mountain.

		

		“These are the tombs of vampires and loyal servants.”

		

		The corridor widened out into a large cavern. With Layton’s night vision, he saw they were on the edge of a huge cavern. In the distance, stone stairs led down into the yawning depths beneath them, no balustrade or anything to keep one’s grip. Their path wrapped around the edge of the deep hole. They passed small passageways leading off to other corridors or stairs as they travelled around the edge until they reached an area where it widened out slightly. Set in an alcove in this wall was a black urn gilded with silver. It shimmered in the darkness. Layton thought he could hear a voice, someone whispering to him just at the edge of hearing, though he couldn’t make out the words.

		

		Paine stopped at the alcove and glanced at it, then turned to the steps winding down into darkness. Layton stopped him.

		

		“Who is in there?” Layton asked, pointing to the urn.

		

		“Sanda,” Paine replied. “Or, her body anyway. Ilana’s spirit rests there now.”

		

		“Why does the air shimmer so?”

		

		“What do you mean?”

		

		Layton looked again. The air around the urn was definitely churning. It called to him and as he approached it the whisper grew louder. It was a woman’s voice, but he still couldn’t understand the words. Suddenly, the shimmering air rushed towards him. When it met his body he felt a breath of air brush past him and the whisper stilled.

		

		“What was that?” Layton asked.

		

		What happened? I…I live! A voice—not his own, but the women he’d heard moments before—whispered in his head.

		

		“Are you well?” Paine asked.

		

		“I’m…fine,” Layton lied.

		

		“Come, we must hurry.”

		

		Paine took Layton’s hand and they hurried as fast as they dared down the stone steps into the yawning cavern. Layton followed automatically behind Paine. After the ordeal on the cliff face, balancing atop the bare steps was easy. Layton held his dress up out of the way as he walked down, noticing as he did so how the fabric was torn and dirty from the journey down the cliff in the storm.

		

		My dress! The inner voice moaned in dismay. Layton felt the anguish and frustration of the voice. Not just for the dress but for the loss of control. He suddenly felt anxious, as if he very much wanted to do something but didn’t know exactly what.

		

		What is happening to my body? Why can I not control it?

		

		There was someone in Layton’s body with him. Her thoughts were slow and sleepy.

		

		Who are you? Layton thought.

		

		Who is that? The woman replied, imperious despite her slowness. I am Ilana. Who are you?

		

		Layton stumbled on the steps and Paine reached out to steady him before resuming their long journey down through the mountain. As the steps wound down and down, Layton tried conversing with Ilana to explain the situation. But her voice went silent, as if it had taken all her strength just to ask those few questions. If Ilana was back in her body could that mean she could re-take control? Layton must not let her do that.

		

		The steps wound down, doubling back on themselves at times before leading to a complex cave system. Paine guided him through effortlessly. Whether he knew the caverns well or had some sort of magic guiding him, Layton didn’t know.

		

		“Once we escape here, what next?” Layton asked.

		

		“We will return to the house of your mother and sister. That is the last place we left Sanda. We shall pick up her trail from there. I believe I may still be connected to her, distant though she is from her body.”

		

		“And if Lord Covaci finds us first?”

		

		“Then we shall both be punished. Perhaps killed for our treachery.”

		

		After many hours—through which Layton trudged effortlessly, marveling at the power in Ilana’s body—the path leveled off. Ahead in the distance in front of Paine, Layton could make out the opening off a cave. The air grew colder as they approached it though not, Layton noticed, uncomfortably cold. The chill was strangely wonderful.

		

		They stepped out of the cave and peered around. They were at the top of a short slope, below which a forest of pine trees beckoned them. The storm had ceased while they were inside but thick flakes of snow wafted down, blanketing the landscape in white and muffling the sounds of their footsteps.

		

		“Now what?” Layton asked.

		

		“Now we run. As fast and as far as we can until daylight breaks.”

		

		Layton remembered the pain he’d felt when he’d touched that shaft of sun during his first moments in Ilana’s body. “Where will we shelter?”

		

		“I will make shelter. Come. We must keep ahead of Lord Covaci.”

		

		Paine set off down the slope at a fast trot and Layton followed behind. When they reached the forest they slowed slightly, Layton threading his way through the thick brambles. Paine took the lead, smashing through the thick branches and brambles in a trail of destruction. He was much too big to sneak stealthily through the thick woods.

		

		“Won’t Lord Covaci find our trail?” Layton asked as they ran.

		

		“He will find us, but not because of our physical trail. We are linked. I only hope that my feeble magic will be able to block our link long enough to find Sanda.”

		

		Even with Paine clearing a broken path, the branches ripped at Layton’s dress, pulling at his petticoats and snagging in his bustle. His clothes were already shredded and the cold meant nothing to him, so he paused long enough to tear off strips of his dress. Something in his mind—Ilana’s voice—moaned at her beautiful dress being destroyed. He ripped off the bustle and tore off the petticoat and dress up to his thighs. The Layton part of himself grew excited at the sight of Ilana’s bare legs, her body stretched out beneath him from the remnants of her fancy dress. To see a woman as lovely as Ilana in such a state gave him a rush. He tossed the fabric aside and hurried after Paine.

		

		They moved as quickly as they could, Paine not giving much care to stealth. After a while they came to a snow-covered clearing and their travels became easier for a time. The storm had passed and stars twinkled in the bright cold air. Layton did not feel the chill. Even as he stepped barefoot through the snow on slender feet, he felt wrapped in a warm blanket.

