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It wasn't entirely Rory's fault that she was
something of an unemotional sociopath. She'd been born to a wealthy
Irish family, and grown up hopelessly spoiled on a lavish estate in
the countryside. A beautiful child, with bright green eyes and rich
red hair, she'd had praise and affection lavished upon her almost
since birth.

Nothing was too good for her, and all wishes
and wants, all problems and annoyances were quickly dealt with by
her parents or servants to her satisfaction. So much so she came to
expect this as a matter of course. Life was truly all about her,
and her parents had not been inclined to try and give her a broader
outlook on life.

And then had come the fire. The old estate
had, it turned out, been something less than the fantasy castle she
had imagined at the time. It had an enormous number of issues,
starting with, and eventually ending with the ancient wiring which
had burned it to the ground killing everyone there but one little
girl rescued by late arriving firefighters.

Rory had gone to sleep one night secure in
the perfection of her world, and wakened a week later in a hospital
as an orphan. A penniless orphan at that, since it emerged the
estate had been mortgaged to the hilt and her father had been
having financial difficulties.

From there, her life had, of course, taken a
radical turn for the worse, through a series of foster families,
none of which had been inclined to put up with the anger and
frustration of a child in the midst of a deep and bewildering
depression.

Government psychiatrists and therapists had
not exactly helped either.

Once she hit adolescence, Rory found an
outlet for several of her problems in sex. Boys wanted her – badly,
for she was quite an attractive girl, and they could be manipulated
into showing her the kind of fawning affection and admiration she
had known as a child.

That gave her some emotional (though not
really physical) satisfaction, but she came to feel contempt for
them and their weakness, however good she got at exploiting it. As
far as other girls, they tended to loath her for sleeping around.
Which was only a problem insofar as Rory began to suspect she might
be a lesbian. She took no pleasure in her sexual relationships with
boys, after all.

Understanding how she was to behave around
people was a frustrating problem to Rory. No one had ever taught
her, after all. No one had ever explained the rules because the
rules as a child were that whatever Rory wanted, Rory got. Lacking
confidence in her ability to function among others – other than
seducing and taunting boys who she was coming to feel more and more
contempt for – she became more and more withdrawn.

She got tired of boys salivating after her
and began to dress in shapeless black, ignoring them as much as she
ignored the sneers of girls. Then she met Ara – or more properly A
ra, a Korean woman three times her age who ran a martial arts
academy in Belfast.

Rory experienced sex for the first time with
a woman, and it was far and away more pleasurable than she'd ever
felt with any boy. It was odd in that Ara liked tying her up. But
once tied up the woman would then make her writhe and twist and
buck and cry out in helpless carnal heat before bringing her to a
shattering orgasm.

Rory was in love, after that, or thought she
was. A ra began to teach her Taekwondo, while also “letting her” do
odd jobs around the academy. Rory did everything from washing the
floors to washing A ra's outfits, and was a fixture there for
several years, moving into a small room in the back, and easily
graduating to her black belt.

When A ra began to involve other women in
their lovemaking – while Rory was tied up helpless, she was at
first disturbed, but the raw heat A ra and her friends invoked in
her was just as powerful and her orgasms just as intense.

Besides, Rory didn't know the rules, so she
didn't quite understand that she was being treated in any way which
might violate them. When Ara and her friends began to teach her a
deeper form of submission involving discipline and pain she simply
accepted it with the same equanimity she had the lessons in
Taekwondo – as what she was required to do.

If being whipped was a necessary prelude to
orgasm, and it was what Ara wanted, then that was what she'd have
to endure.

And then to her astonishment, Ara left one
day, without even informing her she was going back to Korea.
Apparently she had overstayed her visitors visa, worked illegally,
and was about to be deported.

It was only then that a bewildered and
heartbroken Rory realized that she had meant nothing to the woman
other than as a sexual plaything and free servant, and this caused
her to become even more withdrawn.

One of the things Ara had left her, though,
aside from a belief she was a lesbian, and her black belt in
Taekwondo, was a straight A average at school. Koreans were
fanatics about education so Ara had insisted. Besides, with no
friends it wasn't exactly hard to find time to study.

Alone and homeless once more, but no longer a
child, Rory pondered her prospects – which were few. She had a
black belt and a high school education in an era of high
unemployment. She had no social skills to speak of, nor any job
history to provide.

But she had developed into quite an
attractive young woman, who, with her softly sculpted, elfin face,
icy green eyes and her now very athletic and attractive young body,
would, if properly used get her what she wanted. That was on longer
affection, but money. She sought out, through the internet, a
relationship with an older, wealthier woman to provide it.

The web site in question arranged for tuition
and other college fees to be paid by wealthy men (usually) in
exchange for sexual favors on an ongoing basis. Rory took Law –
because she wanted to know what the rules were, and applied herself
with single-minded determination, ignoring all social aspects of
college, studying whenever she wasn't in class or pleasuring her
'sugar mommy'.

And once she knew the rules, she pursued them
with an iron will. The best place to do that was the the Public
Prosecution Service. There she quickly gained a reputation both for
her encyclopedic legal knowledge and memory, and as a tenacious and
merciless prosecutor.

Jared Rose admired the former but despaired
of the latter. He was her supervisor, and she became his project.
He realized what a boon she could be to the department, but only if
she could come to understand the difference between prosecuting a
violent, lifelong gang member and prosecuting someone who got drunk
and slapped his spouse.

For to Rory, any violation of the rules
whatsoever demanded harsh retribution. Circumstances be damned.
There were no excuses. While her nickname had always been Rory she
came to be called the Pit Bull at the PPS.

“Miss O'connor,” he said to her after calling
her into her office for another talk. “You need to learn that the
world is not black and white, but shades of gray.”

It was so very hard to read her, he thought
unhappily, as she stood across from his desk. She stood ramrod
straight, her face blank, without anything in her cool, emotionless
eyes to indicate she even heard him. Her habitual clothing of
black, single breasted suit almost seemed to throw her in a shadow,
despite the coppery red hair.

“I've read your recommendation on the Simpson
file. Asking for the maximum punishment is, as I've told you on
previous occasions, not indicated here. There is a scale to
punishment for assault for a reason, and that reason is to take
into account the damage done, the outrage to public safety, as it
were, the motivation and history of the assailant, and any other
factors which throw the crime into context.”

She stared at him, blank faced, and he
sighed.

“You have a brilliant grasp of the law, but
no apparent understanding of the need to apply context to its
violation.”

“The law is clear,” she replied, in her
unusually low, contralto voice.

“No, the law is not clear. The law, as I
said, gives a scale of punishment. That is to suggest that there
are degrees of violation and that the punishment should be meted
out accordingly.”

He knew she thought him soft, even though
others considered him quite conservative. He did not understand why
she was as quiet and unemotional as she was. He'd tried to involve
her in conversations not related to work, tried to have her join he
and other colleagues for lunch or tea, and been politely turned
down. She had no apparent interest in any sort of relationship with
anyone at work not related directly TO work.

As far as he knew she had no spouse or
boyfriend (or girlfriend) and had shown no physical interest in any
of the young men who, he'd noticed, occasionally tried, in subtle
(or unsubtle) ways to impress her. She was a hard woman, and that
was disturbing in one so young, one barely a year out of law
school, in fact.

Her body might be draped in fairly shapeless
black, after all, but there was no real disguising that she was
lithe and slender, and of course, she was quite an attractive
enigma with those thick bangs which almost reached her striking
green eyes. Why was she so insistent on being left alone? What went
on inside her skull?

He sighed and ran his fingers through his
thinning brown hair.

“Look, I'm directing you to accept the plea
bargain requested by his solicitor and move on. Here.”

He handed a file across to her.

“This is an annoyance which has been around
for a while. It will require perseverance and determination to drag
this one down to earth. God knows many have tried. But you're one
who might well do it.”

If that piqued her interest or she was
annoyed with him she gave no sign. But she never did. She took the
file and opened it.

“What we have here, I believe, is a massive
case of multi years long fraud. The police have finally run down
who they believe is ultimately at the top of the chain of
responsible – although I wouldn't be too sure of that. He's an
Englishman named Lord. Smug bastard. Won't give us the time of day
without a warrant to drag it out of him.”

“He lives in London,” she said, examining the
file.

“He has a home in London, another in New
York, one in Sydney, and another in Tokyo. Oh, and one here, of
course, a chalet of sorts on Black Mountain. We're talking millions
of euros in swindled investors here, not to mention over-billing on
government contracts, bribery of public officials and tax
avoidance. I hate rich people who sit at the top of the pyramid of
benefits yet avoid their responsibility to society,” he said with a
scowl.

“There's no picture of him?”

“He's never been arrested. In fact, precious
little is known about him, for some reason. Clearly he's some sort
of businessman, but you know how it is these days. Everything is
done through numbered limited companies which are constantly being
created and dissolved and passing things back and forth between
them.”

Rory nodded then, waited for a signal to
depart, and then turned and left, going back to her office.

It was a busy floor, but no one attempted to
talk to her. She ignored other people and they had come ignore her.
Some seemed fascinated with her, or at least curious, but her cool
responses had managed to dissuade them from further attempts at
expanding their knowledge about her.

Her office was Spartan and bare. It contained
no personal possessions. Her desk was pristine. As were her
shelves, files and drawers. Everything had a place, and everything
needed to be in that place. She sat down, opened the file, and
began to read, then turned to the computer, called up the on-line
information and background cited and began to examine them.

She paid no attention to the passage of time.
She ate when she had to, regarding it as little more than fuel for
the engine. She took no pleasure in it. It was a task that needed
to be done so she could continue on.

She left late. Her flat-heeled dress shoes
(she saw no need or sense in high heels) clipped lightly on the
granite floor as she exited the elevator and went to the desk to
sign out. The security guard was familiar with her, of course, and
made no effort to chat. He did, however, venture what she took as a
normal “Good night, Ms. O'connor” as she moved to the door.

Why he should care if she had a good night
was beyond her. But it was a normal part of human society to use
such trite phrases. Thus it was, in a way, a rule to reply
in kind.

“Good night,” she said in return.

Had she been aware of the man's thoughts as
she exited she would have seen less need to be polite. Her voice,
in fact, excited him. He had said so to any number of other
security guards, and had even considered putting a hidden
microphone in her office in the middle of one night in hopes of
catching her speaking longer phrases.

The few, occasional glimpses he had had of
the shape of her body beneath her normal dull clothing, that lovely
face, the long red hair and that soft, furry voice had somehow
beguiled him, middle aged though he was, into any number of erotic
fantasies over the past year, none of which, he knew, would ever
come to fruition.

