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In 1964, I was a twenty-one-year-old futa girl who lived a dull, directionless existence in the gray suburbs of South East England. I kept to myself, denied my desires and was resigned to being trapped in this nightmare forever. A freak in a world of straits, I believed that this was all there was in the world for me. A life lived alone and unloved.

Two years later, I was an undercover police woman living a wild and dangerous existence in the hippest circles of ‘Swinging London.’

I won’t bore you with the details of how I got there except to say that for Chief Inspector Abby Moss, my cock was an asset in more ways than one. She knew that what made me an outsider in the straight world was the key to my acceptance in the anti-establishment, ultra-cool, sex-crazed world of the West End wastrels, wannabes and wantons.

We met by chance on one of my rare trips into the city. When I asked her later why she approached me in that Soho coffee bar, she said with her usual directness, “You looked like someone with nothing left to lose who wouldn't mind disappearing from the world.”

Abby was right. She usually was. She pulled some strings, bent some rules, and I became an off-the-books undercover cop. She did all my training herself. No one but her and a few of her bosses knew that I even existed. We became lovers a few months after we started working together. Her bosses knew nothing about that. But training always came first. Sex was a reward, a treat at the end of a long day learning how to live the undercover life. After five months, I was ready.

Abby took a huge gamble with me, but in the last two years, I had proved my worth to her and those she reported to above her. I broke a number of major cases and put dozens of scumbags behind bars. I quickly learned the truth that beneath all the glamor and gloss of the cool world of the big city was a dark criminal underbelly that fed off it. Little did I know there was a darkness way beyond any I’d encountered waiting for me. One that would change my life forever.

It began on a bleak October morning in 1966. I never usually woke before mid-afternoon, but that day I had a meeting with Abby to discuss a new case. She would not talk about it over the phone, so I knew it would be something big and dangerous. Just the kind of case I lived for.

After I had coffee and a cream cheese bagel, I slipped out of my silk nightdress to shower and get ready.

I stood naked before the full-length bathroom mirror and surveyed my long blonde hair, large, round tits, shapely hips and long legs. I made a slow turn around to check out my perfect peach of an ass. I looked hot. I felt sexy as fuck.

When I was done, I finally paid attention to my long, thick lady cock between my legs. It stood erect and proud as it did every morning. It demanded some attention before I dressed.

I hopped into the shower and let the warm water cover my body, and soaped my skin until it was slick. Then I took my meat in my hand and started to jerk it hard. I would normally take it slow and easy, but this was just a morning ritual to get rid of the hardness so I could get on with my day. It still sent that familiar buzz of pleasure through me as my cock throbbed in my hand as I pumped it back and forth, but I did not have the time to really savor it.

I worked my cock from base to tip, thrusting my hips in time and letting out a low moan. I curled my hand around it, squeezing it hard enough to turn my moans into a gasp.

My knees got weak as I pounded the flesh. The everyday person that I was fell away, and the person that I needed to be to do my job took her place. I allowed myself a quick grope of my tits and pinch of my erect nipples to hurry my orgasm along. My mind cleared. The throb increased. The ache for release that spun through me became all that mattered.

I came hard and loud. Squeezed the last of my seed into my hand and then completed my shower with a satisfied wave washing over me.

I dried off and dressed. When I looked at myself again in the bathroom mirror, I was no longer Susan Spelling. Now I was Savoy Silver, a hip young thing who was one of the queens of Carnaby Street dressed in a suede miniskirt, polka dot blouse and black bolero jacket, all topped off with my dark blue newsboy hat. Savoy Silver was hot as all hell, and she knew it. Hell, the whole world knew it.

I added a knee-length raincoat and leather boots and left my apartment.

Abby and I met at rundown, out of the way hotels with rooms that you could rent by the hour. This one was laughingly called the Grand Royal Hotel, and was all peeling wallpaper, the perpetual smell of bleach, and rooms that echoed with a thousand dead-end encounters.

