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“No.” Anna said firmly. “You have to resist, you have to.”


“I know, Anna, I know, but… god, it’s so hard.” Rachel said to her, her body practically writhing with the heat of her passion. “I just want to let go, want to give in. Oh god, I want a huge cock, I want it driving into me, pounding into me, in and out…”

The girl’s eyes glassed over even as her hand started to slide down her body. Anna had seen this before, seen it in the other girls that had succumbed to whatever it was that was acting upon them, whatever was filling their minds with these thoughts. First they got lost in the daydream, staring off into space and ramming their fingers up their pussy, but they would never recover: that dazed look would stay as they got up and moved towards the writhing orgy of flesh in the middle of the room, happily taking whatever cock or pussy they found, wantonly giving in to their lust.

Certainly she felt it, anyway. She almost couldn’t think of anything else. They must have used some drug, something, Anna didn’t know what- but it was filling her mind. She was fighting her own body, her own mind. All she could think about was someone’s hands on her tits, a nice, big cock sliding into her as she moaned, bucking in ecstasy as…

“Rachel, NO.” Anna said, as much for herself as for the other girl. She tried to pull Rachel’s hand out of her pants, but it was too late. The dreamy, glassy look had taken complete control.

“Anna… I… I’m sorry…” Rachel said, fighting off the influence just for a moment before her eyes once again dreamily glazed over. She walked over to the teeming mass of flesh in the middle of the orgy, where someone took her hand, pulling her deeper into the group. The man pressed down on her back gently, until she was bent over on all fours.

“Yes…” she slurred dreamily. Anna could see how ready she was, could see how much Rachel wanted it. She could see how wet Rachel’s pussy was, and she watched as the man wordlessly positioned himself behind her. With one smooth, long, powerful thrust, he slid his cock deep into Rachel’s eager, glistening pussy. Anna watched as Rachel’s body shuddered with the pleasure of that thrust, watched her friend’s eyes roll back into her head with the force of that pleasure.

“Ohgod, YES!” Rachel brayed, her body bucking in time against her new lover’s, ramming her hips against his thrusts, grinding her pussy on his cock. His powerful form slammed into her, his cock sheathing itself up to the hilt inside her. He reached around to grab her tits, holding them as he thrust inside of her, as he…

“No!” Anna said, moving her hand away from her pussy. She had come close… this place was dangerous, its influence was dangerous. Most of the girls had given in already… why were they here?

***

It had all started innocently enough- or so she thought. As she came home one night after work, she found a business letter addressed to her in her house with “GUARDIAN COUNCIL CORPORATION” emblazoned in professional letters on its front. She opened it idly, wondering what it could possibly be; she didn’t recognize the company at all. She tore open the envelope and unfolded the thick letter inside:

“Dear Ms. Winters,

Congratulations. You have been chosen! Please report to our offices at 521 Park St between the hours of 9 AM and 5 PM any day this week to continue the selection process.

Sincerely,

Merrick Waterton”

Anna looked at the note, confused. She had never heard of a Guardian Council Corporation before, and she definitely didn’t remember entering into any sort of sweepstakes or competition. What could they possibly be selecting her for? 

She shrugged, putting the note down. She had a tough day at work, and she didn’t want to think about any more problems until she had showered and properly gotten rid of the stench of her day job. She hated working as a loan officer- she hated every day of it. But she was afraid of quitting and not being able to find any work, so she toughed it out bravely, continuing to go back to work and give people loans she knew they couldn’t afford.

The hot shower promptly got rid of the thought of the note, and it wasn’t until she was talking with her best friend Lily later on in the evening that she thought to mention it.

“Oh, Lil.” Anna said, noticing the paper on her coffee table. “I got the strangest letter in the mail today. Let me read it to you and tell me what you think.”

She read the letter to her friend in all of its brief glory. She expected her friend to be as puzzled as she was. She did not expect the reaction of glee that her friend let out upon hearing the contents of the letter.

“Oh my god!” Lily squealed. “I don’t believe it! No way!”

“What? What is it?” Anna said, caught off-guard by her friend’s overly enthusiastic reaction.

“It’s one of those new job offers!” Lily exclaimed. “It’s the hot new thing now, they’ve been doing it for a few months. Did you know Sarah Halloran?”

“No, I didn’t.” Anna said.

“Well, anyway, she got one of those a few months back, and she decided to take it, and now she’s off doing god knows what and the company flies her around for everything. Last I heard she was somewhere on the West Coast having a great time.” Lily said.

“Do you know what kind of company it is?” Anna said, frowning.

“I have no idea. She mentioned that the guy at her company said a few companies were doing it- it’s supposed to be this crazy new slick hiring thing, you know?” Lily said. “To make them seem all cool and stuff.”

“Huh.” Anna said, twirling it around. “Do you know what Sarah’s was, at any rate?”

“Mmm, I think so.” Lily said. “Something to do with headhunting? I’m not sure. It seemed like it was pretty secretive stuff.”

“That couldn’t be too bad.” Anna said, musing. She had been wanting to leave her job for some time now… this could be the opportunity she was looking for. Besides, it couldn’t hurt to see what they wanted, right?

So the next day she took the day off and went down to the offices of the Guardian Council Corporation. It was a nondescript business building, and their lobby was even more ancient. The secretary motioned for her to sit in a chair that looked like it was made at the end of the Victorian era. If this was a tech headhunting company, they could do with some help from some higher-tech interior decorators…

“Anna, is it?” a voice said to her. She jumped, realizing she must have dozed off.

“Yes, that’s me.” She said, standing up and straightening her skirts. She did her best not to blush. She hardly wanted to be seen sleeping in front of a prospective employer. 

“Hi, I’m Merrick.” He said. He smiled. “Sorry for the wait. We’ve been a bit busy these past few days. Follow me.”

She followed him into a room down the hall, and he started to ask her all sorts of normal interview questions. She responded to him as best she could with the answers she had provided, but that sleepy fog that had overtaken her in the waiting room seemed to persist. Try as she might, she couldn’t shake it, and she could hear herself thickly answering his questions. She had to fight the urge to fall asleep right there in the chair. For some reason she felt so calm, so relaxed… his voice was a nice deep bass, lulling her to sleep, making her feel…

“Great! Well, I think that just about wraps things up.” He said finally, and she jerked back into full consciousness. Had she fallen asleep? What just happened? He seemed not to notice.

“I…” she said, dazed. She composed herself. She had to pull herself together. “I suppose it does. Thank you.”

“We’ll be in touch in a day or two.” He said, smiling. He reached out to shake her hand, and she took it. “You did very well, Anna. I’m very impressed.”

“I… thank you again. I look forward to hearing from you.” She said, putting on her best professional smile, still trying to clear her head of the lingering drowsiness that she felt. He showed her to the hallway and she found her own way back to the apartment, walking in the cool spring air to help get rid of whatever ailment she was suffering.

She tried to think of what could cause something like that on the walk home. Allergies? The offices were old, maybe they had some sort of untreated wood or something she was allergic to? But that didn’t explain why Merrick didn’t notice her dozing off. Maybe he did- maybe he was just being polite. She sighed. She had a feeling that the call she’d get tomorrow wouldn’t be a positive one, and all because she couldn’t keep herself awake for a few minutes.

Her frankly embarrassing performance weighed on her on the entire walk home, and it still plagued her thoughts even as she went to bed. Her dreams were filled with the strangest images- the room, that building, a strange, almost septic room that was completely bare. She heard Merrick’s voice.

“I hate this.” Merrick said. “I hate what we have to do to them.”

“I don’t love it either, Merrick.” A woman said in a clipped British accent. “But it would be more dangerous for the world to have a Tantric vampire loose, wouldn’t you agree?”

Merrick said nothing, and the dream shifted, taking on a surreal quality. His face bobbed before her, hazy and indistinct. She struggled to make out what he was saying.

“Don’t succumb.” He said finally, the words buzzing in her head. “Whatever you do, don’t succumb.”

Don’t succumb. The words lingered in her mind, stuck there even as she drowsily began to wake up. She looked around her room, and…

She stopped dead in her tracks, looking around. She wasn’t in her room. She was somewhere else. It was large as far as she could tell, though it was poorly lit. She pushed herself up off the ground- it seemed to be some sort of artificial turf. It was firm yet giving. She struggled to her feet with an effort, looking around. There seemed to be other girls like her rising to their feet to the left and right, and she could dimly make out more girls to their sides. They seemed to be arranged in some sort of circle around… something. But what could it be?

Her answer was given when the lights were suddenly raised to their normal levels. The room was flooded with a soft white incandescent light, and she suddenly found herself looking at 12 men. They were completely naked, even all the way down to their-

Cocks.

