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Hiring mortals to do a job is a complex
endeavor when your very existence has to be kept a secret. Getting
the money is not an issue, not with the supernatural skills of a
master vampire and his clan. But it can be tricky when the job you
want done involves bringing mortals into the Lair.

Creative lies and a lot of extra money
help.

The mortals we had brought in to dig a new
level in the Lair were told it was a secret government project. The
human servants who dealt with and guided them brought them down
during the day – which was a risk, but no one would have been able
to stand the racket of their machines otherwise.

You might think living underground would be
something like living in a cave, but when you have hundreds of
years to make a place look nice, well, you can accomplish much.
Even more when you use technology. Mind you, technology, to most of
the people in the Clan consisted of a bow and arrow, or perhaps a
water wheel which was used to grind grain.

The Clans rarely take in new people. They see
no need to expand their numbers, and the more vampires there are
the more they need to feed, the greater the risk of discovery, and
the more disputes over territory. So aside from me, the youngest
vamp in the lair was Bertrand, and he was born in the nineteenth
century.

“Looks good,” I said as I looked up the wall
towards the high ceiling overhead.

Julius let his eyes follow mine and turn
slowly to examine the rest of the room. It was a large room, the
ceiling coffered with huge dark wooden beams with discretely hidden
lighting. The walls had been covered in wood-grain panels, and much
of the hardwood floor had just been laid

You think we want to walk around on stone all
day?

“It seems... acceptable,” he said.

Julius was not much given to emotional
outbursts, to say the least. He'd been a master vampire for almost
two thousand years, after all. It took a lot to get him excited.
Besides, I think he cultivates that dour, flinty-eyed emotionless
attitude.

“I think we should put the pinball machines
over there,” I said, pointing.

He turned his flinty eyes towards me.

“I did not give permission for... pinball...
games.” Whatever those are, he didn't add.

“You didn't say no, either. They'll give
people something else to do besides bitch and moan about the good
old days.”

“Billiards are acceptable.”

“And pinball machines.”

“You are impertinent,” he said.

“That's why you love me,” I replied
sweetly.

His emotionless expression didn't change.

“I do not love anyone. Love is a
weakness.”

“Okay, that's why you like me.”

“I do not like you either.”

“Okay, that's why you dislike me less than
you dislike others.”

I thought he almost rolled his eyes, but
couldn't tell as he turned away and headed back for the
entrance.

“Another couple of weeks and it should be
ready,” I said.

“In my day we would have killed all the
workers to be certain no word was spoken of what they had
seen.”

“The unions wouldn't like that.”

“The who?”

“The... uhm, it was a joke.”

He turned and glowered at me.

I shrugged. “I know, I know. You don't have a
sense of humor.”

He continued on and I followed. He's my
master, after all. I live or not on his word and will. And he's not
a particularly tolerant master, though I think I tend to get away
with more than most. He does make allowances for my being a child,
after all.

Mind you, compared to Julius anyone under a
hundred is considered a child. Or so he has said. I made the
mistake once of suggesting that made him a child molester. That had
been a painful mistake. As he said, he's got no sense of humor.

Oh well. Vampires can take a lot of
punishment. And sometimes they need to.

I have to admit it does have its moments. I
can't say I was all that fond of the taste of blood before I was
brought over. But on the other hand, when my body changed, my
tastes changed. Blood tastes rather sweet now, and it differs in
taste from person to person, depending on race, sex, age, and what
they tend to eat.

Still kinda gross, I know. But what are you
gonna do when the alternative is death? True death, that is. And I
had been facing that at a very early age. So the thought of not
seeing daylight again had been sad, but there hadn't been much
choice in the matter. You don't see any daylight when you're six
feet underground either.

And I hadn't had enough life yet to want to
give it up.

I knew what the deal was, or thought I did,
when Julius brought me over. He explained it to me fairly
carefully, in his deep, unemotional voice. He made it clear what I
got and what I'd give up. What I got was life, of a sort, strength,
resistance to almost all forms of damage, and immunity from
disease.

That last one had been a big factor.

I could also fly, sort of. That was one fuck
of an incentive. Imagine flying! Yes, I had. And yes, I do. It's
everything you could, er, imagine, and more. A bit tiring,
though.

On the downside, of course, the blood thing.
No sunshine. And the fact that whoever brings you over has total
control over you. I don't mean like a dictator among humans. I mean
he just has to wish it and you'll dry up like an old prune and
collapse.

He can cause all kinds of pain, and almost
unimaginable pleasure, depending on what his mood is. He can suck
the life out of you if he chooses. And he always knows where you
are, and, often enough, what you're doing. At least if it causes
severe emotions or pain or pleasure.

Which is why you basically are a slave. An
entitled slave, sure, but a slave nonetheless. You exist on your
master's sufferance, and your only purpose for existing, as far as
he's concerned, is how useful you are. A smart little vampire thus
makes themselves very, very useful to her master.

And yes, that includes sexually. Of course.
Why would you think otherwise? The only sort of emotion I've seen
Julius have is during sex. And even then he does his best to
strictly hide it. Julius doesn't believe in showing emotions. He
was born in Rome in the year 14 AD. Which makes him roughly two
thousand years old.

Julius is just over five feet tall, which was
pretty much the norm for a well-fed Roman of that time. That puts
him a head shorter than me. But height does not equal strength of
power among vampires. There's really no comparison between us
there.

So why do you think some powerful old vampire
would bring me over? Sex, of course. In fact, it's a little
comforting to me that he has that much in common with all the guys
I've ever known. Yes, I was tall and physically attractive, though
not in a round-faced bouncy cheerleader sort of way.

In fact, I'd been a surly, bad-tempered loner
of a goth girl (ironic, eh?). I had hated my body, particularly my
pale face and big boobs. I'd hated being tall, too. All of that
made me stand out and I didn't want to stand out. I wanted to be
invisible. Which, yeah, is more irony.

I'd worn dark clothes which disguised my
shape, dyed my hair black, and skulked about in the usual sulky
teenager fashion, certain I was more sophisticated than everyone
else and sneering at their fashion choices and idiotic dating
rituals. Yes, I was the ultimate and almost cliched teenaged
rebel.

Which is, of course, more irony. Now I do
what I'm told or else. I also am often required to dress as I'm
told, and that's usually in a very revealing fashion.

And as for sex. My body is not my own. I have
sex with whoever I'm told to have sex with. Fortunately, Julius
rarely shares me. I don't think that's because he's kindly or
considerate. Those sorts of words simply don't apply to him. He's
possessive, and arrogant and powerful, and doesn't feel the need to
impress anyone or give anyone gifts.

And it's not like he hasn't been asked. I
mean, once you scraped off the face-paint and stripped away the
baggy clothes I had the lithe, beautiful body of a teenage girl.
And still did. And always would. I mean, there's a vamp here who
looks like a nine-year-old and is a thousand years old. Sucks to be
him. No pun intended.

It's been a year and a half since I died. I
saw little of Julius for the first six months. I was being
'trained' during that time. I was being trained in dancing, in
massage, in how to move naked, how to strip, how to seduce, how to
use my body to please him. And I was being trained in how to use my
strength, and in how to fight.

Ever wonder what society would be like
without the cops and courts? Well, the supernatural is kind of like
that. There are rules, but they're kind of threadbare. And they
don't include not murdering one another. Basically, you can do
whatever the hell you want unless your master, or whoever is allied
or in charge of the other guy objects.

The only real rules are about mortals and
keeping them ignorant. And that's not hard because mortals tend not
to believe what makes them uncomfortable. They look for excuses and
cling to them.

As a mortal, I'd dressed to be ignored. As a
vampire, I preferred the same. But most of the supernatural had
senses which you can't hide from without a lot of trouble. I've
gotten fairly good at going unnoticed, mind you. But if you're
going to be seen, then you had better be seen as dangerous, or else
you're chum in the water.

The cliché that vampires wear black all the
time is just that and comes from fiction. Vampires wear whatever
damn colors please them. Julius is fond of blood red. Still, I do
wear black. I had as a teenager. I still did. Only now it was
leather, and I didn't have to worry about yeast infections. Nor do
I sweat.

Of course, wearing black makes my pale face
and red hair stand out, especially since I'm not allowed to cut it.
Julius doesn't say why. He doesn't have to. He just has to say. But
he definitely likes to pull on it when he's riding me, so I figure
that's a big part of it.

I sleep naked. I've always slept naked, at
least as long as I was able to do so without my parents knowing. I
do not sleep in a coffin. No one does. Why would you when you can
sleep on a comfortable, king-sized bed with a quality mattress?

I know two vampires who choose to sleep in
coffins, and they're both idiots.

My apartment is in his suite for his
convenience. Most people would call it a one-bedroom apartment.
Except for the lack of windows. It's got a bathroom and bedroom on
one side, a small kitchen, living room, and dining area on the
other.

I have a gray carpet. The walls and ceiling
are black. Much of the wall is covered by blood-red curtains, and
the sheets and pillowcases are the same color. The furniture is
gray, as are the kitchen cabinets and counter. The tiles in the
kitchen are a lighter gray.

The doors to my bedroom and to my apartment
are solid steel. So is the frame. They won't stop a vampire for
long, but a human would need explosives to get through them. And it
will stop a vampire for long enough...

There is a rivalry within a clan. There is
the master, then the weaker masters who owe allegiance to him or
her, then everyone else vying for their approval and favor. How you
become a master is basically by surviving. The older you get the
more powerful you become. Don't ask me why. That's not something
anyone has bothered to explain.

And survival isn't the whole of it. There's
more to it since the masters vary in strength, and so do the rest
of us. And that isn't all by age. I, for example, have discovered
through several attacks on me that I'm somewhat higher on the power
spectrum than most. Why? Who the fuck knows. Julius, probably, but
he's not saying. Julius is not a talker.

Aaron seems to think it comes from strength
of will. Some vamps are a thousand years old and nowhere near being
masters. I would hope so. I've been called pig-headed since I was
eight. Aaron is one of the masters, the second to Julius. He's
British, and only about a thousand or so. Cuyler is the third. He's
a Viking, or was.

One of the first things I found out about
being a vampire chick is that your senses are far more powerful
than a mortal. That includes your vision, your sense of taste, of
smell, and your hearing. There's another sense, and that's the
sense of touch. As with the other four senses, it's highly elevated
above human norms.

Which means that I like being touched. A lot.
I like touching myself, too, far more than might be called healthy.
Which means every evening when I waken, the first thing I do is
masturbate. Why wouldn't I? My breasts, and particularly my nipples
feel incredible when I squeeze and knead them, when I roll and
pluck and even pinch my nipples.

As for how my clit feels when I begin to
stroke it, well, it's almost literally mind-blowing. With my legs
spread wide and my fingers rubbing at my clitoris, with my other
hand kneading my breasts, it doesn't take long before a rush of
sexual energy fills me, and then grows into a desperate passion and
hunger.

Honestly, every time I stroke my finger
across my clitoris I want to cry out in pleasure. It's that
intense. My hips jerk up and down constantly and my muscles begin
to spasm repeatedly as the pleasure fills me.

Which makes my job a little difficult. I'm a
stripper. Why do I need a job? Because the lair is fucking boring
as shit. There's nothing to do down there but drink, fuck and
fight. The only one of those I like is fucking, and Julius doesn't
want me doing that except with him and the masters.

I work the ten to two shift at The Heat, a
high-end strip club in Midtown Manhattan. It took some effort, as
you can imagine, to go from doing my best to be ignored, to
parading around in my birthday suit in front of a room full of
people.

But when Julius says you do something, you do
something. And when I whined about being seen naked he made me
spend all day, every day naked at the lair and refused to allow me
into his suite except for sleeping and sex.

Since most of the vampires are males and most
of them are horny bastards that was a mortifying experience. They
hadn't been allowed to touch me, so had confined themselves to
staring and making the most obscene sexual remarks imaginable.

You get used to being naked remarkably
quickly in those circumstances.

I make a ton of money at the club. I'm
beautiful, and move with a lithe, fluid grace few of the other
girls can match. My skin is soft and unblemished, and once I can
touch a client I can influence them, entrance them, have them give
me more money.

I can top two thousand a shift, easy, and I
get to keep it all. Julius doesn't need any. His skim comes from
bankers and the like.

The one problem I had as a dancer was the
lap-dancing. Because, as I said, I'm extremely sensitive down
there. And Julius has done his best to turn me into some kind of
sex maniac or nympho. Which means that as I straddled a client that
night, a balding, middle-aged banker, and ground myself down on the
erection in his expensive trousers, the heat was building rapidly
within me.

Arousal is like alcohol or a drug in that it
infects your mind and causes you to not care about certain things
you probably should. Like I didn't care that the guy under me was
nothing remotely like the sort of guy who would usually turn me
on.

It wasn't just the feel of his cock grinding
against my naked pussy which turned me on. After my initial
embarrassment at the thought of being a stripper had passed I had
begun to really enjoy the job. The thought of ME as a seductress
would have once been a joke. Now I was one. The thought of grown
men paying ME to see my body would have filled me with laughter,
now it fed my ego.

How incredibly aroused I made them just by
BEING was a huge sop to my ego – especially since everyone in the
lair treated me like shit. And I came to take a deep sense of
satisfaction in being hot and sexy.

Which meant as I ground myself against Brian,
the guy sitting on the leather sofa below me, I was exciting myself
just from the way I moved, just from doing something – stripping –
lap-dancing – which would have astounded and horrified me a year
and a half earlier.

Yeah, look at me! Look how hot and sexy I am!
Look how edgy and sophisticated and sleek!

I was in the champagne room. The champagne
room is not a small booth. It's round, with a round couch circling
it. In the middle is a round, raised platform with a stripper pole
sprouting from the center. On a busy night there could be six girls
in here at once grinding and dancing and flirting with men as the
music pounded.

I was deeply aroused as I ground myself down
on Brian, teasing and taunting him, flirting and posing, arching my
back and letting my stiff nipples lightly brush across his face.
The hard part, no pun intended, was not tearing his pants open and
impaling myself on his cock. Believe me, I wanted to!

But then I wanted to with most of them. This
just got me so horny! Occasionally, when alone, when it was quiet,
I weakened and did it, despite the rules. But there was another
client in here with another girl – Tammy – dancing for him.

I was being careful with Brian. I knew I
could make him pop his cork any second, but if I did that there'd
be no more excuse to pay me. I already had three fifty dollar bills
on the table and was angling for a fourth.

Another girl came into the room, bringing
another client, and I felt myself freeze. They sat down to my
right, and I turned my head to stare at the client, who was staring
at me. He smelled of... something familiar. He was a big, strong,
handsome man in a nice suit. But he struck me as something of a
caveman dressed up.

I turned back to Brian and continued grinding
against him, and then sensed something in the room, a sense of
unease, of danger. Brian's erection melted below me. I heard the
guy behind me stammer an apology to Tammy and thrust some bills at
her as he hurried out.

I stood up as Brian eagerly followed, and
then Tammy took the bills her customer gave her and hurried out
too. The man looked at me and cocked his finger. I stared at him,
confused. He reached out and took my wrist, pulling me over, then
put a hundred dollar bill on the table.

“Dance for me, beautiful,” he said.

I was uneasy, but I began to dance.

“Up there,” he said, pointing at the
pole.

I climbed up and began to swing around the
pole, twisting and arching, swaying and arching as he looked up
with dark eyes. There was a raw power there I could sense. But he
wasn't a vampire. I'd know if he was. He smelled... canine. Only it
wasn't a smell. It was some other sense of mine. Which meant he
might be a werewolf.

Werewolves and vampires had an uneasy
relationship. We were stronger, faster, and had other advantages.
Sometimes shifter packs were allowed to live in a master's
territory, but it was understood they were there on his sufferance
and would do as he told them. Sometimes they were used as daytime
muscle or guards.

He gestured me down, and put another hundred
on the table. I climbed atop him, feeling the familiar sense of
heat swirling through me now that I understood what I was dealing
with. I rolled my hips atop him, my hands caressing the powerful
muscles of his shoulders, and sliding up and down his chest.

His big hands were on my thighs, which was
technically a no-no, but I didn't care about that. I could feel his
erection growing underneath me, and it felt like a big one. I
leaned in, brushing my nipples across his face, and his hands slid
up to squeeze my buttocks.

That was more of a no-no, but I didn't say
anything. My heat was getting hotter and hotter and my body began
to thrum with excitement. I rolled over, so my back was to him, and
ground my buttocks against his groin, slouching a little on his big
body. I leaned forward, giving him a show, then sat back.

He gripped my arms and pulled them back
together behind me and I moaned weakly. I felt him put something
metal around my wrists, and jerked, my mind starting to push aside
the dark clouds of heat enveloping me. But then his other hand went
around me and dropped between my thighs.

I shuddered as his fingers found my naked sex
and began to rub against me. The sensation was almost completely
overpowering. I gurgled and moaned and ground myself desperately
against his fingers even as I wondered why the metal whatever it
was was able to hold my wrists in place. It shouldn't have.

I gasped as he gripped my hair and forced me
up, even as he forced my head back. When I sank back down his cock
lay naked under me. Moaning, I ground myself against it, amazed at
its length and thickness. I rolled myself in and out, rubbing my
swollen pussy along his shaft as the sexual fever grew more
intense.

He jerked up on my hair to raise me, and then
he eased his grip I felt the head of his cock pressing against me.
I knew I should have said something, done something, but I wanted
it inside me sooo bad! I groaned as it stretched me out more and
more, making me ache, but then it slid into me as I went down.

A hand snaked out and grabbed my throat as I
came, preventing me from screaming in pleasure. The other hand
rubbed hard and fast at my clitoris as I trembled and shook and
thrashed in wild animal heat and passion! His cock filled me! And
more than that! God, it was so big!

As soon as the worst of the orgasm had faded
he removed his hand from my neck, not that I really had to breathe
regularly anyway. The hand roughly kneaded my breast as I began to
ride him. It wasn't easy, because he was just impossibly thick! I
rose up and sank down, slowly, trembling and gasping and moaning as
he continued to rub my clitoris.

He was as thick as a coke can! God, it ached!
But I was so hot, so high on passion and lust that I shrugged off
the pain as the pleasure poured over me like a flood of liquid
heat. I rose up and down, gasping, shuddering, glorying in every
deep penetration.

And it was deep. It was as deep as anything
I'd ever had inside me. I suddenly remembered someone saying
something about shifters being able to control the size of their
cocks, and felt another dark rush of heat.

His hand, the one gripping a big chunk of my
hair behind my neck used it to inspire me to greater energy,
pulling me up and then letting me sink down, again and again. I
felt oddly weak, that is, physically, even though the sexual energy
was crackling through my body like his cock was a live power
line.

His fingers rubbed harder against my
clitoris, and I twisted and writhed and gurgled as my mind was
blasted by endless waves of pleasure and heat. Another orgasm tore
through me, and again he gripped me by the neck, jerking me back
against him as my body bounced and bucked and went mad with the
intensity of it.

He turned me around somehow so I was facing
him. He leered at me, a hand around my neck, the other roughly
fondling my breast. My eyes were, I know, glassy as I swayed
dazedly atop him.

“So, little vampire girl, I have a few
questions,” he said.

I pulled against the metal restraints,
puzzled, panting, weak.

“How many vampires are there in Julius'
lair?” he asked.

I moaned, starting to get my mind back
together, but he reached down and started to flick his thumb across
my clitoris and I gasped and jerked with every burst of
sensation.