		

		Halfway through the clearing, Ilana began to stir again in his head.

		

		The stars. The blackness. So beautiful.

		

		Layton shook his head, trying to clear her out. “Be gone,” he hissed under his breath.

		

		How dare you? She said, rousing herself to anger. Layton’s hands clenched involuntarily and he looked down in astonishment. Ilana was taking control of his body. He wrestled with her, unclenching his fingers. This is my body. You will pay for this.

		

		“Sanda did this to both of us.”

		

		Sanda. Ilana said. Layton had a sudden understanding, feeling Ilana’s realization as the memories of her death came flooding back. He froze, one foot in mid-air as he relived Ilana’s desperate fight and her astonishment at finding herself in her sister-wife’s body.

		

		“Sanda,” Layton sneered, lips curling up. “I will kill her.” The words sprang from Layton’s lips as Ilana took control of her body.

		

		“You can’t,” Layton hissed. “It is my body she is in. I shall have it back.”

		

		“Fool. You will have nothing,” Ilana argued with Layton’s mouth.

		

		“Foolish sister,” a third voice—Sanda’s—spoke with Layton’s mouth. “You cannot kill me.”

		

		Paine stopped running and turned to Layton. “Are you well?”

		

		“Fine. Fine.” Layton insisted, shaking his head as the two vampires fought in his head, too busy insulting each other to be able to take over Layton’s body.

		

		They resumed their run across the clearing and ducked back into the woods. Shortly afterwards, Paine slowed and stopped.

		

		“Dawn will be breaking soon. I will make shelter for you.”

		

		Layton said nothing, just clutched his head, fingers spasming occasionally as one of the other of the women inside him fought for control. Paine began digging a hole in the snow near a thick strand of trees, building it up into a sort of shelter beneath the roots. Ripping down the branches of trees, he piled them up around the shelter until the hole was thick and black.

		

		“I will stand guard,” Paine said.

		

		“Thank you.”

		

		Layton crawled inside and Paine stripped off his vest and used it to cover the entrance. It would have been pitch black but for Layton’s vampiric night vision. He made himself comfortable, stretching out as best he could in the cramped space. Ilana’s long legs stretched out in front of him, perfectly sculpted, pale and soft. How many women had he imagined bedding? And now he had one stretched out beneath him. Something warm twisted inside him.

		

		Layton’s dark hair tumbled around his face and he brushed it back, trying to comb out the prickles and sticks, growing his nails to sharp points so he could use them like a comb through the tangles. He began humming as he did so, an old song that he didn’t know, that must have been dredged from Ilana’s memory.

		

		Combing his hair was so soothing he wasn’t aware of Ilana stirring in his head until his fingers trailed down his cheek and he purred, “Mmm, it feels so wonderful to have a body again.”

		

		“Too bad it is such a poor one,” Sanda scoffed.

		

		Startled, Layton tried to regain control of his hand, making it stutter to a stop. His facial features flickered and twisted as he fought Ilana for control of her body. Sanda sensed weakness and jumped in. The three fought for control as their body twisted and spasmed. Layton felt Ilana drawing on her power, the power within her body that Layton had no idea how to access. It was her powers of seduction, and Ilana attempted to use them to conquer Layton’s mind so she could focus her efforts on Sanda. But because they were linked, Ilana felt her own lust bend back on herself.

		

		The three of them moaned with one voice, hand stilling on their chest. “What have you done to me?” Layton—or was it Sanda?—whispered. They were so entwined with desire it was hard to know which one it was. All they knew was that they suddenly ached for the gorgeous female body they owned.

		

		Their hands crept to their bedraggled corset. Untying it, they tugged it open, letting their bare breasts free. They reached up to grab them, sighing as their fingers found their soft tits and squeezed, sending delightful shivers through their shared body. Their fingers dug into their pale skin, dimpling the sensitive flesh. Fingers found nipples, twisted, pulled until they spiked out to sharp diamonds and they burned with a delightful fever. They delighted in touching their soft breasts, Layton’s masculine desire for tits shared between the three of them, aided by Ilana’s knowledge of how to touch herself. They stroked their breasts, pinching, squeezing, growing the ache that spike to life between their thighs.

		

		Panting now, one of their hands slid lower, casting aside the shredded remnants of their undergarments to land on their new sex. Layton was excited and aroused to be touching a woman like this for the first time. Guided by Ilana’s intimate knowledge of her body, they stroked up and down their length, following the coarse hair surrounding their rapidly moistening lips. They kneaded their shared tits like a man, rough and eager, while their other hand slid inside their pussy, coarse hair giving way to soft, slick folds. They moaned as they sunk in, pussy lips making way for their fingers. Their toes flexed as heat flared within them, stretching their body taut as a guitar string waiting to be plucked.

		

		“Disgusting,” Sanda whispered in a voice dripping with lust, unable to stop the desire pouring through her to touch herself.

		

		Their fingers circled their little bud as it grew. They moved faster as the urgency rose within them. They began whimpering, cries growing in pitch as they stroked, slaves to desire, fingering their slick womanhood harder and faster while they continued clasping a breast. They raised their hips, driving their fingers hard up against their pleasure button and making the orgasm roar through them. Their voice fluttered and broke as their hands wandered up and down, squeezing, yearning, needing to feel every inch of themselves as they chased the pleasure deep inside. Their eyes squeezed shut as gasping pleasure flooded them, the orgasm making them writhe and cry out. When it passed they lay spent on the ground and allowed sleep to take them.

