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“Kneel.” he said. His voice was strong, commanding. For a moment, neither one of them moved, the strain evident on their faces, the power between them almost palpable. His other thralls watched the exchange silently, their faces impassive, their bodies unmoving: they had been ordered not to interfere, and they would not.

And she wavered. She gritted her teeth, her face showing the strain she was under, but there was a small, imperceptible waver in her knee. He smiled, an evil, devilish smile, as she began to sink to the floor.

“Good girl.” he said. “That's good. Just kneel for me, kneel down to your Master.”

She went down on her knees, staring up at him with anger burning in her eyes.

“I have to admit. You resisted me for far longer than I would have expected.” he said, his lust and eagerness gleaming in his eyes. “But I have grown stronger, far stronger than you or that gibbering imbecile Merrick could have expected. I see it in you. You can feel it, feel the lust coursing through you. I can sense how you long to be mine, how you long to be my slave.”

“N...no...” Anna said, gritting her teeth again, trying to will herself back to her feet. Try as she might, she was unable, her knees firmly planted on the ground, her body in complete defiance of her wishes.

Or was it?

As much as she wanted to deny it, he was right. She longed to be dominated by him, longed for him to enslave her. She felt the need to serve him pulsing through her, felt her desire for him rampaging through her body and her mind.

“Come closer to your master. On your knees.” he said. He beckoned her with a curled finger.

Yes Master.

The voice came from within as she walked to him on her knees, and it surprised her. It was a soft, small inner voice. It was unmistakably hers, but it was different, eager- it belonged to him. It was the part of her that wanted to please him, wanted to obey him.

“Take me in your mouth, slave.” he said, taking her obedience for granted. Slowly but surely, she raised her hands to his pants. Her little, delicate hands worked swiftly, and his huge, throbbing cock stood just there, at the edge of her mouth. Her hand wrapped around it, gripping its impressive girth as she brought her head slowly to it.

Her lips touched the head of his cock for a moment, kissing it, and she slowly began to take his cock into her mouth, penetrating her supple, dark red lips, until she had taken his entire cock into her mouth.

“Oh god, that's good.” he grunted. “I love controlling you hungry little hunter whores.”

Anna began to feel her eyes glaze over, and she dimly realized the danger she was in. But there was a voice inside her, a voice growing stronger than it was before, a voice that seemed to creep into her head as she took his cock in her mouth, running her tongue along it, bobbing her head back and forth along it...

He is my Master. I am His slave. I live to please Him. I love to please Him.

***

“You always wanted it, didn't you? You wanted to stuff your cock in my tight little pussy the moment you saw me. Admit it, Merrick. You wanted to fuck my brains out. And you didn't. Well, now's your chance. Let me out, stud. Fuck me senseless. If you're lucky, I'll make you love being my slave.”

Anna turned away from the lascivious display behind the glass to look at Merrick. He was as composed as he ever was, but she could tell from his tight, pursed lips and rigid posture that he was upset by the sight in front of him. Sarah's top was down, playing with her tits, her hand down her pants to play with her pussy. 

“Are you OK?” Anna said. He said nothing, but he pressed a button that brought shades down on the glass and muted the microphone inside.

“I will be.” Merrick said. “We just have to remind ourselves that the... thing in there isn't Sarah. Sarah's gone, unless we can destroy her sire.”

“We also have to remind ourselves that her fate wasn't your fault.” Anna said, raising an eyebrow. Merrick smiled wistfully at her.

“That obvious?” he said. “It is partly my fault. I cannot escape blame for what happened to her. But I can help to restore her.”

He took her to a map, showing her a red dot in the center of the nightlife district.

“We used some magical means to track her master.” Merrick said. “We found what we think is his lair here.”

“That's one of the hottest clubs in the city.” Anna said, whistling. Merrick nodded.

“It is.” he said. “And it's a perfect, if unorthodox hiding place. Where better to have your base...”

“... but in a place where your prey comes to you?” Anna said, finishing his train of thought.

“Precisely.” Merrick said. He tapped the map again. “We know he's in there. We don't know who else is his thrall, who he's turned. It's possible the whole club could be against you.”

“Great odds.” Anna said. “What's my plan, then?”

“Well... I won't lie to you. It's a long shot.” Merrick said. “But it's the only shot you have.”

“I'll go with the shot I've got.” Anna said. Merrick began to tell her the plan, and Anna felt her face turn white as Merrick outlined its details. It was going to be a very long shot, indeed.

And that's how she found herself outside of one of the hottest clubs in the city, dressed to kill- literally and figuratively. Anna took a deep breath. This was it.