Abby was in her usual tailored gray suit, which I removed as soon as I entered the room. Pleasure before business was my mantra, and despite her stern appearance, she always allowed me to indulge my desires.

My hands slid over her slender frame as she undressed me with the same efficiency she brought to everything she did.

She took my hard cock in her hand and started to jerk it back and forth as I nuzzled and bit her neck. We'd done this dance many times before, so there was no need for teasing or talking. Once my cock was rock hard, Abby lay on the bed and opened her legs. She gasped as my lady meat slid inside her, and I started to thrust my hips back and forth. I leaned in close to suck her small breasts in turn as she grabbed my peachy, round ass and pulled me deeper in her cunt. Sex with Abby was perfect. No pretence. No lies. Just flesh, blood and bone.

My thick cock drove into her, and she slapped my ass hard enough to make me squeal with delight. With each thrust, she groaned and slammed her hips to meet mine. We ground into each other with absolute animal lust, lost in the moment. All the cares and cruelties of the world meant nothing.

Harder, deeper and wilder, we slammed into the well-worn, squeaky mattress. We knew each other’s needs and met them over and over until I knew I could hold it no longer. I let go of an arc of spunk inside her pussy. She bucked as she found her own release, and soon enough, we were done. Breathless, twisted in each other’s arms. Spent and satisfied.

After a few minutes, we dressed in silence, and then it was down to business.

“I need you to infiltrate Eve’s Volcano. It's a Soho women-only club. It requires a member invite to get in, but our surveillance team has provided names and pictures of some of the patrons.”

She handed me a manila envelope, I opened it and scanned the shots of a number of beautiful, young and obviously wealthy women.

I smiled. “I’m sure I can fuck up an invite from one of these ladies.”

“I have no doubt you can. Once inside, you need to get close to Milla Caramel, the owner.”

“So what is it? Drugs, prostitution, charging too much for a rum and coke?”

“It’s four dead women with their throats torn out. Dumped in the dustbins at the back of a vegetarian restaurant in Carnaby Street. All of them were last seen alive at this club.”

“Throats torn out. Fuck! Like Hannah?”

Abby nodded. “Same exact wounds and the same bullshit cover up. The word came down yesterday, all of them, case closed. So this is off the books.”

I took her hand in mine and squeezed it. “I’ll find whoever did this, Chief.”

She squeezed my hand for a second and then stood. “Be careful. There’s a brutal killer out there targeting young women.”

I nodded. I wanted to hug her, but knew she would hate that.

Abby left then, and I sat alone in that dreary, loveless room.

Despite our passionate sexual encounters, Abby was not one to share much about her private life, except for once. A year ago, we spent a dirty weekend in Brighton to celebrate a big drugs bust. After a long night of wild and wanton sex, we slipped into an unexpected lull of post-coital tenderness. We spoke about love, loneliness and loss, and that was when she told me about Hannah.

“It was almost twenty years ago, just after the war. Hannah was my older sister. She was nineteen, smart and beautiful, so full of life. So wild and carefree. We lived in Chelsea back then. She was heading back to Oxford University when she disappeared after a night out in Soho. They found her naked body in the Thames a few days later. Her throat had been torn out. They blamed it on some kind of animal attack, and that was that. The whole world was reeling and broken from the last six years, so what did one more meaningless death mean to anyone? But it put me on the path to joining the police and working my way up. When I made Chief, I looked into her case, and by then I had enough experience to know this was no animal attack. The wounds were too precise. I knew that someone had slaughtered my sister, and I vowed that one day I would find them and I would kill them.”

I knew there were no words of consolation, so I just held her until the sun came up. We never spoke of it again, but there was that haunted look in her eyes that told me the killer was still at large. Now it was down to me to help her. I was going to find the killer and ease Abby's heartbreak.

When I got home, I had a quick shower and a snack and sat down to look through the photos Abby had given me to find my fuck-ticket into the club. As soon as I saw the brunette with the bob and the sad smile, my cock began to throb.