He ground his hips below me, which twisted
his big cock in my belly.

“How many vampires are in Julius' lair?” he
asked.

I didn't care how many vampires were in
Julius' lair. I just wanted him to fuck me or wanted to fuck him,
but he was kind of holding me in place by the neck so I couldn't
rise up.

He squeezed my breast painfully, kind of
twisting it, but if he thought the pain would intimidate me he
clearly had no knowledge of what sex with Julius was like. Instead,
it just sent a powerful rush of heat and endorphins through my
body, making me gasp, making my pussy spasm around his cock.

I was squeezing around his thick cock, and I
saw him flinch, not from pain. I was milking his cock and he was
fighting to control himself, fighting his animal instincts. They
were even closer to the surface in shifters than they were in
vamps.

I arched my back and his eyes were drawn to
my breasts, or at least, the one he wasn't crushing, and he gave
in, his head darting down with a growl as he sank his teeth into my
breast. I shuddered at the pain, but his teeth were still
human.

And now he began to thrust up into me, every
stroke sending a rolling ball of fiery pleasure up through my body.
His other hand dropped between my legs as he bounced me up and
down, rubbing my clitoris, then digging a nail into it, grinding it
from side to side.

I cried out – well, tried to. I couldn't make
a lot of sound with his hand squeezing my throat.

My mind was blasted by a shock-wave of dark
pleasure as another huge orgasm tore through me. It was... rapture.
All thoughts, all higher-order functions of my brain, were gone as
I became a creature of pure pleasure, wallowing in it as he bit at
my breasts and rammed his huge cock up into my belly.

It went on and on, until I thought my mind
might be fried by it, and didn't care. Then he came inside me. I
could feel his heat, sense his release as he growled like an
animal. He crushed me against him as he practically fed at my
breasts while I reveled in the repeated thrusts of his cock up into
my aching belly.

He collapsed, at last, gasping for breath,
letting me fall against him, my head against his shoulder.

His fingers kneaded my buttocks as his cock
began to slowly soften within me.

“Perhaps we will go somewhere more quiet
where we can have a more fruitful discussion,” he gasped. “My pack
would enjoy a lovely bit of flesh like you they don't have to play
gently with.”

My mind was starting to return and with it
the certain knowledge that no, I really didn't want to go somewhere
and entertain his pack. I still felt strangely weak, though. I
jerked against the metal around my wrists but couldn't pull
free.

Then I stared at his throat just above me. He
dug his fingers into my buttocks, which half lifted me and I rose a
bit more then sank my teeth into the side of his throat. Almost at
once, he froze as the contact sent my venom into his bloodstream to
paralyze him.

I began to feed, which sent a supercharged
rush of energy through my body, enough to tear my wrists free of
each other. This was heady stuff, this werewolf blood! I could feel
all my energy returning and then some! But with it, I could sense
him already resisting, and I vaguely recalled someone early on
saying shifters were largely immune to our charms.

Not totally immune, however.

With the energy I felt I could now sense the
other shifters around, nearby, no doubt waiting for him and liable
to come in any second. I pulled back and quickly pulled on what few
clothes I wore in the club.

“I don't think I want to entertain your pack,
doggy,” I said.

The silver bracelets, or whatever they were,
were making my wrists itch. I tore them off and dropped them in his
lap. Whoops. Silver burns weres. Oh well. I strode out of the room,
and several shifters nearby frowned at me and looked towards the
champagne room. I knew I had little time, so went straight down the
hall and out into the alley, then jumped up onto the roof.

I jumped from there to the roof across the
street, then to another roof six blocks further along. I put some
distance between me and the club the doggies couldn't trail, then
started looking for somewhere to replace my clothes.

I found a clothing store and went in through
the roof. It took me only a minute to find a pair of jeans and a
blouse, then I jumped out through the roof and headed back to the
lair.
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The building was an old one, the way mortals
reckoned time. It had been build over a century ago. The lair was
underneath it, deep under its sub-basement and garage. And during
the day, that was where all of us spent all our time,
naturally.

But there was an elevator which led up to the
top floor, for Julius owned the building. Or, well, I suppose some
unnamed numbered company owned it. But really, it belonged to
Julius, as did all the vampires who lived in the lair.

I was one of those who didn't need to take
the elevator. I don't exactly fly, by the way. It's more like I...
jump. I can jump for blocks, though, and jump from a ten-story
building to the ground or vice versa. From the top of a ten-story
building I can jump up and out, the momentum taking me twenty
stories higher if I want. I couldn't jump to the roof of Julius'
building from the ground, but I could work my way up from nearby
buildings.

I dropped onto the balcony and waited there a
moment. My presence would trigger his wards, of course, and he'd
quickly know it was me. But you don't want to surprise someone like
Julius. Not ever. So I waited. After a minute, Ellim arrived and
slid the door back. Ellim was a werewolf sworn to Julius, and he
frowned as he saw me, no doubt smelling the other shifter on
me.

“You know Julius doesn't like you... dropping
in like this,” he said.

“Yes, well, I thought it best.”

“On your head be it.”

He meant that literally.

I followed him through the doors and into a
sumptuously appointed penthouse apartment, then down a hall to
where the masters had their offices. He had a corner office,
naturally. He looked up with a frown as Ellim led me in but didn't
say anything. Julius had told me he didn't like superfluous talk.
You said something that needed to be said. You didn't talk just to
hear yourself speak.

So he didn't say something like “I presume
you have a good reason for coming here unannounced” or similar
because it didn't need to be said. Obviously, I thought I did or I
wouldn't be here. Besides, I should still be working and he knew
that too.

“So I was giving a lap-dance in the champagne
room when a werewolf came in,” I said. “I've never seen him before.
Everyone left, probably because he gave off that... whatever it was
that some people do that makes everyone subconsciously decide they
don't want to be around.”

“And he let you feed on him?” Ellim
demanded.

Yes, I suppose he could sense that.

“Not... exactly. I was kind of uhm, aroused
at the time.”

“In heat,” Ellim snorted.

And he was in human form and had me switch my
lap-dance to him. Then he uhm – “

I pulled my hands up and examined my wrists
for the first time. They felt sore, kind of... sunburned.

“While I was uh, dancing on him, with my back
to him, he pulled my wrists back and put these kind of... handcuffs
on them.”

“Why would you turn your back on a strange
werewolf?” Ellim asked.

“I didn't exactly know that was what he was.
I was in a kind of … heat, as you say. I knew there was something
different about him, but not exactly what yet. Anyway, he put these
things on me, and the next thing I knew I was going out of my mind
as I rode his cock.”

Julius looked at Ellim.

“Not one of mine,” Ellim said. “They'd never
go near that club.”

His eyes flicked back to me.

“He asked me how many vampires there were in
the lair.”

Ellim grunted.

Julius just looked at me. I wondered if I
waited if I could get him to say something like “And then?” But it
was probably best not to try to piss him off.

“I wasn't really in a mental state to answer.
And before long he wasn't really in a mental state to do much but
uhm, what came naturally. But after that, he asked again, and then
suggested he would take me somewhere quieter where I could
entertain his pack.”

“Why didn't you pull your hands free of these
handcuffs?” Ellim said.

“I felt weak. I think they were silver.”

He moved forward and lifted my arm, examining
my wrist.

“It is not burned enough.”

“Anyway, then I bit him, and that brought
this tremendous rush of energy. I was able to tear them off then,
and for all I know healed myself at the same time. I dropped them
on his lap and left quickly because I could sense others nearby in
the club.”

“And came straight here?” Ellim demanded.

“No. I traveled over rooftops for some
distance until I could drop in through the second floor of a
building that had a clothing store. Then I flew here in a
roundabout way, as I do, from one roof to another, gaining height
until I could reach the penthouse. No werewolf could track me.”

“He probably already knows where the lair
is,” Julius said. “It's impossible to keep it completely secret
given how many come and go.”

Ellim grunted.

Julius gave a nod and Ellim tapped me and
jerked his head. I walked out with him following.

“What did this shifter look like?”

“Big. Handsome.”

“How big was his cock?”

I flicked my eyes at him but he didn't even
seem to be leering or mocking.

“Big.”

“Very big?”

“Yes.”

“Hmm.”

“Jealous?”

“Manipulating parts of the body to make them
larger, doing so easily and safely takes a certain measure of skill
and ability. You say you sensed others outside?”

I nodded.

“So at least an alpha, perhaps even a high
alpha.”

“How many weres are in the city?”

“Enough. But deliberately approaching a vamp
and trying to get information out of them? That is... dangerous.
And the only point of it would be if some new pack was hoping to
move into our territory.”

“You mean your pack's territory?”

“My pack lives in Julius' territory. But we
don't control it – exactly. We control a part of it, and only from
other weres. Julius could let a second pack settle away from us if
they chose and if they swore to him. But this other pack hasn't
approached him, so they might be working with someone against
him.”

“How do we find out?”

“You don't. We do.”

He put me in the elevator and it moved down
smoothly and quickly. It had only two buttons, one for the top and
one for the bottom. It appeared on no building blueprints and had
no openings on other floors. I got off at the bottom of the
stairwell which led down to the lair.

A beefy vampire named Tyrone stood there. He
glanced at me with interest but didn't speak as I went through the
steel door and then down. There was a lot of steel here and a lot
of stone. Vampires are paranoids for a reason.

I returned to my room and stripped, then
called the club. The manager was one of our human servants so I
just explained what had happened, then hung up. It wasn't like he
was going to fire me. Julius owned the club, after all.

I pulled out my phone and cursed for the
millionth time at the lack of signal. The new section would have
WiFi and cable, in part because I'd convinced Julius of the
usefulness for research and keeping an eye on business. But at the
moment, there was nothing.

I had a shower, a thorough shower, shampooed
my hair, and then pulled out a book to read a bit before sleep.

*

Most of the time, since the sunset is what
wakes me – and him – Julius will waken around the same time, and
then he'll sense the pleasure and heat filling me and will summon
me. That doesn't involve any sort of words being spoken. It just
involves my sudden need to see him, to go to him.

It doesn't matter how aroused I am or what
I'm doing, that sense of needing to get to him overrules everything
else and I'll force myself out of bed and across the floor.

Which is where my story really begins.

I was out of the bed, out of the bedroom, and
out of my room very quickly, and into the common areas of his
suite. He has the (er..) master bedroom, and I have a side bedroom.
The central area has a luxurious dining room table for twelve, an
office, and a bath – as he calls it – which is very much like a
Roman bath. Or a small swimming pool.

I reached his door and it opened. I felt my
knees give way and dropped to all fours, then crawled through.

Julius is arrogant with power and dominant in
every sense of the world. I have yet to meet a man, much less a
vampire who doesn't like to dominate beautiful women. Julius is on
the upper end of that scale, and every other scale.

I crawled naked across his black rug and up
to his bed, which was covered in black silk and satin sheets, and
the closer I got the more aroused I became. The lust was riding me
to the point I could hardly think of anything else but satisfying
it.

Julius is not a big man, physically, but he
exudes power like few I've ever sensed. And as a vampire, I could
indeed sense that power, instantly. Now he simply looked at me
through narrowed brown eyes, watching as I crawled closer, as I
crawled into the bed, all but panting with heat.

“Master!” I moaned.

He pulled aside the sheets and gripped his
loose drawstring pants, tugging them down. My hands trembled, but I
was very careful. However aroused I was, Julius would not tolerate
me acting with violence towards him.

His cock was hard, in part because he was
feeling my heat. There was a kind of feedback loop between master
and servant in that one was aroused by feeling the heat of the
other, and that kind of circled back and forth to increase the
arousal of both.

I shuddered as I gripped his balls, then
began to lick them. I knew precisely how, of course, for the
training I'd been given had been harsh and unforgiving, much like
Julius. I held his cock in my hands and moaned as I rubbed it over
my face, over my lips. I kissed him, then began to lick my way up
and down, sliding my lips down to the base, sucking on his balls,
then licking back up again.

I licked the underside of the head, and
rubbed it against myself again, then pursed my lips and pressed it
against them, letting it force its way through. My lips slid down
the shaft as I sucked and licked, moaning around it, bobbing up and
down, going deeper and deeper until it plunged into my throat.

I trembled with the heat as I bobbed up and
down, using the full length of him. The feel of it caressing the
inside of my throat, sliding along my tongue, stroking over my
lips, was intensely erotic and made me grind my thighs together as
the heat grew even more powerful within me.

And then he reached down, his hands on the
back of my head, drawing me in firmly, my lips wrapped around the
base of his shaft. He rolled over, which rolled me over onto my
back. His legs shifted to the sides, pinning my arms, and then he
began to fuck me, hard.

I lay there, head tilted back, arms and legs
spread, back arched as he fucked my mouth and throat with cold,
savage thrusts, driving his thick cock into my mouth hard and fast
until his orgasm burst from him.

He sighed at his release and drew back, then
rolled over. I squirmed out from under him so as to not get in his
way. Then I jumped out of the bed and got the pillows. He sat up
and I slid them behind him to prop him up. I turned on the TV,
which was set to the news station, and handed him the remote.

He put it on the side table and jerked me
forward so that I fell across his lap. I shuddered as his hands
caressed my back and buttocks, stroking lightly, gliding along skin
which seemed to crackle with sexual electricity wherever he
touched.

Crack!

His hand slapped my bottom with the sound of
a snapped branch. I gasped at the sharp pain, but it did nothing to
push back the arousal gripping me.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

His hand slapped down repeatedly, each blow
causing a stinging jolt of pain. Then his hand was thrust between
my trembling thighs, cupping my sex hard.

The orgasm exploded within me and I lost
control of my body. I screamed, writhing and twisting, my arms
flailing, my body trying feverishly to drive my pussy back harder
against his fingers as the pleasure turned me into an unthinking
creature of carnal lust and pleasure.

I writhed and twisted and screamed as the
orgasm flayed my mind. The pleasure was literally overwhelming, a
massive flood of liquid heat that scalded and burned, melting my
mind as it poured through me in an endless wave.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
Crack!

The short, sharp stinging blows of his hand
against my bucking, grinding buttocks were like little lightning
bolts of pain in the storm of pleasure. At first. Then, as he
continued, even they were twisted to pleasure. Everything was
pleasure. My breasts burned as they ground and mashed against the
sheets. My nipples were like needles of intense pleasure-driven
deep into my chest. My very skin crackled with pleasure.

It was a good thing I was a vampire because
it all left me, literally, breathless.

It faded when he wanted it to fade. I knew
from experience he could keep it up indefinitely. Then again, he
could do the same with pain.

I lay atop him, trembling and dazed. He
gripped my hair and dragged me up and back and around, then propped
me up so I was sitting across his lap. My eyes were still glassy,
I'm sure, and my mind took a while to return to something
resembling a thinking person.

He casually fondled my breasts while it did.
My body was his, after all, to do with as he chose.

“I have an assignment for you,” he said.

Since he could almost literally read my mind
he knew very well when I had regained my senses enough to
understand him.

“Yes, master,” I said.

“It is an unusual assignment. What do you
know of the New York Council?”

I blinked, trying to further clear my
mind.

“The master vampires of the various New York
territories have a council which decides on matters of... interest
to them.”

It also referred disputes between them before
they turned into wars, but no need to mention that.

“The Council maintains agents in a variety of
human organizations, including the police. They provide us with
influence, as well as information on what is happening with and
among the mortals. One such agent, in the police department, has
detected what he believes is evidence of a shifter group operating
in midtown Manhattan.”

“Duh,” I said.

Crack!

I winced at the slap.

“Don't be impertinent.”

“Did they just find out last night?”

“No. They detected it several days ago.”

“And just mentioned it?”

Crack!

They did not consider it important until we
raised inquiries about strange shifters. Their evidence is not
firm.”

“Mine is. In fact, he was very firm.”

Crack!

“They have been seen north of here.”

“Central Park,” I said.

“Central Park and also tremendous wealth on
three sides around it, and a place to hide where few questions are
asked on the fourth.”

I nodded. Harlem was north of the enormous
Central Park. The Upper West and Upper East sides of Manhattan
bracketed the park, filled with the palatial apartments of the
wealthy. And then Billionaires Row was on the south.

“Unattached shifters are undisciplined and...
messy. They can cause trouble, unwanted attention from mortal
authorities. They're bad for business, and territorial once they
get established. One of Akar's people is investigating. He requires
a partner.”

I waited for him to go on, still having no
idea of what he wanted from me.

“I don't understand,” I said.

“You will be assigned as his partner while
the two of you investigate these shifters.”

“Me?!”

“You.”

“But... Master, uhm, I'm not exactly
a...”

“Skilled or trained investigator? Do you
presume I'm unaware of that?”

“No, Master.”

“You are not being loaned to him as a
detective. You are the youngest member of my clan, one of the
youngest vampires in the city. You are being loaned as someone
young enough to be more familiar with the customs and language of
the locals. The person Akar has chosen is from another place and
another time.”

“Why?”

“Who knows what moves through his mind,” he
said, still fondling my buttocks.

I thought I might mention how the shifter
enjoyed doing that too but thought better of it.

“Since you've seen several of them, and are
of this time and place, you would seem an excellent choice to join
him.”

“I live to serve,” I said.

Crack!

“Yes,” he said. “You do.”
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The clan isn't a democracy, and you don't get
to question what the master tells you to do, so I shrugged and
accepted it, though not without a lot of misgivings.

I kind of sort of understood the issue with
the older vamps. We tend to be a product of the world we grew up
in, and if you grew up in fourteenth-century France it was a bit
hard to really feel comfortable in modern-day New York.

And the older vamps rarely left the lair. Not
to put too fine a point on it but 'food' is brought in. Nor are
they interested in popular culture, movies, television, or the
internet. On occasion, they might attend the orchestra or ballet,
or a live play. But they didn't watch CNN or care about the
Bachelor or Survivor.

I didn't care about them either, mind, but at
least I was familiar with them. And I did watch TV and had always
found the internet to be quite interesting and enlightening – and
entertaining. When I could get it.

Akar was one of the other masters in the
city, which is divided up into territories controlled by the power
of whichever master owns them. Akar was Egyptian, or had been a few
thousand years ago. Now he controlled Manhattan South, while Julius
controlled the midtown area. Harlem was run by Wasswa, who had
allegedly been an African prince. And Central Park was neutral
territory.

The other five boroughs had a dozen more
master vampires elbowing each other for territory, but none had the
power of Akar and Julius. So it wasn't all that unusual any
investigation would have someone representing those two.

*

David Butler was English – as in England
before it became the “United Kingdom”. He was six and a half feet
tall and looked about thirty-five. He was actually around nine
hundred and had spent much of his life in London. His accent,
though, was a weird mixture of British and French. And he wasn't
particularly pleased to see me.

He wasn't a Master, though, and like me, he
did as he was told without complaining – to his master. I was
another story completely.

“I do not anticipate you being of any
assistance. Just try not to hinder me.”

“What does hinder mean?” I asked, giving him
a confused look.

I knew perfectly well what hinder meant. I
am, after all, a voracious reader. But there is a knack for mocking
old vampires without getting your face bashed. And pleading
ignorance in the face of archaic words was among the best. It works
especially well with Europeans since they assume all Americans are
uneducated.

Also, there is a kind of prejudice among
vampires, only instead of by skin color, it’s by age. The older
tend to sneer at the younger. Since the older ones usually are more
powerful that's considered perfectly reasonable. Power controls all
among vampires.

“Do not get in my way,” he growled.

I kept the confused look on. “Why would I do
that?”