This was where Sarah's information had brought them. This was it. This was the showdown. She took another deep breath, exhaling it, focusing herself, and she walked into the door. The bouncer didn't even bother stopping her- a single, hot girl? It was like she had a VIP pass.

She passed into the club and felt like she had gone into another world. The darkness of the club limited even her Hunter-sharpened vision, and the deep, loud thrum of the bass pounded through her chest, hampering her ability to hear. The writhing bodies on the dance floor kept the air hot and cramped, and she felt like she was hunting an animal in the jungle. The comparison was apt- this was his lair. She was in the den of the beast.

She moved through the crowd looking for him, looking for that oily, rancid feel in her mind that marked his presence. She had felt a similar feeling before with Sarah, but this was more powerful, more seductive. Even from this far away, even with the corruption emanating from him, she felt the raw pulse of his sexual energy beneath it. She knew she would have to be more careful than ever before with him, lest she succumb to his advances and become just another of his mindless slaves.

Finally she found him, seated at a table near the back of the club, flanked by two girls wearing very little- likely his thralls, judging from the fact that he wasn't actively pursuing them. She covertly made her way to the bar closest to him, hoping to ensnare him. She leaned against the bar, being careful to show him her best assets as she pulled out her phone, pretending to play with it. She looked over at him every now and then until she met his eyes- she held them on him for a moment, and he nodded slightly at her.

She smiled at him half-heartedly, and then looked back at her phone. Merrick had said that Tantric vampires lusted after the chase- so she'd give him one. She was banking on her ignoring him being irresistible to him. Finally, the bartender appeared with a drink in front of here.

“This is from the man there at the table.” he said, motioning up her target. She looked up, smiled at him and took the glass, walking up towards the table.

“I suppose I have you to thank for the drink.” she said, smiling at him with her best smile.

“You do.” he said, leaning in at her. “You caught my eye. That deserves a prize, in my opinion.”

“I'd love to give you an acceptance speech,” she said, slinking towards him. “But... it seems like you're a little busy.”

She motioned to the two girls flanking him on either side, and he laughed.

“Oh, I'm not engaged at all.” he said. He looked at her, his eyes locking with hers. “In fact, I think they'd be very pleased indeed to be present while you thanked me.”

And that's when he turned it on. His eyes suddenly went dark, coal-dark, and they began to bore into her. The sensation was nothing like she'd experienced before, nothing like she'd expected- even knowing it was going to happen, it hit her like a freight train. But it wasn't just powerful... it was subtle, clever, but irresistible all the same.

“I, uh...” Anna said, fumbling for her words. He smiled, taking her fumbling for her falling under his spell. She realized that was uncomfortably close to the truth.

“Stop there.” he said. He smiled, leaning in closer, bringing his finger lightly against her lips to silence her. “Let's take this somewhere more private.”

He rose, motioning her towards a door near them. Her plan was working better than expected: she had thought she would have to have some excuse for getting him away from the dance floor, but he had brought her away from more prying eyes all by his lonesome. 

The room they entered was, put simply, built for sex. It had a bar and a bed that was larger than any Anna had ever seen: it could fit six or seven comfortably, she guessed.

“Your clothes. Take them off.” he said lazily, moving towards the bed. She began to take her coat off, but as she did so she gripped the stake inside it. This was it. She had to wound him. Had to make him reckless in his urge to feed...

“How about I take your heart instead?” she said abruptly. He wheeled around just in time for her stake to catch him just above his heart. She heard one of his ribs crack as she drove the stake through it, just above his heart. He stumbled back, enraged, clutching the stake in one hand. The girls started to move silently towards her, but he raised his hand.

“Stop! The little bitch is mine!” he said, his face contorted in rage and pain. She began to move towards him, began to continue her assault, but he turned his eyes on her, locking onto them.

If his power was a tidal wave before, this was a tsunami, an avalanche, an unstoppable force of nature. The moment his locked on hers she felt the full force of his power hit her, completely overwhelming her mind.

Must obey Master. He is my Master.

A torrent of images washed through her. She was on the floor, her body entangled in his, their naked skin pressed against each other. His hands ran along her body, leaving a trail of white hot electric pleasure in their wake. She arched her back, whimpering at his touch, whimpering at the pleasure it brought her- whimpering at the desire it awakened within her. His eyes, those deep, cavernous eyes seemed to ensnare her, seemed to swallow her. She fell into them, washed into the maelstrom of those never-ending eyes, letting him take over her mind, letting him burn her resistance away. She never had a chance- the hallucination overwhelmed her with pleasure, the magic seeping into her, washing over her mind's defenses.