Her name was Lady Jane Walton-Sloane. She was beautiful. Fragile as cut-glass. Poised. Polished. Perfect. I had seen her around the Soho clubs, but I had never allowed our worlds to collide. When it came to my alter-ego Savoy’s sex life, I only fucked those who would help my investigation. There was no love or attachment, there was no emotion. There was just seduction, skin and solving the case.

I looked at the other photos, and none of the women were familiar. It would take time and work to discover and infiltrate the circles they inhabited. Lady Jane was my way in. I really hoped she was just another spoiled, upper-class waster that made up most of the pretty young darlings who danced, drugged and fucked until dawn. I always tried to avoid involving an innocent in my work.

But whatever kind of person she was, I needed her to get into Eve’s Volcano and next to Milla Caramel.

I took a nap until 8 pm, and then dressed in an attention-seeking red velvet mini-dress that showed off my tits, ass, legs and lady cock bulge to devastating effect. I added pink go-go boots and a white faux fur wrap, and I was good to go-go.

I hit a couple of clubs, had a few drinks, and did some investigative flirting to discover that Lady Jane’s main hangout other than Eve’s was the Purple Pussycat Experience. It was a little too garish for my taste, but that was the job.

I headed there, charmed my way inside, and saw my target sitting at a table surrounded by laughing debutantes and drunken duchesses.

I decided on the bold approach.

I hip-swayed and ass-wiggled my way up to her table. I knew that every eye in the place was on me, and I loved it.

Lady Jane studied me with immaculate disinterest. Her eyes were brown. Her lips were full, red and pouty. Her cheekbones spoke of centuries of well-bred heritage. In short, she was hot as hell.

Everyone at her table was silent. It was obvious they were waiting on her judgment of this interloper. I didn’t give her the chance to speak.

“Come dance with me.”

“Why?” she said with a sneer that I immediately knew was all show and no venom.

“Because if the world ends tonight, you’ll regret not dancing with the hottest doll here,” I said.

She was silent, and then the sneer was gone, replaced by a smile. “And what if the world doesn’t end?”

“I’ll still be hot and you’ll still be bored hanging out with all these dead-eyed drones.”

Lady Jane laughed and stood up. I held out my hand and led her onto the dance floor.

The dancers parted before us and formed a circle around us as we reached the center of the nightclub. The hard-driving riff of You Really Got Me struck up.

“Oh, I love this!” said Lady Jane and began to sway and rotate her hips in time with the song. She moved with ease and grace. My cock began a dance of its own as I joined her, wrapped up in the beat. The rest of the crowd looked on. We twisted and turned, moving around each other like viper and victim, both believing we were the snake.

“You move like Nancy Sinatra," she said to me with a sly grin.

I twisted around and wiggled my round ass at her. She moved closer, and I ground against her. Her hands slid to my hips, and she pulled me into her, and we found the perfect beat between us as the song slid into Day Tripper, and I spun around and pulled her into an embrace. My cock was hard and thick against her thigh.

“I heard that you were a freak. How delicious,” said Lady Jane as she pushed herself against the hardness between my legs.

In this world, being called a freak was pretty much the highest compliment you could be paid.

As the song faded, the DJ whispered into her mic, “Okay, time to slow it down with ‘As Tears Go By’ from the Rolling Stones."

As the gentle opening guitar flowed out of the speakers, our little show was over, and couples took to the floor for a slow dance.

“Care to slow it down?” I asked.

“Sure,” said Lady Jane as she slid into my arms. “So what’s my doll’s name?” she asked.

“Savoy.”

“Jane. Well, Lady Jane, but as you’ve already rubbed your cock against me, I think we can drop the formalities.”

I pulled Jane closer to me and slid my hands onto her hips, and then caressed the soft curve of her ass. She sighed into my ear and gave it a playful nibble.“My my, you are a forward little doll, " she whispered.

“My name is Savoy,” I said and kissed her neck and squeezed her ass.