		

		

		

		Covaci

		

		It was impossible that Sanda should be in Ilana’s body. And yet Covaci had felt her when he reached in. This was a new and troubling power. Another strike against him as far as the vampire council was concerned. His bloodline was definitely wrong. The inhuman strength and size of Paine, the mind sharing powers of Crina, the smoke-like essence of Marishka. These were not powers that turned ones should have. These were new and different, two things the vampire council definitely did not want to see.

		

		Covaci paced back and forth in his chambers, lost in thought. He had always harbored fears of destruction ever since he first saw Paine transform. He’d been able to explain Paine’s transformation away as complex magic and over the years, as no wild vampire massacres occurred, the council seemed to come to accept that explanation. Now, though, it seemed Sanda had secrets even from him. Was she hiding anything else? Did any of the others have powers he did not know of?

		

		There was a knock at the door.

		

		“Enter,” Covaci called, absently.

		

		Crina and Marishka rushed in and threw themselves upon him, stroking him and pressing their soft bodies against him.

		

		“My lord,” Crina purred, “What troubles you?”

		

		“We can help,” Marishka agreed.

		

		Covaci took Marishka gently by the chin and guided her to look up at him. “Sweet Marishka. Lovely Crina. I am the master of this castle, am I not?”

		

		“Yes, my lord.”

		

		“I give you power and pleasure,” he said, stroking Mariska’s cheek. She closed her eyes and rubbed against his hand. Covaci slid his hands into Crina’s blonde curls and gently turned her to face him. “In return, all I ask is for peace to reign in this castle, and that you hide no secrets from me.”

		

		“Of course, Lord Covaci.”

		

		“Of course,” Crina echoed, kissing the other side of Covaci’s hand.

		

		He looked deeply into their eyes in turn. “Is there anything you are hiding about your powers?”

		

		“No.” They answered as one.

		

		He stared into their golden eyes but could find no flicker of trickery. “I have another favor. Keep an eye on your sister, Ilana. I fear something is not right. Make sure she remains here.”

		

		“Yes, my lord,” they agreed.

		

		He sent them away and resumed his pacing. It was less than an hour later that they returned, abuzz with news.

		

		“We have searched the entire castle but Ilana cannot be found,” Crina said.

		

		“Paine is missing, too,” Marishka chimed in, both of them secretly enjoying getting their favored sister in trouble and seemingly unaware of what it meant for them all.

		

		Covaci closed his eyes, reaching out his senses through the castle. It was inlaid with magic, like a spider’s web with Covaci in the center of it. Any disturbance should have alerted him. And yet he could not sense Ilana’s presence in the castle. Somehow she had escaped. And Paine, too. Was it possible Paine was using his magic to shield them from Covaci’s sight? Why?

		

		“Leave me,” Covaci commanded Crina and Marishka.

		

		They frowned but retreated from the room.

		

		Covaci had spies everywhere around the castle and the surrounding roads and villages, bits of his essence that controlled his chosen guardians and imbued them with some of his unnatural strength. Similar to the blank-eyed servants, Covaci could slip into their minds when necessary. He could hear and see through their senses. Unlike the inner servants, most of those outside the castle were still conscious, going about their business in the towns and villages surrounding the forest without any inkling that Covaci had latched onto them and could use their bodies as a vessel. A temporary vessel, and without his full powers. They acted as his network of spies.

		

		In addition, there were enforcers scattered here and there. Usually large men, blacksmiths or armorers with skill in fighting. These could be activated at Covaci’s whim to fight for him. In this way he could defend his keep and maintain order without leaving his castle. Now he set those enforcers to searching, putting them on alert as they scoured the roads surrounding the forest.

		

		Covaci sat on his throne and drew on the deep well of power within his castle to journey through his network of spies. He cycled through their eyes and ears and memories. None had seen Ilana or Paine. There were no disturbances.

		

		Where had they gone? They hadn’t the power to disappear. And why Paine? Covaci could understand Sanda-in-Ilana attempting to escape, which was why Covaci had enchanted his castle to prevent it. But Paine? Ilana could only have escaped with help of his magic. What could possibly have made Paine betray Covaci?

		

		Covaci swept up to the topmost tower. The raging storm had stilled. The castle was surrounded on all sides by thick forests, and even with Covaci’s keen eyes it was too far a distance to be able to pick out any disturbances. He could not even turn into his monstrous bat form and scour the forest, for daylight would soon be upon him.

		

		He returned to his chambers to wait out the day. Come nightfall he would track them both down and punish them. He was angry enough at the betrayal that he would have just alerted the council, if such a move wouldn’t have meant his own elimination.

		

		

		

		Layton

		

		After a fitful sleep, it was Ilana who opened their eyes at Paine’s call. Layton was stuck as a passenger in her head as she rose and made her way out of the makeshift shelter into the night. She stretched, wiggling her fingers and cracking her neck as she luxuriated in being alive and back in her own body.

		

		“We must hurry,” Paine said. “Surely Lord Covaci has learned of our absence by now.”

		

		Ilana wasn’t listening. She sniffed the air, catching scent of something living and warm that made her stomach rumble. The hunger was on her. Layton had never felt such hunger before and some warm-blooded animal nearby was calling to his hunger.

		

		“We haven’t time,” Paine warned.

		

		She stilled him with a hand. She was alive and eager to hunt. “I must feast.”