She needed a cock inside her. She licked her lips at the thought of a nice big, fat cock sliding into her. She’d completely stopped thinking rationally. All that mattered was a cock. She wanted a nice big cock inside her, fucking her raw. She wanted her nice, wet pussy stuffed full with a fat cock shooting deep inside her as she slammed herself down on it.

She was so glad there were so many cocks here! Come to think of it, one cock definitely wasn’t enough. She wanted more than one. She needed lots of cocks, filling her, fucking her in every way possible. A bunch of different cocks slamming into her hot little pussy. She was so lucky, she was going to have each and every one of those cocks deep inside her, every single one of them shooting their hot load deep into-

Don’t succumb.

The words jolted her out of her sudden intense lust, and she shook her head, clearing her thoughts, letting her rational mind return. That insistent craving for sex was still there, but she had pushed it into the back of her mind- or, at least the memory of her dream had. She looked around the room, and she noticed that not all of the girls had been as strong as her. One of them to her left tore off, running towards the group of men, grabbing the first one she could find.

Wordlessly, he reached out his arms and she jumped into them, wrapping her legs around his torso. He moved his hands down to her firm ass, cupping them, and easily lowered her down onto his hard, huge cock. His cock met with no resistance from her slick, inviting pussy, and she took all of him in, her hips meeting his as his entire length filled her.

“Oh, YES!” she screamed as the man began bobbing her up and down on his cock, thrusting into her, filling her deep with his impressive girth. Thinking quickly, Anna forced herself to look away before the image of that huge cock thrusting into an eager, greedy pussy threatened to overwhelm her. Even the sound flooded her again with an intense lust: she could not hear the girl’s effusive cries of ecstasy without craving it for herself, wanting to feel that same relief as a fat cock plunged into her instead.

She tried desperately to ignore her feelings, but she couldn’t. Every moment she didn’t have active control over her thoughts, she found them wandering- wondering about those strong, silent men in the middle, wondering about their cocks. She found herself unable to stop thinking about them. She took a deep breath, moving to the girl next to her.

“Hi, hello. What’s your name?” Anna said. The girl looked at her, startled out of a reverie. She seemed to have the same distant, haunted look that Anna herself felt, and Anna had no doubt she was suffering from the same intense craving for cock that Anna was feeling.

“I… uh, hi. I’m… uh… Rachel.” The girl said thickly, appearing to refocus herself with intense effort. 

“Perfect, Rachel.” Anna said. “Listen, I don’t know what these sick fucks have done to us, but I’m not going to let it happen. Let’s round up the rest of the girls and work together to find a way out of this place.”

Anna hoped she sounded more in control than she felt, and it seemed as though she did- Rachel accepted her command without question, and the two of them began collecting the girls who hadn’t succumbed, going around the circle. More than once Anna thought she was going to give in- she would catch glimpses of the girls that had given in. Their pleasure seemed limitless, a mindless, continuous rush of ecstasy coursing through their bodies as they sucked and fucked the men in the middle. 

Oh god, it was so hot. Those cocks all standing at attention, glistening in the light, just waiting for an eager little pussy to fill. She watched the girls in the middle in a frantic frenzy of lust, sucking and fucking everything they could get their hands on. The first girl to succumb was happily being taken from behind, her pussy filled with cock, when another cock glided into her ass. She squealed in delight, but it was short-lived as a cock found its way into her mouth. Silenced, she continued to rock to the rhythm of the cocks behind her even as she happily sucked the one in her mouth, her breasts swaying in time to the rhythm of their thrusts.

Wouldn’t it be worth it? Why fight this feeling? She knew it would feel so good to just walk into that circle, to find one of those men, to have him take her with those strong arms of his. Or take him. She smiled deliciously as she thought about it. He would lie down, that huge cock standing proudly in the air. She’d put her thighs around him, gripping him, and she would slide slowly down on his cock, moaning in pleasure as his thick girth slid into her inch by inch, his cock deep in her velvety folds, slaking the thirst for-

Don’t succumb.

The words came back to her again, and she opened her eyes. She had taken a step towards the circle of men unconsciously! She didn’t even remember doing it. She brought herself back from the circle, noticing that Rachel and the other girls had been watching her.

“That corner. Go.” She snarled, angry and embarrassed that they had been watching her in her moment of weakness. They fled to a corner of the room. Anna hoped that maybe some distance between the cocks and her would help her not to focus on them, but unfortunately that didn’t seem to be the case. The need for it was as strong as ever, and she could see it on their faces as well. They weren’t going to last long.

“What are we going to do?” one of the girls said, her voice trembling as she did so. She looked to Anna, and Anna realized she had become the de facto leader of their group by virtue of organizing them. She had to give them some semblance of hope.

“We need to do something.” Anna said, gritting her teeth. “We can’t let them get to us. We need to figure out how to get out of here. They got us in here somehow, which means there’s a way to get out.”

They began to scan the room for any possible sign of escape, but if there was any sort of entrance or exit it was well-hidden. The walls seemed to be imposing slabs of concrete, and there were no windows or skylights to speak of.

“I don’t see anything.” Rachel murmured, despondent.

“Keep looking.” Anna said firmly, hoping to keep control of her fraying group. “There has to be a way to escape from here!”

“Escape? Escape??” one of the girls said, her eyes dancing wildly, her nerves strained. Cecilia? Anna cursed herself for not remembering their names better. It could’ve helped her connect with this girl, save her from herself. “There’s no escape! I don’t see a door. I don’t see a window. This could be permanent. I don’t want to escape! You know what I want to do?”

“Calm down, I-“ Anna started.

“No! I don’t want to calm down.” The girl said, standing up. “I want to fuck! That’s what I want to do. I want to fuck, and then fuck some more, and then suck some cocks until I’m ready to fuck again!”

The girl broke then, under the intense mental strain of trying to control her own lust. She took off towards the writhing mass of flesh in the middle now, joining the other girls that had already given in to their lust. The pack enfolded her willingly, and she added her own gasps and moans of indescribably pleasure to the impossibly arousing symphony that came from the middle of the room.

Anna looked away, trying her hardest not to watch. Watching was the hardest part, especially when the girls gave in. Anna wanted to give in so bad, wanted to have a cock deep inside her… to watch the other girls do what she so desperately wanted, to see the pleasure she could have if she only submitted to her lust, was too much to bear. She wondered how many times she could watch it before she too would be unable to control herself any longer.

Some of the girls couldn’t. Some went like Cecilia- quiet, resisting the influence of their own desires, until they simply snapped under the pressure, their lust bubbling up from inside of them until it exploded, sending them into the arms of their silent lovers on the inside of the circle in a torrent of lust-fueled madness. You could see it in their eyes before it happened- their dark, unhappy eyes, the quiet fury blazing behind them, the look of someone in ultimate torment… someone desperately needing cock and yet knowing they shouldn’t give in to their desires. She wondered if that was what she looked like.

The others simply allowed themselves to drift off. They would seem coherent, and then slowly, surely their eyelids would close, smiles would creep onto their faces, and their hands would slowly start sliding down their waists. They would pleasure themselves with a dreamy, far-away look on their face, allowing their fantasies to carry them away. They would get up, as though in a trance, and with their hands still sliding in and out of their pussy they would walk slowly but inexorably towards the circle and allow themselves to be taken.

Anna watched the girls succumb one by one, and she wondered idly which sort she would be. Would she go out in a torrent of fire, letting her volcanic lust take her over? Or would she be quieter, allowing herself to slip away into the warm embrace of her own fantasies? She pegged herself as a fantasy girl, but who knew? She noticed that she and Rachel were the only two girls left that had not given into their lust, and she laughed, an unhappy, barking laugh. Now she was going to find out.

“Somebody really wants to get in our pants.” Anna said, smiling, trying to lighten her mood. She paused, concerned, when she didn’t get an immediate answer. “Rachel? Hello?”

“Hmm? Oh, sorry, I… uh… was…” Rachel said, only half-coherent, her hand down the front of her pants. It had snaked its way beneath the elastic of her panties, and she was smiling drunkenly to herself as the outline of her hand pulsed beneath the fabric of her shorts, causing her to spark and writhe in pleasure.

“Rachel!” Anna shouted, more for herself than for Rachel. She reached over and forcibly pulled Rachel’s hand out of her panties, her fingers still wet from the juices of her sex.

“What!” Rachel said, startled out of her reverie. “Oh god, was I…”

“Yes.” Anna said grimly. “I didn’t know if I’d get you back this time.”

“It’s… it’s so hard…” Rachel said, her eyes drooping. “I can’t control myself anymore, I can’t stop these thoughts from coming into my head. I’m so tired, Anna…”

“Rach, you have to control yourself, you have to resist. Don’t succumb!” Anna said. She could feel the panic in her voice as Rachel started to close her eyes, letting her hand drift down again to her pussy. Only this time, she stood up, smiling, a dreamy look on her face… and she began to walk to the center.