“I’ll try to remember it,” said Jane with perfect dismissive cool.

“You’ll be screaming it soon enough,” I said as I ground my hardness between her thighs.

“You’re very sure of your charms, aren’t you, my pretty doll?”

“I’m sure of one thing. I know loneliness and need when I see it.”

Her large brown eyes looked into mine. “You don’t know me.”

“I feel you,” I said. “The way you feel me.”

We sank into a long and liquid kiss, and there was nothing else in the world but the music and us.

The Stones faded away, but the only sound we heard was the blood in our bodies and the scream for sex that possessed our skin.

We were quickly out of the club and into a taxi. My fingers were inside her cunt, my tongue in her mouth and her sighs in mine.

She groaned as I slid deeper into her divine wetness. The seen-it-all cab driver didn't even raise an eyebrow.

Soon we were naked in the bedroom of her Knightsbridge house.

Once more, we circled each other. “I don't usually bring home strays,” said Jane, stripped of her Ladyship, lust in her eyes and wetness on her thighs.

“I can’t promise I won’t bite," I said with a grin.

“I promise that I will,” she said as she sank to her knees and took my stiff cock in her hands.

She licked it from base to tip in a series of hungry slurps. My cock dripped with her desire and throbbed with the need to be inside her mouth.

“My first one with a pulse,” said Jane as she kissed the tip of my cock and licked a slow circle around the head.

I let out a low moan and ran my hand through her hair. “I hope you can take it all.”

“I need it all. Every damn inch of it,” she said, and opened her mouth wide.

She eased a couple of inches into her mouth and moaned against the meat. Her eyes were wide and starting to water.

“Need any help with that?” I asked with a venomous smile.

She nodded, and I placed my hand on the back of her head and slowly eased it forward down the shaft of my slick lady cock.

She gagged hard a few times, but never pulled back. She wanted it all.

After a few moments, the whole length of my cock was in her mouth. Her cheeks and throat swelled with it.

I held her at the base of my cock. Her eyes were wet and lousy with lust. She gagged and drooled. She moaned.

“Want your pretty mouth fucked, your Ladyship?” I asked.

The slightest of nods was all I needed.

I grabbed her hair hard and pulled her all the way back to the tip of my cock. More gagging and drooling and the ghost of a sinful grin, or as much of a grin as she could manage with a mouth full of thick, throbbing meat.

I waited for a beat and then slammed her mouth down the whole length of the shaft. I held her at the base for a moment and then started the back and forth up and down the length of the thing.

She took it all, and she took it hard.  I fucked her mouth with all I had. Thrust my hips in time with the movement of her head. Ground my cock into her pretty little mouth. Pounded and pummeled in time with her moans and gags.

Jane grabbed my ass and worked the rhythm with me. She wanted this as much as I did.

“Want my cum?” I asked as the hard urge began to rise inside me.

A nod. A groan. A gag.

With a roar of release, I let go a tidal wave of spunk down her throat as my thrusting lost its beat and my knees weakened. I came until she gagged on my cream and then pulled out and deposited large gobs of cum on her face and tits. When I was finally spent, she pulled me down onto the floor into a kiss. Then, once we had scooped and shared all the cum off her dark olive skin, we moved onto the bed for kisses, quips and cuddles.

It didn't take long before I was hard again, but this time Jane was in charge.

I lay on my back, and she straddled me and wrapped her hand around my shaft. “Time for some obedience training,” she said and smirked.

“Give me all you’ve got,” I said.

Jane started with a hard twist of my meat that sent a thrill of pain and arousal through every aching inch of my body.

“Too hard?” she said as she started to stroke the length of my shaft.

“Never.”

She gave my cock another twist and then lifted her ass up and slid the length deep inside her cunt. She let out a sigh of satisfaction and began a slow rise and fall on my hardness.

Her pussy was tight and gripped my cock like a vice as she worked up and down. I thrust my hips to meet each time she eased down.