“Out of sheer ignorance.”

“You will have to enlighten me, then,” I said
blandly, “so I will be less ignorant.”

He gave me a scowl, but as he wasn't of my
clan it would take more than mere suspicion I was being
disrespectful for him to smack me. Inter-clan relations are always
delicate.

“Keep your mouth closed and do nothing unless
instructed to do so.”

The car someone had arranged for us was a
gleaming black Cadillac sedan. And of course, I was the one who had
to drive because nine hundred-year-old vampires rarely bothered to
learn.

“This thing is a boat,” I said as I pulled
into traffic.

He looked at me, confounded. “It is an
automobile,” he said.

“I mean it maneuvers like a wallowing tub,” I
replied.

“I was informed you were instructed in its
operation.”

“I have a driver's license. But I haven't
driven much. I didn't own a car when I was alive, nor did my
family. I really only got the license to prove I could.”

“I'm not interested in your history,” he said
coldly.

“It's an explanation of my lack of experience
driving cars, let alone great big, fat things like this.”

“You appear to be sufficiently in control of
the vehicle.”

“You mean I haven't crashed yet?”

He gave me a glower, but I'd had way better
from way scarier people.

“So where are we going?”

“The Upper East side.”

“What's there?”

“A man I'm going to talk with.”

“About what?”

“None of your business.”

“On the contrary, I was assigned here, so it
IS my business.”

“You were assigned to assist me. You can best
do that by keeping your mouth closed.”

“Okay. No blow-job for you.”

He frowned, but apparently, he didn't know
the term and didn't ask.

I drove in silence for some minutes, then
reached down and turned on the radio. He watched me, which was how
he knew how to reach down and turn it off.

“Let me guess, that's not real music,” I
said.

“Was that what it was supposed to be?”

I shrugged. “What was music a thousand years
ago? Lutes? Flutes? Anal gases expelled in a skillful melody?”

He sighed but didn't answer.

I cut off a guy in a Tesla and he honked
angrily. I pressed a button to lower the window, thrust my arm out,
and pumped my finger at him.

“What are you doing?”

“Communicating with the natives,” I said.

“Close the window.”

I closed the window.

The Tesla honked at me. I brake-checked him.
He honked more, and I turned onto 1st Avenue and sped
up.

Butler looked around with disapproval,
scowling out at the brightly lit city streets and the pedestrians
moving back and forth.

“How long is this going to take?”

“Depends on the traffic.”

“Can't you go faster?”

“Sure. I can dump you and the car here and
fly there.”

He gave me a long, sour look, then turned his
eyes away.

One for me. Only a few vamps can fly, and I
was one of them. From his silence, I was thinking Butler wasn't
capable of flying.

Then again, older vamps are good at not
giving shit away. And the moment I thought that I cursed myself for
doing so. Never give someone information about your abilities when
concealing it might give you an edge someday. When you're a
vampire, everyone you meet is potentially a deadly enemy.

We passed back into mid-town with no further
conversation. I passed the time looking out at the city with
interest and curiosity. I hadn't spent a ton of time in Manhattan
when alive, especially at night. Everything was too expensive for
me, and it felt dangerous after dark.

Now I had a lot of money and wasn't worried
about some drooling pervert accosting me, but Julius didn't often
let me go topside just to wander and play. He treats me as more of
a child than my parents had – well, except for the sex thing. And
the beatings.

I finally reached 59th Street and
turned west, pointing at the bridge as I did.

“That's how they'll be getting back and
forth,” I said. “Now you wanna tell me where I'm going?”

He handed me a piece of paper. It had an
address on 71st Street.

I glanced over at him, my eyes flicking down
at his suit. It was modern enough, and fit perfectly. Apparently,
there was a tailor in his lair. He probably would have preferred a
robe, or whatever the hell they'd worn in London a thousand years
ago, but that might have looked a bit out of place.

I continued on to 71st, then
started looking for a place to park. He sat there silently while I
moved slowly up and down the block, then finally sighed and
spoke.

“What are you doing?”

“Looking for a place to park this boat.”

“There are many places. Put it there,” he
said, pointing.

“There's no parking there.”

“What?”

“You're not allowed to park there.”

“How do you know?”

“Because there's a sign.”

“Ignore it.”

“If I ignore it the car might not be here
when we come out. It will get towed away.”

“I don't care. I do not wish to be late for
my meeting. Park it there.”

“Fine. I'll park it here.”

I parked and we got out. I followed him, then
edged up beside him. He turned and frowned and I ignored it. He
wasn't some master that I had to walk a step or two behind, after
all.

“So who are we meeting?”

“I am meeting a human my Clan has dealt with
who has information. You can stay back and – .”

“Nope.”

He glared again.

“Whatever is being said or learned my master
wants first-hand knowledge of.”

“I will tell him.”

“No, I will tell him.”

“You are – .”

“It's not open to discussion! You don't get
to decide what we learn of this.”

He gave me an icy look but turned his head
away. We reached the building. It was a pricey condo, with a
doorman and security. We ignored the doorman, who bowed his head at
Butler and frowned at my leather outfit and went inside.

He would have walked past security, but that
would cause trouble. I went over to the man there, smiling.

“Good evening,” I said, letting my voice go
down several timbres to a furry mezzo-soprano. “We're here to see
Mister Smith.”

Butler had stopped, frowning at me,
apparently having no idea what I was doing.

Clearly, he didn't get out much.

I reached out to hand the man a card. It was
blank, but that didn't matter. I only needed to touch him briefly
to influence his mind. He smiled and nodded.

“Go right ahead, Miss,” he said.

“Thank you,” I said.

I went across to Butler and pressed the
button for the elevator. The doors slid open and I walked in. He
followed uncertainly, looking at the doors, then at the box
inside.

“What? You've never been in an elevator?”

“Where does this go?” he asked.

“Up and down. Have you been buried in a crypt
for a few centuries or what?”

I punched the button for the thirty-fifth
floor.

“My history is my own,” he said.

“Well, according to the address you gave me,
the guy you want is in 3504, which means the thirty-fifth floor and
apartment number four.”

I now began to understand why I was with him.
I wasn't his assistant. I was his babysitter. For some reason, Akar
had assigned this guy to investigate the shifters. Julius must have
known his shortcomings – Julius seemed to know everything – and put
me in to counter them.

We got off on the thirty-fifth floor and he
walked ahead of me. At least he understood numbering, for he
stopped at 3504 and knocked. The door opened and a small, thin,
weaselly looking man opened the door.

“Butler?” he asked.

“Yes.”

His eyes flicked to me.

“You were to come alone.”

“I'm his girlfriend,” I said, raising my
voice as high as I could, widening my eyes, and doing my best to
look like a bimbo. “We stopped by on the way to dinner.”

That didn't seem to impress the man, though
he did look appreciatively at my cleavage.

My boobs had embarrassed me once. But no
more. Now whatever top I wear has a carefully calculated amount of
cleavage to distract male eyes. You use whatever advantages you
have in life – and death.

I giggled and the man grunted and backed
away. I followed Butler inside and the man closed the door behind
us. He walked across the room towards a row of glass doors leading
out onto a balcony, then waved Butler into a very large,
upholstered chair which faced another across a low table.

Butler looked at the chair then down at the
man.

“Your name is?”

“Staniski,” the man said.

“What information have you for me?”

“You know, I'm getting a crick in my neck
staring up at you.”

“Then speak quickly so that we may
depart.”

I looked around the apartment. There was
something about the way Staniski was acting, something... nervous.
Of course, if he knew who he was dealing with that wasn't
surprising.

“Why don't you sit down? We can have a drink?
I have a fine old port. And I have a lot of information for
you.”

He gestured at the table, which held a tray
with a crystal decanter and two glasses.

I wandered over to the windows and looked
out.

“What are you doing there, girl?”

“I need some air,” I said in a helpless
little girl voice. “It's very hot in here.”

I slid the door open and was about to step
outside when I smelled it. Something animal, something furry,
something canine. Something... wolf.

The werewolf spun around from the side and
jumped forward and I lifted a foot and rammed it into his chest,
flinging him back out across the balcony, through the railing and
down 35 stories to the ground below. Shifters are very strong and
fast. We're stronger and faster.

Since I was busy with the first, the second
managed to jump me and send me stumbling back into the room. I
grabbed it by the scruff of the neck, though and spun, flinging it
across the room and into the far wall hard enough to break a man's
back.

Shifters can take a lot of damage. It looked
a little woozy but quickly picked itself up, snarling at me as it
charged. I had already pulled a gun, though, and shot it several
times with the explosive silver bullets I'd gotten from the armory.
It lay still on the ground, then changed back to the form of a
naked man in his thirties.

I looked at the balcony door again, then at
Butler, who held Stazinski by the throat.

“You set up a trap for me,” he growled.

“I didn't know! Honestly! I had no idea they
were out there!” he cried.

I crossed the floor, as I'd just noticed
something. The two upholstered chairs were finely made. But there
was a wire coming down from the one he'd been sitting in and going
into the carpet. I inspected the chair and found a small button
just next to the cushion. I pressed it and the chair across from it
suddenly sprouted a foot-long spike of wood right about where the
middle of Butler's chest would have been had he sat in it.

“I don't know what that is!” Stazinski said,
his voice rising higher with fear.

Butler lifted him off the floor by the
throat, with the little man grasping frantically at his wrists to
keep from strangling. He carried him through the door and out onto
the balcony, then lifted him over the rail.

“Tell me who you betrayed me to or I drop
you,” he said.

“It was Morgan! She offered me a
fortune!”

“Who is Morgan?”

“She works for the shifters!”

“She's not a shifter?”

“No! She works for them. She's some kind
of... mage!”

I heard a sound, then spun to see the
apartment door flung open. What looked like a dozen men rushed in,
moving with the fluid speed of shifters or vampires, but holding
long-barreled rifles. One of them, though, looked like he had a
flamethrower.

Butler dropped Stazinski, who screamed on his
way down, and jumped back away from the doors and windows just
before they exploded out from a hail of bullets. Explosive
bullets.

“Fuck! Time go!” I said.

“I do not run from dogs!” Butler growled. He
stepped to the door and took an explosive round in the arm which
flung him around with a cry of pain. He stared down at his arm in
astonishment as I picked up a heavy chair and flung it at the doors
just as the first shifter appeared. I fired into the mass of them
as the chair hit, then yanked Butler back, lifted him up, and
jumped over the railing.

I can't fly carrying a two hundred pound guy
with me. We fell down, but no faster than a fast elevator ride. A
very fast elevator ride. Butler was cursing as we hit the
ground and I let him go to tumble away from me. We were in the rear
of the building and needed to be somewhere else quickly.

Butler glowered up at the roof, then at me,
then we headed off, moving very swiftly through a night which was
already beginning to fill with sirens.

A wolf came out of the darkness and jumped at
me and Butler grabbed it out of thin air, spun it aside and tore
its throat out before flinging it to the ground.

He was pissed! And stronger than I'd
thought.

We ran out onto the street, up to the next
block, then around the corner and down another street, crossing
into Central Park a few blocks later. There we could really put on
some speed and did so.

“We need a car or something, or they'll just
track us!” I called.

I led us west and then down the stairs into
the subway at 72nd Street.

“What is this place?” he demanded as we ran
up the hall.

“They didn't have subways in London?”

“What?”

“Trains?”

“Oh. Those came... later.”

Just how out of it was this guy!?

Given we were on the Upper West Side, there
were simple turnstiles we could jump over, rather than those more
secure revolving bars. I hopped over the turnstile but Butler
stopped, studying them. He pressed his hand against it and then
looked at the instructions.

“What are you doing?!” I demanded.

“This is a... payment device?”

I stared at him.

He stared back.

“Yes! But we don't have time!”

“Do you have money for this?”

“It doesn't take cash it takes tokens or
tickets or passes. And no, I don't. Just move your ass before a
wolf bites it off!”

He glared at me, then pushed through the
turnstile – breaking it easily, and followed me down another flight
of stairs. The platform was almost completely empty, and I cursed
as I realized this was the northbound train. Any port in a storm,
though. I pulled him in and looked behind us, waiting for the doors
to close.

They slid closed as a large group of 'men'
came down the stairs together. I whipped out my iPhone and took
pictures as they ran to the train. But it was already pulling out.
That didn't mean they wouldn't jump into the tunnel and follow,
though, depending on how angry they were.

I jerked my head at Butler and headed up the
train. It was one of the newer ones, all one enclosed tube, so I
was able to keep going without entering or exiting the individual
cars.

I called Cuyler, or actually, his human
servant since Cuyler wasn't much into technology.

His voice came on the line. “Yes?”

“Olle, it's Teal. I'm on the northbound
B-train just pulling out of 72nd Street,” I said.
“There's a pack of shifters chasing us and I think they've probably
dropped into the tunnel behind us. I'm going to keep this train
moving until we've outrun them and that means into Harlem. Would
you have Cuyler make arrangements?”

“Yes,” he said.

He hung up, but then Olle wasn't much into
conversation either. Especially with me. He was one of those people
who got snooty because they served someone important. And he
regarded me as little more than Julius' brainless little sex
toy.

“Where are we going?” Butler demanded.

I ignored him until we got to the driver's
cabin. It was locked but, meh. I turned the handle anyway and it
made a loud metallic snapping sound as the lock gave way. I pulled
the door open and leaned in to put my hand against the startled
driver's neck, then let myself flood into his mind. His eyes went
glassy and he sat back in his chair as the train roared through a
station without stopping.

I looked around, then reached up and tore the
camera up in the corner of the cabin out. No need to confuse the
mortals any more than they were already going to be.

This time of the evening there wasn't much
traffic for this area anyway. The stores were closed, and the
servants had either gone home or weren't finished their shifts
yet.

“Wait here,” I said.

I opened the driver's door which led straight
out onto the front of the train, then climbed up onto the roof and
tried to peer back behind us. The train got in my way so I crawled
forward, crab-like, across the top of the train until I was far
enough back to see.

And I have very good eyesight,
especially in the dark.

There was what looked like a large pack of
dark-colored wolves pelting along in our wake, about fifty yards
back.

I turned and crawled back to the front of the
train, let myself down onto the little ledge there, and went back
inside.

“They're following,” I said.

“How many?”

“Maybe twenty.”

We went through three more stations before
someone came up to the driver's cabin to ask why we weren't
stopping. It was a pretty young, well-dressed blonde in a short
skirt, and I doubted she was headed for Harlem.

“What's going on? Why haven't we stopped?”
she demanded. “I wanted to get off at 96th Street!”

I was about to reach out to her when Butler
pushed into her from behind, forcing her into the cabin. At the
same time, he reached around her and pulled her against him,
sinking his teeth into the nape of her neck.

She didn't struggle, of course. Her eyes went
glassy and her mouth opened in a soundless O of surprise as he fed.
I frowned in disapproval. Spur of the moment feedings could be
dangerous. I looked past him, but it didn't look like anyone else
was approaching. But they probably would as we continued to run
through stations.

I watched impatiently, then scowled.

“Enough,” I said.

He ignored me and I reached out and jammed
the heel of my hand against his forehead – hard. That knocked his
head back, and he gave me an almost feral look before quickly
gaining control of himself. He looked at the blonde in surprise,
then consternation. He'd drawn too much, and she would have
collapsed if he hadn't been holding her.

“Sit her in the corner. She can't go back
into the cabin now,” I said.

He did as I instructed, and straightened. He
looked... shaken for some reason. I stared at him, wondering what
the hell was wrong with him. A vamp his age ought to have a lot
more control than that.

I got a phone call and pulled the iPhone
out.

“Get off the train at 116th
Street,” Olle said.

I didn't have time to ask why because he hung
up. I cursed and put the phone back.

“We're supposed to get off at the next
station,” I said.

I touched the driver, who'd been sitting
there smiling pleasantly, all glassy-eyed, and his eyes blinked in
confusion. Then he reached forward and touched the controls. The
train began to slow. It pulled into the 116th Street
station and we got off, looking warily back.

I heard – I have very good hearing – the
sound of snarls, growls, curses, and cries of pain coming from the
tunnel behind us, and waited as the train started up again and
continued north. I wondered what the driver would do when he
discovered the blonde sitting on the floor of his cabin.
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With the train gone the sounds were more
pronounced, but they didn't last long. Everything went quiet, and
Butler and I exchanged looks, then moved closer to the tunnel.
Someone walked up the tunnel and into the light and I recognized
Misizi, one of Wasswa's masters. He was six foot six, slim in the
way of Zulus, and very dark-skinned.

He jumped easily onto the platform, gave
Butler one long, dark look, then jerked his head at me and started
for the stairs. I followed and Butler followed me.

“You have led enemies into our territory,” he
said.

“Well, not on purpose.”

He turned and gave me a look. “You did not
know where you were going?”

“We went into the first train that moved. We
had no choice. It happened to be going north.”

“The council itself is concerned with these
shifters,” Butler said. “It is not a matter for just one clan.”

“I do not need you to tell me what I already
know,” Misizi growled.

Butler looked back. He wasn't a master but he
was old, and more powerful than I had thought. And Misizi wasn't
the most powerful of masters, certainly not up to Aaron or Cuyler's
level. He could take Butler, but it wouldn't be easy, and they both
knew it.

That was probably one of their issues. I
sighed mentally at how vampires tended to act around each other
like newly met dogs in a dominance contest.

“Did you get all the shifters?” I asked to
distract them.

Misizi turned his dark eyes on me.

“No. They scented us in time. Almost in time.
We got half a dozen of them. My people will dispose of them in the
river. The rest turned and ran.”

“Why did you not chase them?” Butler
asked.

“I do not need to explain myself to you,
stranger!” Misizi snapped.

“This is Butler. He works for – .”

“I know who he is,” Misizi growled.

I was confused.

We left the station and Misizi set a quick
pace and headed through the darkened city. There were far less
glittery lights up here, and none when we turned onto
119th Street. In fact, there were no lights at all on
the street. We headed into what looked like a basement apartment of
an old brick brownstone.

Inside was a spiral staircase that went down
and down and down before emerging in Wasswa's lair. I'd been here
before with Julius, but it made me a bit nervous being here alone.
It wasn't like vampires were all one big happy family even within
their own clans.

And it wasn't like, with the exception of
masters, female vamps placed very high on the pecking order of
things. Especially among Wasswa's clan.

We ran into several more vamps, all of them
as black as Misizi.

“You go with them,” he said to Butler.

“Go where?”

“Do as you are told,” he snarled.

Butler gave him a cool look but then walked
down the corridor with the other vampires.

“Come with me,” Misizi said.

“I should call Julius,” I said warily.

He snorted. “You do not need to mention your
master's name for protection, girl. You will not be harmed
here.”

That word made me nervous. I'd heard it
before, and it didn't mean what you might think it did. The word
'harm' was a different word to them than 'hurt'. That he wouldn't
'harm' me meant I would walk out of here intact.

He led me into a room with a gleaming
red-tiled floor and heavy upholstered chairs covered in
leopard-skin.

“There must be punishment for leading these
creatures into our territory,” he said.

“Yeah, well, I would advise you to have that
discussion with Julius.”

“There have already been discussions,” he
said.

He turned to me and in an instant I felt a
huge rush of pure, hot lust even as he tore my blouse off. I
practically jumped him as the sexual fever heat grew more intense,
but he jerked me back by the hair and quickly tore the rest of my
clothes off.