Rory's feet clipped along the pavement just
as they had the floor as she made her purposeful way to her car.
The car, of course, was Black, a Vauxhall Insignia Grand Sport. It
was sleek, powerful, and had a terrific sound system. Its leather
seats were comfortable, and its heads up display meant she didn't
have to take her eyes off the road.

She got in and music began to play. It had a
radio, though she'd never used it. It had a CD/DVD player, as well.
She saw no need for them. She used a USB stick. It held the music
she had chosen, and played it predictably and repeatedly.

There were no voices on any of the music, of
course. It was all orchestra music, sometimes classical, sometimes
string quartets, sometimes even a particular movie score she had
come to appreciate, such as that from the Godfather.

She was fond of the Imperial March from Star
Wars, too. It was nicely dark and menacing, and the Vienna
Philharmonic played it to perfection.

She drove through the darkened streets, eyes
flicking from side to side, careful and alert, which was what she
believed the rules required of a driver. Twenty five minutes later
she backed into the single car garage of her walk-up condo, and the
automatic garage door closed ahead of her.

She got out of the car and walked up the
stairs.

The condo was a three level row-house. The
first level were private garages and storage/laundry/equipment
rooms. Above that were living room, dining room and kitchen, and
above that, bedrooms.

If one entered and exited only by car,
through the garage, it was entirely possible to never encounter any
of ones neighbors, and she never had in the year she had been
living there. She liked it that way. People were an unnecessary
annoyance and aggravation.

The condo was modern, with an open layout.
The kitchen was along one wall, behind a glossy granite counter and
island. The dining area faced it, and further along was the living
area next to the window. A gas fireplace lay in the corner, which
could be flicked on with a button.

The music which played in the house was of
the same sort as in the car, coming from the same source, after
all, which was her computer in the small den off the stairs, and
linked to several speakers by WiFi.

She went upstairs to the bedroom and stripped
completely. It felt good to be free of the pressure of the heavy
clothing against her skin, of the bra enclosing her breasts.

She went into the attached master bathroom
and washed her hands carefully. She wasn't exactly a germophobic
but she was determined to bring as little of other people's germs
into her house as possible.

Walking back into the bedroom, she donned a
black leotard. It was tight, with built in bra cups for support,
and had a thong bottom. It had, of course, been a present, from
Ara, who had loved looking at her bottom and complimented her on it
numerous times.

She padded barefoot next door to the second
bedroom, which was now her home gym, and began her hour-long
routine of exercise, first doing her yoga stretches on the mat,
then, after putting on athletic shoes, running on the inclined
treadmill.

After that came the rowing machine, and some
loose weights, and finally practice in the movements of Taekwondo
which was the legacy of that same failed relationship as the
leotard she wore. She did not think as she twisted and turned her
body. That was one of the good things about pattern training. It
became almost instinctive, and your mind could be empty as your
body worked.

She was out of breath and sweating by the
time she finished, chest heaving as she gulped in air. She reached
up and removed the clip from her hair, letting it fall free. She'd
told herself many, many times to cut it, for longer hair was
impractical, but never gotten around to it.

It was especially impractical in the shower.
She refused to go to bed dirty, and refused to exercise in the
morning, wanting to be physically and mentally well-rested so as to
perform her job to the best of her abilities. That meant washing
her hair in the evening, and then wetting it down to brush it again
in the morning – unless she pulled it back severely, which she
sometimes did.

The bathroom was, of course, quite modern,
like the condo itself, and had both a tub and a glass shower
enclosure. Of course, standing in it as the water poured over her
made her feel a bit as though she were in an exhibit – naked girl
in box, as it were. But no one was there to see other than herself,
when she turned to see the mirror across from her.

Her face looked younger, she thought, as she
did turn, without the mass of coppery hair half covering it, hiding
it, hiding her. It occasionally occurred to her that she ought to
stop hiding, that perhaps she ought to take a chance and explore at
least casual relationships with other people, but something inside
her resisted.

She had come to enjoy sex with Ara, she
remembered, as her hands slid over her soapy slick body, lightly
kneading her breasts. She fingered her nipples. Ara had had them
pierced, but she'd long since discarded the rings, and they had
healed.

Bitch, witch, she thought, without
rancor.

Sex would be good again – soft skin against
soft skin. But all the emotional stuff around it – that was too
dangerous.

After the shower she donned her black satin
nightshirt. It was actually the top to a pair of pajamas, but she
never wore the bottoms, seeing no practical benefit.

She had a very good wall-mounted flat screen,
but she rarely watched it, except for while adding fuel to the
engine. She turned it on and put the news on but it was filled with
the idiocy of people. She instead called up recordings of business
shows which reviewed the stock market and individual stocks, and
played that while eating a TV dinner.

There was an odd sort of sense to the stock
market, if you had patience. And it was one of the few legal ways,
aside from a salary, to earn substantial amounts of money. Rory
wanted money, for money granted freedom and security. And it seemed
to her that the more of it you had, the less you had to care about
what people thought of you.

So she had been experimenting with her
disposable income, the past year, now that she had some, trying to
select stocks which seemed likely to rise considerably higher. So
far with mixed, but encouraging success. Her biggest problem was a
lack of faith in the future. If a stock was disappointing her by
falling she was more likely to cut her losses and dump it rather
than patiently wait for it to reverse course.

This was, she knew, illogical, but she did it
anyway. Which was... annoying. Rory liked to think of herself as a
very logical person, unswayed by the emotions which caused most
people to act like idiots.

After she'd finished eating she went to the
den to look up more on Lord and his projects. He seemed to be
something of an enigma: If he was a self-made millionaire there was
no information on how he'd done it. If he'd inherited his money
there was nothing on his parentage.

That suggested criminality to Rory. And she
reviewed the evidence the police had gathered to date for more
clues.

Her relationship with police, who were
invariably male, was not exactly chummy. She regarded most of them
as clumsy, mistake-prone oafs. She didn't know what they thought of
her, nor would it occur to her to care.

In her younger days, she had spent many hours
playing darts – by herself, of course. She would patiently throw
the darts at the board as she thought things through, pluck them
out, pace back, and throw them again – and again – and again,
sometimes for hours.

It was peaceful, and helped her think. She
got quite good, too, though she never played anyone. When she'd
gotten (briefly) into her self-cutting phase she'd played around
with sharp knives. And had come to replace the dart board with a
larger, heftier version. Instead of darts, however, she had small
throwing knives.

She threw them to think, however, just as she
had the darts, carefully flinging them across the room at the
wooden target, crossing to pluck them free, pacing back to her
start position, and hurling them again. She never put faces where
the board would be. The knives weren't a subconscious means of
delivering vengeance to anyone.

That was what her job was for, after all.

People who broke the rules needed to be
punished. She had certainly been punished by Ara for the slightest
misdeed or lack of focus, and it had helped her become the
self-disciplined person she now was.

People could never be relied upon to do what
was right. Only the certainty of punishment would keep them from
acting in whatever they regarded as their own selfish interest at
any given point in time. Thus society depended on the infliction of
punishment to those who broke its laws.

And Mister Lord certainly had. Whether she
could prove it was another thing. No doubt he'd have the finest of
legal defenses available. It shouldn't be so, but money did buy a
measure of defense against breaking rules.

Mister Rose had assigned this to her in order
to mete out justice. She admired Rose, whatever he might have
thought. He always tried to do the right thing by people, even if
she did see him as somewhat soft and too forgiving. He seemed kind
(though she was always wary of that now), and tried to explain
things to her without judging her.

And he showed no apparent sexual interest in
her. That was important. One would think men twice her age would
realize their sexual interest in her would not be reciprocated, and
one would be quite wrong. Far too many seemed to have not looked in
a mirror since their youth.

Rose, she sensed, was not immune to seeing
her as an attractive woman, but he never made any sort of efforts
in that direction. She appreciated that. A person should know their
limitations – as she did hers – and live within them.

It seemed to her that she needed to meet
Mister Lord. The police never liked that, since it bespoke a lack
of confidence in them, but she didn't intend to ask permission. She
generally understood what motivated people, and had developed a
decent ability to assess the honesty and integrity of people she
dealt with.

She had noted several places in the file
where she thought the police ought to have explored further
avenues, something to bring to their attention tomorrow. How to
deal with Lord was an enigma since he was an enigma. She would have
to feel her way through it.

She closed down the computer, turned off the
lights, and went into her bedroom, then the attached bathroom. She
got ready for bed, then drew back the covers, and made sure the
heavy drapes were closed, as well as the blind behind them. She
didn't want the sun waking her. She would waken at the time she set
her clock radio for. She always preferred to make her own decisions
where possible.

She peeled the pajama bottoms up and off, for
she always preferred the freedom of sleeping in the nude. The
sheets were bamboo, luxuriously soft against her bare skin, and she
stretched out between them, then turned off the light and fell
quickly asleep.
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She had decided to interview Lord herself,
not trusting clumsy police. Of course, Lord would only consent to
be interviewed at a time and place of his choosing, and only when
accompanied by his solicitor. That was to be expected. The rich, as
she knew, were different, and had more power – power she
envied.

The time he chose, perhaps in hopes she would
refuse, was 7:PM. Rory accepted it at once. It was March in
Belfast, and sunset was passed before she arrived at his
surprisingly modest looking home, halfway up black mountain.

It was a stone chalet, built rather like her
townhouse, although much wider, with the garage and entrance on the
ground floor. The upper windows were narrow, not in the modern form
at all, and the gray stone was topped by a sharply peaked roof of
dark brown copper.

The building, she realized, was set into the
side of the mountain, rather than simply being perched upon it. The
double doors were large, thick and clad in brass, like the gates of
a castle.

They were opened by a woman not much older
than she was; a brunette with collar length hair and oval glasses
on a pretty face. She wore a green business suit with a startlingly
short skirt, a skirt shorter than the jacket which accompanied
it.

Rory gave a mental sneer for this pandering
to male lust, but her face gave no sign of it.

“Ms. O'connor?” the woman asked in an
American accent.

She nodded.

“I'm Mister Lord's solicitor, Alex Carring.
Please come in.”

Again, Rory felt a sense of surprise. The
rich tended to prefer solicitors with decades of experience,
generally senior partners in their firms. She stepped forward, and
the woman closed the big doors behind her, then led her down a
wide, marble floor and between a pair of Greek or Roman style
statutes of naked women.

They turned into a wide, round room with a
high ceiling. It was a lounge of sorts, though without any
television that she saw. There were several groupings of sofas.
They were all low and deep, and piled with cushions. There was not
a hard-backed chair to be seen.