She had prepared for his attacks into her mind, but it was no use. His power was too great, too skillful. Instead of battering against her defenses, he simply slipped around them, taking himself into her mind, placing whatever images he wanted there, placing whatever thoughts and feeling he wanted there. He let her mind create the fantasy... and inserted himself into it, using her own sexual energy against her.

It feels good to obey Master. I love to obey Master.

Her eyes glazed over at his power as he came nearer to her. They unfocused as he came nearer and nearer, and a mindless, contented smile started to blossom on her lips. Why had she been fighting this? She couldn't remember. It felt so good to obey. It felt so good to let him in, to let him take control.

“You almost had me, my pet.” he said, running his hands through her hair idly. “But no one, not even a Hunter, can resist my power. You will be my slave, soon enough, like all the rest.”

She almost didn't hear him over the desire thrumming through her. But she did... his voice was soft, so soft, and it brought her deeper and deeper into his grasp. It relaxed her, and she felt an invisible weight flow off her. She almost sighed at the pleasure it brought her, the pleasure of having no worries.

I want to please Master. Oh God, Master, let me please you. Let me please you, Master, oh please oh please...

“You know that a stake wouldn't even have killed me?” he said, smiling. “It takes more than that to kill a Tantric vampire. But enough of that... submit to me, my pet. Tell me you want to submit to me.”

“I want to submit to you.” Anna said, completely lost in his spell. She couldn't believe this new tranquility she felt, this new bliss that had suddenly enveloped her. There was a small part of her that screamed that this was wrong, that she should resist, and she locked it safely away inside her. Maybe it would come in handy later. She doubted it. Why should she resist her Master? Why should she resist the feelings that thrummed through her?

“Mmm, that'll do for a start.” he said. “Kneel.”

She did as he commanded, kneeling almost instantly at his feet. She felt the rush of pleasure flow through her as she obeyed her Master, felt her panties dampen at the excitement of doing as she was told. He ran his fingers through her hair softly, lazily, enjoying his new conquest. Her head tingled where he touched her, and she smiled mindlessly at the pleasure he brought her.

“Since you're the second Hunter I've brought in, we'll have to do something... special with you.” he said, continuing to play with her hair. “You're going to debase yourself. You're going to be my cock-hungry cum slut when I'm done with you, your mind gone, your needs insatiable. I am going to ruin you.”

“Yes, Master.” Anna said happily. She wanted to obey, felt a deep, hungry gnawing in her to obey.

“Then beg to suck my cock, slave.” he said. “Beg for the privilege of having your Master's cock deep down your throat.”

“Oh please, Master, I need your cock so bad. Let your dirty little cock slut take you deep in your mouth, please, please!” she said. She felt the urgency in her voice, felt the terrible fear that he would not let her take him in her mouth- felt the fear that she wouldn't be allowed to please him.

“No.” he said. She whined, and he laughed. “First the clothes. I like my slutty, whimpering little slaves naked when they suck my cock.”

She disrobed faster than she thought possible, almost ripping off her clothes in her desire to please him.

“Oh god, please, Master! Your slutty little slave is naked.” she said, her eyes shining brightly with need and desire up at him. “Please, please let her suck your big, hard cock!”

“Not bad. We'll work on it.” he said, smiling. “But I am hungry. You wounded me. So we can begin.”

He pulled his cock out of his pants, freeing it, and Anna marveled at the size of her Master's cock. She took it in her hands, wrapping them around it, feeling it pulse beneath her touch. She ran her hands along it experimentally, pumping it with her soft, delicate little hands, feeling it grow even more under her touch, bringing it ever closer to her mouth. It was so big, so powerful... she couldn't wait to get it in her mouth. 

“Enough.” he said. He grabbed her head, entwining his fingers in her hair, and thrust his cock into her mouth, penetrating those deep, ruby-red lips. Her body shuddered as his thick cock thrust itself down her throat, and for a moment she wasn't sure she would be able to take it all in. But then her lips reached its base, and she realized that she had taken it all in, taken that entire, glorious cock in her mouth. She began to bob her head back and forth on his cock, so eager to take it in her mouth, eager to please her Master.

Don't succumb.

The voice echoed like a bell from somewhere inside her, ringing clear through her mind as she took his cock in her mouth. It broke the spell, broke the hold he had over her, brought her real self back to the forefront. She still longed for him, lusted after him, felt a deep need inside her to be his. But the plan was working- so far. She had to pretend, had to lure him in, had to wait for the right time to strike.