There were what looked like black vines
crisscrossing the ceiling, and two of them dropped down and snaked
around my wrists, jerking them up and apart. He gestured, and two
more wrapped around my ankles and jerked them apart so I was
balanced precariously on the balls of my feet.

“I know what you are, girl,” he said
softly.

I had no idea what he meant as he walked
across the room to a huge cabinet. He opened it and took a long,
single-tailed whip from it, then strode back to me.

“I have a particular skill which will go well
with your training,” he said.

I had started to recover from that rush of
heat, started to catch my breath, started to get my mind back into
condition to think. Then the whip shot out and cut across my back
with an explosive rush of... white-hot... pleasure.

Julius had made me feel incredible pleasure
since he'd brought me over, but never in my back! I didn't
understand how it was even possible to feel such pleasure from my
back, as if I was on the edge of a massive orgasm there!

The intensity robbed the breath from me, and
I gulped in air, eyes wide, even as the whip slashed down again,
this time hitting lower. I screamed this time, my back arching, and
he moved as quick as lightning, had already moved, sending the whip
slashing forward and around to cut across my taut breasts!

The pleasure this time was so searing I
should have exploded into orgasm. But I didn't, which meant he was
somehow withholding it from me.

The bastard!

I could see the welt across my breasts even
as the whip cut into the small of my back, forcing me to react
instinctively again, arching my back. The whip cut across my
breasts a second time. I screamed again, and then again as the whip
swept down around me.

Suddenly there was another whip simply
hanging in mid-air ahead of me and off to my right. It swung and
the whip slashed down across my belly. An instantly later Misizi's
whip cut into my buttocks! Then a third whip appeared, and a
fourth. I realized Misizi wasn't wielding any of them physically.
He was using his power to do it.

The whips swept in against me in a nearly
continuous blast of explosive pleasure, so fast the welts began to
multiple across my body as they appeared faster than I could heal
them. The whips slashed down and in between my legs with sadistic
care, and I howled and shrieked again and again at the overwhelming
intensity of the pleasure which shot through my overloaded nervous
system.

I thrashed and twisted against the vines,
writhing and bucking and arching as the whips came down. With
exquisite care two of them darted in so that the tips struck
directly against my rigid nipples at the same time. I thought my
breasts must surely explode from the force of the pleasure which
screamed within them!

And then the tip of the whips struck them
again... and then again, and then again, even as the other whips
sliced down across my hips and in between my legs and cut across my
buttocks. My body was in a frenzy, twisting and writhing and
bucking and straining and thrashing in place as the whips swept in
again and again.

And then, like a dam breaking, the pleasure
hit me with a thunderous force, an ecstasy so pure and full and
powerful it was... rapture. I trembled and shook as convulsions
wracked my body. The orgasm went on and on for a full minute, then
two, swamping my mind and leaving me barely conscious.

Though as I went limp, dazed, I was still
aware that Misizi wasn't happy. The whips had fallen to the floor,
and now he stalked out of the room. I didn't care. I hung in place,
intoxicated by just the afterglow, my mind nearly fried by the
power and length of that incredible orgasm.

After I recovered somewhat, I managed to get
my rubbery legs to function, then yanked my wrists and ankles away
from the vines. Without him using his power to hold them in place
they couldn't keep me bound.

I stumbled exhaustedly over to one of the
sofas and half-collapsed into it, my mind still more than a little
stunned by all that pure, wildfire pleasure. I suspected I knew
what Misizi had been trying to do. He'd been arousing me and
keeping me from coming to the point the frustration was driving me
out of my mind.

That was to be my punishment, not the welts
crisscrossing my body and heavily layered across my breasts and
between my legs. They had been almost a finger-width in size, but
already they were down to narrow lines as my body repaired itself.
Within minutes they'd be gone entirely.

But while they remained, while I was sore
there, I was also more sensitive than usual, as the casual brush of
my fingers across my clitoris amply demonstrated. I both hissed and
moaned at the rush of pleasure and pain. Julius had addicted me to
pleasure, though, so I let my fingers rub myself casually as my
other hand came up to knead my breast.

My nipples were still rock hard, and I let my
fingers roll and stroke them as they throbbed with pleasure and
pain.

I was still sodden, as my fingers discovered
as they slid into my body. I moaned, spreading my legs and slumping
down more on the sofa. The heat Misizi had roused in me had not
entirely dissipated even with that incredible orgasm. I was still
aroused, though not exactly insane with it.

And then the door opened and Butler came
in.

He was scowling, but his face went blank when
he saw me and his eyes got wide.

Now, I should point out that nudity in the
Lair is far from uncommon, especially for females. We are, after
all, largely at the mercy of our masters, and our masters are
usually male. And males don't entirely change their nature after
becoming vampires. Which is why female vampires and human servants
and thralls are often featured in public sex show for the amusement
of the male vamps.

But it's also the case that we, like the
shifters, are much closer to our instincts than mortals. Sometimes
MUCH closer. And when Butler saw and scented me his instincts
completely took over

And he literally threw himself at me.

And MY instincts took over, as well. The heat
within me turned into a furnace as this big... male... suddenly
dropped atop me and between my spread legs. I would have torn his
pants open but he'd already done it.

He rammed himself into me, and he was big,
and it was painful, and I screamed with a dark feral pleasure as my
legs wrapped around him even as his lips crushed mine. He hammered
himself against me savagely, and I cried out at every deep,
glorious thrust, even though it hurt.

I had so needed something inside me!
Something big and hard and male! He was pounding me into the sofa
and I reveled in it. His cock was driving so deep it was pounding
against some part of me I'd never felt touched before. And yes,
that hurt, but I didn't care. I was wallowing in the thrill of the
violent carnal sex.

He lifted my legs up and rammed them back,
folding me almost in two, then rammed himself into me even harder,
driving that angry red spear of flesh into my abdomen like a
maddened beast.

I felt myself sinking into a sense of
wondrous acceptance, of submission, wallowing in the heat and
passion, and the furious pounding I was getting. An orgasm tore
through me, then another, then a third, and still he was pounding
away at me with bruising force while my mind rolled and tumbled
amid the churning waters of liquid heat.

The sofa broke, but that didn't stop us. With
the back torn off, my head fell back across the rear and I stared
upside down at nothing, my mouth open, still burning hot, still
gasping and grunting and crying out as pounded me.

Then he gave a howl, something between a
scream of pleasure and a snarl of victory, and I could sense his
orgasm, a heaving, burning thing that exploded within him as he
came.

I just lay back, sprawled across the sofa, my
head and shoulders fallen over the back, my legs splayed wide,
stunned again from the incredible passion and pleasure which had
torn through me.

After... a while... I slowly dragged myself
up, groaning. I felt hollow inside as I gripped the arm of the sofa
to pull myself into something like a seated position. I slid off
the front of the sofa onto my knees on the floor and stared at
him.

He was on his knees, too, though bent over,
staring at the rug.

I was not... ungrateful for the pleasure (and
pounding) he'd given me, but being me, my mind fished about for
something snarky to say.

“Maybe next time bring flowers,” I said.

He jerked his head up and stared at me, his
eyes red and angry, and then he hesitated and dropped his eyes.

“I... I apologize,” he said, without looking
at me.

That confused me. Why on earth would he
apologize? Granted, I wasn't everyone's meat to be used by whoever
wanted me. I belonged to Julius, after all. And possibly there
could be trouble if Julius took umbrage at it.

Though Butler's loss of control had been more
spectacular than most...

“For what?”

“For... attacking you.”

“Uhm, okay.”

“You are a child and I...”

“Oh fuck off,” I said in annoyance.

He glared at me, outraged. Some of the older
vamps never had quite grasped how women could curse. For that
matter, many of them came from a time when someone calling them a
name could bring a duel to the death.

“I am not a fucking child. I was an adult
even when Julius brought me over. You think I was a virgin or
something? I wasn't even a virgin when I came over and I can
guarantee you Julius wouldn't have left me one for very long if I
had been.”

“I meant – .”

“And if I hadn't wanted you I'd have tossed
you across the room. You're big but you're clumsy.”

“I am not clumsy!” he said indignantly.

He hesitated. “I'm just... out of
practice.”

“Why? No girls in your lair?”

He scowled at me. “I did not mean that!
Although... yes, that too.”

I was confused again. He was a big, handsome
male, and powerful, for someone not a master. He certainly
shouldn't have had any difficulty finding a female to sate his lust
on. Even if he just used a mortal woman.

“My previous master... banished me to the
lower caverns. He was angry with me for... well, that hardly
matters. The lower caverns were very sparse and rough. Nothing but
stone and steel. My only task was to control newly made vampires
which were brought to me. To keep them from going feral, teach them
how to feed properly, and how to control their powers. Then they
would return to the lair and I would remain.”

“That sounds... dull.”

He made a face. “I came to envy those weak,
fumbling males – always males, you understand, never females.
Because once I had taught them and they had learned a degree of
control they would get to go up to the warmth and light and
company... and I would remain.”

“So how long were you doing that?”

“Four centuries.”

My eyes widened.

“Then, for whatever reason, he chose to give
me to Akar, so I came to New York. Akar, however, was amused that I
had been celibate for four hundred years and ordered me to remain
so. Or, actually, his words were that all the female of the lair
were off-limits to me. And that I was not to sate myself on any
human. Not that I have had much chance as this is the first time I
have been allowed out of the lair without him.”

“So... technically you haven't
disobeyed.”

“There is no technical about it. I have not
disobeyed. I have no intention of violating his orders and drawing
more punishment. The masters are rarely merciful.”

“More like never.”

“I have known those who were.”

Four hundred years wandering around caves. No
wonder he was ignorant of the modern world.

“Why would Akar send you to investigate
shifters? I mean, you – .”

“I have worked with shifters before. For
centuries I was my previous master's voice to all the shifter clans
in a very large area. I established a relationship with them, one
of trust, hard as that is to believe.”

“You trusted shifters?”

“And they trusted me. And it worked well
until it didn't.”

His eyes had been looking at me as we spoke,
and moving more and more often downward. For my part, well, he had
an amazing body, and that cock of his was startlingly large. And
noticeably growing as his eyes raced over me.

I have to admit I felt sorry for him, being
denied all those years. However, you don't ever express such
sentiments among vampires. I didn't really see how I could invite
him to go again. Nor was I going to admit I kind of wanted more. I
hated how the males liked to think of us girls as lust-crazed
whores always eager for their touch.

I mean, it was true, at least insofar as the
more powerful ones could incite our lust with their power, but that
was, well, artificial, so to speak.

Besides, I didn't want some gentle
lovemaking. I had really enjoyed being jumped and pounded like
that. Especially by a big male like him. Julius could make me go
out of my mind with pleasure, but he did it with his power, not his
body.

“Maybe you and the shifters got along because
neither of you has much control over your instincts,” I said in a
snotty voice.

He scowled and I smirked, then I casually
turned my back to him and bent over the broken sofa, raising my
bottom and spreading my legs.

“Does this incite you to act like a dog,
Butler?” I taunted.

He clenched his jaw as he glared at me, and I
began to roll my buttocks up at him.

“You want to mount me like an animal, don't
you, doggy?”

With a snarl, he threw himself onto me.
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I squealed as if in denial, but he was on me
lightning fast. I felt his erection pressing against me as he
pinned me to the sofa, and 'struggled'. He yanked my wrists back
behind my back and pinned them with one big hand, then his cock
drove into me, hard and deep.

I cried out as his big cock stabbed high into
my belly, but though it hurt I felt a sense of satisfaction, of
victory. This had been exactly what I'd wanted to provoke, after
all!

I writhed in his grasp as he pounded against
me for a second time, his cock thrusting up into me like a piston.
He jammed my face into the seat cushion as his hips slapped against
my buttocks. I struggled against him, mostly to see how strong he
was.

Strong.

He slapped my buttocks hard, the sound a
sharp crack! of noise echoing through the room along with my
yelp of pain.

That actually only served to excite me,
though. As I've said, Julius liked dominating everyone around him
and I was certainly no exception. It amused him to spank me while
he roused me with his mind, and to continue while I came. My mind
had become conditioned to associate slaps to my bottom with intense
pleasure.

And besides, compared to the way his big cock
felt as it rammed into me, the slap was nothing. Nor was the next
or the next. I was sinking into that dark, glittering sense of
passion and lust where little else mattered.

His cock skewered me, his hips hitting with
bruising force. And then he reached forward, swept my long hair
around his fist, and yanked it up and back.

Which was again something Julius had
conditioned me to associate with pleasure.

I shuddered and gasped, moaning as my body
trembled to the furious pounding. The heat raced over my skin,
inside and out, the sensory storm pouring up through my body and
overloading my nervous system.

I came again, glorying in the sweeping rush
of pleasure, letting myself drown in it as Butler continued to ram
himself into me from behind. I moaned as he abandoned my hair, his
big hand shooting in and around my throat, then jerking my head and
upper torso up and back against him.

He bit into the nape of my neck, growling low
in his throat as he forced my upper body to arch back, his hips
grinding and pounding against my buttocks.

I loved it. I loved being physically
dominated and used instead of simply writhing to the fires Julius'
power created within me. And I loved the feel of his huge cock
spiking up into me with implacable speed and power. I loved how it
stretched me out, how it made the narrow sleeve strain wide as it
churned in and out of me.

I felt his hand on my breast, squeezing, and
kneading it again and again. And then he lifted me up and swung me
around, dropping me on my chest on the floor.

Crack!

His hand slapped my bottom sharply, then he
again gripped my hair, yanking on it, forcing me up onto my hands
and knees. His hands nearly encircled my waist as he yanked back on
my hips to meet every thrust. My head bounced up and down as he
slapped my buttocks and rode me.

Then his hands slid under my chest and filled
themselves with my breasts, squeezing them hungrily, making them
ache and burn.

Another orgasm swept through me, and I bucked
and shook and cried out in pleasure and passion as it filled me
with an intoxicating stew of liquid heat. It was incredible! I felt
so alive! So carnal! So full of heat and lust!

And every time his big cock rammed into me I
felt like screaming with pleasure!

After the second orgasm, I sank down onto my
forearms and elbows, groaning as he continued to pound me. I was
getting exhausted with all the heat which had been pouring through
me since Misizki had torn my clothes off.

The heat began to slowly fade as I knelt
there, eyes slit, body still trembling and shaking as he hammered
himself into me from behind. I felt very... female, as though I
could have been living a thousand or ten thousand or a hundred
thousand years ago, kneeling like this, waiting for the male to
finish using my body.

It was a strange feeling. Kind of... as if
all was right with the world.

Until he yanked me up and back by the hair,
of course.

I cried out as my head hit his shoulder. He
leaned in to chew his way down along the side of my throat, his
right hand mauling my breast as his hips continued to drive his
cock up into my body. Then he slammed me face down into the sofa
seat again, picking up the pace.

I was not used to being, for want of a better
term, manhandled like that, but I found that I liked it. At
least... in these specific circumstances.

And, startling me, I felt myself starting to
heat up again.

He yanked my arms back and crossed my wrists,
then swept something around them to tie them together. It was
unlikely to be strong enough to resist if I decided to, but my mind
was muzzy and fuzzy and filled with heat even as he pulled out and
flipped me over onto my back.

He pushed me forward so that my head fell
over the far side of the now backless sofa and my buttocks were on
the edge, then entered me again, pounding me just as hard. I felt
his fingers at my sex, though, felt them at my clitoris. The
thought popped into my head that I should congratulate him on
knowing what a clitoris was, given his age, but my head wasn't
accepting thoughts just then and it washed away in a new flood of
heat.

The old guy knew what to do with his fingers,
it seemed, and my legs were starting to jerk and spasm as my hips
bucked up against him.

His other hand was eagerly kneading and
squeezing my breasts and I felt a tremor sweep through me, then
another as the sexual pressure rose once again into blistering
levels of heat.

Honestly, I hadn't been done like this in a
long time!

His fingers rubbed harder, faster, and the
churning rush of sensation redoubled, throwing me into still
another fantastic orgasm! I cried out, a long, guttural wail of
pleasure as Butler leaned over me and started chewing at my
breasts.

He used his cock like a weapon, stabbing it
into me with harsh, powerful thrusts, and then finally collapsed
atop me.

*

My leather pants were still intact, but my
blouse and underwear had been torn up by Misizi. There was enough
of the blouse, though, to wear, if I pulled it together across my
breasts and then tied the two sides underneath. That did nothing to
hide the size or even shape of my breasts, but it was at least
better than walking around naked.

It was my intent to say thanks to whatever
Master I ran into then, have them call a taxi or something to drive
us home. Or at least, to drive Butler home to south Manhattan. I
could fly. Instead, we ran into a vamp who said he'd been sent to
fetch us to see Wasswa.

Wasswa was a tiresome asshole, frankly. Mind
you, most of the masters were. He was just an asshole in a
different way. Yes, he was arrogant, obnoxious, and superior, not
to mention violent and cruel. But then, those labels would fit
nicely on most of them. But he insisted that since he had been a
prince everyone treat him like royalty. He even had a throne
covered in tiger skins.

And as I said, male vampires are closer to
their instincts than humans. They were just as filled with lust and
heat for every attractive female they saw, only with much less
restraint. I was considered, more or less Julius' bitch in his
Lair, which meant most people were at least somewhat restrained in
how they acted around me.

That didn't apply in another lair.

Wasswa's 'throne room' had a dozen vamps in
it, all of them male, and all of them looking at me like the
tastiest morsel they'd seen in weeks. Leering doesn't begin to
describe the looks they gave me. It didn't help that I'd just had
sex, either, and that like me, their sense of smell was greatly
enhanced.

“So,” Wasswa's said, slouching on his throne,
“Julius' slut and Akar's daywalker.”

I jerked my head to stare at Butler. I hadn't
known he was a daywalker. Daywalkers were very rare; vampires who
could walk in the daylight, and had none of the usual vampire
weaknesses.

“Causing trouble in territory you should not
be treading upon.”

“On the contrary, your highness,” Butler
said. “Rather than cause trouble, we brought the opportunity for
your clan to enjoy the great sport of hunting shifter
interlopers.”

“Who would not be here were it not for you,”
Wasswa growled.

“They are, as I understand it, making use of
Central Park,” Butler said. “Therefore it seems reasonable to
conclude they are or will be violating your territory with some
regularity if not eliminated. Thus the council has decreed we find
them and exterminate them.”

“It was my understanding Cuyler was to
contact you to request permission for our entry, your highness,” I
said.

“I do not desire your voice to be heard,
kattakhat,” Wasswa snapped. “The filthy mouth of a woman has no
place in the councils of men!”

“Unless it's wrapped around a man's cock!”
someone shouted, to ribald laughter.

“Fine. I'll just leave then, shall I?”

His eyes bulged, and some of the other
vampires snarled furiously at me. But while Wasswa was an arrogant
pig he wasn't about to offer up insult to Julius over something as
trivial as my daring to speak after he'd told me to shut up.

“It's time we both left,” Butler said. “Akar
is waiting for my report.”

Wasswa glared at him, then at me. “Go, and
take your kattakhat with you!”

I followed him down the corridor where he
grabbed a weak vamp and demanded to know the way out. Power is
obeyed in the vampire world, for there's nothing to counter it, and
the vampire eagerly directed us to the spiral staircase.

“What's a whatever that was he kept calling
you?” he asked.

“Uhm, I think it's Egyptian for slut, or once
was. Who knows? Who cares?”

We pushed through the door to the street and
found a car waiting. Olle was driving. We got in the rear and I
looked at Butler.