		

		Before Paine could respond she gathered herself and leaped into the trees, bounding silently from branch to branch. She floated through the air, landing noiselessly on the next branch as she followed the scent of her prey. Layton experienced the effortless power of floating through the air, and the richness of the warm blood made even Sanda stir. All were focused on the hunt, Sanda and Ilana with glee, Layton carried along by the desperate need to fill his belly.

		

		Soon they came upon an elk making its way through the woods beneath them. The moonlight glinted off its huge rack as Ilana crouched on a branch just above it. Layton understood her thoughts without her consciously thinking them. She wanted the thrill of the chase.

		

		She dropped down to the ground below with a loud crash right in front of the elk. It reared on its legs and bolted. Laughing, Ilana followed, dashing through the foliage easily, following the thudding heartbeat in the air and the warm scent of life that the elk left on the wind with every breath. Ilana delighted in the fear, Layton swept along with her lust for the chase despite his discomfort.

		

		She moved at an unearthly speed, easily trailing the elk as it became more desperate until her desire boiled over and with a last dash she grabbed the creature around the neck. Her nails became claws, sinking into the elk, piercing its skin as it screamed. Ilana’s fangs grew to sharp points and she plunged them into the neck of the careening beast, drinking deeply. The body careened to a stop, toppling over as Ilana remained latched onto the huge neck, drinking her fill.

		

		The rich warm blood and the fear in the air was like a drug. Layton felt the fulfillment of Ilana and Sanda as his own, even as he was disgusted with what he was being forced to do. His hands clasped the beast as it fell to the ground, spasming as Ilana drank it dry. Blood ran down their cheeks and chin. Layton could feel each drip, each gulp down his throat. It made him want to wretch and cry even as his body physically delighted in it, growing warm. Strange feeling other people’s emotions and memories. The blood soothed Ilana and even calmed the Sanda part within him enough that he could wrest control of Ilana’s body back.

		

		Layton pulled his head away from the elk with a gasp, Ilana and Sanda crying out in despair as he did so. He was disgustingly full and appalled at his actions. He wiped his mouth with the snow, until he lay in a patch of red. It was his first time feeding as a vampire and he was anguished at how wonderful it had been, how much he had enjoyed it, how energetic he now felt. This was the creature that he’d become.

		

		Minutes later, Paine crashed through the woods. “M’lady. We must go.”

		

		“Yes,” Layton said, picking himself up.

		

		They began running again, this time Layton bounding through the trees above Paine, luxuriating in the energy and strength he now possessed. He’d picked up the talent of floating through the air when Ilana had been in control and practiced it now, like a muscle he’d just learned to use. He did poorly at first, crashing to the ground and picking himself up to try again. But he soon got the hang of it and was nearly flying from tree to tree. He laughed in Ilana’s girlish voice. This was the flipside of the disgusting bloodsucking he’d been forced to endure. This feeling of ultimate power.

		

		He was enjoying himself without a care when he was suddenly knocked from a tree by something large and warm. It snarled at him and he grappled with it as he fell, hands plunging into a deep coat of fur in a desperate attempt to keep razor sharp jaws from snapping at his neck.

		

		Layton landed heavily, the thing on top of him. He flailed frantically beneath the warm animal as he fought, forgetting all about his powers in his terrified desperation. Seconds later the beast was flung off him by Paine, who dashed it against a nearby tree. It whimpered but was quickly on its feet growling. Paine stood between it and Layton, eyeing it, waiting for it to attack again.

		

		Layton stood and faced it. It was a wolf. Bigger than any wolf he’d ever seen, almost as large as Paine, and with slavering jaws and a fearsome growl. It was said that evil men who died could sometimes come back to life as a wolf, with the right power. A massive wolf with powerful jaws and a human intellect. They were called Pricolici, and Layton had never seen one before now.

		

		“Stay back, I’ll—” Paine began saying to Layton, but was cut off as another wolf sprang from the bushes.

		

		Paine spun and grabbed the new wolf in mid-air as the one who’d attacked Layton now jumped at Paine as well. Paine swatted the one with the other, but no sooner had they hit the ground then they were back up, chomping at Paine with their jaws. He dodged and punched blindly, grabbing for any tuft of fur he could to keep them away from Layton.

		

		Layton backed up, eyes wide at the onslaught Paine defended him from. There was a whir of jaws and claws, growling and grunting, as the two Pricolici fought the giant, backing him up against a tree. Layton registered something moving fast from the forest behind him and jumped back just in time to avoid a third Pricolici. As it recovered itself, Layton fled into the woods.

		

		He heard the creature chasing behind, growling as it caught up to him. Layton’s mind full of fear, he couldn’t concentrate enough to use his newfound skills. All he could do was run.

		

		The thudding of ground ended abruptly and Layton sensed by the change in the air that the creature had leaped. He turned to find sharp jaws inches from his nose and fell back onto the snowy ground, grabbing the mouth of the beast open in desperation, fingers sliced on the creature’s sharp teeth. His vampire strength was the one skill he still had. He understood brute strength from his blacksmith days. He held the creature’s mouth open wide despite the pain from his fingers. The Pricolici growled and shook its head, trying to dislodge Layton’s hands so it could tear open his neck. Its breath filled Layton’s nose with the hot scent of decay as it stood on his chest.

		

		Fool, you will kill us! Ilana shouted inside his head. Give me control!