She continued to take his cock in her mouth, running her tongue along it, stroking it, playing with his balls with her free hand, pretending she was still his completely enslaved fuck toy. It was easier to pretend than she dared admit: there was a part of her, and a not small part of her, that did want to submit to him, that did want to let go. She wondered how much of her was truly pretending.

“Oh god, yes.” he said, continuing to play with her hair in his fingers. She still felt the electric shock of pleasure run through her when she touched her, still felt the deep, underlying need to please him, threatening to engulf her, strip her of her rationality. She tried to focus on him as a monster, as the evil she had to defeat.

Finally, he pulled her head off his cock, her lips leaving it with a wet pop. She looked at his girth there before her, glistening with her saliva. She tried to ignore the faint pang of regret that she was no longer still happily devouring his cock.

“You're such a good little cocksucker. You need a reward.” he said. “Bend over. On your hands and knees. Show me that hot little Hunter ass of yours.”

She obeyed, that now familiar rush of pleasure surging through her body as she got on her hands and knees, facing away from him.

“You call that showing off your ass?” he said. He brought his hand down sharply on her ass, the sting making her gasp as the pain and pleasure mingled into one. “Get that perky little ass up there. Show me what you've got, slut.”

She arched her back, jutting her ass out for him, cursing herself for wanting so desperately to please him. She had to end this soon, had to get him to end it soon, before she actually was completely lost in his power. Thankfully, the wound he sustained meant he needed to feed- and he would feast on her Hunter energies. He would have to come soon.

“Good girl.” he said. “I think you deserve a little reward for learning so quickly.”

He began to run his hands along her bare ass, sliding them down slowly, ever so slowly, to her pulsing, soaked sex between her thighs. He ran his finger lazily along her pussy, along its entrance, and she tried but was unable to suppress an anxious, eager moan of pleasure.

“My little slave likes that, doesn't she?” he said lazily. “Let's see what else she likes.”

Abruptly, with no warning, he slid his finger deep into her pussy. It met no resistance as it plunged in, up to his knuckle, and she cried out in pleasure, her back arching even more. He continued to slide his finger in and out of her pussy, running it along her lips, up to her clit and then back in, enjoying the continued bucking and moaning that his fingers brought.

“You're just ready, aren't you?” he said, continuing to slide his finger in and out of her. “You don't need this. You're ready for the main event.”

“Oh god, yes.” she said, continuing to wriggle her hips on his fingers, the blazing heat of pleasure rampaging through her body. She needed this to be over, needed to take him out before she couldn't control herself any longer. Or was she past the point of no return already?

“Then you know what to do.” he said, pulling his fingers out of her. She let out a soft cry of sadness when his sweet, sweet fingers left her pussy. 

“I...” she said, biting her lip. “What do I have to do?”

“Beg for it.” he said. “You know the rules. You're a Hunter. You know what'll happen to you the moment I come inside your hot little pussy. You'll become my mindless sex slave, a fuck toy. And you want that. So beg for it.”

“I... I want to become your sex toy.” she said slowly, haltingly. A part of her responded to that, excited beyond all belief that her Master would take her will, would take her very mind from her.

“That wasn't convincing.” he said. He brought his cock closer to her pussy until she could feel it there. She could feel it pressing lightly against her entrance, just there, so close. Instinctively, she started to move her hips back towards him, but he stopped her with his hands, resting them firmly on her ass.

“Please...” she said, her body trembling.

“Say it. Convince me.” he said, unmoving, his cock so tantalizingly close to her pussy.

No more than a few seconds passed, but it seemed like a lifetime. She waited there, as did he, biting her lip. How far would she go? How far could she go? Could she recover if she begged him for this, or would that small part of her erupt, her volcanic lust erupting from its prison, wiping away all traces of her mind?

“I'm losing interest.” he said, his fangs bared, his face feral, his want to feed on her energies plain on his face as he moved it closer to hers. “Say it, slave. Say what you want.”

“Oh god, I want to be your slave!” she said finally, the words bursting from inside of her. “Oh god, Master, please, fuck me, fuck your slutty little Anna raw until she begs for more, until your hot, mind-wiping cum makes her your mindless, slutty fuck slave!”

“That's a good girl.” he said. Good. She convinced him. But was that for his benefit? Was that to sell the act? Or was the only person being lied to... the only person she was fooling… herself?