“You didn't mention you were a
daywalker.”

He shrugged.

“I suppose that's why Akar wanted you.”

“He has ideas,” he said.

“Must be nice.”

“Perhaps.”

Olle started the car and took off.

“Perhaps?”

“The thing about daywalkers is it is harder
to control them. Masters like control. Daywalkers don't even have
to stay in the lair. They can simply flee, disappear into the
world, and act like a human. Masters tend to be wary about that
sort of thing. It makes them suspicious of betrayal. Which means
daywalkers aren't trusted.”

“Aren't you held by the master who originally
brought you over?”

“He died, for want of a better term.”

“Ah.”

That was another revelation. Usually when a
master died, the weaker vampires he or she created die too. Butler
was very strong to survive that. Or maybe it was an aspect of him
being a daywalker.

Olle dropped me off at our lair, for there
was no sense of driving me down to south Manhattan to drop off
Butler, then coming back. I checked my phone for the time and
messages, then walked up the street and turned into an alley. I
looked up at the top of the building, closed my eyes briefly, then
jumped.

It wasn't exactly jumping, but that's how I
thought of it. I jumped up onto the top of a building almost
eighteen floors high. I walked across its roof, then ran towards
the corner and jumped again. This time I 'jumped' five
blocks and up another twenty flights to the top of another
building.

From there I jumped from building to
building, from balcony to rooftop, enjoying the view and the
jumping, enjoying the sense of freedom and the exhilaration of
defying gravity. I landed on a large balcony, almost a deck,
really, of a penthouse about seventy-five stories in the sky.

The deck wrapped partway around the building,
and I walked towards where I saw the flickering of candlelight. I
rounded the corner and found a very cozy setup. There was a comfy
chair facing the glass rail – and the East River, with the moon
gleaming above. Dozens of candles, large and small, sat on little
shelves around the chair.

It was an excellent site for contemplation.
And that was probably what the girl had intended until I walked up.
She was, of course, astonished to see me there. People rarely
dropped in on you at this height. Her jaw dropped and I moved
closer quickly. She reached up to block me and I grabbed her wrist,
taking control.

She was Chinese, about my age, perhaps a
little less. She was pretty and had delicate features, carefully
cut black hair and Harry Potter style glasses. And feeling her
warmth reminded me I'd been through a lot tonight and hadn't
fed.

She was wearing some kind of nightdress, and
I gripped her neck, maintaining control as she looked at me through
glassy eyes. A flick of the fingers undid the nightdress and it
slipped down her body to her ankles.

I leaned in and let my tongue slide lightly
up along her shoulder to the nape of her neck, tilted her head
back, and sank my fangs into her flesh.

She tasted... delicious.

Vampire saliva is not only an anesthesia and
antiseptic but once it gets into a human it helps with our control.
And I was feeling playful. I sent waves of heat and pleasure
through the girl's mind and into her body as I fed, and she
shuddered and moaned almost silently.

I lifted her up and sat down on her chair,
sitting her across my lap as I kept my teeth locked to the nape of
her neck. I pulled her head back further and sighed contentedly as
her warmth began to fill me.

There was something odd about her, though,
something odd about the way she felt against my fingers. My sense
of touch was quite high, as I mentioned. But I was too busy feeding
to pay it much heed as she writhed slowly in my grasp. Pleasure was
the payment I gave for the blood I took, and it left those I fed
from with a vague feeling of satisfaction and pleasure with a tinge
of eroticism.

I pulled back, sighing, letting my saliva
close the wounds my fangs had driven into her. They were small, and
I was careful. Not a drop of blood escaped to trickle down her
lovely neck.

I felt flush with strength, with power, with
heat and sighed as I dropped my eyes. Then I frowned. The girl had
thin lines across her small breasts and down her chest and belly.
Her thighs showed more, and when I bent her forward, I saw dozens,
scores of them running down her back, too.

Curious, I examined the girl as I considered
what manner of thing I'd stumbled across.

She'd clearly been whipped, not with the sort
of single-tailed whip Misizi had used on me, but with some kind of
flog. The lines were thin and pale, but plentiful. She hadn't
looked the sort to enjoy that, but then what do I know.

The interesting things you find out about
nerdy looking girls when you remove their clothes.

But you see, I'd been among vampires, which
demonstrate the worst of the male animal, and so I suspected the
whipping had probably not been her choice. The Chinese weren't as
bad as the Muslims, but they still married their daughters off by
arrangement which rarely required their consent. Until then, they
kept strict watch, needing them to retain their prized
virginity.

This one had certainly lost hers but was kind
of young to be involved in kinky bdsm sex. That sort of kink was
just not normal in the young, especially in a society which put
pornographers in prison for ten years.

And yes, she was Chinese, not
Chinese-American. I could tell by her scent and her taste. People
who grow up in America have a slightly different odor and
taste.

I could leave her like this, sprawled naked
across her chair, but that could get her in trouble were she found
like that. I found her nightshirt and slipped it over her slender
shoulders, then pulled it down, settling it in place, then seating
her with her head back against a pillow.

No doubt she'd waken and vaguely recall a
strange erotic fantasy.

I jumped over the railing and glided down and
out in a wide curve towards the entrance to Julius' lair.

Julius had an elevator leading to his lair.
You just had to press the buttons in the right order for it to take
you down. It opened into a small hall with a small door. A vampire
stood before it. His name was Jonah. He was four times my age,
twice my height but less powerful than I was. He stepped aside on
recognizing me.

I looked up at the camera and the steel door
slid aside to reveal another vampire on the other side. His name
was Alonzo, and he licked his lips as he saw me.

“Teal,” he said. “You're smelling...
well-fed.”

“Feeling nice and warm too, Alonzo,” I said
sweetly, passing him by.

There was another steel door to get through,
and then stairs down and another steel door to reach the lair.
Then, of course, the steel door over Julius' chambers.

We're a paranoid bunch, we vampires, but it's
only because everyone is trying to kill us. Carefree vampires don't
live very long. No pun intended.

I stripped and hurriedly showered. I wasn't
entirely certain how Julius would feel about me having sex with
Butler, but I was sure that provoking him by having the other
vampire's scent all over me would not be helpful.

I glanced at the clock on the wall. It was
made especially for us. It kept track of sunrise and sunset and
gave both the hour and the length of time until sunrise. There was
no need, of course, for it to show the length of time until
sundown.

I put on another pair of leather pants, along
with a midriff-baring leather vest that showed a respectable amount
of cleavage, and a leather jacket over it. It was considered
déclassé to carry weapons within
the lair. Needless to say, that was a rule invented by physically
large males.

I could get away with pretty much anything,
though, unless Julius didn't like it, so I carried a Ruger LC9
somewhere on my person. Wearing the jacket was partly so I could
hide it at the small of my back. It was very small, lightweight and
mostly of plastic.

It had specially made explosive bullets which
were mostly of silver. It might not kill a vampire but it would
definitely hurt. And if I emptied the little gun into the center of
its chest, well, a vampire dies with no heart.

A lot of the other vamps carried knives, but
they came from a time when those were common weapons and they were
experienced in their use. I had had lessons and was still getting
lessons, but was still mostly an amateur.

I wandered out into the lair beyond Julius'
chambers looking for either him or Cuyler. Cuyler handled the
day-to-day stuff, which was why I'd called his human servant when
we needed to make some arrangement with Wasswa.

You did not, as a rule, bother Julius with
small things. And HE would decide what was small. Instead, I ran
across Aaron, who gestured me to follow. I had no idea where he was
going but I followed him down another corridor and then into an
office.

Yes, we have offices. The clan operates any
number of businesses in New York, some of them even legal. It takes
in a ton of money, though I had no idea how much. When you can fuck
with people's minds, though, the sky's pretty much the limit.

Aaron was British, like Butler, but smaller,
neater, and always wears a modern three-piece suit – in black, of
course, along with a red tie. He has a saturnine look, and is
almost the cliché of the dangerous looking vampire.

“Teal,” he said. “I understand you spent some
time at Wasswa's lair tonight.”

“Not by choice,” I replied.

“Even his own people don't stay there by
choice. Why did you?”

I told him about the ambush, and fleeing
across Central Park, then grabbing the first train available.

“You should have gone south.”

“There were no trains just then and they were
right behind me.”

“You should have called us and led them
south. We might have been able to ambush them all and end
this.”

“Wasswa ambushed them in a tunnel. I thought
that would be better.”

“Wasswa's people are cretins. They let the
dogs get their scent and most of them got away. You fled through
our territory towards another's territory. That doesn't make us
look very good. If you weren't a child I'd gut you.”

I kept my face carefully blank.

“I didn't think we had any sizable group
nearby.”

“On the upper west side? No, we don't. Which
is why you should have run south. You and the Akar's man can't
outrun a pack of dogs?”

“Well, I thought if we ran south out of the
park and they continued... it would cause a uhm... it would be
noticed by a lot of people. Midtown has way more pedestrians
around, even at night, than Central Park.”

“You keep using that phrase,” he said.

“What ph –?”

“I thought,” he said. “Nobody expects you to
think. If you'd called us someone older could have done your
thinking and instructed you. You do know how to operate one of
these devices, yes?”

He pointed at the phone on his desk. He was
one of the older ones who didn't have a major problem with
technology. At least, with simpler technology.

“Yes. But none of the masters carries one
around and I thought.. the time delay...”

He came around the desk and put his hands on
either side of my head.

“I don't want to hear about what you
thought, do you understand me?”

“Uhm, okay.”

“Do not think. Do not even try to think. You
do not have the experience to have wisdom in this skull. Without
wisdom your thinking is pointless. Ask for instruction. Do you
understand, child?”

“Yes, Akar.”

“Lower your trousers and bend over the
desk.”

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


Aaron was Julius' right-hand man. He as the
perfect man for it, for he lacked ambition. And while he had a
great deal of power, he didn't have nearly enough to hold onto a
prized territory like Midtown Manhattan. Even if he killed Julius –
which he'd have to do by surprise – it would be a matter of days,
if not hours, before some more powerful master decided to challenge
him.

As Julius' number one sub-master, he was in
charge of things like finances, discipline, and security. And
discipline in a lair tends to be brutal. I'd seen him tear
someone's chest open and leave them in a quivering, agonized mass
of flesh, to slowly recover on their own. You could do almost
anything to a vampire, after all, and it would heal it.

That let the masters use some pretty vicious
discipline.

The one time when I was glad to be considered
an ignorant 'child' was when I pissed off one of the masters. My
discipline tended to be almost petty compared to what most of the
rest were subjected to.

That didn't mean it didn't hurt.

I had to bend over his desk while he took a
thin, flexible length of wood from a cabinet. He had been a
schoolmaster of all things, centuries ago. And British schools,
from what I understood, had some pretty cruel discipline of their
own, if nothing like vampires.

The cane sliced into my upraised bottom like
a knife, and I couldn't repress a cry of pain. It cut through the
air with a hissing sound, then struck again, as I dug my nails into
the palms of my hands and clenched my teeth against the
jagged-edged pain.

I didn't know how careful he'd had to be when
caning schoolboys back in the day, but he had no need with me. The
cane came cracking down across my flesh again and again as it
burned with a fiery heat that made it throb with agony.

He stepped forward and tore my jacket and
vest right off me with a single yank, then flipped me around,
gripping my legs and placing me on the edge of the desk. I cried
out as he forced my legs down hard to either side, the tendons in
my thighs burning.

“Don't move,” he hissed.

I moaned weakly as he put the cane back. I
saw it had blood on it – mine. He took out a strap. It was a wide,
thick strap which was doubled up. That meant one side would hit you
a split second before the other side hit the back of the first one,
redoubling the pain.

He brought the strap down directly across my
pussy, as I'd known he would. I screamed, my hips jerking
helplessly, but I forced myself to stay in position as the next
blow fell, then the next, then the next. The pain mounted, the heat
burning as my flesh swelled.

“Are you learning not to think?” he
growled.

“Yes, Aaron!” I gasped.

The thing was, well, Julius is a sadist, as I
think I mentioned. And simple pain no longer amuses him very much.
So when Julius was 'playing' with me, he'd accompanied the pain he
gave me with a dark, seething erotic heat. He hadn't even made any
secret about why. He'd told me he was going to make me into a
pain-slave.

Because it amused him.

And so my mind was conditioned, to a certain
extent, to interpret pain – at least pain given in a sexual way –
as the prelude to the massive orgasms I would soon be given. Just
like Pavlov's dog, who was conditioned to start drooling on hearing
a bell, so too was I conditioned to start heating up, my pussy
starting to thrum with eager anticipation, at situations very like
this.

And so after a short time, the blows from the
strap began to rouse a pulse of heat, of excitement, of pleasure,
each time it hit. Julius had trained me to come while being
flogged.

The strap was coming down on my soft, tender,
vulnerable pussy, which had an awful lot of sensitive nerve
endings. That flesh was now swollen and hot, the nerve endings
hypersensitive. And as I lay there, basically spreadeagled, and the
belt continued to slap at it, the heat grew more intense, absorbing
that heat into its own.

My arousal rose like a rocket, and I could
see that Aaron didn't like it. He was more the old fashioned type,
and Julius' psychological games spoiled his discipline. He tossed
the belt, glaring down at me, then jerked his own trousers down.
He'd become erect, and I shuddered at the sight, a surge of wild
excitement spilling through my body.

He thrust himself into me hard and deep, his
hands digging into my breasts as his hips pounded against me.

I didn't mind, believe me. I far preferred
this to a beating, and the heat inside me was intoxicating, and
doing what it usually did to my mind. A feverish hunger and need
came over me, but I knew better than to try and move. Aaron did not
want my arms or legs around him. He wanted me to lay there as if
bound by his will.

Nevertheless, my hips began to jerk, my
muscles spasming as the hard thrusting drew even more on my
conditioning. I was lost to the hunger now as Aaron used me. Even
in my feverish heat I missed the sheer size of Butler and the way
it battered away at my insides, but the heat soon exploded into
orgasm anyway.

Aaron's hand crushed my throat as I began to
cry out, not wanting to hear my pleasure. My eyes bulged somewhat,
but I didn't really need air. I mean, not much, and not for a
while. He continued to thrust into my trembling, jerking, spasming
body as the orgasm rolled through me, then finished.

He never lasted long.

He glared at me, did up his pants, and
left.

I lay as I was for a minute, panting weakly.
Yes, I do breathe, if not much, usually. I sat up and ran my
fingers lightly over my sex. It felt a little tender, but the strap
hadn't really caused any damage. The welts from the cane had
already gone from my buttocks as I stood up.

I sighed and found my pants, putting them on.
The jacket was torn apart. Nothing I could do about that. The vest
had the buttons torn off. I'd just have to wear it as it was and
head back to my room to change – again. Well, that was why I had so
many of the same clothes. It's all tissue paper to vampires, so I
could easily tear it myself by accident.

I resented the beating, but not a lot. The
way he put it I supposed I had screwed up. And besides, being given
pain, then pleasure, leaves the mind remembering the pleasure more
than the pain. Which was how Julius had conditioned me to his
taste.

After changing I headed for the common area
where everyone hung out to see who was there. I didn't like many of
them. Especially the old ones. Most of the male vamps saw me as
little more than a sex toy, one they weren't allowed to play with,
and so had little interest other than undressing me with their eyes
and insulting me.

Here's the thing about vampire culture.
Insofar as anyone befriended anyone, it was generally either for
protection – the stronger vamp protecting the weaker – or sex, or
joining up against someone else. I didn't need the protection of
the stronger vamps since Julius was basically all I needed. I
wasn't about to offer protection to the weaker ones since I wasn't
that strong. And the sex, well, no one would touch me there
except one of the masters, for fear of angering Julius.

I was the oddball. Most of the vampires here
had been created by Julius at one point or other, or one of the
other masters. And there was certainly no emotional attachment to
them by the masters. Nor was there for me from Julius.

But I was currently, for want of a better
term, his pet. He was enjoying playing with and conditioning me.
Eventually, that would fade. But until it did nobody wanted to risk
his wrath. So they looked and sneered but were wary around me.

Since most of them were old and disdained
most modern entertainments, they didn't watch television. There was
music playing, though, from a stereo. Classical music, of course.
The entertainment was provided by mostly naked girls, human and
vampire, and one shifter girl Cuyler had picked up a few centuries
ago as some sort of companion pet.

I wondered if a lair run by a female master
would be different. I got looked at as I walked in, by men who
mostly figured I should be on someone's lap like the other girls.
The common area, creatively called The Common Area, was what the
new area would replace.

It was pretty sparse. They'd covered the
stone walls with red velvet curtains, and it had electric lighting
– cold, harsh lighting from strings of lights along the ceiling.
Sofas and chairs and tables were scattered around, most of them
covered in black leather. Julius rarely put in an appearance so
hadn't cared what it looked like.

I went across and sat down next to Dexter,
who was usually reasonably amiable, partly because he drank an
awful lot. Then again, a vampire has to drink an awful lot to get
drunk. And had to keep drinking to stay drunk.

The beauteous Teal,” he said by way of
greeting.

Dexter was one of the American born vamps in
the lair. He was living in Boston in the eighteenth century when he
was turned.

“Dexter, you ever know any daywalkers?” I
asked.

“Daywalkers? No, can't say as I have. They're
a rare beast. Why? You think you have the power?”

“Me? I wish. No, the guy from Akar's lair I
was told to babysit is apparently one, though.”

“How do you know?” Stern demanded.

Stern was a dick. I ignored him.

“The young believe anything they're told,”
Ross said.

He was another dick, but much more powerful.
And he irritated me.

“It was Wasswa who said it,” I replied. “Then
Butler confirmed it.”

“Maybe you should meet him tomorrow morning
to be sure,” Stern said with a sneer.

“Maybe you should go fuck yourself,” I said.
“Wait, you do that every day anyway.”

He flared angrily. He was too weak to have
precedence for the women there. He'd have to go after a human woman
if allowed out at night. And since he tended to have shitty
self-control he was almost never let out at night.

“And how many have fucked you tonight,
slut?!” he demanded.

“Several, and I came every time,” I
taunted.

I spread my legs and let my fingers slide
over my groin as I rolled my tongue across my lower lip.

His jaw elongated slightly and his fans came
out, which was once again a sign of how little self-control he had.
I made kissy faces at him and he launched himself at me. I slumped
and caught him with my feet in mid-leap, flinging him up and over
me and the sofa I was sitting on to slam into the wall about ten
feet behind me.

He scrambled to his feet and ran for me and I
stepped back, using my long reach, grabbing him by the scruff of
the neck and then pivoting to send him flying across the room
again. This time he slammed into a table full of refreshments,
breaking it and landing amid the food and drink as others cursed at
the splashing.

Cuyler appeared and then flung him out
through the open doorway. Since he was a lot stronger than me Stern
flew much further.

“It seems as though Stern is trying to learn
how to fly,” someone said, to mocking laughter.

He at least had the sense not to return,
since even he must have clued in that he'd irritated Cuyler.

I sat down again as human servants appeared
to clean up the mess.

“So how do you get to be a daywalker?” I
asked.

Dexter hadn't moved, of course.

“No one really knows for sure,” he replied.
“Being young when bitten helps. Everyone I've heard of who is one
came over when quite young.”

“I'm young.”

He snorted.

“Younger than you, usually. But it's not mere
youth. Look at Fergis.”

He waved negligently across the room to the
apparent six-year-old, who was really three centuries old.

“Do you ever watch those television
commercials for drugs, Teal?”