		

		Now the razor sharp jaws pressed down against Layton’s waning strength. The teeth sliced Layton’s chin. The Sanda part of his mind hated relinquishing control to Ilana, to admitting she was stronger than he.

		

		I cannot take control. You must calm yourself!

		

		It was terrifying going slack, releasing his hold, but as he did so Ilana rushed forward.

		

		Her eyes morphed into the yellow eyes of a beast, fingernails growing to sharp claws. She grabbed the side of the Pricolici’s face and wrenched it off her, sending it flying. She flipped over onto all fours and before she’d landed back on the ground she’d transformed. She was a huge mountain lion now, the last remnants no longer clinging to her feline body. She was sleek and as big as the Pricolici, balancing perfect strength on four strong legs. She matched the Pricolici in strength and ferocity, and launched upon it in her new lioness shape.

		

		Layton hardly had time to wonder at the strange feel of his new body before they were back in the fray. Teeth and claws clashed as the two animals scrabbled at each other, biting and growling. Blood filled their transformed nostrils as they swiped at the Pricolici, gouging into its skin. It fought back, clamping its jaws around a leg while they batted at it. Fighting as a cat came with a grace and power Layton had never known before.

		

		They were evenly matched in their two animal forms, and it took some time for Layton to realize that Ilana was laughing inside. She was enjoying this fight, enjoying the strength she possessed, the graceful way she moved, even the pain as the Pricolici gashed open her forehead. It made her feel so wonderfully alive. She was toying with the Pricolici, Layton understood. It was a much better match than the poor elk, and there were times he feared she’d overplayed her hand and they would both die in this body.

		

		It was a deep gash across their belly that finally let out Ilana’s rage. She howled, and then went for the Pricolici’s neck, batting at it with massive paws until it flicked its head away and gave her an entrance. She dove into its fur, clamping their massive teeth around its jugular. The crunch of bones through her jaw and the hot spray of blood warmed her muzzle. Even though the creature’s blood was foul and tainted, she kept their jaws clamped around the Pricolici’s throat until the last spasm stopped. Layton had never felt so alive as he did during the battle, and his blood pounded in his ears as he felt the Pricolici die within his jaws.

		

		When the monster stilled, Ilana transformed back into her human form. She was utterly naked and stood looking down at the Pricolici with contempt. Layton tried to push forward, to regain control of their body, but he couldn’t find purchase. Ilana was too strong and he was too weak. He was stuck, experiencing everything in her body but unable to influence anything.

		

		“Disgusting creatures,” she sneered.

		

		Paine’s cry of anguish came from deeper in the forest and she sprinted towards him. She found him with his back against a tree, blood gushing from one arm that hung uselessly at his side while he batted off the remaining Pricolici with the other. The second Pricolici lay on the ground beside him, it’s neck twisted grotesquely.

		

		The Pricolici crouched to spring at Paine. Ilana launched herself on it, claws digging into its fur. It turned in surprise at her approach, allowing Paine to grab its lower jaw and wrench it off with a sharp crack. The creature died with a gurgle. Stillness filled the forest.

		

		Paine remained leaning against the tree. He gaped at Ilana in her nudity, then turned away.

		

		“You are hurt,” Ilana said, taking his arm.

		

		“It is nothing.”

		

		“Let me help you.”

		

		“I heal quickly.” He pulled his arm away.

		

		“Nonsense,” Ilana insisted, taking his arm back and running her fingers lightly across his kin.

		

		Layton felt Ilana’s tenderness for Paine as his own as he ripped part of Paine’s shirt and bandaged the wound as best he could. She took her time, finding any excuse to stroke him, touch his warm chest, press her body against him. The heat of desire crept through Layton, Ilana’s attraction to the giant pulling him along with it. With their thoughts entwined, Ilana “remembered” making love to Paine, a memory that made her thighs ache. She was a sensual creature at heart, and even imminent danger couldn’t reduce her seductive need.

		

		“Now,” Ilana said, when she’d staunched the bleeding. “Let’s find my dear sister.”

		

		“Ilana?” Gasped Paine. He took her face and peered into her eyes as she smiled up at him. Layton felt something prodding at the edges of perception as Paine sought Ilana’s essence.

		

		“Yes, dear brother,” Ilana said. “I am back where I belong.”

		

		“But how?”

		

		She took his fingers and kissed them. “I can only surmise it has something to do with Sanda’s powers to switch bodies. Perhaps there was some part of me, some essence that still remained inside my body and I simply lacked the power to beat back the intruder in my mind.”

		

		“What do we do now?” Paine asked.

		

		“We finish our mission. Let us find my dear sister-wife so I we can stop her before she endangers us all. And if that means I also get to have my revenge for her killing me, so much the better.”

		

		As they resumed travelling through the woods, Layton fought futilely against Ilana’s control of her body. He argued with her, raging in her head.

		

		You can’t kill me! He begged. My mother…my sister. Let me have my body back.

		

		Ilana’s lips quirked into a smile and she continued running, hissing beneath her breath for him to be quiet. That just sent him into a rage and he realized his anger was fueled in part because of the way he’d melded with Sanda. She was imperious and used to getting her way, so suddenly finding herself so impotent and trapped by her enemy, was too much.

		

		There are three minds sharing one body, Layton said to Ilana. If you kill my body, both Sanda and I will be stuck inside you forever. And then, because Sanda knew what would get under Ilana’s skin, he added:

		

		Watching you. Learning all your secrets. You always were a fool.