“Harder,” I demanded.

“Dolly likes it rough?” asked Jane as she increased the rhythm of her movements. Each time was a little faster and harder.

I slapped her face. “Savoy likes to be torn apart and stitched back together.”

Jane smiled and rubbed her red cheek. “Savoy came to the right place. I’ll  fuck you to pieces and lick you whole again.”

“I like the sound of that,” I said.

Jane leaned in and kissed me while her hands reached for my big tits.

Her lips were soft, her hands were not. As her tongue eased my lips apart and found its eager match, her fingernails dug into the soft flesh of my massive breasts.

The sweet thrill of pain and passion spun through me. I moaned into my lover’s mouth as tongues touched and we connected to some feral electricity that drove us into darker realms of lust.

We slammed skin against skin. Two slick, sweaty animals lost in the moment, bound up by need.

Jane ground her ass down harder. My cock penetrated deeper in her. She arched her back and screamed my name.

I slid my hands down her back and grabbed her ass. This time, it was my fingers digging into her flesh. Jane purred with delight. She leaned in once more, but this time her mouth headed for my heaving tits. She kissed and sucked both in turn. Her tongue circled my rock-hard nipples. She drooled over them, lapped at the soft mounds and squeezed them together.

“Damn, I love these tits,” she said with glee.

I delivered a hard slap to her ass. “This isn’t too bad either,” I said.

The beat between us increased. The wildness and heat consumed us. Grinding, slamming, pounding. We fucked, we slapped, we snarled, we bit.

I’d had a lot of sex over the past few years, but this was different. This was a deeper connection, and I knew that was wrong, but I didn't care.

“Come inside me. Fill me with your sweet seed,” howled Jane as she pumped her cunt onto my cock with all that she had.

The need and abandon in those dark eyes of hers were all that was needed to start the eruption of cum that shot from my throbbing cock deep into her wet pussy.

Her own orgasm flooded through her as I pumped huge arcs of cream.

The whole room was alive with our cries of ecstasy as we spent ourselves until we finally collapsed onto the bed.

“Oh wow, I really did scream your name,” said Jane with a giggle.

“Now we just need to see if the world ends,” I said.

“It won’t, at least not tonight,” said Jane. She pulled me into her and kissed me. We fell asleep that way.

I awoke in the dark.

The bed was shaking.

Jane was writhing on the bed. She was moaning, talking, pleading.

“Not her, please, Mistress. I will find another.”

“Silly child, it has to be her. In all my years, I have never had one of her kind. You will bring her to me at midnight.”

Although I saw Jane speak the words, the voice was not hers. It was deeper, darker, older. It was ancient and evil.

“Jane,” I said quietly.

She sat bolt upright. Her eyes were open. “Savoy.”

She turned and grabbed my arm. “You have to go. You have to run.”

The first rays of sunlight shone through the curtains. “She will sleep now. She can’t control me during the day.”

“What just happened? Your voice was…”

“It was her. My Mistress.”

“Milla Caramel,” I said.

“How did you know?”

I sat up and took her into my arms. “First coffee, then confessions on both sides,” I said.

Jane nodded, but she shook in my arms as I held her.

I went first, I told her my real name, my job and how I was supposed to use her to get into Milla’s club to investigate the killings. I told her about Hannah and Abby, too. It was a pretty wild tale, but nothing compared to Jane's story.

She had been one of the rich, pretty young women invited to the opening of Eve’s Volcano, but it wasn’t a club; it was a lair. A vampire’s lair. She and others became thralls of Milla. Human servants whom she could bend to her will to lure others there for her to feed on.

“She promised us eternal youth. Once we proved our loyalty, we would become like her, but in the end, we all just became her playthings, her slaves.”

Jane let out a cry of pain, and the tears came. I held her and told her it would all be alright.

“But she owns us. She owns the night.”

“Then it’s about time we took it back," I said, a plan already forming in my mind.