We turned and looked at John Johansen. He was
one of the younger vamps, being just under a century. He'd also
been a doctor.

“I change the channel,” I said.

“Every drug they use these days is tested
repeatedly on large numbers of people. They work reasonably well
for what they're designed for. But for some unknown reason, small
numbers of people are affected differently. No one really knows
why. The same drug which is consumed by millions without issue can
cause very dangerous side-effects to small numbers.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means that human beings are not produced
on an assembly line. They are not ever identical. There are small
differences in their makeup. Thus a thousand are bitten and brought
over, and have the same weaknesses to sunlight and silver. And then
there is that one who somehow does not.”

“So it's like winning the lottery.”

“The genetic lottery.”

“How do vampires find out if they're
day-walkers?”

“Accidentally,” Dexter snorted.

“Yes, if you find yourself under the sun and
don't melt, then you're a daywalker,” Ross said.

You can't hold a private conversation in a
room full of vampires. Everyone's hearing is too good.

“It's not just that,” Johansen said.
“Daywalkers, by definition, do not experience the sunrise death the
rest of us do.”

“That's what I just said, idiot,” Ross
growled.

“No, it's not, fool,” Johansen growled
back.

“You mean they don't die when the sun rises?”
I asked.

“Essentially. They can stay awake, even as
the sun rises in the sky. The rest of us, well, we... sleep a
dreamless sleep until the sun sets.”

“Which is why everyone despises them,” Ross
said.

“Because we're jealous as fuck,” Dexter
added, taking another drink.

“Because they're not true vampires!” Ross
snapped.

“They are considered half-human,
half-vampire,” Johansen said, though that's not really accurate.
They have all the same powers as vampires and sustain themselves
with the same blood. They simply lack the normal weaknesses. I
don't think that makes them less, but greater.”

“Who is this daywalker you're talking about?”
another voice asked.

That was Cuyler.

“Butler, the guy I was sent to escort around
because he has little knowledge of the modern world.”

“If he's a daywalker why would he lack such
knowledge?”

“Apparently his last master didn't like him
or was jealous, or suspicious. He kept him below ground for
centuries. Now, somehow or other he's been sent to join Akar's
Clan. Akar doesn't seem to trust him either.”

“No one trusts a daywalker,” Dexter said.

“Why not?”

“Because they lack our weaknesses,” Johansen
said. “That includes being far more independent of their masters
than is the norm.”

“Their masters can't control them in the same
way they can control their normal children,” Cuyler said. “Nor will
they die if their master dies. Their blood oaths do not bind them,
and their blood ties do not lend themselves to control. They are...
independent. I'm surprised Akar would accept one. He's a very
careful, suspicious, distrustful man.”

“Aren't all masters?” I asked.

He scowled at me then shrugged.

Vampires have no 'children' in the
traditional sense, of course. They use that term for a mortal they
have brought over. They have control over that new vampire, and
then, over any vampire that 'child' winds up bringing over, as
well. Such is the case with Julius.

As if to prove the point I felt a sense of
summoning from Julius. I stood up and left, heading down the hall
towards his chambers. I found him sitting in a leather wing chair
in the corner, framed by high bookshelves filled with ancient,
leather-bound books.

“Master?” I asked.

He looked up at me. “Tell me of the events of
the night,” he said.

I told him about the ambush, running off,
getting on the first train, calling Cuyler, then the whipping by
Misizi.

“As you have previously stated, it was your
intention to condition me to arousal upon that sort of … sexual
punishment,” I said carefully. “Thus when he left I was highly
aroused and naked. I sat back on a sofa and... inspected my body
for damage, which further aroused me. And then Butler came in.”

“And you stood up and dressed.”

“Uhm, no. Butler responded to his instincts
and threw himself at me.”

“And you?”

“Responded to my instincts, including the
conditioning you've instilled in me.”

“I see. And did you enjoy it?”

I shrugged uncomfortably, not sure how mad he
might get, but you can't lie to your master and get away with
it.

“Yes.”

“How much did you enjoy it?”

“Uhm, a lot. I mean, he was kind of...
feral.”

“Why?”

“Apparently he'd been denied it for quite
some time.”

“So, you like it rough.”

“Well, you made me that way!” I dropped my
eyes. “Uhm, master.”

“Is that an accusation, child?”

“No, Master, merely a statement of fact.”

He snorted. “Take off your clothes.”
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I stripped quickly. It wasn't like I was shy
anymore. Certainly not around him.

“Feet apart on the floor. Hands behind your
head, arch your back.”

Surprised, I obeyed, feeling a dark heat
starting to thrum along my spine. I didn't know if that was his
power or just the natural product of my subconsciousness. After
all, every time he had me get naked I wound up screaming in
pleasure. Sometimes I screamed in pain first, though. So even
though I was starting to heat up I was also getting nervous.

“You have an excellent body,” he said.

“Thank you, Master.”

Politeness never hurts with masters.

“You have the soft, firm flesh of youth, and
always will have. Come here.”

I moved closer, then stopped, standing
directly beside his chair, hands still behind my neck, feet
apart.

He ran his hand up and down my abdomen,
belly, and lower chest, then up higher to cup and squeeze my
breast.

I was getting more aroused, but naturally so.
I didn't think he was putting his power into it.

“Do you know why I don't let others make use
of this body, child?” he asked.

He let his hand slide down until his fingers
parted the lips of my sex.

“No, Master,” I gulped.

“Because it is good that they are reminded
that I am above them, that I have the power to do things, to have
things, they do not. Of course, grinding their noses in their lack
of power is necessary, but you should never think I do this for
your benefit.”

“I don't, Master.”

His fingers pushed into me, cold and hard,
but they produced a rush of heat that swept up my spine and made me
gasp. My hips began to grind helplessly against his fingers as he
pumped them lazily in and out, my clitoris swelling and throbbing
though he had yet to touch it.

“I do not wish to unnecessarily taunt my
masters, thus Cuyler and Aaron have access to your body. But this
Butler does not. You were not told to allow him.”

“I... couldn't help myself, Master!” I
gasped.

“Is there something within our brief
acquaintance, child, which has led you to believe I accept
excuses?”

“N-No, Master,” I gulped.

His thumb rose and pressed against my
clitoris, then began to rub gently. That produced a powerful surge
of pleasure which made my muscles spasm.

“You mounted that werewolf at the strip club,
as well,” he said. “And again claimed to not be able to control
yourself.”

“I-I... c-couldn't!” I gulped.

“You couldn't. You are an animal without
control over your instincts?”

“I'm... you... you ...”

“Are you blaming me, child?”

I gasped and collapsed to my knees at a
gesture from him.

“Shall I turn you into an animal, then?” he
asked. “Make of you a mindless beast of sex and heat and hunger and
lust?”

“I... no, master,” I moaned.

He snorted and stood up, walking across the
room.

“Come here,” he ordered.

I crawled to him, and he slipped a metal
collar around my neck. It was quite a large one, covering most of
my throat. There was a large gold plate front and back, and both
had an even larger gold ring attached and dangling. There was more
to the collar, though, than gold and leather. It was infused with
magic. It was the kind of magic that drained away a vampire's
strength, not unlike silver.

But it was more, did more. I felt my thoughts
fading, my emotions receding to the point I simply knelt there on
all fours, aroused, my body crackling with heat, my pussy throbbing
hotly. I knew what I wanted, but only in a general way. I didn't
think about who I was or where I was or even what I was.

I really only thought about things like
hunger and thirst, pleasure, and pain.

Master leaned over and his fingers stroked my
pussy.

I shuddered in heat, grinding myself back
against him and moaning low in my throat.

I really only thought of him as 'master'. And
I didn't really think about the other male in the room at all until
he began to strip. He dropped to all fours and crawled around me
with the fluid, graceful movements of an animal, though he remained
human in appearance.

I felt him behind me, my heat rising, and
then felt him enter me. I cried out, the words inarticulate sounds
as he thrust himself deep into my body. His upper body dropped atop
me and his arms wrapped tightly around my chest, a breast in each
hand as he began to rut.

It was no more civilized than that. He was
fucking me like a beast, like an animal. But that was perfectly
fine with me. I took it like one, the heat baking my mind as his
big cock drove into me, as his fingers kneaded my breasts, and as
his hot breath panted against the back of my neck.

I felt very much like an animal. I had no
human thoughts, no inhibitions, no fears or cares or concerns
beyond the pleasure of the moment. His teeth bit into the nape of
my neck and he growled as his hips continued to pound against
me.

I shuddered and burned, every blow of his
thick cock against the back wall of my pussy sending hot little
explosion of pleasure and pain up through my body. His hips rammed
into me with furious, savage power and his cock was like a
battering ram, seeking to push even further into my body.

And then, somehow, I felt it doing so. I
felt... felt it... driving higher and deeper into my abdomen, up
into my stomach itself, as if it were over a foot long. It ached,
but not severely, and every inch deeper it got sent my heat
screaming higher.

I felt it thrusting deeper and deeper, up
into my chest, then forcing its way up through my throat until it
thrust out through my open mouth.

I gurgled and gasped, unable to breathe with
the thick cock thrusting in and out. The head pushed a good six
inches out past my lips, then withdrew into my mouth, then pushed
out again, and again and again as his hips pounded against me.

This didn't frighten me. That his wonderful
cock had pushed completely through my body seemed a wondrous thing,
and I felt the passion climbing even higher within me. It was
already as glorious as an orgasm, yet it wasn't an orgasm. It
wasn't release. That was still withheld from me somehow even as his
cock appeared then disappeared, appeared, then disappeared through
my open mouth.

The male mating with me felt strong and
powerful. I didn't know who he was nor care. This was what I was
made for, to have powerful males mount me, mate with me. The heat
felt as if it was burning away everything about who and what I was,
but I didn't care.

All that mattered was the passion and heat
gripping my mind and body. And that wonderful cock continued to
stoke that heat, kept my mind roiling in passion and lust. It was
as if I really was just an animal, and was perfectly content to
remain one.

His hands came out from underneath me, where
his fingers had dug deep into my aching breasts. They grabbed my
shoulders and forced my upper body to the floor, my breasts
pillowing out beneath me as his hips continued to drive into me
with unrestrained power.

I was desperate for an orgasm, but it would
not come. But that wasn't the case for the male pounding into me.
He came inside me, his cock somehow retreating in length so it was
still in my pussy, pouring his cream into me as he ground his hips
against my upraised buttocks.

He drew back and I lay still, trembling,
shaking, flushed, gasping for breath, moaning as the fog began to
dissipate from my mind. I remembered now who and what I was, and
where I was. It was like I was... human again. But I remembered
being an unthinking animal.

“There is a lesson to be learned here,
child,” Julius said.

My body felt as though it were on fire from
the inside. My mind was falling into a fever-heat of lust and need
as he gently stroked the line of my sex, which was sopping and
swollen.

The door opened and Cuyler walked in.

Julius drew back, then turned me. He snapped
a leash to the front of the collar and handed it to Cuyler.

“Take her to the Common Room, as
discussed.”

Cuyler jerked on the leash and I moaned as I
crawled after him. I felt a sense of dismay amid the heat. I had
worked hard at getting at least some kind of respect from them.
Handling Stern so easily would have added to that. But not if I was
led in among them like this!

But I couldn't say no. My will was not my
own. Julius had control of me and had even made my own body betray
me. It wanted to go to the Common Room and wanted to fuck every
single vampire there! Was that what was going to happen!? I was
practically drooling with excitement at the thought.

I was also disturbed and confused. Being an
animal... remembering being an animal, was strange. And the feel of
Ellim's cock pushing right through my body... That had to be Julius
messing with my mind. I healed quickly but if I'd been impaled like
that I'd still be feeling the pain. Julius was my master, though,
and could make my mind think whatever he wanted it to. Just as he
could make me deeply aroused and prevent me from climaxing.

They were all still there as Cuyler led me
in. Their conversations went still, but no one said anything, not
with Cuyler there. He led me over to the corner, and there was a …
a... post there. It was a narrow bar of dark iron seemingly driven
into the stone. And a big cock pushed out from it, a dildo, a big
dildo, at just about the right height for me.

Cuyler led me over and pushed my pussy
against it. And that was it for me. The touch of it against my
pussy made me push back, push back harder and harder, panting,
moaning, ignoring how thick it was, how it stretched me, how it
made me ache.

That got comments, nasty, obscene comments
from those watching. Not to mention heat. I could feel their own
heat rising, their own lust spiraling up as they stared at me.

The... cock... pushed harder, and I felt the
mouth of my sex aching and burning under the pressure, felt myself
opening more and more, stretching, straining as it began to slowly
push into me. It... hurt. But the dark heat became almost rabid as
I began to pant like an animal.

A moment later I felt restraints around my
ankles, binding them to the post.

“No one is to touch her,” Cuyler said.

I heard his voice as if from a great
distance. I was gripped by a terrible need, a lust like a devouring
beast. I could feel the thick, hard... cock, inside me, but I
wanted it deeper. I knew there was much more of it. I wanted to
impale myself on it! It was halfway into me now, and I was
desperate to feel it deeper.

But I couldn't move!

Cuyler left, and I remained there on all
fours, naked and helpless, with a dozen lust-filled vampires
devouring me with their eyes. I knew that they were a hair away
from jumping on me, all of them, but Julius' control held them as
it did me.

I tried to force my body to move, tried to
force myself back in order to take more of the thing into me, tried
to force my hips to twist and roll. I couldn't. The heat threatened
to consume me, overpowering my mind so that nothing else, not even
my embarrassment at being seen, being punished like this seemed to
matter.

“I can see the bitch's juices trickling down
the thing,” one of them said with a leer.

I did feel like I was absolutely sopping wet.
And normally that comment would have been mortifying, but the heat
was too intense for me to care about anything but satisfying it. I
should have climaxed already, but Julius' control prevented it.

“I smell semen on her,” another voice said.
“Werewolf semen.”

“So he's mating the slut with his
animal?”

“She is a bitch in heat,” a female voice
sniffed.

I knew now that Wisizi had spoken truly when
he said there had been discussions about how I might be punished by
them. Arouse me and then deny me. That achieved Julius' aim in
trying to turn me into a nymphomaniac and was the kind of
punishment that would give me no release.

Wisizi had tried to hold back my climax but
failed. I knew Julius was much stronger, and more importantly, he
was my master. So I wasn't about to climax unless he let me. Doing
it this way not only punished me but demonstrated his control both
over me and over the rest of his Clan.

It was hard to measure time. There were no
clocks, no television shows to hear start and finish. People had
discussions, their voices a babble I couldn't focus on or care
about, even when they mentioned me. They came and went, ate, drank,
made caustic remarks about me, or ignored me.

And I remained kneeling there, the thick
dildo deep inside me, my body filled with a tremendous sense of
pressure that made me tremble and shake. I so desperately wanted to
come! But I couldn't move and so couldn't do anything to bring me
closer to the edge I hovered beside.

It wasn't like I was doing anything, but even
so, I soon felt exhausted as the world went by in a fever
dream.

Stern appeared in the midst of that dream. I
retained enough of my mind to feel a sense of dread and
embarrassment as he stared at me, waiting for his insults. I also
felt a sense of hope and anticipation that maybe his weakness would
have him actually do something that would push me over the
edge.

I could see it in his eyes, in his face, that
he was fighting to keep control. He moved closer, and the
conversations stopped as everyone watched in anticipation. You
might think someone might warn him off, but no one much cared about
anyone here.

“Slut,” he hissed, standing before me. “Look
at you! You're nothing but a bitch in heat!”

His face was starting to shift, his fangs
coming out. He reached down and I felt his fingers against the top
of my sex where it was wrapped around the cock. He hissed and
rubbed his thumb against me there, sending the pleasure screaming
upward inside me.

“Suffer, slut!” he growled.

He grabbed me by the hair and tore his pants
open, then shoved his cock through my gaping lips and deep into my
throat. I shuddered in heat as he pumped into me in a frenzied,
desperate stroke, his cock sliding back and forth along my tongue
as the heat suddenly rose to unbearable levels.

He forced himself me to the balls, and his
hands tore at my hair. That jerked me back on the dildo I'd been
longing desperately to ride and I cried out in wildfire pleasure,
almost climaxing, desperately hoping he'd do it again. He did, and
the orgasm swept through me like a hurricane! The power of it broke
whatever control Julius had laid on me even as Stern flew backward
and hit the wall so hard he fell to the floor in a limp mass of
broken bones.

Cuyler looked at him sourly, then at me, even
more sourly.

I was riding the cock, my head bonelessly
flopping and rolling as I cried out again and again, the orgasm
tearing up my mind. I rammed myself back all the way to the post,
crying out again and again as the orgasm swept through me like a
tornado.

It felt so... so... so wonderful! I'd never
had an orgasm so intense, so relentless. It became everything,
tearing apart my mind as thoroughly as it had been when I was an
animal. It went on and on and on as I rutted back against the dildo
in frantic need, glorying in the freedom of movement and the glory
of raw, unadulterated ecstasy.

*

I wasn't supposed to come, obviously. Julius
was pissed, mostly at Stern, but also at me. He hadn't actually
told me, forbidden me. He had relied on his control to do that, and
the raging storm of heat had broken through it. For that, both of
us were going to be further punished.

I was fairly sure his punishment would be
intensely painful. Mine was the opposite.

Julius might know little about modern
technology, but Ellim was way younger, and since he was a shifter
instead of a vamp he spent a lot of time outside the lair acting on
behalf of his master. So Ellim knew about things like...
vibrators.

Which was why I had a huge vibrator jammed up
inside me as I hung by the wrists in an old, dried well. I was
hanging at the end of a magic spelled chain, about thirty feet
down. There wasn't a hint of light or sound down here. The
slime-covered brick walls were close around me, and the bottom was
probably another thirty feet below my toes.

Since I had wanted to come so badly that I
had succeeded in breaking free of Julius' control over me, then I
was going to get to come – a lot. Given the condition Julius had
put me in I had screamed in orgasm as soon as the thing was turned
on.

Then I was lowered into the well to hang here
as orgasms tore through my body and mind in a seemingly endless
stream of thunderous explosions of sensation and pleasure. I
screamed myself hoarse, my legs flopping and twisting and kicking
until I ran out of energy. And that took quite some time.

The orgasms were intense but empty. I
desperately wanted hands on my breasts, mouths on my nipples, the
feel of a big, hard cock thrusting into me. Instead, there was
cold, darkness, and the steady, endless vibrations inside me and
jammed against the mouth of my sex, threatening to drive me
insane.

I had never used a vibrator when I was alive.
Now, given the strengthened senses I had, it was overpowering, too
much sensation, almost to the edge of pain. But with Julius heating
my body the vibrator kept spinning me through climax after climax,
though never granting me an end to the heat gripping my body and
mind.

I desperately wanted them to stop. My insides
ached with the muscle spasms, but the heat gripping me would not
relent.

I moaned dazedly after another one, chest
heaving, insides aching. Just as there was such a thing as too much
passion and lust, Julius was teaching me there was such a thing as
too many orgasms. That was certainly not something I would have
previously imagined.

I stared around me at the cold, slimy walls,
and down the length of my body into the blackness below. Even with
my night vision, I couldn't see a lot, but I felt very... isolated
down there. And my body felt as though it were in turmoil as the
pleasure and heat and hunger raged within me and drove me towards
another orgasm.

Could you die of too many orgasms? I doubted
it, especially if you were a vampire. But they might succeed in
frying my brain as much as his spell-working turning me into an
animal would.