“Mister Lord?” she said as the girl led her
to the single occupant.

He inclined his head in much the same way she
had to the girl at the door. He was a slender man who appeared
about her height (he did not bother to stand). None of the research
she'd found gave his age but he appeared to be in his mid thirties,
with untidy dark brown hair. He looked lazy, comfortable and
insouciant as he slouched back among the cushions with his feet up
on an ottoman and a drink in hand.

“I am Rory O'connor,” she said. “I have a few
questions I was hoping you would be willing to answer.”

The girl slid into the sofa next to Lord,
surprising Rory again, for there wasn't an inch of space between
their bodies. So, she thought, that would be why he would trust
himself to some young, pretty girl – because they were lovers.

The man looked callow to her, but she
supposed wealth made up for a lot to some women. Then again, she
wasn't exactly impressed by men in general anyway.

“And why should I be willing to do that?” he
asked in the sort of posh, upper class English accent she
personally detested.

“Presumably, because you would like things to
move along smartly so that as an innocent man, you can be rid of
the bother of this investigation and prosecution,” she said
tonelessly.

He smirked at that.

“Or you hope he's too stupid to keep his
mouth shut and will say something to help you incriminate him,” the
girl said.

Rory looked down her nose at the woman but
didn't deign to reply.

“They're quite simple questions,” she said,
turning her eyes back to Lord.

“Well, you have come out all this way, so I
suppose it would be rude of me to refuse,” he said. “Do have a
seat.”

He waved at the sofa next to him, on the
opposite side of the girl, and after a moment Rory sat down,
several feet down the sofa.

“You are often quite rude,” the girl
said.

He shrugged.

“Childish, even.”

He turned and scowled at her briefly, but it
didn't seem to intimidate her.

“Ask your questions and I'll see if I want to
answer,” he said to Rory.

“You are the owner of Canterbury
Incorporated.”

“Yes.”

“Canterbury is the principal owner of Denmore
incorporated of New York city?”

He shrugged.

“Is that a yes?”

“I believe it owns a minority interest in the
company,” Alex said.

Rory turned to look at her. “The other
principal owners of Denmore are Morgan Incorporated of London, and
89454643 of New York. However, Canterbury appears to also own Black
Shilling investments, which owns Morgan Incorporated. And through a
subsidiary of Black Shilling, it also owns the numbered company
from New York.

“We have been a busy little girl, haven't
we,” Lord said.

“I'm still looking. You have a large number
of separate corporations spread around the globe, Mister Lord. But
there does not appear to be any unifying theme to the variety of
organizations you own.”

He shrugged. “They all make money. That's the
only theme I'm interested in.”

“Yes, well, they don't appear to pay much, if
any taxes.”

“I have clever accountants.”

“All quite legal, I assure you,” Alex
said.

“Would you care for some wine, Ms. O'connor?”
Lord asked.

“No thank you.”

“Well, your loss. This is quite good
port.”

“Now three years ago Denmore bid on and won a
contract with the city to build a power station. This station went
twenty eight percent over its initial two hundred million euro
budget.”

“Due to matters beyond our control,” he
said.

“Due to unforeseen geographic faults and a
requested upgrade by the government,” Alex said.

“Approved by Mister Manning, who has now been
arrested on suspicion of breech of trust and bribery,” Rory
said.

“Humanity is imperfect,” Lord said
carelessly.

“A month before his approval of the contract
expansion Mister Manning visited New York city and stayed at the
Mandarin Oriental, a very pricey hotel. The bill was paid for by
the numbered company I mentioned earlier, 89454643 limited.”

“I believe he was inspecting some other power
station in New York,” the girl said.

Rory frowned at her. “Around this time ten
thousand euros appeared in his bank account, then promptly
disappeared in an electronic funds transfer to a Swiss account. It
then made its way to a bank in Bermuda.”

“Nothing to do with me, I assure you,” Lord
said.

“There is no evidence I'm aware of which
links Mister Lord to unexplained money in Mister Manning's
possession,” Alex said.

“The next month, Mister Manning went to a
casino in Monaco, The Golden Horseshoe, and there won fifty
thousand euros,” Rory said.

“Lucky man,” Lord replied.

The casino is owned by a group of companies
which in turn, are owned by another group of companies. Ultimately,
however, it's owned by you, isn't it, Mr. Lord?”

He shrugged. “I own a lot of things. It's so
hard to keep track, sometimes.”

The way he said it should have irritated
Rory. But for some reason she was feeling a sense of attraction
towards him. It was slight, at first, and built slowly before she
even noticed it. When she did, it bewildered her. His shoulders
seemed broader, his face more sculpted.

But it was Alex Carring's legs which drew her
eyes again and again. The skirt was even shorter sitting, and Rory
found her mind following those legs up beneath the short skirt in
her imagination.

The way the woman was sitting back let her
jacket fall apart to reveal she was quite busty beneath, and that
drew Rory's eyes as well. The glasses and that casual hair gave her
a sort of brainy, nerdy look, one that had always appealed to Rory,
and she began to find it hard to focus her mind on the questions at
hand as the woman's sexuality began to cause her insides to tighten
and her pulse to beat more rapidly.

She was disturbed by her arousal, for while
the woman was unquestionably attractive, the man was not, at least
to her. Yet she found herself attracted to both, very strongly
attracted, on a very physical level. Her nipples tightened within
the cups of her bras and she her lower belly felt warm and
heavy.

If she had drank or eaten anything she would
have suspected, as insane an idea as that was, that she'd been
given some sort of aphrodisiac. She'd never heard of one which had
this sort of strength, though.

The brunette rose and came around Lord,
smiling at her.

“Might I see your file?” she asked in a
pleasant voice. “Perhaps that would save us trouble and I could set
you straight on my client's innocence?”

She sat down altogether too close to Rory,
who stared at her, open-mouthed. It was an absurd request! As if
she would show her suspect's solicitor her notes!

Sitting so close, however, Rory became even
more aware of the woman's legs, nearly bare, practically touching
her, and the fullness beneath her blouse as she leaned forward,
smiling. The scent of her was delicious, like jasmine, and Rory
blinked her eyes in confusion.

“I-I don't... I'm not – .”

“Are you feeling warm?” the woman asked. “It
is a little warm, isn't it? Here, let me help you off with your
jacket.”

Rory felt half in a trance and made no
resistance as the woman slid her own blouse off, then pushed Rory's
back over her shoulders. She edged back, but was startled by Lord,
who seemed to have quietly moved closer to her on her other side.
She turned and stared at him, and his eyes were deep, calm pools of
onyx which transfixed her.

She felt her blouse being unbuttoned, then
soft, slender fingers sliding inside, and into the cup of her bra.
She shuddered at the tactile pleasure of that soft, warm flesh
against her breasts, which seemed to swell and throb with heat and
hunger. Her back arched softly, as if of its own accord, her
breasts seeking more of the same.

She didn't turn to look at the woman,
however, for she continued to stare into Lord's eyes, her mouth
open. He leaned in closer, and closer, and closer. How could it
take him so long to kiss her!? And then his lips were pressed
against hers, and she felt herself melting against him.

A deep, carnal heat began to burn within her,
and then a hand popped the clasp of her trousers and slid down
inside.

The touch of those soft fingers against her
sex made her cry out in something very near orgasmic pleasure. A
moment later harsher fingers gripped her hair, yanking her head
around to face the woman, who kissed her passionately. The woman's
hunger was raw and wild and she kissed Rory as if feeding at her
mouth!

Rory felt herself sinking back against the
pillows and cushions, and as her blouse was opened wide and her bra
pulled up two mouths bent to close on the center of her breasts as
fingers slid into her body.

Her hips began to roll and grind upward,
faster and harder, uncontrollably, the air sobbing out of her lungs
as she arched back more and more violently. Then the orgasm took
her and she cried out all the air in her lungs, sobbing as the
intensity of the pleasure overwhelmed her mind and filled her with
the most incredible storm of pleasure she'd ever experienced.

A sexual fever had hold of her, and she
couldn't get out of her clothes fast enough, even as the woman –
whose name she'd already forgotten, stripped as well. Lord sat
back, sipping from his wine, as the brunette lay atop Rory, their
lips moving in desperate passion, their hands racing over each
other's bodies.

The feel of the other woman's soft flesh
against hers, breast to breast, groin to groin, thigh to thigh, was
the most incredible, intensely erotic and pleasurable sensation
Rory had ever felt in her life! She was burning with a feverish
hunger as their tongues dueled and their lips slid together in
heated passion.

They lay side to side, legs scissored,
moaning softly. They rolled over so that she was on the bottom,
then rolled again, her on top. Nothing of the world introduced into
her mind, which knew nothing but heat and lust and longing and dark
sensual pleasure.

Another orgasm made Rory cry out, arching and
twisting, then another, even as the woman slid down her body,
spreading her legs apart.

The feel of her mouth against Rory's sex was
indescribable! Every touch sent her mind spinning uncontrollably.
Another massive orgasm spilled through her senses, her body
writhing, convulsing, until she could barely breath – nor cared
to.

The woman slid up her body, her soft flesh
caressing Rory causing her such delight she nearly fainted from
sensory overload, her hands stroking the woman's body as she
whimpered and moaned, overwhelmed by the sense of pleasure. Again
they kissed, a softer, gentler one.

Rory slid her hands up and down the woman's
flawless body and onto her buttocks, fingers digging in as she
kneaded them with a sense of wonder and delight. The feel of her
breasts against Carring's own was pure bliss, and her nipples
burned hotly.

The woman's fingers slid into her hair,
drawing her head back, then the man was there beside them, leaning
forward. Rory moaned as he began to nuzzle at her neck, arching her
back as she felt Carring's fingers slide up into her burning,
sopping sex as his larger male hand groped her bare breast.

She winced only slightly as she felt his
teeth sinking into the side of her throat. Then came a deep and
joyful sense of peace only broken by the surging sexual pleasure
rolling through her body. She felt... a sense of joining, her mind
to another, but didn't care and wasn't alarmed.

She felt a sense of awareness, not on her own
part, but of that other which now seemed to occupy her skull with
her own brain, as if it could suddenly see all her history, all
that was within her mind, all she thought and felt and desired.

The woman sank downward between her thighs
again, and Rory shuddered as her mouth found her sex and began to
lick and suck. The orgasms rolled through her again, each quite
small, but one following another like an endless train. Meanwhile,
she lay in total peace and relaxation, groaning and moaning and
arching and writhing slowly.