He plunged his cock deep into her, and she realized she would soon find out. His cock was big, hard... and it filled her like no cock had ever filled her before. Her world exploded in a dazzling array of pleasure and ecstasy, ecstasy like she had never, ever experienced before in her life.

He wasn't making love to her. He was fucking her, fucking her hard, fucking her with all the primal, demonic intensity he possessed. She heard his deep, loud feral grunts as he slammed into her, and she responded in kind, her moans and gasps echoing through the room, matching his. 

Let go let go to Master become Master's slave be a good slave submit submit submit

The voice rose up unbidden inside her, and she fought desperately to keep it down, to keep it locked away in the little prison she had made for it. But it was no use- it was coming stronger, faster, more insistent. She knew it was only a matter of time before she became his, before she succumbed to the voice. She had to improvise.

She rose up on her haunches, snaking her hand back, entwining her hands in his short black hair as he continued to slam his cock deep inside her. She began to gyrate her hips on cock, squeezing her pussy, milking him with her muscles. She felt him shudder beneath her, and he groaned in pleasure at her sudden move.

“Oh god yes, please,” she whispered close to his ear. “Fuck your slut, fill her, make her your blank, mindless little fuck slut.”

It worked as she hoped: she felt him tense, felt his thrusts become more and more primal, felt him losing control. He was on the verge. This was her moment.

Finally he could hold out no longer, and she felt him let go, shooting his seed deep inside her. The sensation of being filled by him let her own orgasm come to her, and she shook and bucked as an ecstasy greater than anything filled her, threatening to overwhelm her senses. She struggled against it, struggled against her own body awash with wave upon wave of endless, exquisite pleasure. She knew that she had only moments before his demon seed would consume her, turn her into his mindless slave.

NO submit submit be a good slave obey Master be his obey Master

She grit her teeth, focusing herself. She could feel it spreading through her, feel the corruption eating away at her as he fed on her energies. It was now or never. She reached for the stake still hidden beneath her clothes, felt her hand grasp it.

She grabbed it, freeing herself from her orgasmic bliss, turning to face him.

NO don't do it don't do it don't hurt Master please don't hurt please Master

She furiously pushed down her rebellious thoughts, tried to push down the corruption seeping through her from her womb. He looked at her, his eyes wide, finally realizing what was happening.

“No... NO!” he said. “I command you to stop, I command you to-”

He never got to finish his sentence as Anna slammed the stake straight through his heart. A Tantric vampire's one weakness... being slain during the act of feeding. He looked up at her, his face a feral, fanged mask of pain and savage hatred, before his body began to crumble away into dust.

Finally, he existed no longer. She let herself slink to the floor slowly, feeling the corrosive, corruptive influence of his seed receding now that he was dead. She looked over at his thralls. They were on the floor, their eyes wide, their breathing labored. Merrick had mentioned something like that would happen to them when the psychic link with the Master was broken. They would recover in time. As would the other thralls, she hoped. She picked up her phone, dialing the only number that mattered anymore.

“It's done then. Or are you a gibbering bimbo now?” the voice on the other line said. She laughed despite it all, his dark sense of humor appealing to her, as always.

“Like, ohmygawd, you wish.” she said. “Actually I was having some pretty mind-blowing sex. But the guy up and blew himself to pieces.”

“Cute.” he said. “How about the thralls?”

“Asleep. Like you said.” she said, glancing over at them.

“Good.” he said. “We'll send a team over to deal with them. You just get back here for debriefing.”

“OK, but I could save you the trouble. I'm already naked.” she said, grinning in spite of herself. She could hear his eyes rolling over the phone.

“Just get back.” he said, and she hung up. She began to collect her clothes, looking around her. She didn't want to think about how close she came. Not all of those words had been fake. Most of them hadn't been. She had just... kept a lid on it. It scared her more than she was willing to admit as she dressed.

But... she still felt it inside. Still felt that desire, still felt that burning, uncontrollable need to submit. Shouldn't that be gone? Shouldn't she be back to normal, ready to pick up the pieces and move on.

No Master sorry Master please control me submit obey submit obey

It was small. It was dull, almost unnoticeable. But it was there. That small, insistent voice in her head, the voice that begged to submit, that begged to be controlled. The voice that wanted to be enslaved, that wanted to be used... that part of her that wanted to succumb.

“Get a grip.” she said out loud, forcefully. The words hung in the silent, empty room, punctuated only by the soft sound of the two girls breathing. She finished dressing herself, the act of putting on her clothes helping her regain some measure of composure as she walked back out into the night... and she tried not to listen to that little, insistent voice in her head... the one that wanted to give in.
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