Finally, Cuyler drew me up again,
smirking.

“I'm sure you enjoyed all those orgasms,
girl,” he said as he removed the chains from my wrists as I lay
trembling on the edge of the well.

He slid the vibrator out of me, but just as I
was starting to think it might be over he rolled me over and locked
my wrists together behind my back. Then he put new batteries in the
thing and shoved it back inside me.

“As I am feeling kindly, I will let it
continue.”

And then he threw me in, after locking the
shackles around my ankles instead.

More hours passed, this time hanging upside
down, as the orgasms continued and I slowly went insane. It was
hard to even remember who I was, let alone where. I was nearly
blind, upside down, and gripped by a feverish heat that kept
exploding into uncontrollable orgasms.

Finally, I was pulled up again, the chains
and vibrator removed. Cuyler dragged me down a corridor by the hair
and threw me onto the floor of my apartment before leaving.

My nerve endings continued to spasm for quite
some time but eventually, I recovered somewhat and crawled into the
bathroom. I pulled myself to my feet, turned on the shower, and
half fell inside, letting the hot water wash the smell of the slimy
well off me.

After a while, I was able to rise and soap
myself up, but even that made me shiver and tremble as my hands
moved over my breasts. I had so longed for someone to touch them! I
kneaded and squeezed my soapy breasts, shuddering with renewed
heat. And when I brought my shaky fingers downward to soapy up my
pussy I came immediately.

The orgasm wasn't as powerful as the others,
but oddly, more pleasant. More human, perhaps? But it alarmed me. I
wondered what Julius was trying to turn me into; some rabid bitch
in constant heat who would have orgasms if I was barely touched? I
remembered being one, with his magic suppressing my humanity, and
shuddered.

The thing was I could easily see him doing
that just out for the minor amusement of it.

Bastard.
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I was tired and angry and hungry and fed up
with Julius and vampires in general. I put on a pair of leather
pants and slipped on a tank top and then went looking for food. The
thought of going down to where humans were kept like penned cattle
to feed did not appeal to me. So I headed for the exit. Oddly, no
one was there. Thanking my luck for the coincidence, I went
upstairs and then leapt up onto the nearest roof, moving from one
to another.

The clearest thought I had was that Chinese
girl. She had tasted so good! I found her penthouse deck again
easily and dropped onto it. If I had been more alert, and not
gripped by my own inner anger, frustration and misery, I might have
paused to wonder at her being there again in the same chair, as if
waiting.

I also probably would have been quieter and
less... over-confident. As it was I was so casual that she heard
me, and as I came around the corner I found her standing up,
holding a cross out before her.

I paused, confused, and surprised. She looked
at me grimly and I fought to not laugh. The truth is crosses don't
do a damn thing against vampires. Vampirism is sort of a disease,
not a curse from God. No, holy water doesn't do anything but get us
wet either.

“Wait!” she said in accented English.

Which surprised me again. I'd expected
something like “Begone evil!”

I waited, curious.

“Are you... how... how did you get here?” she
gulped.

“I flew,” I said.

“Are you... are you some kind of... I mean...
you... before... when you were here you... bit me, you... you acted
like, like...”

“A vampire?”

She nodded jerkily, eyes wide.

“Yep.”

She licked her lips.

“Can you make me one!?”

“Now why would I do that?”

“So I can fly! Away from here!”

“This looks like a pretty nice place,
actually,” I said. “It's sure better than my apartment.”

She glared at me and then undid her
nightdress, letting it drop to her ankles.

She had a lot of welts, more than before.
Apparently, she got whipped fairly regularly.

“Who's doing that to you?” I asked, feeling a
surge of resentment towards Julius-type people.

“My husband!”

“So divorce him.”

She scowled at me.

“He owns me. He is of the... tongs! If I were
to leave he would have me dragged back and make sure I died
horribly!”

A tong was a Chinese organized crime group,
not unlike the mafia, only not as nice.

I leaned against the wall.

“I don't think you'd find life as a vampire
any walk in the woods,” I said.

“Anything would be better than this! I have
thought of flying off this balcony many times! Only going straight
down!”

“That would hurt.”

“Not for long!”

“Yeah, well, there is that.”

She threw down the cross.

“You may have my body!” she cried. “I know
you want it! I sensed it yesterday! Making love with you would be
like heaven compared to my pig of a husband!”

Well, as I've mentioned, becoming a vampire
did make me bisexual, but I was honestly just too exhausted.

I moved forward as she stood there with head
back, waiting, and then wrapped my arms around her, roughly pulled
her in against me, and bit down on her throat.

She was just as tasty as I remembered and I
sighed in pleasure as energy flowed into me. With the energy, I
started to feel a rising sense of heat, too. I mean, the thought of
making love with a soft fleshed girl was the exact opposite of all
those machine-driven orgasms at the bottom of a well.

I'm not sure how straight my thinking was,
but I picked her up and carried her inside. I brought her into a
bedroom, stripped, and then began to do things with my mouth other
than drinking her blood.

In fact, she was writhing and twisting and
gasping and crying out so much I had to tie her to the bed.
Fortunately, the bondage stuff was right at hand, used, I suppose,
by her husband. I gagged her, then let my tongue and fingers move
up and down her trembling, heaving body.

It was... interesting. I mean, I'd had sex
with girls before, though not often. Mostly it was at the behest of
one or another of the masters, who either wanted a threesome or
wanted to watch. What I liked most, in comparison to the sex I'd
had lately, was how soft and... peaceful it was.

Her body was soft and warm and my hands
glided up and down over it, following its curves and kneading her
breasts. I kissed and nibbled my way down between her legs and
began to experiment on her. My fingers stroked her clitoris as I
watched her response, then my tongue circled and stroked across it
as she squealed and her hips bucked up against me.

This was... really quite enjoyable. I found I
liked being in control.

I licked harder, remembering what had been
done to me – if not lately – and let a finger push into her,
pumping in and out and kind of rubbing up along the inside of her
sex where her G-spot would be located. I added a second finger and
spread my elbows out to better pin her thighs as she began to shake
and grind herself up, then slid a third finger into her.

After driving her through several intense
orgasms I removed her gag. She was panting, sweating, and shaken,
and I slid atop her, enjoying her soft flesh against mine as I
kissed her. My lips moved passionately against hers for long, long
minutes as my hands stroked her body and my breasts ground against
her own.

I was becoming aroused from her arousal. I
licked her to another orgasm, then straddled her face and pressed
my pussy against her mouth. She was clearly new to it but licked
eagerly as I shuddered and ground myself against her.

I untied her and we rolled from side to side
in bed, kissing, our legs intertwined, our pussies grinding against
each other's thighs. I was aroused, but in a normal way, not goaded
by someone else, and I reveled in skimming my hands over her soft,
warm flesh, and how completely in control I was due to my
strength.

I put my hand over her mouth as she climaxed
again, her body bucking and twisting attractively beneath me. Then
moved downward, sinking my teeth into her breasts and chewing
softly before sliding lower.

I spread her legs wide and licked at her
pussy, then thrust first two, then four fingers into her tight
depths. I brought my thumb down on her clitoris, and she began to
writhe and twist as I licked my lips at the nearness of the big
artery next to her groin.

I bit into it, sighing as more energy moved
into me, casually holding her down as she climaxed again.

And then I felt a tremendous sense of pain,
like nothing I'd felt before. I reared up in shock and then
collapsed into blackness.

*

When I woke up I felt as if I had the world's
worst hangover. I had a splitting headache, ached all over, and
didn't know where I was. Oh, and I was naked and my hands were tied
very tightly behind my back. Some guy was yelling in a language I
didn't understand, and that was really making my head ache. Also
pissing me off.

My eyes fluttered open and I gasped in pain,
almost throwing up. But I forced them to stay open enough to see
what was going on. There was a fat, balding Chinese guy in the
room. He was the one doing the yelling. He was holding the girl...
what the fuck was her name... Ling, I thought, holding her by the
hair. She was tied up too.

He jerked back on her hair and yelled
something else at her, pointing at me

Husband, I thought, probably, the nasty one.
Okay, fair enough. I was fucking his wife, I suppose. Though it
really wasn't like I'd exactly seduced her.

“Would you shut... the fuck... up,” I
groaned.

The girl stared at me with wide eyes, her
jaw-dropping. The fat guy glowered at me and yelled something else
in Chinese.

“I don't speak that shit,” I groaned.

I was trying to sit up. He threw the girl
aside and helped me, but grabbing me by the throat and arm and
yanking me to my feet. He slapped my face a couple of times,
startling me.

“Who are you, whore!? How you get here!? How
you come here?!”

“She... she is a vampire!” Ling gasped.

“You are fool! You are ignorant peasant!” he
screamed back.

My head felt as it was going to explode.

He frog marched me to the window, where
sunlight streamed in. The light hitting my eyes almost made me
scream. Then I realized it was sunlight! I hurled myself back, and
even weak as he couldn't stop me. He tried to force me back and I
snapped the rope around my wrists and flung him against the wall,
then jumped on him and sank my fangs into his throat.

He didn't put up much of a fight. I was soon
drinking deeply, trying to rebuild my strength, my mind spinning
with confusion. If it was daylight then why was I awake? Or alive?
Or whatever it was. And while the sunlight had been painful to my
eyes the sun itself did not seem to have caused me any harm. I
mean, I hadn't exactly burst into flames or anything.

I took too much blood from the fat guy, even
though he had a lot in him. But that didn't really matter as I
intended to kill him anyway. Assuming I lived long enough.

I pushed myself up, feeling considerably
better, though still out of sorts, and stared at the window and the
sunlight there. How the fuck was I awake? I looked at the girl and
saw her on the floor, sitting against the wall staring at me with
the same wide eyes.

“I think... vampires... cannot... be awake in
day,” she said.

“Yeah, me too,” I groaned.

I walked over to the window, very wary,
staying out of the sunlight, and looked out on the city. It had
been close to two years since I'd seen it in daylight, after all.
Then I put my left hand into the light, really fast, and pulled it
back. Nothing happened, so I put it out again, leaving it for a
second, then pulled it back and examined it.

Was it possible I was a
daywalker?!

I put my hand out for longer, waiting to feel
it burning, but all I felt was the warmth of the sun on my
skin.

This was fucking weird!

I felt...strange, almost... high, as if I was
on something. No, there was something missing, something I had
hardly even paid attention to, hardly noticed. It was that link
with Julius. It had been like an anchor-line. For the first time, I
didn't feel it. Then again, he would be sleeping – dead, at the
moment.

I went over and pulled Ling to her feet, and
saw her wrists were bound in leather restraints behind her back. I
considered removing them but didn't.

“What happened?”

“You... you scream and... then... you... fell
unconscious,” she said. “I could not waken you. I try to hide you
but Zhang Wei he find you. He become very angry. Should you...
should you not be... sleeping?”

“Yeah,” I said.

I went back to the window and stepped into
the light, then back, but didn't feel anything.

“Is anyone else in this apartment?”

“No. Servants come later. Is early
morning.”

I walked out of the room and through the
apartment to the balcony, then hesitated, gripped by fear, before
stepping outside. The sun streamed down on me and I stood,
trembling, heart-pounding, waiting to burn. But nothing
happened.

Fuck me!

If I was a daywalker too, then... I could go
wherever I wanted and do whatever I wanted. I wouldn't have to
return to Julius. Not unless he could track me when he wakened. The
thought of that was astonishing, as if I'd won the lottery, but
wasn't quite sure.

I went back inside.

I brought a groggy Zhang Wei awake and had
him contact his guards outside the penthouse doors and tell them to
send the servants away today. Then I had him sit at his computer
and do some funds transfers – tens of millions of dollars worth,
into a bank account he created for me in Switzerland.

He knew a lot about how to launder funds and
was only too happy to enlighten me since I had his mind fully under
control. Then he started to work, setting up untraceable routes for
the money to disappear from the Swiss back into other accounts
around the world, then into bitcoins, then back into cash in
another bank in Bermuda.

It kept him occupied while my mind swirled
wildly with... possibilities.

“Mistress?”

I looked at Ling in surprise. She was still
sitting there anxiously, naked, bound, and very cute.

“Hmm?”

“Would... you like me to... do something for
you?”

I looked at her, then motioned for her to
come to me. She got up and shuffled her bare feet across the floor.
I considered her, then pointed down, and she knelt without
question.

I was liking this being able to be the boss,
to be honest, liking it a lot. I'd had no power, even over what I
wore, for the longest time.

“Let me see how you serve your mistress,” I
said, spreading my legs and leaning back.

She licked her lips, then leaned in. Right
from the start, I knew she had way more experience in how to please
women than I did. Her tongue was dainty, delicate, as it flitted
across my thighs, then she made her way up to my pussy and began to
mouth it, her entire mouth closing on my sex, without teeth, using
her lips to massage me.

I reached down and wound her long hair around
my hand, holding it in my fist the way mine had been held in men's
fists for so long. She began to lick harder, her tongue kind of
stunningly fast and light, sweeping in rapid circular motions over
and around my clitoris, then back and forth in a way which soon had
a flood of sensations sweeping up through my body.

I felt the heat and excitement growing,
partly from what she was doing and partly from the sheer wild
enjoyment of being in control. I even jerked on her hair a little
to make her gasp or wince, just because I could, just to reinforce
to myself that I was in charge.

Could I get a guy to perform like this? Hmm.
A long-haired guy? Maybe I could take human servants? But that
would make me a master vampire, and I wasn't? Was I? How did that
even work? I needed to ask someone, but there was no one to
ask.

If I could get hold of Butler again, he might
have some answers, at least about this daywalking stuff.

In the meantime, I was floating on a rising
tide of pleasure and heat as the girl's lips sucked rhythmically
and expertly on my clitoris, and her tongue shot out again and
again to stroke and swirl and sweep across and around my swollen
little button.

I looked down at her soft hair, her bound
wrists, her small, soft breasts with the pointy nipples, and felt
an insight into what the male vampires felt with me kneeling before
them. I could do anything with her, or to her. And she would do
anything I told her to, like a slave!

If I'd had a cock I would have put her face
down and taken her from behind right now, just to demonstrate my
mastery over her!

There was a saying that power was the
ultimate aphrodisiac. Well, power to one who'd never had any
certainly was, especially when combined with a gorgeous girl
licking her pussy!

I moaned, slumping down more, spreading my
knees wide, jerking on her hair as she licked harder and faster.
Her mouth was incredible! It was like a soft, warm, high-speed
machine! I moaned helplessly, grinding my hips up at her as she
licked and sucked.

Then the orgasm hit and I trembled and shook,
jamming her mouth against me as the pleasure swept over me and took
me to another place, a place without cares or fears, with nothing
but pleasure filling and surrounding me.

I sighed in pleasure as she sat back on her
heels, looking up anxiously, like a puppy that hopes it did
well.

“You've... done this before,” I groaned.

“My... husband liked to watch me with women,”
she said.

I glanced over at him. He was still working
away at the computer, as I'd ordered him. Much of the money he'd
transferred wasn't his. It belonged to his organized crime group,
his tong. It probably wouldn't be long until someone came to ask
him hard questions about that.

I got up and walked over to him.

“Well?”

“I have found several possibilities,” he
said.

The possibilities were places for me to live,
other than the Lair, places he could buy secretly. I wanted them to
have all the things the Lair didn't have, along with what it did –
security. Though I had no idea how much I had to sleep, if at all.
Vampires didn't sleep to regenerate energy. They did that through
feeding. They slept because the sun forced them to.

Still, I had always slept before, so
presumably, I would again.

The place I had him arrange to view was a
penthouse with a pool in Brooklyn on the riverfront with a view of
southern Manhattan. It had a safe room, which would be where I
could sleep, if I had to sleep. Brooklyn was a mess of territories
that changed monthly as the vampire masters there fought it out. I
could hopefully go unnoticed there.

I finally removed the restraints from Ling
and told her to get dressed. Then I went over to her husband.

“How many guards are there here?” I
asked.

“Two,” he said.

“Both outside the door?”

“Yes.”

“Call one in.”

Ten minutes later I was bursting with energy,
having fed multiple times. I stood out on the balcony in full
sunshine and stared out at the city, moving around along the walls,
marveling at how different everything seemed.

The two guards and Ling were all tied up and
unconscious in a closet. Me and Ling went downstairs and drove to
Brooklyn to look at the Penthouse. For multi-million dollar sales,
you bet realtors move ass quickly.

The woman was a bit nonplussed by my outfit,
but Ling was dressed in a designer outfit and we had arrived in a
top of the line Jaguar. The building wasn't anywhere near the
height of the condos in Manhattan, being a lousy twenty stories,
but the view from the roof deck was spectacular nevertheless.

While we'd been driving Ling had looked up
information on the place and found the price had actually gone down
quite a bit. Someone had put it up for sale for over thirty million
five years ago, though it hadn't sold. Now it was being offered for
fifteen. Apparently high-end New York real estate was in less
demand these days.

That kind of money seemed bizarre to me but
then I'd been overhearing Julius talking about business for some
time, and it was chump change to him. And given how I'd wrung Zhang
Wei out fairly easily I was betting there were a lot more sources
of money if I chose to look into it.

We toured the place and I liked what I saw.
It had lovely views of the bay and Manhattan, a gym, theater,
gorgeous master bedroom with an enormous bathroom, and a huge
kitchen. I could probably have the safe room expanded and
strengthened without raising any suspicions. Rich people could be
paranoid for a reason, after all.

I agreed to buy it, and Ling arranged the
details, which were a bit above my head. I was not really a pro on
high finance, after all. That was something I was going to have to
learn more about, though, unless I decided to keep Zhang Wei around
and I didn't want to do that. I might like to recruit some kind of
boy-toy but it sure wasn't going to be him.

We returned to Zhang Wei's place so Ling
could pack some things, then Zhang Wei climbed over the railing and
took the quick way down. From what Ling had said he'd killed a lot
of people, or ordered people killed, and took sadistic joy in
making those deaths as painful as possible.

I was being kind in comparison.

I had her check into a hotel in Brooklyn. I
wasn't about to trust myself to her or anyone, though, so I flew
back to 'my' penthouse, even though I hadn't taken possession yet,
let myself in through the balcony door I'd left unlocked, then
closed myself in the safe room to see if I could sleep for a few
hours.

Possibly I could. But not today, as it turned
out. Maybe I was too full of energy, or maybe too excited by new
possibilities and freedoms. I walked along the waterfront, had some
junk food to eat, then flew back to the penthouse to watch the
sunset.

I drove back to Manhattan and dropped the car
there. I jumped from roof to roof until I landed on the balcony of
the building over the lair. Usually, I made no effort to mask my
presence. This time I did. It was dark and I still couldn't feel
Julius. I wasn't complaining, but it was weird.

I moved as silently as possible along the
deck and balconies, looking in through the windows. But what I
found was on the outside. There were half a dozen piles of dust and
cracked and burned bones on the east-facing deck. Either they'd
been tossed out here to fry, and thus reduce the need to dispose of
bodies, or they'd been chained out here to fry when the sun
rose.

I didn't see any chains, though.

I made my way around the outside of the floor
until I was near Julius' office. There was movement inside, but it
wasn't him. I thought it was Ellim at first, but no, it was that
werewolf from the strip club. What in the hell was he doing
here?!

He moved and I saw someone else – Callum. He
was sitting behind Julius' desk and acting like he owned it. Which,
I guess, maybe he did, if one of those piles of dust and bone was
Julius. I couldn't hear what they were saying through the thick
glass but I did hear Callum's voice rise as he jumped to his
feet.