Never had she felt so perfectly and
absolutely contented.

The woman drew back after another orgasm, and
rose above her, smirking, hungry, beautiful in her nudity, and a
panting, sweating Rory stared up at her in wonder. Then something
else drew her attention away as the window behind the woman burst
inward.

It was a narrow window, and it appeared to
have wire mesh strengthening it. Nevertheless, a man-sized creature
which looked like a flat faced lizard with parchment skin and tiny
red eyes forced its way through and landed on the floor, issuing a
high pitched scream that made her clamp her hands over her ears,
her peace shattered.

Moments later the other windows burst in as
the winged creature flung itself towards Lord! He was already out
of the sofa, however, gripping the first creature by the throat. He
swung it around and hurled it bodily against the second such
creature to crawl through another broken window.

Half a dozen more were already inside,
though, and they crossed the floor with terrifying speed. One raked
a set of claws across Rory's chest and she screamed in pain as she
was hurled aside, falling across one of the sofas with deep, bloody
gouges across her chest.

Another of the creatures flew across the
room, hitting the wall so hard its head shattered, but more were
coming in, and now Lord seemed to have acquired a sword of all
things. She saw him decapitate one of the... things, moving as
impossibly fast as they were, then stared down in disbelief at her
torn flesh and the deep gouges across her body.

She saw the girl, Alex, laying across the
ottoman with her head on backwards, her eyes open and staring, then
one of the things landed beside her, its wicked eyes gleaming, its
mouth opening to reveal impossibly long fangs.

Then she found herself caught by its wild red
eyes, caught, open mouthed, her pain and terror forgotten as the
thing climbed atop her. It seemed to be crooning now, a gentle,
relaxing sound. It gripped her hair and yanked her head back to
expose her throat, then bent its head forward.

It abruptly released her hair, and its body
collapsed atop her as the head tumbled away. She shuddered, pain
wracking her body again, and raised her head to see most of the
creatures now laying still on the floor. As she watched, a bloody
and disheveled Lord decapitated a final one, cursing, his face
angry. He walked over to her and heaved the creature's body off
her, glaring at her.

“And what am I to do with you?” he demanded
in a low snarl.

He lowered the point of the long, bloody
sword in his hand and the tip moved along one of the tears across
her flesh.

Rory cried out, and he cursed again, then she
fainted.
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She wakened to the sight of clouds below her.
The oddity of that did not have much impact, at first. Her wakening
was a slow thing, awareness returning by tiny degrees. It was dark
outside, but yes, clouds were moving very quickly below her for
some reason. She noted it but had no particular concern over
this.

It was some time before she bothered to turn
her head to see anything else. There was a curved ceiling overhead,
and she lay in a bed not her own. Again, there was no concern. She
was at peace. She sensed something... someone nearby, though no one
was in the small room.

Then the door opened and a man walked in. She
knew him, but didn't know from where, nor cared.

“So. Awake at last,” he said.

That was a statement, not a question. It did
not require an answer, so she offered none.

She was laying on a bed nude before the man
she barely knew, but felt no care or embarrassment as he sat on the
edge of the bed. His hand moved onto her belly, and slid up between
her breasts.

Rory moaned low inside her, her eyes closing,
her body writhing slowly, his hand bringing heat and pleasure
wherever it touched. He climbed into the bed with her and spread
her legs wide, then knelt between them. He didn't put his mouth
over her sex, however, but against her inner thigh.

His fingers found her sex, however, and she
was almost immediately moaning in pleasure. Her hips began to roll
against his fingers as they stroked her, and she winced only
slightly as his teeth bit into her thigh near her groin.

His mouth remained pressed against her for
long, long seconds, but she did not wonder at it. Instead she
writhed slowly in place, moaning, heat swirling within her mind and
body. When he finally shifted and began to lick her sex her hips
rolled up with every lick, a powerful wave of pleasure making her
cry out again and again as her body trembled and burned.

The orgasm was so powerful, she arched so
violently she might have snapped her spine. That careless thought
occurred to her as it was happening, but was of no importance. The
orgasm stunned her into dazed immobility when it finally ended.

She felt that strange presence in her mind,
then, had felt but not noticed it as the orgasm shook her like a
dog with a rag doll. Now it slowly faded away, along with
consciousness.

When she next opened her eyes, she was in
another, much larger bed. This was an old fashioned four poster,
with thick, solid posts rising seven feet above to the crossbeam
and canopy overhead. Dark velvet curtains hemmed her in on three
sides. She couldn't see what was behind her head, nor cared.

It was very dark but she could see
surprisingly easily – though she wasn't surprised.

Then the curtain on one side was drawn back,
and the man was there again. She knew him, but didn't think from
where or what his name was. It hardly mattered, after all.

He sat down on the edge of the bed as he had
before, but did not touch her.

“So,” he said. “It is what it is.”

That had always struck Rory as an absurd
statement of the obvious, but she withheld judgment now.

“I am going to acquaint you with some
information you need to know,” he said. “Your life is changed now,
and it's no bloody fault of mine. Keep that foremost in your
mind.”

Rory looked at him without caring.

“You saw those... things?”

He didn't wait for her agreement or
understanding.

“They were ferals. Feral vampires, if you
will. They're little more than wild, savage beasts. It is possible
to control them, though it takes considerable power. Some create
and keep them like... a hunting pack.”

He stood up and began to pace nervously back
and forth.

“I had thought I was being reasonably
restrained in my behavior, that staying out of other people's
business would have them leave me be. Apparently not. Someone
decided to kill me.”

He snorted ironically. “Not that I'm exactly
alive. Yet I live. And they underestimated me. Well, that's what I
work at, isn't it? I try to not show my strength. But really, to
think I could be dragged down by a feral pack.”

He sniffed derisively.

“I might not be in the same class as a Jasper
or a Wellington or a Llewellyn or a Collin, but I'm not exactly a
bloody sheep either!”

He sat down on the bed again, scowling at
her.

“You were just there. Not my fault. I didn't
invite you. And I certainly didn't invite them! But there you have
it. You lost far too much blood when they tore open your chest.
Especially on top of... well... I was being careful in what I
took,” he said. “But in any event, your human body could not
survive so much blood loss.”

Rory looked at him without care.

“I don't mean to say you're dead, exactly.
Not the way you think of death. You're simply not quite alive...
er, well, not the way you think of life.”

His hand reached out and she moaned as it
caressed her bare breasts. She felt the heat pulsing within them,
her nipples hardening, crackling with pleasure.

“I did my best,” he said. “It would have been
a crying shame to waste such beauty. Besides, with Alex gone I
needed a new lawyer anyway. Sweet girl, Alex. I shall miss
her.”

Rory didn't care about whether he missed
Alex, but at the same time didn't believe him either. She sensed
his emotional indecision, his uncertainty, his nervousness and
resentment of circumstances. It all bespoke weakness to her. He
seemed to think it important she not blame him for what had
transpired. She didn't, of course, for she didn't care about
anything. Nevertheless, his caring marked him as weak.

Not that she cared.

“Anyway, it seemed I'd worn out my welcome,
so I left.”

Ran away, she thought.

“Took a plane to New York. Whoever it was
that went after me in Belfast won't follow me here. And the ferals
can't cross large bodies of waters, so they can't send them after
me, even if they have another pack.”

His hand slid down between her thighs,
cupping her sex, and Rory gasped, her back arching as he did
nothing but cup her gently.

“You're very responsive,” he said. “You and I
will have considerable fun together.”

He pulled his hand back, and Rory gulped in
air, the raw heat easing and fading.

“You will even come to love me, as Alex did,”
he said. “And it isn't all bad. I'm not exactly poor, you know. You
certainly won't have to work at anything. Whatever you want, you
can have. Just order it on the internet.”

He leaned over her and stared into her eyes,
and felt herself falling upward into them.

“Your life might have ended, my girl, but
it's also taken a turn for the better,” he said with a lazy grin.
“Now, I'm going to release you, and let you have some time to
settle all this in your mind. Once that's done I can start showing
you some of the fun things you can do.”

He sat back and his hand glided over her
breasts.

“Some of the other fun things,” he said,
chuckling.

He got up and pulled the curtain, and she
could sense him (somehow) moving further away.

And then, she felt as if her mind were
surfacing from where it had been laying, floating in calm waters.
She had not a care in the world there. And then... real awareness
began to return.

She shot bolt upright in bed, gaping at the
dark curtains, her mind filled with a wild, churning sense of
confusion, outrage and denial. She grabbed the nearest curtain and
yanked it aside – or that was her intent. In fact, she tore the
curtain down and flung it halfway across the room.

She was startled, briefly, by that, then she
was standing up in a dark room, glaring around furiously.
Everything was shadowed, and she reached for a lamp she saw on the
night table only to break it accidentally. Cursing, she moved back,
looking for something to wear.

She picked up the torn curtain and wrapped it
around herself, the moved to the door and flicked on the light
switch.

The room was enormous, probably forty feet
long and almost as wide.. The coffered ceiling was fifteen feet
high. She had no sense of appreciation for its understated décor,
however. She was naked in some pervert's bed! How had she gotten
here!?

The events of that night came back clearly,
but she dismissed them. Somehow she'd been drugged and that wild
scene had been a hallucination. The memories of Lord touching her
were like a fevered dream, pulsing with a strange, overwhelming
sense of dark pleasure. She dismissed those in her outrage.

She reached for the doorknob and yanked. It
came off in her hand. Cursing, she punched at the door. Wood
cracked under her fist, then under several more experimental
punches, broke apart. She peeled it off to find solid metal
underneath.

Glowering at it, she moved around the room.
There were several curtains, but yanking them back revealed no
windows. The first collapsed on touching it. She was more
restrained with the second, then moved on. There was an attached
master bathroom.

It was larger than her bedroom at home. She
stared at herself in the mirror. She looked more or less normal,
except, and this caused her to fume, for the bite marks on her
breasts, on her thigh, and on her throat.

She was thirsty, but water did little for
her. She could sense his presence, and her body rotated so she was
staring in that direction. He was perhaps a hundred and fifty feet
away. She thought dark thoughts at him. And then was startled when
she felt a sense of amusement returning.

That angered her more. How dare he disrespect
her!?

There was a loud crack and she looked down,
startled. Her hands had been gripping the marble counter, which had
just broken under the pressure.

That got her attention!

She stared at it, then at her hands, then
remembered the curtains, and the door. A sudden rush of thought
momentarily stunned her. It couldn't be... he wasn't... there was
no way... ! No, he was some kind of crazed pervert with a bizarre
belief he was a vampire!