“You’ll need wooden stakes, holy water, crucifixes.”

“We’ve got shotguns, honey. That’ll take this demonic bitches head clean off. We’ll bring along all the other stuff as back up, but come midnight, we'll be at Eve’s Volcano with a lot of cops packing some very heavy artillery.”

I held her for a while longer and then told her I had to go and make sure everything was ready for the midnight raid, and that I would be back by eight that night and take her somewhere safe.

She nodded, and I kissed her goodbye.

When I got home, I called Abby and set my plan in motion.

I arrived back at Jane’s house just after eight.

“Is it going to be alright?” she asked.

“The plan is all set for midnight, by which time you’ll be long gone. You’ll be safe.”

“And what about you?”

“I need to be at Eve’s for the raid.”

“But what if…”

“What if the world ends?” I smiled. “Then we use what time we have left for things that matter." I pulled her into a passionate kiss. She melted into my arms.

There was a different kind of passion between us now. Still the same need, but tempered with tenderness, with the realization that this may be our last time together.

I led her to the bedroom and we undressed each other with kisses and caresses.

“Lie on the bed and let me taste you. I want you on my lips when I kill that bitch,” I said.

Jane lay down and opened her legs.

The wetness that ran down her thighs guided me. I tongued slowly until I found the dark hood of her clit. I kissed and sucked on it as Jane writhed on the bed and moaned softly. She tasted of youth and yearning. I let my tongue circle around the folds of her pussy. With a few flicks of the tip, I teased her cunt open and dipped it inside.

The warmth on my lips was a wonder. The wetness drove my explorations deeper.

Jane opened her legs wider and arched her back up. I lapped at her sweetness. I kissed and nibbled the tender flesh.

“Oh god, yes!” moaned Jane as I introduced a finger into the mix. I traced my fingernail down the wet folds of her pussy and then slid it deep into her cunt.

“More, please, more,” said my lover.

I added a second finger and began to slide them both inside her pussy. The muscles tightened around them, but I pushed past and leaned in to kiss her clit and suck it as I drove my fingers into her. She worked her hips against my fingers. I traced warm, wet circles around her clit.

If this were to be our last time, I wanted to savor it. I kissed her clit and added a third finger. I built the beat once more. I built it up until she was close to coming, and then, with a little bite of her clit and easing of the thrusts of my fingers, brought her back from the brink.

“I want your cock inside me.” Jane’s eyes swam with desire.

I kissed my way up her body, and she grabbed my hard cock and guided it into her cunt.

I lay on top of her and looked into those perfect brown eyes. Once more, I began with a slow thrusting of the hips. My cock slipped easily and deeply into her. She gasped and moaned. She clawed at my back and ass as we fucked.

Our bodies entwined. Breasts squeezed together. Hearts beating as one. Hips in perfect sync.

The sound of sex filled the room. Skin sliding across skin. The slick slither of desire. The hard, relentless slap of penetration.

I didn’t want this to end. I longed for some dark sex magic to loop us into this moment forever, but even if such spells existed, I knew that there was still the plan to free my lover from her torment and servitude.

“Come for me,” I whispered to Jane and thrust my hips hard and squeezed her tits together.

I pounded her sweet cunt. She slammed her hips in time. We fucked like it really was the end of the world, and then we both came, loud and long.

“Thank you,” said Jane as we lay together.

“My pleasure,” I said as I planted a kiss on her lips. “It’s almost ten. We better get you packed. Someone will be here to take you to a safe house soon.”

“I will be safe, and you will be fighting the devil,” she said.

I shrugged. “A vampire is just another villain in my book. They are all weak. All vermin.”

Jane was silent. We dressed and she packed. We waited.

There was a knock at the door.

I opened it, and a well-aimed kick slammed me across the room.

Jane screamed as a beautiful woman with long curly blonde hair, dressed in a slinky black dress that showed off her impressive curves, stepped into the room.

“Milla, no! Please don't hurt her,” said Jane.