I stepped back into the darkness as he turned
to glare at the window. He was a master vamp. I wasn't sure of his
powers. Maybe he sensed my presence even through the wall. I turned
and dove off the roof, gliding down to the next building over, then
hid there. Soon there were half a dozen people on the other roof
looking around.

If Callum had killed Julius and taken over he
would expect me to have died, as a recently created 'child' of his.
Which meant if no one saw me I could escape without anyone even
looking for me. That was too excellent a thing to waste.

I dropped off the other side of the building
and made my way back to Brooklyn.
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I liked making Ling pose for me. Naked, of
course. Holding a position like a piece of statuary isn't easy, and
especially when you're aroused.

Ling had never had an orgasm until she'd had
sex with me, but she'd gotten used to being a sort of sex slave,
and now that there was actual pleasure to go along with the role
she was quite eager to continue. Besides, I'm not a sadistic
asshole like her now ex-husband. There are no welts on her body
anymore.

I seem to have established a connection of
some kind with her. It wasn't the same as Julius had with me
because she wasn't a vampire. I thought it was more like a human
servant, but I wasn't sure since I really don't have much
experience in these things.

It's frustrating not knowing all the things I
ought to know!

Anyway, I could arouse her without touching
her, which was handy and fun. Which meant almost anything could
arouse her – if I wanted it to. Chinese girls are, as a rule,
pretty reserved and dignified. Having her crawl around barking like
a dog, and carrying a rubber bone for me to toss for her to chase
after probably didn't help with that dignity. But then I was going
for something else, something like a, well, a pet.

That didn't mean I was turning her into an
unthinking animal-like Julius had done. She had all her faculties.
She knew she was human. Her mind was still there. In fact, it was
her sense of how outrageous and shocking this was which was helping
arouse her.

For all the perversity of her husband, he had
been pretty... conventional and unimaginative.

This amused her as well as arousing her. And
she was very much enjoying my little sexual games. Then again, they
always ended in orgasms, unlike what her husband had done.

I'd had her get her tongue pierced and now a
small weight hung from a chain, pulling her tongue over her lower
lip. I was stretching it – for kind of obvious reasons. So far she
could lick her chin. What that tongue felt like inside my pussy was
sheer delight.

But when I put her into the more obscene
poses, like with her face down and bottom-up, waiting to be
mounted, it turned me on in another way. It made me wish I were
her, or at least, that someone had put me face down, ass up and
ready for a big cock.

Julius had put a lot of effort into
conditioning me as a submissive slut, and I still was. The very
idea of being roughly and thoroughly used was a huge turn-on. So
what I did to her was kind of what I wanted someone to do to me. I
just didn't have anyone to be submissive to.

And no, Ling wouldn't do. It had to be a guy,
and it had to be someone strong. Play-acting wouldn't be good
enough. I longed to be dominated, to be pounded. And there's no
Tinder for vampires. If there was we sure as hell wouldn't call it
tinder given how flammable we can be.

Ling had a fantastic tongue and it turned me
on to dominate her, but it wasn't enough. I wanted a guy,
preferably one about as strong as me but not able to really
dominate me – except during sex, that was.

In the meantime, I was exploring the city. I
mostly did it in the daylight, which removed most of the danger of
running into another vampire. There were a few werewolves which
would recognize me, including Ellim if he was still alive – which I
doubted, and those other ones from the new pack that was now
apparently working with Callum. So I still had to be somewhat
careful even in the daylight.

And I had to be even more careful at night.
Oh, if I just stayed in that would be best, but I loved flying,
loved jumping, and I couldn't do that very well in the day.
Too many eyes at high windows who would notice. At night, wearing
black, they might catch a glimpse, wonder what it was, then think
they were mistaken.

And the best place to do that was midtown,
with all those high buildings crowded so close together. I liked
staying out late and catching the sunrise. It had been a while,
after all. And that was how I came across Butler again.

I had become a bit slack as dawn had
approached. I had known all the vamps would be back in their lairs
getting ready for 'bed'. I was laying in the grass with my hands
behind my head, looking out over the reservoir as the sky began to
lighten in the east.

I heard the sound of someone moving nearby
but paid it little mind. Then I smelled werewolves, and a moment
later sensed a vampire.

I went still, locating them. They were off to
my right. I turned my head minutely, focusing all my senses. The
other vampire hadn't noticed me, but then he was busy. The weres
hadn't smelled me because their noses were already full of
vamp.

I let them move on, then rose and followed. I
was curious as hell about what vampire would be out and about at
this time. There were four werewolves and one vampire. And Butler
was that vampire. That sort of explained why he was still out.
Sunrise didn't bother him. But what was he doing here?

I crept closer, trying to listen.

“... getting bored of this,” one of them
said.

“That's okay. Eventually, we'll find the
right place then you'll get terrified,” said another.

“Briefly,” said a third.

“We've checked dozens of places so far,” said
the first voice. “We haven't found this mystery vamp. For all we
know it's fled, gone somewhere warmer and nicer.”

“Given the timing,” Butler said, “It was
likely someone local taking advantage of that little bit of
unpleasantness in your lair last month.”

“Wasn't unpleasant for me,” one of them
said.

“Confusion, then. In any case, no one admits
to missing a vampire. So it's here. And since it has so much money
it's bound to have used it on something. And buying a lovely
Manhattan condo fit for a prince is among the most likely
uses.”

I wondered who they could be talking
about.

“All right, here it is,” one of them
said.

We had reached the edge of the park, and they
were looking up at a residential tower.

“Which apartment?”

“Twelfth floor,” Butler said.

I sank down behind a bush, while they sank
down behind the low wall around the park and waited.

Sunrise was bright and beautiful, but I
wasn't looking today.

“Let's go,” one of them said.

They crossed the street and entered the
building and I looked up. I certainly couldn't follow them into the
lobby. I supposed Butler would work the same magic on the doorman
as I had – as I'd shown him. Ha. So then what? They'd go up to the
twelfth floor looking for a vampire.

Butler wouldn't be able to find a vampire
dead to the world. But the weres would smell it. They had better
noses than even a vampire's enhanced senses. Of course, they'd have
a hard time doing that if Butler was with them.

If they were going after sunrise it was to
stake this missing vampire. They didn't need Butler for that. His
job was to befuddle any mortals they came across. I was tempted to
fly up but stayed where I was. They were looking for a vampire. I
didn't want to give them one.

Twenty minutes later they came out,
apparently finding nothing. They entered the park again and started
south towards midtown and what used to be Julius' territory. But
after a minute the werewolves broke away from Butler and instead
went west and north. They shifted into wolves, which I supposed
could be mistaken for large dogs, and then ran north.

Butler just continued south. I followed him.
I wasn't sure if I could take him, but I knew I could get away from
him. I couldn't tell if he was armed but if he hadn't become more
used to modern things since I'd last seen him I doubted he'd be a
very good shot if he was. Certainly not as good as me. And I was
definitely armed.

I moved off to the side then sped up. He was
in no hurry himself, apparently enjoying the day, so I was able to
work my way around in front of them. I spotted a likely tree and
jumped up onto a high branch, then waited for him to approach.

As he got closer I dropped to a lower branch,
though one still a good thirty feet up.

He halted, his eyes going wide, and stared up
at me. His head turned and he looked behind him, then turned and
stared at me again before slowly approaching.

“How are you alive?” he asked.

“How are you?”

“You didn't say you were a daywalker,” he
replied.

“I didn't know it at the time.”

“But Julius is dead. You should not have
survived his death.”

I shrugged. “Surprise. What are you doing
here with the werewolves?”

He looked around again, then back at me.

“Akar and Cuyler are cooperating in the
council. They're searching for a vampire who killed one of the
heads of an organized crime group and stole all their money.”

“How do you know a vampire did it?”

“Because that's the first thing vampires
think to do,” he said, “They think killing a criminal won't raise
any notice. But the masters get much of their money through the
organized crime groups themselves. So when a brutal organized crime
figure steals a lot of money, ships it off somewhere it can't be
traced and then jumps out of a window they have a pretty good idea
what caused it.”

I winced, for I hadn't thought about that. I
hadn't thought the vampires would even notice.

“I presume that was you?”

“Uh-huh. I decided that since I can survive
on my own I don't need to go back to the lair.”

“They keep a careful watch on anyone who dies
unexpectedly,” he said.

“I don't need to kill people to feed,” I said
indignantly.

“No, but most vampires have a certain level
of sadism. And after they get old they enjoy the power of taking
lives.”

“I'm not that old.” I paused. “Do you?”

“My time as a vampire has been...
unusual.”

“Yeah, me too. So why are you still living
with Akar given he's an asshole?”

“Well, there have not been a lot of
opportunities to do otherwise. And I am not very... familiar with
this world. I would likely be caught quickly and my punishment
would be... severe.”

“Where'd the werewolves go?”

“My escort? They were to see me back to
your... to Cuyler's lair where someone would drive me back to mine.
But they decided they wanted to work off some excess energy by
running in the park before it got crowded.”

“How disobedient of them. Bad doggies.”

“They said they could catch up with me before
I got to the Lair.”

“I presume they're part of that pack you and
I were hunting?”

“Yes. They were brought in by Cuyler for
muscle in his takeover of the Lair. Half of them died, but the rest
don't seem bothered by this.”

“So,” I said. “How would you like to be free
of Akar?”

“How?”

I shrugged. “I know this world very well. And
I've got a lot of money.”

He looked at me. “You don't intend to avenge
Julius?”

“Avenge? Why the fuck would I do that? He was
an asshole. They were all assholes.”

“You have a foul mouth,” he said.

“Yeah? You wanna see what I can do with this
mouth?”

His eyebrow rose. “You are recruiting?”

“Recruiting?”

“That you survived your maker's death while
so young suggests you are a master, or will be. You certainly have
considerable power for your... age.”

“Really? No, I'm not recruiting. Exactly. But
two daywalkers might be safer than one. And you have a certain...
charm.”

*

I liked the softness of female flesh against
mine, but there was something to be said for the firm, muscular
power of strong male arms around me.

Butler was a sexist pig, in a lot of ways,
but given when he was born that wasn't surprising. Him being
largely clueless about anything invented after the fifteenth
century, though, meant he had to defer to me a lot anyway.

Except in sex. Where he had a lot of
enthusiasm in making up for lost time. But he also had that
sadistic tinge he spoke about. Which was fine with me since Julius
had turned me into a sexual submissive.

Butler was more inventive than Julius,
though. Which was why I was tied up and laying on the bed in a
severely awkward position. The heels of my feet were actually
pressing against the back of my head. He had shoved my legs down
that far, and forced my ankles back behind my neck. Then he'd
brought my arms over the top of my legs before pulling my wrists
back behind me.

My arms and wrists were tied firmly together
there, pinning my legs in place. My ankles were also tied tightly,
and the rope was fed up to the top of the headboard behind me,
which lifted my head and shoulders off the bed.

More rope was bound around the base of my
breasts, making them bulge. And Butler had been a quick study with
all the sex toys Ling had brought with her. I had a thick vibrator
buried in my pussy, and another jammed into my ass. Both of them
had thick bulges – much like a butt-plug, which kept them inside me
as I lay there.

I had a dildo gag stuffed into my mouth. The
dildo went into my throat, blocking much sound. In addition, I was
blindfolded.

Butler was enjoying making me climax – just
as Julius had. Only he wanted to do it in a more hands-on fashion,
so to speak.

He was letting the vibrators churn me up,
then putting Ling to work licking my clitoris until he sensed I was
near my orgasm. Then he'd pull her back, pull the vibrator out of
my pussy, thrust his big cock into me, and pound himself into me
with enough force and power to cause actual physical harm to a
mortal girl.

After I came, he'd pull back, and Ling would
start up again.

I had to hand it to him. He had patience. Few
men wanted to stop with their cock quivering excitedly and wait to
thrust into me again.

While Ling licked my pussy I felt Butler go
to work on my swollen breasts. He took long, slow, painful bites
all along the hot, throbbing surface of each breast, then let his
tongue sweep up and across my rigid nipples again and again before
closing his teeth to bite at the surrounding flesh.

Meanwhile, all I could do was lay there
trembling and moaning helplessly. I loved it! This wasn't the kind
of forced, debilitating lust and passion Julius had used his link
to create. This was all me, and I wallowed in the heat and lust and
pleasure as his tongue and teeth tormented me.

He pulled off my blindfold, at last, just to
show me something. It looked like some kind of pin or needle, only
it was quite long. I gulped as he pressed it down against the very
center of my right nipple, then pushed.

I shuddered at the little sting. It wasn't
really that painful. It was probably an acupuncture needle or
similar. I watched him slide it in, an inch, then two, and felt it
working its way through my flesh. Then he did the same to my other
nipple. Then he started inserting more needles into my breasts
until they looked like pincushions.

He had to stop suddenly, though, and push
Ling back. Then he drove his cock into me again and pounded me
through another gut-wrenching orgasm. He grinned at me and drew his
long, slick, glistening cock out of me, giving me a smug look.

He was demonstrating his 'self-discipline'
something we'd spoken of, because he said I had none.

Ling began licking my clitoris again, until
he pushed her away and slid another needle right into it. He ground
the vibrator back and forth against it then, and the explosive
burst of sensation almost drove me back into another orgasm.

He grinned and slowly sank his cock into me
to the balls, then pumped slowly as he tortured me with the
vibrator and needle. He sped up as I surged into another intense
orgasm, then laughed and drew back. He gripped Ling's arm, took her
fingers, and pushed them into me.

He worked her fingers in and out, three, then
four, then the fifth, squeezing them into a wedge which he then
pushed slowly down into my pussy. I shuddered and moaned and
trembled as I watched the lips of my sex strain and stretch, then
close down around her wrist.

Soon she was licking me excitedly as she
fisted me, her fist pumping up and down in my aching, burning pussy
as Butler moved forward and pulled the dildo gag from my mouth. He
straddled my upper body, gripped my hair in his hands, and pushed
his cock through my gasping, open jaw and deep into my throat.

Oral sex hadn't been a surprise to him, but
it had been a long while, and he had taken to it like a cat to
milk. He also, I thought, loved the dominance of it, holding my
head in his hand and casually fucking my mouth and throat.

Meanwhile, Ling was fist-fucking me while
sucking hungrily on my clitoris. And my nipples were quivering,
throbbing and burning.

I felt utterly... used! Which was exactly
what turned me on the most. I didn't need to breathe, so once my
gag reflex had been mastered I got to revel in the dark, erotic
feel of his big cock sliding up and down along my tongue and in my
throat got to bask in my own helplessness.

Multiple orgasms doesn't always mean coming
several times during a session. Sometimes my body reaches such a
pinnacle of heat and lust that it explodes into multiple orgasms.
It's like a roller coaster, screaming up and then plunging down,
only to race up again and fall off another cliff, and another, and
another, like train with a string of fiery boxcars rolling over me
one after the other.

Between the two of them I had reached that
pinnacle, and my mind churned violently as the sensations
overwhelmed it.

It let me float, thoughtless, wallowing in
the pleasure and heat as the two of them used my body I stared,
glassy-eyed, at the sight of Butler's cock as it appeared, then
disappeared, again and again while he fucked my throat. What a
marvelous looking cock he has, I thought dazedly.

He jammed it into me to the balls, coming at
last, and ground my lips against his groin as he spent himself down
my throat. Then he eased slowly back, grinning down at me.

“Now you'll have to get me ready for action
again, wench,” he said.

He drew back and untied me – mostly, then
retied me again with my wrists bound behind me. He did the same to
Ling, then put us on the floor together as he sat back on the bed,
and we both sucked and licked at his cock and balls as he gripped
our hair in a lazy fashion, tugging now and then to make us
wince.

Yes, I know I could have broken the ropes,
but what fun would that be!?

With both of us working on him he hardened
again to before long. Surprising me, he had me straddle him and
sink my pussy down on his stiff, glistening cock, then ride him. He
drew my mouth down to kiss me as his fingers kneaded my breast.
Then I felt pressure against my back opening as Ling pushed a dildo
into me and began to ride me even as I rode Butler. I was sure that
wasn't her idea either.

“Y-You're a p-pervert, Mister Butler,” I
gasped.

“Thank you,” he said.

Let the other vampires sit in their holes and
fight over power. Butler and I cared only about pleasure and fun.
And we had eternity to enjoy them.

I grunted as the two synced up, one thrusting
in as the other pulled back. Then Butler's hand pushed down so his
fingers could find my clitoris, rubbing and stroking it as my body
heated up again and sent more liquid heat flooding through my
mind.

Another orgasm approached, and I bounced and
jerked my hips up and down on his stiff cock as Ling gripped my
hips and continued to thrust her strap-on into my ass. I felt her
soft breasts against my back, then, and shuddered as she leaned in
to chew on the nape of my neck.

I came again and cried out in pleasure. I
didn't know how many orgasms a girl could have in life – or death –
but I was going to find out.

 


END

 


*
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Molly's Black Master (Molly's Black
Masters series)

Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl survive
the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall
company vice president? I was about to find out! One of the first
things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his computer was
that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up
naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and
pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For the Smiths

Nicky thought it was a great summer job,
working for her friend Emily's parents at their beautiful estate.
It was a bit annoying that Em's dad decided to teach her
discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant she got to
wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt didn't seem
sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit and obey, and
service the Smiths in all their needs.
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Rookie cop Jaime McCloud is eager to shed her
uniform and get into plainclothes work, but when she arrests the
wrong man she's drafted into undercover work, helping hunky but
controlling federal agent Dan Lucas at a modeling agency. Tomboy
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hot, and the the wild, rough, kinky nature of what we did was
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moved me into his house, so his whole family could own me!
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wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was obnoxious and arrogant, yet
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time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers and tongue
made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more submission than
that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl before him and his
clients, and be their sex toy.

 


In The Vampire's Lair

On a foggy London night, Samantha feels a
strange, dark inner heat which blossoms to a shocking lust which
all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded subway car. Yet
none of the other riders see as she strips naked and begs to be
used by a smirking young man. So begins her introduction to the
world of vampires, to a world of enslavement, of uncontrolled lust
and shocking pleasure.

 


Nigger's Girl

A blonde girl has no business getting
involved with a Black man in rural Georgia. A blonde girl who's a
deputy sheriff especially has no business getting involved with a
Black ex-con with a violent temper and a hate on for white people.
But from the moment Dara sees Emery she's gripped by a feverish
need. However violently he treats her, however he shames and abuses
her, whoever he gives her to.

 


The Temporary Harem Girl

It's difficult to describe what being in a
modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over
your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told myself it was only
temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just wasn't prepared for
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Danielle becomes a chauffeur to a startlingly
wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man who seems do do nothing but
work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes taken with
his insolent chauffeur she finds out his domineering ways extend to
the bedroom - and the car! And as she melts his cold exterior he
makes her burn with the dark, thrilling heat of his dominance and
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Owned by Mister Trask

When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the
ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write
her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son came for his
monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and
arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away both her
clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and taught her
the wicked thrills of submission.

 


The Penthouse

Courtney is a poor girl, but a party girl
with ambitions. Finding herself in a fabulous penthouse with a
wealthy man is her dream come true. But he's not her date, but his
father! And he's very much the alpha male used to getting his way!
Courtney begins a scalding journey of submission and pleasure,
learning to submit, obey and abandon her inhibitions before him,
his son, and the servants!
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