But she stared at the counter again, then
licked her lips nervously, drew her hand back, and punched it.

It broke, smashed.

She stepped back, staring at it, her mind
whirling with possibilities. Had he somehow replaced everything in
the room with very fragile materials!?

And yet, even glass wouldn't have smashed so easily, and with so
little pain to her fist.

She examined her hand, scowling. There wasn't
a mark on it. She looked at the counter again, ran her hand over
the unbroken part, then opened a drawer. It certainly looked like
real wood to her, but when she tried it snapped off with no real
effort.

This was ridiculous!

She went back into the outer room, glaring
around her. There was dark wooden paneling, waist high, running
along the far wall. She went to it and put her fist through it,
breaking it off as if it were made of glass, but without cutting
her hands. Behind it was concrete. Or at least, it felt like
concrete.

She drew back her fist and punched it, and
the concrete crumbled, dust and pieces of broken concrete falling
to the floor. She punched it again, and again, her fist not
hurting, the stone, if that was what it was, crumbling further, the
hole getting bigger and deeper, until she began to pull it
apart.

“You're damaging my flat.”

She whirled to find he was not only inside
the room but startlingly close. How had he done that!?

Then she realized she'd dropped the curtain
and was naked, and gasped, starting to cover herself with her arms
and hands. She halted, refusing to show her embarrassment, though
her face flushed. She glowered at him defiantly as he regarded her
with lazy amusement.

“You had best come to terms with the fact
that what I told you is the truth,” he said. “I realize it's a lot
to take in, but the evidence is all around you.”

“You could be faking this somehow,” she
growled.

“To what end? I'm a wealthy man. I have no
need of kidnapping you, lovely as you are. I can have any number of
lovelies parading through here easily enough.”

“No one ever claimed insane people act
logically,” she said.

“But who's sane and who's not?” he
demanded.

He reached out for her, and though she wanted
to interpose her arms they stayed where they were as he gripped her
throat in his hand and closed his fingers around it. She felt her
head pulse, and again willed her hands to grip his wrist, to punch
him, to do something!

They wouldn't. She couldn't kick him either!
He lifted her into the air and held her easily, his fist closed
tight around her throat as she hung limply in his grasp, regarding
her.

“You see, I created you, in a sense. It is my
power which animates you. That gives me a considerable degree of
control over your body – and your mind, come to that. Go ahead, try
to resist me. You can't.”

She couldn't even move, except to wriggle
slightly!

He took a knife from somewhere and showed it
to her

“See this? Shiny knife. Real knife. Not some
sort of Hollywood fake.”

He ran the sharp knife down the center of her
breast and along her belly, and a thick, oozing line of blood
appeared along with a line of dark, stinging, burning pain.

“Have you noticed, by the way, that you're
not having any trouble breathing?” he asked incuriously.

She hadn't. She was being held up in the air
by the throat, her toes dangling several inches from the floor, and
she sensed no problem breathing. Was she even breathing?!

“Generally, you don't need to breath. Your
body does so as it's an automatic process, muscle memory, you see.
But it's not a great hindrance to you to be without air for a while
– for a long while,in fact. We're quite hard to drown.”

He dropped her and she staggered, able to
move her arms and legs again, then grabbed at the cut down her
chest.

It was gone.

There was still blood but there wasn't a mark
on her body, not all the way down. She gaped at the sight, then up
at him as he licked at the knife.

This was not possible!

“Much you thought was impossible is,” he
said.

Her eyes widened

“Oh yes, I can see what you're thinking.
We're closely linked, you see. And no, you can't tell what I'm
thinking. Benefit of being the master, you see.”

He smiled thinly and she glared at him.

“Of course, you do derive some benefits to my
ability to manipulate your body and mind.”

And with that a ferocious heat swept over her
so suddenly she staggered. It was so intense she suddenly had no
interest in anything other than the wild passion and lust gripping
her body! Then, though it wasn't her own thought, her own idea, she
dropped forward, moaning, licking at his shoes, clutching them,
rubbing her cheek against his ankles.

She so wanted him! She needed him
desperately! She would do anything for his attentions!

She crawled up his leg, rubbing her cheek
against him, rubbing her face against his groin, turning frantic
eyes up at his.

He gripped her by the hair, roughly, yanking
her up to her feet, then kissed her harshly, his body shoving hers
back against the wall hard enough to make the plaster crack. His
lips were at her mouth and she tasted blood – her own, as his hands
raced over her body.

She shuddered and moaned, trying to climb up
his body, her arms over his shoulders, her legs swinging up around
him as she ground herself against him.

He drew back suddenly, grabbed her by the arm
and hurled her off him so that she went tumbling across the floor.
She felt battered, momentarily stunned, but rose, panting. And then
she had another idea which was not hers.

She stood tall, arching her back, thrusting
her arms up and out, spreading her legs, and stood in place,
spreadeagled, moaning. He walked over to her, casually fondled her
breasts, then left the room.

Rory moaned helplessly, desperately aroused,
overwhelmed by the raw, animal hunger. Her body writhed and
twisted, but her hands and feet remained firmly unmoving, as if
tied in place.

He returned, and raised his eyebrow, holding
a whip in hand. Grinning, he drew his arm back, and sent the whip
flying across at her. It cut across her torso from her left hip to
her right shoulder, slicing into the soft flesh of her right breast
with a stinging, burning crack of pain!

And yet accompanying the pain was a mind
blowing jolt of pleasure!

“Your body, but mine to control,” he said.
“Including your senses.”

Again he sent the whip slicing into her
flesh, and again she cried out in pain – and pleasure. He circled
her slowly and the whip sliced across her back and hips, across her
buttocks, and, repeatedly, across her breasts.

Each time she felt the sharp, burning
explosion of pain. But it was wrapped in a glittering, crackling
aura of pleasure so wild, so intense, she lost herself in it.

What mattered pain compared to this kind of
pleasure!

She sobbed dazedly as the cut cut into her
again and again. She arched her back, thrusting her breasts out to
receive each new glorious bite, and then when it curled around her
hip from behind and snapped at her sex she screamed in orgasm.

And again, and again, and again. Every time
the whip snapped up between her legs the explosion of pleasure
rocked her mind and sent it tumbling end over end in helpless
spasms of ecstasy!

She was drunk on pleasure, feverish with
lust! And nothing else could possibly matter next to this!

“Be a good girl and you can enjoy yourself
immensely,” he said, as he sent the whip cutting across her breasts
again.

The whip was not a play thing, the likes of
which Ara had used on her. It struck with brutal weight and power,
and everywhere it fell an ugly red welt rose across her flesh.

Then slowly sank back again, the dark color
fading as if healed.

She screamed her voice out through multiple
orgasms, and then finally collapsed like a doll whose strings had
been cut.

“And remember,” he said, “The alternative is
death, true death, the end of all, a husk of a corpse dropped into
the ground and forgotten. That was what I saved you from. Be
grateful. It was no easy task.”
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Rory lay on the bed, dazed, overwhelmed by
the echo of the desperate heat and explosive pleasure she had
experienced. It had been like nothing she'd ever imagined. She'd
experimented with drugs when younger, and this was so far above
anything she'd ever even heard of she didn't even have a
comparison.

Almost as importantly it was no longer
possible to pretend that he was a crazy pervert with a vivid
imagination. She had felt the power of the whip snapping across her
soft flesh. She ought to not only have ugly, painful welts
everywhere, but probably cuts too.

There was nothing. No pain and not a mark on
her.

She needed more information. But while
acknowledging this she lay there in the warm afterglow of something
too intense to be called a mere orgasm.

Vampires. How could that be possible? How
could she be a vampire? How could such things exist in the real
world!?

He had not locked her in. She got up,
hesitated, then padded naked to the doorway and out.

She found herself in a long, wide corridor
with a dark marble floor and high ceiling. This sort of place was
the province of the wealthy, and she had little familiarity with
it. She was also not used to being naked in a stranger's house, but
she had no clothing and didn't see the point in trying to hide
herself in a torn curtain.

She found a staircase going up, then a large
doorway and past it, a wonderland of glittering lights as the city
spread out before her.

New York: fabled land of towers, unlike any
European city. He was sitting on a sofa, and watching her. Of
course, he would know where she was at all times, just as he knew
what she was thinking.

“I need to know... the rules,” she said.

He arched his eyebrow in amusement.

“Why, obey me, of course. Do whatever you're
told.”

“And if not?”

“There are no prisons in this world, milady.
You obey or else are punished with pain. And as much pleasure as I
gave you earlier, imagine what pain I could deliver. And without
harming your physical body. That means I could keep the pain up for
some time.”

She shuddered at the thought.

“But, I'm a nice fellow, generally. I prefer
to give pleasure rather than pain.”

“So... what do we do as uhm, vampires?”

He snorted in amusement. “Why, whatever
strikes our fancy, of course.”

“Do we... eat?”

“Of course! The five senses still operate
quite well, you know. You don't need to eat, though. That is
not the source of our energy.”

“What is the source of our energy? I seem to
be a lot stronger than before.”

“Yes, you can tear the door of a car, or
perhaps lift the car up and toss it like superman. How strong you
become is a factor of how old you are, and how strong your will and
determination. Most vampires are dependent upon their master for
energy, though they can also absorb some energy from the world
around them... depending on their strength.

“We don't... drink blood?”

“Energy is all around us. Blood is absolutely
teeming with raw life energy, so yes, we do indeed, though we don't
actually need to. Well, I do. I have greater needs than you. I have
to feed you, for one thing.”

She frowned at him in confusion.

“Your strength right now comes from me. Your
power from me. Don't ask me to explain it. It's quite beyond me.
Call it metaphysical, call it magic, if you prefer. I have no
better word for it. You are, in essence, my child, feeding off my
energy. As long as you don't do a lot of uhm, energetic things,
that suffices. If you want to start throwing cars around you'll
need to supplement that energy with something like blood.”

“You mean like, biting people and sucking
their blood?”

“In essence, yes.”

“Doesn't that mean you have to kill
them?”

“Heavens no. That's quite frowned upon.
Leaving bodies drained of blood littering the streets would cause
no end of consternation among the humans. We simply take a, er,
involuntary donation. A pint is usually what we take, same as if
they donated to a blood bank.”

“Why don't we just raid the blood bank?”

“Cold blood?” he made a face. “The problem
with that, my dear, is that the life energy, or whatever it is that
is in the blood, very quickly dissipates out of the body.”

“So what would kill me? Like, a wooden stake
through the heart?”