		

		Layton felt his face twist into a grimace as Ilana imagined bringing her hated sister-wife with her forever. He laughed as he shared in Sanda’s delight at tormenting Ilana, feeling Ilana’s lips quirk into a grin as Layton’s emotion swept through her.

		

		“We will see,” Ilana said, clamping down Sanda’s laughter but not slowing her pace as she rushed through the woods behind Paine. “If I can kill you in my head, I will. And if I can kill you outside, I shall do that, too.”

		

		Paine looked back at her once but said nothing.

		

		As Ilana ran, Layton tried to re-take control of her body. She was evil, and there was no telling what she would do to his mother and sister in order to find where Sanda went. Layton had already experienced her bloodlust and he did not wish to see it played out against his family. But try as he might, he couldn’t control any part of her. He grunted in anger and Ilana did the same, rage blossoming in her gut for no fathomable reason she could understand and disappearing just as quickly.

		

		Layton realized then that though only one could control their body at a time, they were emotionally linked, so that any one of their emotions played out across their physical body. And one of the emotions they all shared, the two vampires to an extreme, was desire for Ilana’s body. Layton was a beautiful woman, running naked through the woods, unencumbered by the cold. His long, lean legs pounded through the snow, his breasts swayed, his long hair danced across his back. Layton’s delight at the way his body felt and moved combined with Ilana’s sensuality and Sanda’s impulsiveness to sprout a warm ache between their thighs. They all felt it, though Layton didn’t know whether Ilana and Sanda had figured out just why they were growing excited. If Layton couldn’t resume control of Ilana’s body by force, he would have to find a way to sneak in. The last time he’d resumed control it was at his panic at the drop of the cliff they were scaling. Maybe their emotional linkage was the key to regaining control.

		

		They ran through the forest for much of the night and encountered no more Pricolici. Ilana—and by extension, Sanda and Layton—delighted at the wind whipping through her air, and the way she could bound from tree to tree, gripping with her claws before springing into the air while Paine bulldozed his way through the thick bracket below her. Though he didn’t admit it, Layton could tell that Paine was greatly affected by his injuries and his lack of sleep.

		

		Gradually, the forest began to thin out and they slowed their pace as they approached a two-story thatched roof inn sitting at a junction of two wide dirt roads. They stopped some ways into the forest, where they would still be hidden from view of any travelers.

		

		“We do not have long before daybreak,” Paine muttered as they surveyed the road for any sign of movement. “And Lord Covaci has spies everywhere around his castle.”

		

		“I don’t fancy being turned to ash by the sun,” Ilana responded. “We will have to take our chances here.”

		

		Ilana began moving towards the inn without waiting for a reply. She stepped out into the road and walked briskly towards the inn. A low light in the windows flickered with the flames from the fireplace inside. Some horses neighed from a nearby stable, sensing Ilana’s evil presence.

		

		She pushed open the inn door and strolled in. A small bar stood to one side, a long table in the middle of the room with a fireplace at the opposite end. A man was bent over the logs in the fireplace, tending the flame. He stood and turned when he heard the door open, freezing upon seeing Ilana.

		

		Ilana stood in the doorway, the wind gently wafting her long dark hair around her shoulders and across her bare breasts. When Paine ducked under the doorway behind her, the man’s eyes widened even further.

		

		“I desire a room,” Ilana said.

		

		The little man gaped at Ilana’s nude body and then seemed to recover himself. He bowed his head. “I’m sorry. We are full.”

		

		Ilana moved towards him, her hips swaying, breasts bouncing. Layton felt her begin to exude her sexual aura but she stopped when, entangled in Layton’s lust, her desire for her own body began to play across herself. The flicker of a smile crossed her lips as she kept herself in check. She certainly didn’t want to give herself to this scrawny innkeeper.

		

		When she was close to him she stopped and whispered in a voice so seductive it made the man’s eyes close in ecstasy, “Then kick someone out.”

		

		“Yes. Yes. Yes,” the man sighed.

		

		He hurried up the stairs and Ilana turned to Paine and winked. A few minutes later there was a commotion upstairs. Then the little man was hurrying down the stairs, apologizing to someone behind him.

		

		“I am very sorry. Really, sir, you see…”

		

		Ilana’s smile died as she saw the man behind the innkeeper. He was dressed in black from head to toe, including a mask that covered his face. He filled out the uniform nicely, all broad shoulders and solid chest. It was one of Lord Covaci’s enforcers, no doubt scouring the roads searching for Ilana and Paine.

		

		Ilana leaped towards the man, pushing the innkeeper aside as she launched herself onto the enforcer. Her nails grew to razor sharp claws. The enforcer saw her coming and grabbed her hands. The two grappled with each other, Ilana’s incisors growing long and sharp as she prepared to feast.

		

		The enforcer was imbued with Lord Covaci’s power. Though it was only a fraction of Covaci’s true power, it was enough for the man to hold off Ilana from sinking her fangs into his neck. Ilana fought like an animal, swiping at his face as he dodged and held tight to her hands, finally slamming his face into her nose and then kneeing her in the stomach to send her bouncing back down the stair. She recovered in midair and landed gracefully, looking up at the enforcer. Her eyes had turned yellow as the animal instincts had taken over. Layton was awash in Ilana’s emotions: fear, anger, desire. She wanted to tear this man limb from limb for daring to touch her, wanted to wrench apart his neck and feast on his blood.