Anna’s cries out to her did nothing. Rachel did not hear her, lost completely in her fantasies, and she walked slowly, ever slowly to the group. Anna wondered what it would be like. Wondered how Rachel would feel the moment she gave in, the moment one of those big cocks entered into her. God, it would be so hot, getting that nice new cock inside her.

Or cocks. Anna grinned. Maybe Rachel would get two cocks. Maybe she’d have a nice big cock in her pussy and another one in her mouth. Maybe she’d be the last one, all alone, and those big, strong men would take turns with their cocks, sliding into her pussy, into her mouth, bringing her to indescribable depths of ecstasy. 

Anna rose slowly.

Don’t succumb!

The voice rang in her mind, but dully, dimly. Anna ignored it. She wanted cock. She needed cock. She wanted to bend over, wanted a big cock sliding into her from behind, rocking her body with every thrust. She wanted a cock in her mouth, running her tongue along the shaft, taking it deep into her throat, sucking it in time with the one fucking her from behind.

She could have a cock in her ass. She had always thought that was disgusting. But not now. It was hot. How could having more cocks in you be disgusting? It wasn’t. More cocks was better. God, she was so hot. Cocks. It was all she could think about, cocks, more cocks, in her mouth, with her hands, making her moan and scream and writhe in the throes of her own boundless ecstasy and…

Anna succumbed, her thoughts gone, as she dreamily walked to the center of the group. 

***

“That’s her.” Merrick said. “That’s the one, Agnes.”

“The last to succumb.” Agnes said. The two of them looked at the video screen in front of them, watching the small blonde girl walk towards the group, her blank face showing that she had finally succumbed to the overpowering sexual energy in the room.

“What happens now?” Merrick said.

“Now, we wait.” Agnes said. “The sexual energies in the room will run their course, but now they have a vessel. She’ll receive the power of the First Tantric, and she’ll be able to use it against him.”

“I see.” Merrick said. He pursed his lips in faint disapproval. “I don’t like it.”

“You don’t have to.” Agnes said, turning her cool, emotionless gaze on him.

“There’s no other way?” Merrick said.

“None.” She replied curtly. “Don’t look so downtrodden, Merrick. They won’t remember a thing.”

“She will.” Merrick said, nodding towards the screen where Anna had just been embraced by the horde. She eagerly starting grasping for cocks, and her face broke out in incomprehensible ecstasy as she bent over, allowing one of the men in the circle to thrust into her from behind. Her wordless cries on the camera were testament to her pleasure as the man continued to plunge into her, rocking her small body with his long, powerful thrusts, bringing her wave after wave of shuddering orgasm.

“She’ll remember everything.” Agnes said, nodding. “But watch.”

He did. And a strange thing began to happen. As Anna was being ravished from behind, something began to change. It was subtle but unmistakable. Anna’s face, blank before, began to shift into something stronger. Something more assertive. She got up and straightened herself up, turning around to face her new lover. She pushed him down, gently but firmly, until he was flat on his back, his glistening cock erect in the air.

She straddled him with her thighs, and she began to slowly lower herself down on his cock, taking it inch by inch, guiding it deep into her pussy. She took him all the way in, her firm ass coming to rest on his lap.  She mounted him, taking his cock, with her own rhythms guiding her silent fury. She began to thrust down on him, riding him, her eyes rolling back in shivering ecstasy as she took him for her own, her hips starting to move even faster.

“You see?” Agnes said. “It’s already begun.” 

She rocked her hips back and forth, grinding her pussy against her lover’s hips. Her entire body seemed to rock in unison, seemed to undulate in unison, rocking back and forth, then grinding side-to-side. Her breasts swayed and jiggled as she bit her lip, her head thrusting back, her body tensing.

“There she is.” Agnes said calmly, “the Hunter.”

The rest of the group seemed to slow down as she sped up in her frenzy, until finally they tired out, laying around her. With a deep groan, she came, her body shuddering not only with the force of her orgasm but also with the force of the group’s pent-up sexual energy inside of her. She took it, drinking it in, her body infused with its power, until she too tired, allowing herself to slide off her now flaccid lover, lying down next to him, breathing heavily.

“It’s done.” Agnes said. “Arrange for the girls to be brought home. They won’t remember anything except a rather intense erotic dream.”

“Understood.” Merrick said. He walked off down the hallway, the image of the softly breathing blonde etched into his memory. He knew they had a new Hunter. He just hoped that she would be strong enough to stop the vampire.

***

“You can’t stop looking, can you?” Sarah said, smiling, turning her eyes on her prey.

“N…no…” the woman said. Sarah didn’t even know her name. “What… what are you doing to me?”

“Just showing you something.” Sarah said. “Just relax. Look into my eyes. Look into them, feel them wash over you. See how deep they are, how they compel you to look into them, to lose yourself in them. Lose yourself in the warmth of their depth. Just keep looking. Don’t stop looking…”

“I…” the woman said, struggling for speech. “No… this is…”

“Shh.” Sarah said, placing her finger on the woman’s mouth. The woman went quiet, her feeble attempt at resisting quashed. “Don’t think. Just keep looking into my eyes. Stare deep into them, let them take you away.”

“Y…yes…” the woman said dreamily, beginning to slip away.

“Just relax.” Sarah said. “Let yourself be taken away. Just relax and keep your eyes on mine. Don’t look away. Just listen to my voice, listen to how soothing it is… don’t think, just concentrate on my eyes, my voice, on how soothing they are. Relax… Just take a deep breath and relax… let yourself go… give yourself to me… relax…”

The woman’s eyes began to lose their spark, glazing over even as her face became blank.

“Yes… very good…” Sarah said, still locking her eyes on the other. “Submit to me. Become mine.”

“Y…yes…” the woman said. “S-submit…”

“Good.” Sarah said. “Yes… now let your gaze move down, down my body, down to my breasts.”

The girl looked down, her gaze moving down slowly, mechanically, until it reached Sarah’s breast. Sarah had pulled down the top of her revealing dress, exposing her breasts and her pert nipples, already hard from the thrill of enthralling her newest slave. Her slave’s gaze locked at her nipples, staring at them, entranced by the smooth, circular motions of Sarah’s hands around her nipple.

“Look…” Sarah said, smiling as she continued to tweak her nipples. “You can’t control yourself. You can’t keep your eyes off of them, can you? It’s all you can see, all I command you to see.”

“Y…yes…” she responded dully.

“You will do anything I say.” Sarah said. “You will obey my every whim, my every desire. You have no will but my own. You are mine, now and forever.”

“Yes, Mistress.” The woman said mechanically.

“Then kneel, slave.” Sarah said. “Kneel and pleasure your new mistress.”

“Yes, Mistress.” She said again, in that same monotone as she kneeled without hesitation, bringing her mouth closer to Sarah’s now wet, eager pussy. Sarah smiled and moaned softly as her slave began to pleasure her. It would be another wonderful night, indeed…

***

Sarah loved her new powers. She didn’t regret submitting to her Master for even a second. Of course, she hadn’t known that at the time… she had been a Hunter, sent to capture her Master. She had slayed other vampires, of course, but Master had been new… he was a Tantric vampire, one she had never encountered before. She tried to fight him, but he was too strong for her, and he enthralled her and turned her, as he had done to others. She laughed to herself, shaking her head. How could she have fought this? Why had she fought this? Having these powers, having her Master, was the most wonderful thing in the world she could think of.

The thrill of the hunt coursed through her as she stalked the night for prey. She loved stalking the clubs and bars of the nightlife district, looking for fresh targets. She was voracious in her appetite, possibly more so than her Master was, and she looked for anything that struck her fancy. And something had struck her fancy tonight.

She had fed already, of course. She could feel the sexual energies of her previous slave pulsing inside of her. But she was a new Tantric vampire, and her need to feed was even more overpowering than her Master’s. She had found her new target- a tall, beautiful brunette with a lean, lithe body. She looked like she might put up a little fight. Sarah grinned. She always loved a little fight. She walked over to the woman, carefully timing her interception to make sure there was an alleyway nearby.

“Hi, excuse me.” Sarah said, putting on her most disarming voice. “My phone just totally died on me, would you be willing to let me call my boyfriend on yours?”

“Oh my god, absolutely!” the taller girl said. “Of course, that’s happened to me so many times.”

“Oh, you’re a lifesaver!” Sarah said effusively. “You wouldn’t believe the jerks who just keep walking when I ask.”

“Believe me, I know.” The girl said. She handed her phone to Sarah. “Here you go.”

“Thanks, I’ll just be one second.” Sarah said, ducking into the alley. She pretended to press some buttons, and then looked back up at the girl.

“Hey, sorry, excuse me.” Sarah called from the alleyway. “I’m not a smartphone kind of girl, can you show me how to dial?”