“That sounds so positively medieval! No,
actually. A wooden stake through the heart hurts like hell, but if
you're left to your own devices, well, pull it out and you'll heal
in the normal course of events. Now if they put a wooden stake
through you and toss you onto a fire, well – hard to heal
that.”

“Silver bullets?”

“Silver, for whatever reason, is poisonous to
us. Get that in your system and prevents healing, and if its pure
enough, it has a paralyzing effect. Between the two you'll be in a
good deal of trouble if you get shot by a silver bullet.”

“How many vampires are there?”

He shrugged. “Not as many as you might
expect. Raising a child is annoying for a master. They require so
much attention. And they can be dangerous. We don't do it
often.”

“It isn't a uhm, byproduct of being bit?” she
demanded.

“No, that's for werewolves.”

Her eyes widened.

“Oh yes, there are some. But a master only
creates a child on purpose. Why did I? I wasn't thinking clearly,
probably. Rushed thinking always gets me into trouble. Alex was
dead, and I needed another lawyer to take care of things.”

He shrugged.

“She was a uhm...”

“No. She was just a very... convenient
human.”

Her eyes narrowed. “Back at your other place,
you made me... aroused, didn't you?”

“Oh yes, I can do that with humans, too. So
can you. It's a matter of their emotions. You can sense them, and
after a little experience, a little trial and error, can manipulate
them with ease. You can even feed off those emotions, to a certain
extent. Another source of energy.”

She looked at him thoughtfully.

“Back in the bedroom when you were...
whipping me... when I felt that... pleasure.... did you experience
it?”

“Oh yes,” he said with a broad grin. “It's a
truly amazing experience to feel orgasm through the body of another
person, especially a woman. You girls have much better orgasms than
men, you know.”

“That didn't uhm, arouse you? I thought I
sensed some... pleasure from you too.”

He looked at her in surprise, then pursed his
lips.

“It is possible for you to experience some of
my emotions. If you're strong enough. You won't be able to
influence them.” He looked at her sharply. “But you do have a link
to me, a psychic link, so you could be strong enough to feel some
uhm, feedback, as it were.”

She found herself sitting across his lap, and
was startled, not having realized she was even moving.

“H-How much control over my body and mind do
you have?” she gulped as his fingers caressed her breast.

“Total. Or, well, you're new, of course.
You're like a baby with no control over yourself and no
understanding of anything. Over time you'll come to have more
control of yourself and your powers. But I'll always be the
master.”

He said the last smugly.

Her body began to heat up, and she didn't
know if it was because she was naturally aroused or because he had
willed it. Did it matter, she thought, as his hand slid between her
thighs and she began to moan in pleasure.

She writhed in his lap, moaning and twisting
in the throes of pleasure. And then she was on her knees before
him, trembling with heat as she tore open his trousers. He was
hard, and she wanted to take him straight into her mouth.

She couldn't. She could sense his control
now, could sense what he wanted her to do. She licked at his shaft
as her fingers caressed him. She sucked and licked at his balls,
moaning as the pleasure enveloped her and baked her mind.

She licked long, slow licks up his long,
engorged shaft, then finally sensed his desire, and slid her lips
over it, bobbing and sucking hungrily, pushing herself lower and
lower.

She apparently had no gag reflex now, as she
discovered when her hunger forced her down further. She took him
deep into her throat, feeling a sense of delight at the feel of his
throbbing shaft inside her.

His powerful hands were on her head,
clutching her, holding her against him at first, and she felt his
hunger, his pleasure as he looked down at her. It wasn't just a
sexual thing, or, rather, it was, but he enjoyed the power over
her.

He eased his grip only to allow her to slide
back, then jerked her up and down, fucking her throat with his
cock, or the reverse. It hardly mattered. She did not, evidently,
have to breath anyway, and had no gag reflex.

She slid wetly and slickly up and down him,
sucking as his shaft slid in and out between her tightly closed
lips.

The heat and lust was, again, drowning her,
at least at first. But slowly, bit by bit, she managed to find her
way in the roiling waves of pleasure. It didn't lessen the
pleasure, but she was capable of rational thought now.

Of course, she didn't really want to
think about much just then! Except how good she felt!

She did feel a sense of amazement that she
could slide her lips up and down him, deep throating him with such
effortless ease. She wondered if he were controlling her gag reflex
or if she could do this with other men.

Then she remembered she didn't like men.

But it didn't seem to matter now. The heat
was real, the pleasure and hunger was real – to her. And she found
herself wanting him inside her. Nor did the thought come from him
this time. At least, she didn't think so. She was starting to be
able to detect his influence.

She pulled herself off him with a burst of
energy that surprised him, and then tried to climb up, to straddle
him. He would have none of it. He threw her off onto the floor, and
she felt his influence again, but didn't care as she positioned
herself on all fours.

He mounted her from behind, and it felt –
glorious!

His long slick shaft pushed up inside her and
she cried out in unrestrained pleasure as he filled her with his
solid heat! She cried out as he shoved down on her neck, forcing
her face and chest to the floor, then slapped her bottom
stingingly.

“Spread your legs!” he growled.

Moaning, whimpering, she obeyed, and cried
out again as he seized her hips and started to ride her like a
bull!

He was wild and almost violent, his hips
pounding against her so hard she'd have been thrown forward were it
not for his hands on her hips. But every deep thrust sent a
frothing wave of scalding heat rolling through her body, up her
spine and into her skull, and caused her to cry out in wanton
pleasure.

The pleasure was so intense it was like an
overdose! She needed it to stop before it drove her out of her
mind! She screamed as he rammed into her, his hands coming off her
hips to slap cruelly at her upraised buttocks, then to grasp her
hair, swirling it around his fist and yanking it back sharply

“You love it!” he growled, driving his steel
hard spike deep into her shuddering, trembling, writhing body again
and again.

She did love it! But could she survive
it!

He drew back and flipped her onto her back,
where she fell bonelessly, gasping. He gripped her legs, lifting
them up and back, forcing them back over her head as he entered her
again. Then, folded in half, she gasped and cried out as his body
pounded down against her, his cock thrusting achingly deep into her
abdomen.

Her ankles were literally behind her ears,
and every time his hips struck her buttocks it felt as if her spine
was stretching as the weight and pressure forced them downward,
only to spring up again as he raised his hips for the next
stroke.

Even in the midst of it, though, she could
sense that part of his pleasure was of how he could dominate her,
how much he could control her. A strong person didn't need self
affirmation by mastering another, therefore he wasn't strong.

He was stronger than her, though, as he drew
back, flipped her over onto her belly again as if she were a rag
doll, yanked her hips up, and entered her from behind again. Once
again he pounded against her, slapping her buttocks.

He roughly yanked back on her hair, on her
head, slapping at her breast as her chest was lifted off the floor,
then roughly groping it as he shoved her face back against the
floor again. His hips were hammered against her buttocks with
bruising force as his lust drove him on.

Then he half collapsed atop her, and she felt
his teeth sinking into the back of her neck as he growled and
snarled. She screamed, the orgasms like a high sea in a hurricane,
massive waves of pleasure throwing her up and down in all
directions.

And still his cock pounded into her, as if it
would pulp her insides, but she didn't care, for the pleasure was
all that mattered.

And then she felt his orgasm, at last, and he
groaned, his hips slowing, then stopping as he sank back onto his
heels.

“I had forgotten how much better sex could be
with a non-human,” he said as he stood up and then drank down the
full contents of his glass.

Rory lay sprawled on her face on the floor,
her bottom still raised, dazed again.

“I don't have to be gentle with a vampire,”
he said, chuckling.

She groaned in response.

“Now isn't that better than being dead?” he
asked smugly.

She fell over onto her side, gasping, then
rolled onto her back, her legs falling apart as she stared up at
the ceiling.

“You have very intense orgasms, too,” he
said, pleased. “Much more powerful than Alex.”

*

He didn't insist she stay naked, but then
again she had no clothing. He had no problem with her ordering some
on the internet, though.

“Best get leather, though,” he said. “You'll
tear the cloth apart far too easily.”

She wasn't a big fan of skirts, so ordered
leather trousers. She doubted she'd need to worry about infections
of any kind now. She ordered lingerie, too, but he came in while
she was doing it, and had her order what he wanted – which was
certainly not what she'd have chosen. Then he got involved in
selecting the rest of her wardrobe, rather like a child with a doll
she wanted to play dress-up with.

Which was what he was in some ways, she
discovered over the following days. He was not, in her estimation,
a very mature or responsible individual. He claimed to be over a
century old, but didn't seem to act a lot different than some of
the more selfish and self-centered adolescents she'd known.

She had to model the clothes for him when
they arrived, and most of them were, by her way of thinking,
awfully revealing and slutty. There were tops cut down to her
navel, and skirts with hems which barely covered her buttocks. All
the lingerie was slinky and sexy, and none of it was practical,
save for the few pieces she'd been able to order herself.

After a few days of mind-blowing sex (she
wasn't complaining about that) and then spending much of the rest
of the time wandering the enormous penthouse, watching TV, and
surfing the internet, he agreed to take her out one night.

“Dancing,” he said. “I'm a marvelous
dancer.”

Rory was dubious, but wasn't going to
complain.

The dress he wanted her to wear, on the other
hand, she tried to complain about, but he brushed her objections
aside. It was a low cut black dress with a wide belt. The hem was
high, and it was cut down to well below her breasts. No bra could
be worn with it, but it was tight enough to squeeze her breasts
down somewhat.

She had never even remotely considered
wearing anything like it in public, not even in her slutty teenager
phase. Nevertheless, she wanted to go out, to see New York, and
this was the price she would have to pay.

“Perfect,” he said as he regarded her in the
slutty dress and ridiculously high heels.

“I don't even know how to walk in these
things!” she complained.

“Of course you do. And you'll dance
divinely.”

“I'll fall on my face.”

“You may have noticed that you can move
faster than before. With that comes a much enhanced sense of
balance, and a lightning quick response to any feeling of
imbalance. You won't fall. Trust me on that, even if you are a
baby.”

He turned out to be right. She had no
difficulty walking on the stiletto heels. She still felt terribly
self-conscious as they rode the elevator down.

“You know what I think would look good with
that black dress? Blonde hair.”

She didn't answer that, but then he put his
hand on her head and stroked it a few times, and in the mirrored
walls of the elevator she saw, much to her astonishment, that she
was now a blonde!

“How!?”

He smiled smugly. “As I said, I animate your
body, so I can do a lot with it. Perhaps you'll be able to some
day.”

A car was waiting, a chauffeur driven
Cadillac. She stared raptly around her, soaking in every breath,
every sight, every sound.