		

		The terrified innkeeper ducked behind the bar as Ilana launched herself up the stairs at the enforcer again. Layton felt so powerful, so hungry for blood, even as his fear and loathing at the creature he’d become welled up inside him. Ilana caught Layton’s reluctance to kill and it made her falter in her attack. The enforcer was no longer surprised. He’d drawn his silver knife and swiped at her.

		

		Ilana ducked away from the knife, grabbing the enforcers arm and wrenching it up. He twisted and escaped her grasp, turning to stab her in the stomach. But Ilana had already moved floating into the air to land on the upper stairs behind the enforcer. She grabbed his head, claw-like hands sinking in to his helmet and prepared to yank it sharp.

		

		Layton could not stand the thought of more death and, once again, Ilana faltered at Layton’s reluctance to kill. She cried out in rage as she let the enforcer escape her grasp and turn to face her.

		

		“Stop that, damn you,” she hissed to Layton.

		

		The enforcer charged her again, slashing with his silver blade. Ilana barely turned his hand aside and ducked to swipe at his chest. Her claws slid off his magically enhanced armor.

		

		Paine was at the bottom of the stairs by now, but powerless to help. He was much too bulky to be of any assistance, as Ilana and the enforcer were halfway up the narrow flight of stairs.

		

		Ilana swiped and dodged, the enforcer’s blade whizzing through the air past her cheek. She knocked his hand aside and used the palm of her hand to strike at the enforcer’s chin, knocking his head back and revealing his neck. Ilana dove towards the exposed skin, fangs growing longer, the hunger for blood pounding in Layton’s mind.

		

		Noo! He roared again, the horrific memories of drinking the elk’s blood still fresh in his mind.

		

		His reluctance caused Ilana’s fangs to retract and she was again knocked back by the enforcer.

		

		“Damn you!” She howled again at Layton.

		

		The enforcer swung his blade, slicing Ilana’s breasts. The pain was deliciously exquisite. She caught the enforcers hand on the backswing and grabbed for his mask with the other, twisting it off. The enforcer was a handsome, brown-eyed youth. She pressed her face close to his and breathed out in a long hissing breath. The enforcer froze as warmth rushed through Ilana’s body. Layton was preventing her from killing Lord Covaci’s spy, so Ilana was forced to use her other power to turn him.

		

		Their lips met. The enforcer was warm and his deeply masculine scent made Layton’s body tingle as they kissed. His lip was split, and the iron-hint of blood on the kiss made Ilana sink into him even more, pressing her naked body against his. His knife dropped to the floor and he grabbed Ilana in a hug, hands wandering up and down her smooth, pale skin. His touch felt exquisite on Layton’s body as his bottomless sexual appetite welled out, encompassing the enforcer.

		

		Layton was along for the ride as Ilana slid her tongue into the enforcer’s mouth, dragging it around, exploring him by taste. Her nose was pressed into his stubble, his masculine spice filling her nostrils. She could no more stop herself from wanting him than he could from wanting her. She slid her hands into his air as she hiked one long leg up around his body. His hand glided down the perfect curve of her ass and cupped the swell of her buttocks. His manhood stood to attention between them, felt even beneath the heavy fabric of his protective gear. Layton had never felt like this towards anyone before as Ilana’s seductive powers twisted through them. He wanted this man as never before, his body aching for it, feminine sex growing warm and wet. Layton was barely aware that he’d taken over, and now it was his hands wandering through the man’s hair.

		

		The enforcer’s other hand wandered up to Layton’s breast, fingers digging into the sensitive skin. Layton’s nipples spiked to attention under the enforcer’s touch as he continued feasting on the man, kissing like long lost lovers. He sighed into the enforcer’s mouth, a kittenish sound of longing. The fire within his body grew, concentrated a his core as he slowly thrust his hips against the enforcer.

		

		The enforcer fell back against the wall and Layton followed, still kissing. He grappled with the enforcer’s suit, the man helping him pull it off and toss it to the floor to reveal his broad chest. Layton pulled away from his lips and ran his hands lightly across the enforcer’s bare chest, marveling at the strength beneath him. He could have torn the enforcer’s heart out right there, and Sanda was itching to do it, but that would mean he wouldn’t get what he truly wanted.

		

		He helped the enforcer out of his gear and soon the two were naked. They clasped each other once again, hands roaming across skin. The enforcer’s manhood was at full mast, so enticing as it lay trapped between them, sliding up Layton’s mound. Still kissing, Layton reached between their two bodies and grabbed the enforcer’s cock. Layton moaned as his fingers found the hard warm girth and he stroked it once, enjoying the power and the promise he held in his slender fingers.

		

		The enforcer’s hands dug into Layton’s buttocks as his desire grew. He pulled away from Layton and lowered his lips to Layton’s bare breasts sucking greedily on each pale pink nipple. His warm breath sent shivers through Layton, growing the need within him. Layton wrapped one leg around the enforcer and leaned on him before guiding the man’s cock up against Layton’s hidden entrance. There was a warm pressure on Layton’s sex, and then Layton sank down gratefully onto the enforcer. The man’s delicious length seared his insides, stretching Layton apart so wonderfully as he sank down. He climbed into the enforcer’s arms and felt the enforcer grab him, hold him aloft by his ass as his length travelled deep into Layton’s slick canal.

		

		The enforcer turned so that Layton’s back was against the wall. Their lips locked together and then the enforcer began slowly thrusting, filling Layton gently with his girth. His warm heat was perfect inside Layton’s sexed-up body, Ilana’s desire now too great to contain. The enforcer sped up as Layton moaned into the man’s mouth, clutching at him, wanting him harder, faster, deeper.