“Oh! I’m so sorry, of course.” The brunette said, following her down an alleyway. Sarah could feel a flush of pleasure as her prey entered her web.

“You just have to…” the woman said, her voice trailing off as she caught sight of Sarah’s eyes, staring deeply into hers. The effect was powerful, and Sarah could feel it. Of course, she had been exposed to it before: her Master had used the very same effect on her. A Tantric vampire’s eyes were deep, powerful weapons that allowed them to ensnare their prey almost in the blink of an eye. The poor girl never stood a chance, not with her.

“What’s wrong?” Sarah asked innocently at the girl’s dazed expression. “Is something the matter?”

“No, it’s…” the brunette said, fumbling for her words. “It’s just, your eyes, they’re…”

“They’re what?” Sarah said. 

“They’re… they’re… something…” the girl said, unable to pull her gaze away from Sarah’s eyes.

“They’re deep, maybe?” Sarah suggested, beginning her seduction. “Deep, black orbs, impossibly deep. They seem to take you, don’t they? They seem to draw you in, suck you into their depths, their infinite depths that you can’t come back out of. Is that what you mean?”

“Y…yeah…” the girl said, an uncomprehending look on her face. She never broke her gaze from Sarah’s eyes, and Sarah smiled, continuing.

“I can’t… can’t look away…” the girl said thickly, attempting to cut through the fog in her mind. “What… what’s wrong… with your eyes?”

“Nothing’s wrong with my eyes, love.” Sarah said. “Just look deep into them, fall into them. Aren’t they so deep, so inviting? Feel yourself pulled into their deep, warm embrace. Let that strange, dizzying light pull you deeper, ever deeper, as deep as you can go into the abyss.”

“Y… yeah…” the brunette said. Sarah could see her try feebly to break the gaze, to break the control Sarah held over her, but it was no use. She was falling quickly under Sarah’s spell, and she couldn’t muster up the control to break it. Most people couldn’t, not with a Tantric vampire controlling them.

“Now I want you to relax. What’s your name?” Sarah cooed, still staring into the girl’s wide eyes. She brushed a lock of brown hair behind the girl’s ear, soothing her, relaxing her.

“L…Liz…” the girl managed to get out.

“Liz, that’s a pretty name.” Sarah said softly. “Now Liz, I want you to relax for me. Just relax. Don’t worry about anything else in the world except my eyes, my beautiful, deep eyes. Can you do that for me?”

“Y…yes…” Liz said dully.

“Good.” Sarah said. “Just look into my eyes. I just want you to relax. Just look into my eyes, feel the warmth spreading through you, feel how comfortable they make you. They make you feel warm, at home, comfortable in their embrace.”

“Yes… comfortable…” Liz said.

“And my voice, my voice is bringing you deeper and deeper into that comfortable place.” Sarah said. “My voice is so nice, so inviting. You want to listen to it, don’t you? You want to listen to whatever I say, want to obey whatever I say. It makes you feel good to obey what I say. You do want to do that, don’t you?”

“Yes…” Liz said. “Feel… good…”

“That’s a good girl.” Sarah said. “Just relax, listen to my voice. Let it flow over you, let it speak to you. You can hear my voice, deep inside you, inside your mind, taking hold. Do you feel my voice inside you? Do you feel it controlling you?”

“N…yes…” Liz said, confused, trying not to give in.

“Shh, don’t worry, my pet.” Sarah cooed, putting Liz at ease. She dropped her voice deeper, a smooth, silky attack on Liz’s will. “Just let into you. Don’t think. Obey. Thinking is so hard, isn’t it? It’s much easier to have someone make decisions for you. Just don’t think. Obey. Let my voice become you, let me will become yours.”

“Y…yes…” Liz responded, her resistance caving in under the dual pressure of Sarah’s hypnotic eyes and her mesmeric voice.

“Then close your eyes, my pet.” Sarah said. Liz obeyed, her eyelids gently fluttering down. “Hear my voice inside you, inside your head… in fact, my voice is your own… you cannot disobey me any more than you can disobey yourself… every wish I have is your own, you have no will but mine…”

“Yes… no will…” Liz said.

“You will obey me.” Sarah said. “You want to please me. My orders are what you want to do… you have no desire to resist, my will is yours. You have no desire to fight, you are becoming my slave…”

“Re…sist?” Liz said in her final moments of free will. “Resist… slave….”

“Shh.” Sarah said. “Relax, my slave. Don’t fight it. Allow yourself to become mine. Let go of everything and surrender. Surrender to me, my beautiful slave…”

“Yes…” Liz said, her will finally crushed beneath the overwhelming hypnotic force laid against her. “I… am… your… slave…”

“Good.” Sarah said. “Open your eyes, slave.”

Liz’s eyelids came up again, and Sarah looked into her eyes. She smiled again, that deep sense of satisfaction welling up inside her. The blank stare, the glazed eyes, it was done- Liz was truly and completely hers. 

Stand still, slave.” Sarah said. She walked around her new thrall, examining her, inspecting her. She was pretty, prettier than Sarah had thought at first glance. Her long legs left nothing to the imagination, ending in a firm, perky butt, and nice full breasts- 36C’s, Sarah would guess. She laughed- she’d find out soon enough. She was going to have a wonderful time with this one, oh yes.

She ran her fingers along Liz’s body, appreciating her curves, appreciating the way her outfit accentuated her natural figure. She certainly didn’t lack for fashion. Maybe… she could leave the clothes on for a little while. Sarah took down the top of her dress, exposing her breasts. She looked at them, smiling. They had gotten bigger since Master took her.

“Come here, slave.” Sarah said. “Come pleasure your mistress. Suck on my tits.”

“Yes, mistress.” Liz said. Her mouth came down on Sarah’s erect, perky nipple, and Sarah moaned as Liz’s tongue began to rub against her nipple. It was quick, darting, daring- Liz knew just what to do as she sucked on Sarah’s nipple, running her tongue along the tip before sliding it around, using her lips to brush against the sensitive, engorged nipple.

“Mmm, that’s good, slave.” Sarah murmured, snaking her hand into Liz’s hair. “Keep going.”

Liz complied, continuing to lick Sarah’s nipple even as she brought her other hand up. She used it to grasp Sarah’s uncovered breast. She explored it, rubbing her hands along it, kneading it, thumbing the nipple so that Sarah gasped at the twin feelings of pleasure running through her chest.

“Mmm, yes, that’s good.” Sarah said. “Keep going.”

Liz continued her slow pleasure assault on Sarah’s breasts. Sarah bit her lip, smiling. She had never been into women before Master had taken her. Now, however… well, Master had opened her up to an entire new world of sexual pleasure she didn’t know she’d been missing out on. Now… now she just wanted that sexual energy. It didn’t matter where it came from, so long as they pleased her.

“Mmm, yes, that’s good…” Sarah said. “But you can do better, can’t you? Start sliding your hand down.”

“Yes, Mistress.” Liz said blankly, complying with her Mistress’ orders.

“And have a little fun.” Sarah said, grinning devilishly. “Show me the pleasure.”

“Yes, Mistress.” Liz said, her face melting from the icy blankness on it previously. A wicked, lust-filled smile took its place, and Sarah felt a rush of pleasure flow through her. Sometimes she left them as mindless pleasure slaves, but that got boring… she did love her slaves getting off on pleasing her, as well. It seemed like the fair thing to do, after all.

Returning her mouth to Sarah’s breasts, Liz began to snake a hand down Sarah’s dress. Her lithe, lean fingers slid lightly down Sarah’s taut stomach, touching her with only the barest hint of pressure- but leaving a tingling path of pleasure in their wake as Sarah felt them through the sheer fabric of her dress. 

“Mmm, yes.” Sarah said, smiling. “You’re very good at this.”

“Thank you, Mistress.” Liz said coquettishly. “I only wish to please you.”

“I know.” Sarah said. “So keep going.”

Liz’s hand slid further and further down Sarah’s stomach until it reached the bottom of her dress. Liz snaked her hands up daringly, quickly, coyly- moving them up under the dress and reaching the elastic of Sarah’s panties. She began to run her hands under the elastic, rubbing Sarah’s hips. Sarah let out an involuntary gasp of pleasure as her slave’s hands worked her hips, coming ever closer to between her thighs.

“If I didn’t know any better, I’d think you were teasing me, pet.” Sarah said, writhing, grinning under Liz’s ministrations.

“You seem to like it, Mistress.” Liz said, feigning innocence. “Do you not like it? Do you want me to do something different?”

“I think you know the answer, pet.” Sarah said, smiling. Liz nodded, grinning again, and continued rubbing her hands along Sarah’s waist. She edged closer, however, with each stroke- closer to Sarah’s sex. Her hands continued to rub under the elastic of Sarah’s panties, but every brush of her fingers against Sarah’s smooth, porcelain skin brought her closer and closer to Sarah’s sex until finally Liz’s hands reached the soft tuft of hair they had been moving towards.