New York was nothing like Belfast. At least,
not this part of it, Manhattan. Everything was so bright and
colorful and glittering! She scanned the mobs of people along the
pavement as the car rolled past, and then began to feel a strange,
rumbling tumult of... something.

It was like a jumbled mess of people singing
a discordant song out of key and time with each other, only it
wasn't a sound. It took her a while to realize it was emotions.
Other people's emotions, a roiling churning sea of them.

“I... is it always like this?”

He looked at her curiously. “Like what?”

“Like... like this sense of... of so many
people, and their jumble of.. emotions.”

He stared at her in surprise. “You can feel
them from the car?”

She turned to look at him. “Can't you?”

“Well of course I can,” he said waspishly.
“I'm a master vampire, after all, and over a century old. I
generally shield them out, of course.”

“How do you do that?”

“Focus your mind on not feeling them. Never
mind, I can do it for you.”

The jumbled emotions vanished, and she felt a
bit relieved by it, even as he looked at her suspiciously for some
reason.

The dance club was jammed, the music absurdly
loud, so loud it hurt her ear drums. Apparently her hearing was
better than ordinary humans, and Lord had to tone down her hearing.
Was this another thing she needed to learn to do?

She was embarrassed in the dress, but other
women looked pretty slutty, too. And then, and then she was pretty
sure Lord did something to her emotions to remove her sense of
self-consciousness. She thought she detected his influence, but
there was so much light and sound and confusion she wasn't
sure.

Her inhibitions melted and she began to
dance. In fact, for the first time in her life, she danced freely,
without thinking or caring what other people were watching, without
any concern about making a spectacle of herself, or whether she was
making an idiot of herself, or looking like a slut, or anything
else.

And he was a very good dancer. She danced
with him, reveling in the sense of movement and freedom without any
constraints. She wasn't out of breath and wasn't sweating, despite
how wildly she danced. Her body moved like a finely honed machine,
like one of those absurdly expensive sports cars, thrumming along,
filled with power and energy.

Vampires didn't have to drink, but he
insisted, and even though it took a massive amount to get even
temporarily drunk, he said, they could enjoy the taste, which had
her sampling different kinds of wine and liquor to see what she
liked. Cost didn't matter, after all.

Of course, vampires still had to empty their
bladders in the normal way, so she left him for the ladies room at
last.

She had been dancing very energetically for
well over an hour, with hardly any pause, and thoroughly enjoying
herself. She felt a little drained now, and not just after emptying
her bladder. And when she was at the counter another woman came out
of another stall to wash her hands.

She was a blonde, like Rory now was, however
long Lord chose to keep her that way, and she was wearing a low
cut, off the shoulder dress which left her throat entirely
bare.

Rory could suddenly see and feel the pulse in
her throat as an almost sexual thing. She could feel herself
becoming aroused next to the girl, who couldn't have been much over
nineteen. She dropped her eyes to the girl's cleavage and felt
another hot little jolt of arousal.

Something seemed to come over her, very much
like lust, but with a different kind of hunger mixed in. With
hardly a second thought – or even a first, she moved against the
girl, who turned, startled, staring at her, about to object.

Their eyes met, and the girl froze, gaping,
dazed. And suddenly Rory could feel her emotions. She wanted her to
be aroused, as she was, and then she was, and they kissed deeply
and passionately. Rory gasped in heat, her hand pushing into the
girl's cleavage to fondle her bare breast as their tongues slid
together in hunger and need.

She pulled her into a stall and shoved the
door closed. The girl was gasping and moaning and panting, the heat
sweeping over her as Rory pulled her lips off her mouth. Then... it
was as if instinct took over. She gripped the girl's hair, forced
her head to one side, and her mouth lunged forward!

Her teeth seemed to shift in her mouth, a
very strange sensation, and then fangs she didn't even know she had
bit into the girl's throat!

Rory shuddered, grinding her body into the
dazed blonde as she sucked on the girl's blood, as it tumbled into
her like a frothing wave of light and energy and... life! It poured
down her throat and into her belly and then spread out to make her
body seem to glow!

Her fingers tore down the girl's dress,
kneading her breasts hungrily, then one plunged into her panties,
and the girl's back arched as she cried out in pleasure, hips
bucking against Rory's fingers again and again.

Then Lord was there, cursing, yanking her
back, slapping her, both literally and metaphysically.

“Do you want to get us both killed!?” he
snarled.

She staggered back against the corner, still
aglow with heat and pleasure, while Lord placed the girl on the
toilet, pressed her head back, and looked deep into her nearly
vacant eyes. Then he nodded and grabbed her by the arm, jerking her
out of the stall, out of the bathroom, and then out of the
club.
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Rory felt drunk, not sleepy stoned drunk, but
giddy drunk. She swayed dizzily as Lord dragged her out to where
the limousine waited and all-but threw her into it. He hopped in
after her and yelled at the chauffeur, then slid the rear window up
and turned to her.

“Do you know what kind of trouble you could
have gotten me in!?” he yelled.

Rory didn't. She didn't know much of anything
except she was feeling very, very good.

He grabbed her by the arms and shook her, and
her head wobbled, but that only made her more dizzy.

“Idiot!” he snarled, shoving her back against
the seat.

Rory didn't really hear him, or care. She was
still wrapped in the afterglow of all that delicious energy. A part
of her felt like racing up and down the street, or floating on air.
The rest of her just wanted to lay back and groan in delight as she
felt how delicious life was.

The drive to the apartment passed quickly, as
far as she was concerned, then Lord was pulling her out of the car,
looking nervously from side to side as he marched her into the
lobby and the to the elevator.

The giddiness was starting to pass, by then,
but Rory still felt on a high, filled with energy and the need to
move to... dance. She started dancing in the elevator, until Lord
shoved her roughly back against the wall.

“What's up with you?” she sighed. “Why are
you such a downer?”

“Because you're an idiot who doesn't have a
clue how to operate in life! Or death!”

“Well then tell me, oh great Lord,” she said
sarcastically.

That got her slapped across the face and sent
sprawling back against the elevator wall, which startled her and
brought a wild surge of anger and rage that had her turning on him
in an instant, her arms outstretched.

He didn't use his arms to block her, this
time, but seemed to... to drink her anger and leave her staggering
and blinking in confusion, wondering what she was doing.

He yanked her out of the elevator and into
the apartment.

“Strip!”

She shrugged. She didn't like the slutty
dress anyway. She peeled it up and over her head and tossed it on
the floor.

Then she felt that... that intrusion in her
mind, and her arms stretched up and out as her legs moved apart.
She grunted as he moved away from her, leaving her standing
spreadeagled, as she had been before when he had whipped her.

She felt no great surge of lust this time,
though, and instead a rising sense of nervousness and anxiety. He
returned with the whip, and she swallowed anxiously.

“What did I do? You haven't told me what I
did wrong!” she protested.

“The burned hand teaches best,” he said.

He swung the whip in and around and it
snapped across her back with a sharp, savage jolt of pain, pain
which, unlike the previous occasion, was not shielded by a
swirling, churning cloud of desperate heat and hunger and
arousal.

She screamed in pain, her back arching at the
sharp blow, and then as he drew his arm back and sent the whip
flying forward once more broke free of her position, twisting and
grabbing the whip from the startled Lord's hand and yanking it
free, then sending it spinning across the room.

Snarling, he grabbed at her, and she gripped
his wrists, spun and flung him over her head – literally, and
across the room into a wall.

He rose startlingly fast, but didn't approach
her. Instead she felt a sense of... energy in the air, a crackling
seething mass of it emanating from his body, pushing her backward
against the wall behind her. He stalked forward, as that energy
seemed to crackle across the surface of her skin.

“So,” he growled. “You think you are a match
for me?”

She hadn't, and yet... he was weak.
And, she suddenly sensed, very wary of her.

She felt heat wash over her, pleasure burning
within her. She gulped in air instinctively, and then started to
move towards him. He smiled and backed up. She followed, a wild,
and rising sense of passion and lust gripping her mind and
body.

“You've been a naughty girl,” he said smugly.
“A very naughty girl. Come, naughty girl. Follow me.”

She would have followed him anywhere! Down
the corridor and into a rounded room with a pentagon on the floor.
He placed her in the middle of it, then clamped shackles, the old
fashioned kind, around her wrists. They were attached to a chain
overhead, and with the touch of a button she found her feet leaving
the floor, hanging, suspended, by her wrists.

She shuddered, writhing in pleasure and heat
and lust and want and need as he looked on her. He ran his fingers
over her taut body, and everywhere he touched she felt a seething
line of pleasure.

“What happens to bad slave girls?” he purred,
his fingers sliding up through her hair and then roughly yanking it
back.

Rory cried out, gasping, eyes glazed as his
other hand slid over her chest and belly.

“They're punished, of course,” he said
softly.

He left her like that, and Rory groaned,
staring at herself in the mirrors which occupied much of the
wall.

She was... hanging from her wrists! What a
marvelous, darkly erotic, thrilling thing!

Rory had never been much for vanity. But she
found herself now looking at her body as she hung tautly from her
wrists. She looked at it with the eye of looking at another woman,
and admiring her body. It was so taut and lithe, the skin so
unblemished and complexion so bright, like porcelain, yet underlain
by a soft pink flush.

Her breasts were firm and high and rounded,
and even stretched out as she was they caught the eye, her swollen
pink nipples thrusting rigidly forward, desperate for attention,
for someone's touch. Oh how she wanted someone's mouth around them!
To feel a tongue licking at her, suction, teeth chewing into her
flesh!

She moaned at the thought, her thighs
grinding together, her body swaying as she arched her back in dark
lust.

He returned, with a whip. This was a
different sort of whip. This one was much shorter, and instead of
one long, thick tail consisted of a multitude of thin leather
strips, like shoelaces. It was a flog. Ara had used one on her.

“Bad slave girls are punished,” he
growled.

That thought swept her mind, and brought back
some of the delicious things she'd done with Ara, the wild heat
she'd felt at Ara's kinky games, and she moaned as he swept the
thing in against her back!

“Ahh!” she cried, arching sharply, her legs
jerking, feet dancing literally on air.

She sensed his sense of satisfaction somehow,
it clicked in her mind. This was what would please him – as it
pleased Ara. Ara wanted her to react. It was the game, after all.
She had a high pain threshold normally, and if she didn't react
then Ara would simply swing harder – until she did.

Hanging from her wrists, shackled, whipped!
Heat flared within her, and the flog came down across her back a
second time. She cried out, twisting, writhing, arching, enjoying
the sight of herself being whipped, thrilled by it!