Milla Caramel shot Jane a scowl. “I’ll deal with you later, traitorous bitch. But first, I need to teach this little freak the difference between vampires and villains.”

I was back on my feet. I slipped the two brass knuckles on my hands as she came for me. She lunged, I twisted and side-stepped. She turned, all fangs and fury, and I slammed my fist into her jaw. She howled with pain. Her flesh singed and smoked.

“That sting is from the holy water I dipped my knucks in, in case you were wondering,” I said.

Milla smiled. “I will make your flesh burn a thousand times before I allow you to die,” she hissed. “And as for your little raid, all your colleagues will find is a rather nasty series of nail bombs to greet them.”

Jane whimpered and cowered in the corner. “Oh god, she was in my head. She knows everything, Savoy. I am so sorry.”

The vampire laughed. “Of course I was, and now all your colleagues are going to die along with you.” She threw herself at me and slammed me onto the floor. I saw stars. I tasted blood in my mouth. “But don’t worry, I will keep you alive much longer than them. By the time I am done with you, you will think of a few hundred nails in your face as a cool breeze of salvation."

Milla slammed her fist into my stomach. I heard and felt a couple of ribs break.

I kicked out, but I was pretty well pinned to the floor.

“And don’t think my pretty little traitor won’t be joining in the fun. You see, she is my thrall, and she does my bidding. I will make her pluck out one of your eyeballs and eat it before you watch me skin her alive with your other one.”

Jane screamed.

I laughed. Hell, I giggled.

“Yeah, you are pretty scary, but also so damn dumb,”  I said. “The real plan relied on you falling for the fake plan, and for the record, I don't have colleagues plural. I just have one colleague, and your kind killed her sister."

With the last reserves of strength I had left in my bones, I flipped Milla off me and onto her back and rolled to one side.

Abby leapt through the doorway at the sprawled vampire and sank a stake deep into her heart. She leapt off the squirming creature just before its last scream of agony as she burst into flames and was reduced into a neat pile of ash.

Jane sobbed, but before I could tend to her, I needed to deal with Abby.

“Holy fuck,” said Abby. “She really was a…”

“Vampire,” I said. “Yep.”

“So it's all true. I need to call the bomb squad and round up her accomplices.”

“You need to call the bomb squad and leave it to me to deal with her victims.”

“They lured four women to this monster. They need to pay.”

I took the stake from Abby's hand. “They’ve been used and controlled. They've paid enough. Now they need to heal.”

I leaned in and kissed her. “And so do you.”

Abby nodded. There were tears in her eyes. I knew that she would leave Jane and the others to me.

Abby bagged the remains of the vampire in a handy evidence bag, kissed me for the last time, and left. I knew that my wild life as an undercover cop was over. I would miss them, but now I had a new life with new responsibilities.

Jane was still in a ball on the floor. She rocked back and forth.

I sat by her side, but did not touch her.

“It’s over,” I said.

She looked up at me with red-rimmed eyes. “She’s not in my head anymore. But the things I did in her service. Those poor girls,” she said.

I placed my hand on her arm. “The things you did will always be there, and you will have to live with and learn from them for the rest of your life.”

“I don’t know if I can,” sobbed Jane.

I took her hand in mine and kissed it. “There won’t be any investigation into the deaths. The cases were already closed, but there has to be a penance. You and the others need to use the power and privilege you have to help all the lost and abused women who swarm to the bright lights and brash charms of this city. I will help you, and together we will help the other thralls, and all of us will try and set the city a little straighter."

She looked at me, and I wiped the tears from her eyes and kissed them from her cheeks.

“I will try,” she said.

“That’s all any of us can do," I said.

I took her in my arms. She held on to me tightly.

“Can we just stay like this for a while?” she asked with a small, hopeless smile.

I hugged her. “We can stay like this until the world ends, or at least until the sun comes up.”

We didn't speak after that. We just huddled together in the darkness and waited for the dawn of a new day.
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