Liz moved her hands into Sarah’s pubic hair, running her fingers down to the entrance of Sarah’s sex. She probed it lightly, stroking her finger along it, and felt the slick wetness of Sarah’s pussy on her finger.

“See what you’ve done, slave.” Sarah said, admonishing her. “You’ve gone and made me wet.”

“Oh dear, Mistress.” Liz said, her face adopting a look of feigned shock. “I had no idea such a thing could happen.”

“But I’m sure you know how to take care of it.” Sarah said.

Liz didn’t reply. Instead, she brought her fingers up to Sarah’s clit in a precise and measured strike. She thumbed it quickly, rewarded with a deep groan coming from Sarah as she bucked beneath the sudden rush of pleasure that Liz had brought her. She smiled again, continuing to rub Sarah’s clit. She moved her fingers up and down, side to side, top to bottom in precise, smooth, measured motions, causing Sarah to wriggle again and again under the motions of her fingers.

Then, with a quick motion, she brought her mouth down to Sarah’s nipple even as she thrust a finger inside Sarah’s pussy. The simultaneous rush of pleasure from the twin stimulation caused another deep moan to escape Sarah, who shivered and shuddered at the new rush of pleasure.

“That… that’s a good trick, pet.” Sarah said breathlessly, beginning to pant from the arousal that Liz was bringing her.

Liz still didn’t respond, continuing to thrust her finger inside her Mistress. She continued to pleasure the rest of Sarah’s body as well, making sure that nothing escaped her attentions. She ran her hands along Sarah’s waist while she kissed her nipples, blowing on them lightly to elicit a short, sharp gasp of pleasure from Sarah at the overwhelming sensation. Then she moved her mouth up Sarah’s neck, kissing it lightly, nibbling at her ears before blowing on them as well, the wetness of her saliva causing a cool sensation that shivered down Sarah’s spine and straight to her pussy.

“Don’t keep me waiting, slave.” Sarah said. “Finish it.”

“Of course, Mistress. I obey.” Liz said. She began to slide down Sarah’s body, running both her hands along Sarah’s sides until she reached her knees. She kissed Sarah’s body as she went down, the firm pressure of her lips felt through the sheer fabric of Sarah’s dress, a promise of what was to come. Sarah writhed, beside herself with pleasure. She loved having her slaves pleasure her, loved having them take the time to truly bring her to new heights of ecstasy. Part of her wanted Liz to go faster, but the rest of her knew that this was the sublime part: the teasing, the building, the coaxing of her most exquisite pleasures by a slave who knew no limits to patience and precision.

Liz seemed to know and respond to her Mistress’ non-verbal desires. She slid down Sarah slowly, but fast enough to keep the anticipation at a fever pitch. Finally, she reached up, beneath the hem of Sarah’s dress, beginning to pull down her panties. She shimmied them down Sarah’s strong, lithe legs, and finally they were at the floor as well. Almost as an afterthought, Sarah kicked them away, discarding them without a thought as to where she threw them.

“I… don’t think we’ll be needing those. Not tonight.” Sarah said, her breath coming in heavier gasps.

“No, Mistress. We won’t.” Liz said, lifting Sarah’s dress ever so slightly. Her breath began to come quicker as well- she was excited that she was pleasing her Mistress, and her own arousal came from the knowledge that she was doing her Mistress’ will, obeying her Mistress’ commands. After all, they were one and the same.

Liz began slowly, teasingly. She darted her tongue between Sarah’s lips, parting them easily. She explored her Mistress’ sex, moving her tongue around in teasing, measured motions- side to side, up and down, top to bottom. Sarah moaned uncontrollably, and her moan deepened in a primal, throaty growl as Liz’s tongue found her clit. Sarah’s pussy throbbed, responding fiercely to her slave’s patient, practiced tongue as Liz moved it skillfully, easily, along Sarah’s clit, putting a firm yet gentle pressure to work- building Sarah’s arousal as she started to wriggle and squirm from the onslaught of pleasure.

Sarah wriggled on top of her slave’s mouth, smiling to herself. She was better than the one earlier in the night. In fact, Sarah couldn’t remember the last time a woman had made her feel this good, had exuded this much raw sexual energy for her to feed on. Sarah’s breath started to come in ragged, shallow gasps as Liz continued to lick her, her hips starting to grind in rhythm with Liz’s mouth. Liz held herself steady, never wavering, working Sarah’s pussy steadily with her tongue, her knees flat against the cold concrete of the alleyway- but she paid that no mind. She was pleasing her Mistress, and that was all that mattered.

Liz continued to dart her tongue in and out of Sarah’s pussy, snaking it in and out, going up to her clit and then back down again, lighting up every spot she could. She pressed her hands firmly against Sarah’s ass, cupping it firmly to steady her. She started to go faster, ever faster, expertly keeping Sarah’s arousal building by almost instinctively knowing what Sarah’s hot spots were at any given time. Sarah could begin to feel herself building up, could begin to feel that tingle inside that heralded the arrival of an orgasm.

“Oh god, yes, do it, do it.” Sarah groaned, grabbing Liz’s head. She groaned, bucking and wriggling on Liz’s face until finally she came, her orgasm bursting through her, a volcanic eruption that shattered through her body, consuming her in the ecstasy of her own passion. She shuddered involuntarily, almost buckling, her knees weak from the force of the orgasm she was having.

But it was not only the orgasm she craved. She also wanted Liz’s sexual energy- she needed to feed, wanted to feed, and Liz’s own arousal at pleasing Sarah was a buffet of energy. It coursed from Liz to Sarah, filling her, and Sarah feasted on it hungrily, taking in all of the psychosexual energy flowing from Liz. Liz’s eyes widened as Sarah drank in her energy, taking it for her own, until the enthralled brunette could take it no longer and slumped to the floor, her eyes lidded.

Sarah took a moment to come down from her combined orgasm and feast. It was a moment, but for her, it felt like a lifetime- a nirvana of pleasure that seemed to have no beginning and no end, a space beyond anything she had ever known, a bliss that could be compared to nothing except the bliss of her Master. When her senses returned to her, she shook her head, smiling drunkenly. In a way, she was- the rush of feeding on another’s sexual energy was intoxicating, a better drug than any she had ever had before.

She leaned down, stroking her new pet softly. Liz’s breath came in deep, regular heaves, her eyes still closed, unconscious from the massive amount of energy Sarah had stolen from her. She had not been turned- only the Master had that privilege, and Sarah would not dream of disobeying him, as much as her thralls would not dream of disobeying her. Sarah would leave her here, and when she awoke she would return to her Mistress. She was bonded now to Sarah, no will but her own, and she was ever so good at pleasing her Mistress. Sarah smiled. She was going to enjoy having this one.

“M…mis…tress…” Liz said suddenly, her eyes half-lidded. She weakly grabbed for Sarah’s hand, trying to comfort herself.

“Shh, sleep, my slave.” Sarah said, stroking her hair gently. “Conserve your strength. When you are ready, come to me.”

“Y…yes…mistress…” Liz said, a dull, dreamy smile on her face. Her hand slipped from Sarah’s, and her breathing returned to the slow, measured pace it had before. Sarah held her hand for a moment longer, admiring her, before finally she let Liz’s hand drop to the floor.

She stood up, arranging herself. She smoothed out her dress, putting her panties back on. Her body buzzed with the energies she had stolen tonight- it was rare for her to feed twice in one night, but occasionally she felt the desire to do so. Now she was sated- or she felt like she was- but a part of her still yearned for the hunt. Her Master had warned her that her hunger would be great for the first few months she was a Tantric vampire, but she didn’t think it was that. She thought it was because she used to be a Hunter.

That part of her still existed, dominated as it was by her vampiric side. She had always enjoyed the thrill of the hunt before she was turned, and she felt that might be the reason she enjoyed it more now. Certainly she enjoyed it more than her other Master’s thralls, at any rate. She smiled. She loved being his favorite, being the best one. He may have many more, but she would always be special- his Hunter.

She finished arranging herself, and leaving Liz where she was, she started to walk out of the alleyway. As she exited the alleyway, she noticed a small blonde girl staring back at her. The girl was petite, blonde, the complete opposite of Liz in almost every way. Her heels accentuated her nice hips, and her breasts, while not large, were firm and beautiful beneath her tight top. Sarah smiled again.

She felt the rush of uncertainty that accompanied the new situation. What had the girl seen? Did she see Liz, there on the floor, breathing deep? Would she run, try to get help? Or would she see a woman emerging from the alleyway, possibly needing help, not knowing the danger she was in until she was too late? The hunt was on, and Sarah’s excitement flared up inside her again. 