		

		The lewd sounds of Layton being taken by the enforcer filled his ears. Hot tension coiled within him, his body winding tighter with each desperate thrust of the enforcer into him. He scrambled madly for the enforcer, desperate with need, crying out now in a fluttery voice, wanting only relief. The enforcer thrust again and again as Layton howled, until finally the tension within him snapped and he came. The orgasm was tremendous, making Layton press his lips against the young enforcer, sink his tongue into the man’s mouth just as the man sunk his cock into Layton’s pussy.

		

		Layton’s orgasm carried the enforcer with him. The man grunted and thrust deep, flooding Layton with spurts of his hot desire. Layton’s eyes rolled back in his head and it was all he could do to hold onto the enforcer as his body shook with ecstasy. The enforcer pounded him, emptying himself into Layton’s lusty body until he was empty and Layton was so wonderfully, incredibly full.

		

		They stood breathing hard for a minute until finally the enforcer gently set Layton down. Staring into the young man’s face, Layton found that the enforcer’s eyes had turned the same golden color of Ilana’s and understood that he was no longer Lord Covaci’s servant, but Layton’s.

		

		“You may have my room,” the enforcer said. “I shall stand guard.”

		

		Layton was still warm with his exertions as he beckoned Paine up the stairs. Paine had to sidle sideways up the narrow staircase, just barely fitting. Layton collapsed into the empty bed, legs still twisting with desire as his body cooled. Ilana’s seductive powers were slow to fade, and every motion reminded Layton of the feminine body he now possessed, his desire turned back onto himself.

		

		Paine lay out his cloak and stretched out on the floor. The sound of his heavy, even breathing soon filled the room. Layton took much longer to sleep, the seduction of his own body and the memory of his escapade with the enforcer still playing through his mind.

		

		

		

		Marishka

		

		Marishka watched from the window of her room as Lord Covaci disappeared into the cloud cover in his monstrous bat form. He was preoccupied with Ilana. Crazy Ilana who’d killed their sister-wife and then somehow turned Crina and Marishka’s powers against them for a tryst, the memory of which even now warmed Marishka’s sex. She must be removed from their lives once and for all.

		

		With Crina by her side, she transformed into a bat and they went soaring through the skies towards the castle where the Judge dwelled. After several hours flight they arrived and resumed their feminine forms before knocking on the door. A servant answered and escorted them into a large room, luxuriously furnished. Half-naked vampires of both sexes lounged around a huge fireplace. The Judge was splayed in a massive armchair, attended by several vampires of both sexes, who stroked him and worshiped him. Some of the other vampires in the room were in the middle of copulating and didn’t stop even as Marishka and Crina approached the Judge.

		

		“Ah, Lord Covaci’s mistresses. Have you come to join my party?” the Judge asked, sweeping his hand around the room.

		

		“Judge,” Marishka curtsied. “We wish to speak to you.”

		

		“What is this about?”

		

		“A private matter, my Lord,” Crina replied, pushing her own desire to be removed from the wider audience into the Judge’s mind.

		

		He glanced at the others around the room before standing and beckoning for them to follow. He was naked, and they followed his pale buttocks to a tapestry-lined room. He shut the solid oak door behind them.

		

		“This room is enchanted,” he said, turning to them with a smile, his manhood solid and swinging, drawing Marishka’s eye and her hunger. “No one can hear us. Now, what is this about?”

		

		“It is about our sister-wife, Ilana.”

		

		The Judge’s smile dropped. “Ilana.”

		

		Together, Crina and Marishka weaved a carefully rehearsed tale of Ilana’s escape from the grave, her theft of ancient magics she used to bind Paine and terrorize Lord Covaci’s castle, followed by her escape into the forest at the embellished heroics of Crina and Marishka.

		

		“She has escaped?” The Judge mused. “She truly is too powerful to live. The Council and I will take care of her. But first, will you join my party?”

		

		Crina and Marishka smiled at each other and agreed to join in. There was always time for some fun before a hunt.

		

		To be concluded…

		

		

		

		Thank you!

		

	
		I hope you enjoyed reading this twisted little tale as much as I enjoyed writing it. If you liked it, please leave a review. They really help. Also, be sure to check out some of my other stories below.

		

		Yes, I do commissions! You can always email me at bodyswapstories@gmail.com or visit my website for more info and pricing, plus weekly body swapping and transformation captions at https://www.bodyswapfiction.com

		

		Thanks!
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		Visit www.bodyswapfiction.com for weekly captions and the latest stories or to hire me to write a story for you.

		

		If you enjoyed this book, you may also enjoy my other erotic stories, available through my author page on Smashwords:
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			Payback (Chapter 5)
		

		

		In the latest chapter of this serial, Peyton is forced to come crawling back to his old job in his new body, but will have to perform some special favors before they'll hire him.
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			Going Down
		

		

		A young man finds a way to possess other people and concocts a plan to ruin his former teacher's life by becoming those around her and having some very sexy fun along the way.
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			Dark Lord’s Mistress 2
		

		

		Layton is trapped in a beautiful body that is not his own, filled with strange new vampire powers as well as a lust for blood, and hated or feared by everyone in Lord Covaci's castle. Can he escape and return to his own life? Or will he be trapped forever as his dark lord's mistress? Part 2 of 4.

		

		
			And many more!
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