She had never fed three times in a night- she wasn’t sure she needed another feeding. But she did know that she wanted, craved another hunt. And when her prey simply stopped flat-footed in front of her like this, well… it wasn’t an opportunity she could pass up, now was it?

***

Anna took a deep breath as she approached the alleyway. She could feel the vampire pulsing in her mind- one of the many new abilities she had once she was chosen as the new Tantric Hunter. It was an evil, oily feeling in the back of her mind, and she felt unclean trying to reach it- the closer she got, the more she felt like she was reaching into some sort of dirty water, slick with pond scum or oil. She hoped she would get this over with soon. It made her want to hop in a shower.

Of course, it would be her first encounter with one. She had been training with Merrick, of course- how to fight them, how to resist their powers, how to defeat them. From what he was telling her, she was the first Tantric Hunter in hundreds of years- a Tantric vampire hadn’t resurfaced since the Middle Ages.

“So what’s the big problem?” she told him as they practiced her martial arts techniques. “He makes a bunch of people horny. What’s the big deal?”

“Do you remember how you felt in the Selection Chamber, Anna?” Merrick said, dodging one of her blows and replying with an expert kick to her side.

She winced- not from the blow, which her Hunter-enhanced body took without any pain, but from the memory. She remember being unable to help herself, unable to do anything but succumb to the irresistible pull of her lust, the undeniable urge to simply give in and become someone’s mindless sex toy.

“OK. Point taken.” She said, going through the motions.

“And imagine that on a much larger scale.” Merrick said. “Hundreds, possibly thousands of women taken over the course of a year, depending on how much he likes to feed.”

“I said you made your point. You don’t have to keep rubbing it in.” Anna said. “Big Bad, yadda yadda. So I have to use my special Hunter powers to defeat him?”

“In a nutshell, yeah.” Merrick said. He threw a punch at her, and she deflected it and judo flipped him over with superhuman speed.

“Shouldn’t be too hard.” She said, her arm pressed on his chest, pushing him flat against the ground. “I haven’t felt this strong in ages. Even when I was doing Tai-Bo.”

“You’ll be physically stronger than him, yes.” Merrick said, still breathing hard from his exertion against her Hunter-enhanced physique. “But that’s not going to be the hard part.”

He leaned up as far as her arm would allow him, getting his mouth close to her ear.

“Succumb.” He whispered. Suddenly, her world turned upside down. She gasped as a powerful wave of lust wracked her body, unable to control herself. She felt the heat of her all-too-familiar arousal rush through her, her body alight with it.

“What…” she said. “What… are…”

“Shh.” He said. “Don’t worry, it’s alright. It’s natural. You’re just feeling a strong level of arousal. Nothing wrong with that, is there?”

“No… doing… something…” she said, gritting her teeth. She was suddenly acutely aware of her hand on his strong, muscular chest. She struggled not to caress it, not to stroke it.

“Yes.” He said. “I’m just making you feel good. There’s nothing wrong with that, is there?”

He brought his hand up to her hip, letting it rest there, and she gasped again involuntarily. His touch was electric; it seemed to wake up all the nerves in her, sending a jolt of lust straight down between her thighs. She felt herself losing control. She looked at his face. It was knowing, sneering, but she couldn’t help herself. She wanted to kiss those lips, wanted to kiss them so very badly…

“It’s ok, Anna.” He said soothingly. “Just give in. I can see it on your face. You want to kiss me, don’t you? You want to feel your lips on mine, feel the heat of my mouth on yours. It’s alright. Don’t fight it. Just give in.”

He moved his hand up from her hips slowly, seductively, until it cupped the side of her breast.

“Oh…yes…” she said, feeling her resistance crumble.

“Yes, that’s good.” He said. He started to move out from under her, and she did not stop him. His hands felt too good on her. “Just let me make you feel good.”

“N…no…” she said, despite her body’s obvious betrayal. He came out from under her, and using his hands gently guided her onto her back. She didn’t resist him, and shortly their positions were reversed. She lay on her back, and he stroked her with his hands.

“Doesn’t this feel good, Anna?” he said, stroking her. “Doesn’t it feel good, the way I stroke your tits with my hands?”

“Y…yes…” she said weakly. A small part of her furiously tried to resist, tried to tell herself that this was wrong, that she should be fighting back. But it just felt so good to have his hands on her, to have his hands caressing her, that she couldn’t muster up the willpower to resist him.

“You know what else feels good, Anna?” he said, leaning in closer to her ear. She could feel his breath on her neck, feel his breath on her ear, and she shuddered in uncontrollable pleasure.

“Wha… what…” she said, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

“A cock inside you.” He said, barely a whisper in her ear. “Don’t you want that?”

“N…no…” she said, forcing the words out. But she did. Oh god, she did. She wanted him inside her, wanted a nice, big cock deep in her, filling her.

“No?” he said, in mock surprise. “Are you sure? Maybe you’re confused. It’s a nice big cock, rock hard, thrusting deep inside you, harder and harder. Don’t you want that?”

“I…” Anna said. She couldn’t even bring herself to say no. She was on the verge of giving in, on the verge of saying yes.

“All you have to do is say it, Anna…” he said, whispering in her ear, that throaty whisper that kept bringing her to the brink of lust-crazed madness. “Just say it.”

“I…” she said, haltingly. “I… I want…”

“Say it.” He said, a forceful whisper in her ear.

“I want your cock.” She said. The dam burst, her resistance gone. “Oh god, please, I need it! Please, fuck me, fuck me hard!”

She began to tear at his pants, trying to claw it off of him. She needed his cock, desperately needed it. She couldn’t think of anything else. Her world had burned away, her thoughts had burned away- nothing existed except the terrible emptiness inside her and his cock to fill it.

“Not so fast.” He said, holding her. He brought her eyes up to his, locking them on her. They were bright blue, and they seemed to pierce deep into her very soul. “There’s one more thing.”

“Anything, anything, please, I need your cock inside me!” Anna said. She was aware she was babbling, but it didn’t matter. Nothing mattered except him inside her.

“You have to become my slave.” He said, his gaze never leaving hers. “Submit to me. Obey me. My will is your will, my thoughts your thoughts. Submit to me.”

“Oh god, yes!” Anna said, almost before he could finish. “Yes, I’ll be your slave! I’ll be your dirty little fuck slave, I’ll do anything you want, just please, please fuck me!” 

“Oh, Anna,” he said, as she writhed beneath him. “It’s always better if you don’t succumb.”

Don’t succumb.

The words were like a lightning bolt into her brain, and almost instantly all of her lust melted away. Her eyes opened in surprise and shock, and she pushed him off of her as she got up, assuming the battle stance he taught her.

“You… you’re one of them.” She said, her eyes wild with shock. He laughed, rubbing his elbow.

“No, I’m not. Just a magician, I’m afraid.” He said. He winced, moving his arm in an exploratory fashion. “A bit of post-hypnotic suggestions combined with your memories of the Selection Ritual. Effective, isn’t it?”

“It’s a dirty trick, is what it is.” Anna said, sticking her tongue out at him. She tried to use her levity to disguise the shame that she felt. She could still feel the wetness between her thighs, could remember how much she needed his cock, how she couldn’t have possibly thought of anything else.

“It is.” He agreed. “But that’s what you’re going to be up against when you go up against him. That same level of hypnotic power, directed entirely at you. From what just happened there, right now you’d be happily getting fucked by a Tantric vampire, turned into his obedient, mindless fuck slave.”

“I…” Anna said. “No I wouldn’t.”

“Oh, really?” he said. He raised his eyebrow at her. “Because I could swear just right there that you were eager to be my fuck slave, ready to do whatever I wanted. That’s exactly what you’ll be facing in the field, Anna. That same sort of lust, that same sort of overpowering dominance of your mind. He’ll use every dirty trick in the book to overpower you, to take your will from you, to make you his.”

“I… “ Anna started, and then she stopped. He was right. She had been entirely and utterly dominated by her own insatiable, uncontrollable lust. She could only imagine what would have happened had that scenario played out to its end in the field. She pouted at him. “Alright, maybe I was… a little arrogant.”

“I suppose I’ll take what I can get.” He said. He smiled at her. “But you won’t just be required to resist it.”

“I sure hope I’m not supposed to give in to it.” She quipped. “Because, you know, that whole sex slave gig. Not my thing.”

“In a way… yes.” He said. “You see, most Hunters have innate mental defenses. That’s because normal vampires have their own level of hypnotic power. But a Tantric vampire has even more power at his disposal… the power to direct and control your own sexual energy, to use it against you.”

“And?” she said. 

“And, as a Tantric Hunter, you have the power to do the same.” He said. “You have to allow yourself to become a conduit for your energies and his, to redirect his own attacks against him.”

“You know, if I wanted all this New Age stuff I would have gone to that alternative bookstore next door.” She said. “Long story short, I have to make him a sex toy before he makes me one, is that?”

“That’s…” Merrick pursed his lips in annoyance. “That’s a crude way of putting it, but yes. That’s what you have to do.”

“Easy peasy, lemon squeezy.” She said.

“Oh really?” he said. He smirked. “You seemed to be interested in having something else squeezed just now.”

“That was your little hypno trick there, not me.” She said.

“Exactly. Which is why we have to guard against it.” He said.

And so at each of their training sessions from that point forward, they worked on defending herself from the hypnotic control he placed on her. The first few times her performance was… less than spectacular, and she was reduced to a gibbering, mindless sex-crazed slut more than she cared to admit. Little by little, however, the mental techniques he taught her began to work, and she began to be able to resist him. The final time she had almost no problems.

“Succumb.” He said to her. She felt the familiar wave of lust surge through her, the red-hot fire of passion trying to take control of her, trying to rob her of all her rationality. But she channeled it, controlled it, allowed it to flow through her but not become her.

“So…” he said. He stroked her. “this feels good, doesn’t it? It feels right, my hand on your hips.”

“Feels pretty good, yeah.” She said. It was true; his hand still carried that pulse of electric passion. But she knew how to channel it now, how to make it serve her own ends. She grabbed his hand and plucked it off her. “Maybe after you take a gal out to dinner, you can try it a little more.”

“Hah.” He said. “Very good. Don’t succumb.”

The trigger phrase brought her down, and all the lust seemed to evaporate out of her instantly. It was a relief not having to hold it back, but she was proud of herself for having been able to resist it so easily.

“Alright. So I’m ready then, huh? He does the oogly eyes at me, I laugh at him and drop him. Right?” Anna said.

“You certainly have a way with words, don’t you?” Merrick said, raising an eyebrow at her.

“It’s one of my many charms.” She said.

“Well… not quite.” He said. “There’s still the matter of him using his psychosexual powers against you.”

“Is that not what we’ve been doing?” she said, looking at him. “You’ve been drenching my panties for no reason?”

“No, it’s…” he said. He paused. “No one living has any experience facing a Tantric vampire. You know how to resist his psychic assault, but we have no idea how to teach you to redirect his energy attacks.”

“Ah, gotcha.” She said. “I can resist him, but without knowing how to beat him, it’s only a matter of time before I go all blank-eyed and cock-crazy for him.”

“Yes.” Merrick said. “You know, you could take this a bit more seriously.”

“Hey, I’m taking it seriously.” She said. “I’m just trying to lighten the mood. It’s my way of dealing with these sorts of stressful situations.”

“Well, however you want to deal with it.” He said. “You’re unfortunately going to have to deal with whatever that means on your own.”

“I’ll do my best.” She said. She smiled at him. “And if I don’t make it back, you can always take the runner-up. She held out nearly as long as I did.”

“We’ll take that under consideration.” He said. “In the meantime, we’ve had another few disappearances, and we can’t afford to train you any longer. You’re going to have to go into the field earlier than I would have liked.”

And so that’s how she found herself here, in one of the glitziest nightlife districts in one of the glitziest cities in the world, getting ready to go down an alleyway to fight some sort of sex vampire. Definitely not what she dreamt of as a kid.

When she got to the entrance of the alleyway, however, she found something slightly different than what she was expecting. Instead of the male Tantric vampire she had prepared herself for, she faced a diminutive brunette. The evil aura emanating off her was unmistakable, however.

“Hi. Ummm, could you help me out? There’s a problem. I think that girl in the alley had too much to drink.” the little brunette said, twirling her hair in her fingers, playing up the vulnerable valley girl stereotype. Anna could feel the pulsing of energy coming off her. She supposed that’s what Merrick had been talking about- but not all of it was the vampire’s. She must have been feeding tonight, and recently, as her energies were mixing with others.

“Oh my god, is she alright?” Anna said, playing along. Better to get off the street and deal with this in the alley.

“I don’t know. Can you come check with me?” the girl said.

“Sure. I’m Anna, by the way.” Anna said as they moved down the alleyway. She hoped to try and throw the vampire off-guard, maybe feel her out a bit before they clashed.

“Oh, cool. I’m Sarah.” She said. “But that won’t matter in a moment, anyway.”

Sarah turned her gaze on Anna, and even though Anna was prepared for it she was still momentarily taken aback. Merrick’s hypnosis triggers were strong, but this was stronger- her eyes were like deep, black orbs threatening to take her, consume her, draw her into the blank, mindless abyss.

“Yes, that’s good.” Sarah said. “Just look into my eyes, precious. Let them take you, let them draw you away. Look into my beautiful, dark eyes. They’re so comfortable, so relaxing. I just want you to relax, let them make you more relaxed…”

She resisted the hypnotic power easily enough, but she now understood what Merrick was talking about. The energy. It was… there, seeping into her. She could feel it probing her mind, sliding into it in a way that the hypnosis didn’t. She could see how it was insidious. If she didn’t know to look for it, she might not have found it, and it would have slipped into her mind, redirecting her, making her more pliable and obedient to Sarah’s commands. 

As it happened, however, Anna wasn’t about to let that happen to her. She let the energy flow into her, and grasped for it. If grasped was even the right word, she wasn’t sure… but she knew that she was handling it, somehow, redirecting it. Even touching it was like tapping into her own inner lust, into her own inner fantasies. Part of her raged in a sex-crazed frenzy, desperate to fiercely grab Sarah and run her hands along her body, desperate for a mind-blowing orgasm from Sarah’s lithe, pretty little fingers.

But that same energy was pliable, and she redirected it towards Sarah. Gently at first, experimentally. She was unsure of her power, unsure of what she could do or how to do it. She didn’t even know if what she was doing was working at all. She saw Sarah’s eyes widen in shock, however, and smiled as much in satisfaction as in relief when she saw it.

“You…” Sarah said, her face still painted with the raw shock she was feeling. “How are you… how are you doing that?”

“I’m more a fan of bending you to my will than the other way around.” Anna said. “Let’s see how the shoe feels on the other foot.”

“No.” Sarah said, gritting her teeth. “You may have caught me by surprise, but you’re not winning this one. It’ll just make it that much better when you finally beg to become my slave.”

The two of them began to wage their mental battle, neither one getting an upper hand. To an outsider watching, it simply seemed as though the two of them were staring at each other, locking eyes. For them, however, it was a pitched battle of each of them trying to gain dominance over the other, each of them trying to worm their way into the other’s mind, trying to establish control, trying to rob the other of their will.

Anna’s brief moment of control was born of a surprise attack, and Sarah quickly proved that she was more than a match for Anna’s own inexpert powers. Anna felt the flow of power shifting, felt Sarah begin to try and burrow her way back and take control of the situation. She wasn’t going to let that happen, though. Anna wasn’t about to let her advantage be taken away- victory was as good as hers.

She grinned, looking into Sarah’s face, seeing the uncertainty in her opponent’s eyes. Not bad for her first time out on the hunt. She could feel Sarah weakening, slowly but surely. She could all but see Sarah in her mind’s eye, dropping down to one knee, withering under the power of her assault. She could see Sarah finally succumbing, finally giving in to Anna’s overwhelming assault, her face going blank as Anna took control of her completely.

It must feel good, controlling someone like that. She wondered what it would be like to have someone under your complete and utter control, catering to your every whim. Maybe she’d have Sarah come over to her, pleasuring her, running her hands all over her body. Maybe she’d have Sarah do a little more… she imagined those little sexy hands encircling her, sliding down her waist, Sarah’s breath leaving hot little trails of exquisite pleasure on her neck, on her ears.

Maybe they’d go a little further. Maybe she’d have Sarah take those hot little fingers and thrust them deep into her hot little pussy, forcing her to play with her clit. Then she’d have Sarah use her mouth, oh yes, use that little mouth to bring Anna to an irresistible, indescribable climax…

“Mmm, yeah.” Anna said involuntarily, letting herself get lost in the daydream. Then she saw a little smile creep onto Sarah’s face.

“Wait, what?” Anna said. And then she realized what happen, and all of a sudden, everything… shifted, for lack of a better word. She saw that her daydream had been carefully crafted by Sarah, molded to make it seem as though it was Anna’s own thought. But as she let herself get lost further and further into the daydream, her will was eroded, allowing Sarah to reassert herself, getting deeper into Anna’s mind.

“That’s a dirty trick.” Anna said, readjusting herself, purging herself of Sarah’s corrupting influence. She couldn’t let something like that happen again, or she was done for.

“Funny. That’s what I used to say to Merrick.” Sarah said.

“Merrick?” Anna said. “How did you…”

“Oh, he never told you?” Sarah said. She grinned. “He was my Guardian. I was before you. I used to be a vampire hunter, just like you.”

“That’s…” Anna started. “You’re…”

“Oh yes.” Sarah said. “I used to be just like you. But then I tried to hunt my Master. He showed me the true path. He bent his little slave over, fucked her senseless, and showed her what true pleasure means.”

And with that, she locked her eyes on Anna’s, forcing all her power through them. Anna looked up at Sarah’s eyes, and she found she could not look away. The shock of Merrick’s name being mentioned had shook her, and Sarah took full advantage of that to bore her way deep into Anna’s mind.

“Unh…” Anna said, her eyes wide, unable to look away from Sarah’s gaze.

Images flashed through her mind now, images she could not stop. She saw herself breathing heavily, her breasts rising and falling with the heave of her deep, ragged breaths, her body pressed against Sarah’s own taut body. She lusted after Sarah, feeling that lust, feeling it surge through her. A small part of her screamed, resisted, tried to use the methods Merrick had taught her, but it was ruthlessly held down by Sarah’s power, dominated completely by those black, soulless eyes.

“That’s right, let it happen.” Sarah said. “Don’t worry, my little pet. You never had a chance. Stop resisting, you’re only making it harder for yourself.”

“N…no…” Anna said. She willed herself to look away from those eyes. She knew that was the conduit, knew that was how Sarah was manipulating her, but she couldn’t stop… those eyes were so deep, so dark, they simply drew her in…

“Kneel.” Sarah said. Anna felt her body obey against her will, and she slowly but surely bent down on her knees, her body responding to Sarah’s will even if her mind was trying to rebel.

Sarah came over to her, stroking her hair for a moment, enjoying the sight of her captive vampire hunter beneath her. She grabbed Anna’s hand lightly, squeezing it gently, and Anna felt her lust bubble up inside her, exploding through her body. Her body shuddered in pleasure even as her mind attempted to stop it, but she could feel her mind giving in too…

“Such a good girl.” Sarah cooed in mock approval. “Now then, since you’re mine, why don’t you show me those beautiful tits of yours?”

Anna felt her hands obeying, felt them unbuttoning her shirt. It seemed as though she was staring at herself from outside of her body; she could see herself, her face blank, unhooking her bra and letting it fall to the floor to give Sarah an unobstructed view of her full, round breasts.

“Very nice.” Sarah said, still in front of her. “Play with them.”

Anna obeyed wordlessly, bringing her hands up to her tits. She began to rub them, thumbing her nipples, tweaking them, and she gasped out loud at the feeling. They were on fire, buttons that amped her lust to a whole new level. She could feel her body rocking from the pleasure playing with her tits was giving her, and she moaned again as her hands played along her chest.

“This is the pleasure you’re denying yourself.” Sarah whispered close to her ear. “Why are you fighting it? Don’t fight it. Just let it happen. Please me… and please yourself as well. Give in to the pleasure.”

She brought Anna’s hand up her thigh, those deep, coal-black eyes boring into Anna’s, and Anna felt her willpower draining, felt her need rising. She needed Sarah, wanted Sarah, felt the lust and desire for her opponent growing stronger and stronger within her. Sarah stood as Anna’s hand moved up her thigh, and Anna’s head followed her, their eyes locked together. 

Anna’s hand moved up Sarah’s thighs even higher until they reached her panties. They were soaked through from the excitement of the hunt, from the thrill of victory. Sarah smiled, lightly urging Anna’s fingers onward, and Anna did not disobey. She pushed Sarah’s panties and plunged her finger into Sarah’s slick pussy, feeling no resistance as she entered.

“Oh, yes…” Sarah cooed, her hips bucking to Anna’s fingers. “That’s good, my little slave. That fight of yours got me all nice and wet. Some of those others didn’t put up a fight, but you… it was a pleasure breaking you.”

Sarah’s hands continued to play in Anna’s hair even as Anna’s fingers continued exploring Sarah’s pussy. Anna sighed contentedly as Sarah played with her hair. She felt the slack-jawed expression on her face, felt her glazed-over eyes looking into Sarah’s, felt the blankness of her look. But she could not fight it, could not muster the willpower to break free. She was trapped, utterly and completely, her fingers deep inside the vampire’s wet pussy.

Sarah’s eyes were drawing her in, taking her, commanding her. Anna was lost in them, and she realized she was letting Sarah into her mind, letting her burn away everything in there- and she wanted it. God, she wanted it. It felt so good to have Sarah control her, felt so good to feel this burning lust. Why had she been fighting? She couldn’t remember. Why would she ever fight something that felt this good?

“Tell me, my little pet.” Sarah said. “Tell me how much you want to be mine.”

“I…” Sarah said. She wished she could say her mouth was moving of its own volition, but it wasn’t- she did want that. Something inside her yearned to be enslaved, yearned to do anything and everything Sarah commanded her to do.

She felt herself falling deeper under Sarah’s spell, and she felt a small, contented smile slowly creep onto her lips. And this time it wasn’t her body’s doing- Anna wanted it, wanted to smile. Her body and mind were at one, under Sarah’s control. She found her thoughts slipping away from her, felt Sarah’s power flow into her, taking control of her.

“Yes, that’s good.” Sarah said. The excitement in her face was apparent, raw, naked lust for the hunt and the joy of the catch. “Submit to me. Become mine, my slave.”

Sarah’s voice thrummed through her, a soft yet powerful voice that echoed through Anna’s mind, through her very soul. 

“Yes…” Anna said. Her body ached to please Sarah, ached to fulfill any of her desires.

“That was almost too easy.” Sarah said, putting on her best pout. “You could’ve given me a bit of a fight. Oh well… now that I have you, I can go after some other, more fun prey.”

“Yes.” Anna said tonelessly.

“Maybe I’ll do something different, for a change.” Sarah said. She grinned evilly. “Maybe I’ll go after the Guardians. I’d love Merrick begging me to let him stuff me with his cock. I bet it’s big. He used to get hard when we would wrestle, you know. I could feel the outline of his cock pressing against me, pressing against my thighs after an intense sparring session. I could feel him want me, could feel him want to take me. I should’ve let him do it.”

Anna said nothing. She could think only of Merrick. A vision appeared to her, of the two of them sparring, of his body pressed against hers. She could feel him, feel the heat of his body, feel him lean over to her head and whisper those words…

Don’t succumb.

The words flashed into her like a thunderbolt, and suddenly she realized that she was no longer under Sarah’s complete control. The memory of Merrick’s words had given her power, had awoken whatever resistance she had left inside her. She took a deep breath, marshaling her strength, and then stood up, taking her hand out of Sarah’s panties and asserting herself.

“What are you…” Sarah started, but she was quickly overwhelmed by Anna rechanneling the energies back at her. Sarah’s lust was aroused, peaking from her near-conquest of Anna earlier, and she was helpless to stop the rush of lust reversed back at her.

“N…no….” Sarah said, but it was too late. Anna bored into her, taking her mind, destroying her will in seconds as Sarah did to her earlier. The volcanic surge of lust entering her body crushed any hope she had of resistance, and she began to babble incoherently as she slid to the floor and her hand darted down between her legs, continuing the job Anna had started just a few moments before. 

Anna stood there for a moment, catching her breath. She hadn’t moved more than three feet in the entire encounter, but she felt as though she had just run a marathon. She resolved to take these encounters a little more seriously next time. She started to get her breathing under control again, looking at Sarah. Sarah was writhing on the floor, her face showing the raw lust she was feeling inside. Her back arched, her body quivered, her form seemed to be barely capable of holding in the explosive lust that was looking for release.

Anna looked away as she found her bra and shirt, putting them both back on. She didn’t want the uncomfortable reminder of the fact that could have been her. It was her, for a moment. She remembered how she tossed off her shirt and her bra so callously, so wantonly. She shuddered to herself as she pulled out her cell phone.

“You’re calling me, so it seems you’ve emerged victorious.” Merrick said on the other line. “Did you get him? Is he down?”

“I did, but…” Anna said. She took a deep breath. “Merrick, it wasn’t a guy. It was a woman.”

“A woman.” Merrick said. “Are you sure?”

“Yes.” Anna said. “And Merrick, she… she knew you.”

“Sarah…” Merrick said. She wasn’t sure if he was talking to her. The name seemed painful for him to say.

“She wasn’t lying then?” Anna said.

“No.” Merrick replied tersely. She could hear the tension in her voice. “Is she neutralized?”

“I’d say so.” Anna said, looking over at Sarah. She must have come from her frenzied fingering, as her chest was rising in normal, easy breaths, and her eyes were closed, a dreamy smile playing across her face.

“Good. Stay there and keep watch. I’ll send a team over to get her.” Merrick said. He hung up before Anna could respond, and she sat there, watching Sarah sleep off her intense lust. She had almost not come back from that encounter with her mind intact, and there was still another Tantric vampire out there, a stronger one. 

She took a deep breath again. Not for the first time, she wondered what she had gotten herself into.
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