The whip cut across her back again, and her
bottom, the blows coming faster, and her body swinging and
twisting, until, inevitably, she was facing him as he swung the
flog.

Yes, she thought exultantly! Anxiously, too,
but she wanted it, needed it!

The flog cut across her breasts!

She cried out, twisting, dancing, her head
thrown back! She felt his pleasure, his excitement, and braced for
another blow and another, and another. Her breasts burned! But the
pain was a minor thing compared to the white hot pleasure and
hunger and passion!

What was more, the hunger and passion were
partly hers and partly his. For this was arousing him as it had
once aroused Ara. And she could feel his lust and excitement. He
wasn't trying to arouse her, not like he had before. But she could
feel it churning and bubbling like a pit of lava, and its heat was
certainly influencing her own.

The thin laces cut across her belly and
abdomen, and then across her breasts again and her back. Everywhere
they landed they left stinging lines of heat and fire – which
slowly faded. But soon, the entire surface of her skin felt hot,
raw, and her insides churned with passion and an almost violent
hunger.

He was just as hungry, for her arousal was
affecting him just as his was her. She sensed his resolve breaking
as he cast down the flog and went after her. He wasn't done
punishing her, though. He yanked his trousers down and pulled out
his erection, then thrust it against her bottom, letting it be
pressed up between her buttocks as he ground himself against
her.

His hands came around her body, roughly
cupping and kneading her breasts.

“Whore!” he growled. “You belong to me! Don't
forget it!”

His cock pressed against her back passage,
and she shuddered, disappointed, in part, but gripped by the dark
thrill of submission and even masochism which Ara had roused in
her, and which he was bringing alive once more.

Yes, fuck her in the ass! Show her what a
whore she was! Slave girl! Yes, she was his sex slave!

The thrill of thinking that made her moan in
dark pleasure, and as he forced himself into her ass she spread her
legs willingly, gurgling as the churning wall of frothing passion
and pleasure swept her mind into the chaos of ecstasy.

She felt him pushing deep, wanting to hurt
her. It did hurt, but the dark passion was far more powerful, and
she cried out as he spread her legs and jerked them back, his
powerful fingers gripping her thighs like iron as he began to
thrust into her hard and fast.

It was a punishment. She was on the edge of a
massive climax, and needed only something small, lips on her
nipples, teeth on her breasts, something touching her between the
legs – yet all he did was grip her thighs, holding them out and
back, as he rammed himself into her ass.

She stared at her image in the mirror and
shuddered. His hips slammed against her buttocks again and again,
the impact resonating through her body to make her clitoris
quiver.

It was enough.

She cried out as the orgasm took her, as the
heat fried her mind, twisting and writhing and bucking as he bit
into her throat and fucked her even harder, ramming himself
balls-deep in her ass to show her how dominant he was, how much of
a conquered creature she was.

Rory gloried in it.

*

Every major city has a master. Or so he told
her. The master of the city controls all the vampires within it.
They report to him, obey him and his rules. They have a psychic,
supernatural connection with him, weaker than but similar to the
one she had with Lord.

Vampires not within his group do not get to
hunt in his city, not without his permission, at any rate. Woe to
those who violate his laws. Master vampires are not known for being
merciful, particularly masters of the city.

“I don't understand this master business,”
she sighed.

He rolled his eyes at her, as if she were
stupid, but she refused to get irritated. She had come to
understand him by now, at least a little. He had a need to feel
superior, which, to her, meant he lacked confidence.

Weak, a part of her thought.

She saw nothing to gain in challenging that,
and much to gain by reinforcing it. She wanted him calm and happy
with her, after all.

“I am new at this kind of thing... master,”
she said testingly.

He flushed, and she felt his pleasure at her
use of the word, even as he sniffed tolerantly.

“No need to use the term,” he said. “It's not
a title, except for the Master of the City. Look, a vampire's
strength and power are not related to its physical condition.
They're related to... well, as I said before, their inner strength
and determination, at least to an extent. There's probably more to
it than that but it's not like I research the subject.”

Rory thought she'd probably want to know as
much as possible about something as important as that but made sure
she didn't even think anything disapproving.

That control over her surface thoughts and
emotions was coming slowly. Always before, she'd been able to mask
her emotions to others. But that was because all they could see was
her face, over which she had full control. But Lord could sense
what she felt underneath, so it was important to control that
around him.

She kept her mind, on the surface, empty and
open.

“That means some are more powerful than
others. The most powerful are termed master vampires because
they're so strong of will and power they can dominate most
others.”

“How many, er, master vampires are there,
master?”

He shrugged. “I have no idea of absolute
numbers. But perhaps ten percent of vampires are masters. But
they're hardly equal, either. There are some which are far more
powerful than others. The older ones tend to be the most powerful.
It's as if they accumulate power over the years, always building
higher.”

“I thought you were very old, Master?”

He snorted at her innocence.

“A century is hardly anything for a vampire.
Most of the big city masters are many hundreds of years old.”

She blinked in surprise.

“Oh yes,” he said. “Occasionally you even
come across one that's a thousand. Wiley, clever, ruthless and
powerful those old ones.”

“You mean... I could live for a thousand
years!?” she exclaimed, gaping at him.

He snorted in amusement. “First, you're not
precisely alive. Second, vampire politics tends to be... deadly.
You saw what happened back in Belfast. That was nothing. That was
some master slapping at me because, well, I don't even know. He
felt like it. I mean, I do my best not to be seen as a threat to
them, and of course, always respect their rules.”

“But one of them thought you broke one?”

“Probably. They're a testy and intolerant
bunch, the older ones. And you must remember the only way to a
position within our ranks is to kill the one who had it before you.
Oh yes, none of this election business! Which means to get to a
position of Master of a city, and hold it, you have to have fought
any number of times, and always been successful.”

“Have you ever tried to be a master of a
city?”

“Are you bloody joking?!” he demanded
incredulously. “When you try for something like that you win or
die. And even if you win you're watching your back constantly for
the next guy who wants it! Not for me, thank you very much! I want
a long life, or half life, or whatever you wish to call it, of
comfort and fun! Let the fools fight over who gets to call himself
Master!

“Are there any, uhm, women masters?”

His eyes narrowed and she felt his
suspicion.

“Yes, but fewer. And even fewer in the high
ranks. Women tend not to have the same... well, call it drive. It
takes a ruthless, A-type personality willing to stomp over everyone
in his path to get to be a Master of a city. Most women don't have
that sort of drive.”

“What about just... female... masters, like
you, Master?” she asked as innocently as possible.

He scowled. “I said so, didn't I? Why? Do you
think you're a master? You're a baby! Even if you have the drive,
you lack the knowledge and skill of wielding the power that will
grow within you as you age.”

He grabbed her by the throat, suddenly, and
yanked her in close.

“And you are bound to me.”

“Of course, Master!” she gulped.

He shoved her back.

“Just remember, killing your own master often
means you die too. It's my essence which animates you! Kill me and
you go with me!”

She nodded vigorously.
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She felt him fading away again. That meant,
she knew, that the sun had risen. She hadn't seen the sun in
several days now and missed it. She also felt no desire to collapse
and 'die' as he did, which puzzled her. She hadn't told him about
it. She sensed that he looked at her jealously, in some ways, like
a man who owned something and was ever fearful of having it taken
from him.

There was about 12 hrs between sunrise and
sunset in March. That meant Lord slept for twelve hours, and
wakened for the other twelve. Rory did get tired, and did sleep,
but really, no more than she once had.

He didn't trust her enough to have her sleep
in his room with him while he was defenseless. She had her own
room, the original one. It too had a metal door, but on the other
hand, it was a bit ratty now that she'd broken the wall in places,
not to mention the bathroom counter.

She did have the internet, though, and
television. She tried to keep up to date on what was going on in
the world, and diligently tried to learn as much as she could about
vampires. Unfortunately, there was so much on the subject which was
blatantly contradictory and quite clearly fanciful.

She ordered more clothes, and boots, and then
hesitated. She wanted to order something to protect her. It seemed
like to be a vampire was to be constantly in danger – mostly from
other vampires. What could she order, however, which would do any
good against them?

He clearly had a sword. She didn't know how
to use swords, though. She thought of those ferals and their claws
and how she would defend against them as she practiced her
Taekwondo patterns and techniques. She remembered them with a
shudder, and imagined one coming at her.

She felt a sudden burst of anger – out of
nowhere, and swung at where she'd imagined one, in a lightning fast
counter-move that left her staggered as she stared at her hand.

At her claws.

Her fingers had lengthened, and her nails
had... changed, lengthened and sharpened in a way she knew would
tear a man's guts out.

She gaped at them, and then her hands seemed
to shrink and her nails to sink back to normal. Then her hands were
as they had always been. She was frightened at first. Did that make
her a feral? Ferals were mindless beasts, according to Lord. She
didn't feel mindless.

How had she done that? He had changed her
hair color, saying he animated her and he controlled her. What if
she could control herself?

What if she were a master?

She went to the mirror and looked at herself,
glaring at the blonde hair. She was not some doxy for a weak willed
vampire! She shook her head and her hair swirled and shifted, and
then it was back to being red again. But it had less of the ginger
in it than hers had had. She'd always preferred the darker shades
but had never bothered to stir herself to change it.

She felt a sense of pleased satisfaction. She
looked down at her hands and swirled and spun back into her
Taekwondo move, only this time tried to incorporate her open hands
as claws.

They shifted again, and she felt
exhilarated.

She was asleep when he came for her, having
finally gone to bed about six hours before sunset. She had
unhappily shifted her hair back to blonde so as to not raise any
more annoyance in him. Besides, if blondes turned him on that was
fine with her.

She had come to have a much, much stronger
appreciation for sex since she'd died. It blew her mind, almost
literally, and was like nothing she'd ever imagined. Who wouldn't
want more of that!?

“Master,” she said in a breathy voice as she
rolled over, nude, spreading her legs.

She had been practicing her looks in the
mirror lately. She knew she had a soft, beautiful face, and could
easily look younger than she was – and more innocent, by letting
her lips part moistly and widening her eyes.

She felt the heat rising in him at her wide
eyed look of innocence, and he growled, climbing between her
legs.

His strong hands gripped her thighs again,
yanking them apart, and then he showed her something else which
could be shifted in a master's body. His tongue swept in along the
line of her sex, far stronger and faster than any human, but just
as soft and slick. She shuddered, heat rising faster and faster as
he turned a hundred years of sexual experience loose on her
body.

His mouth feasted on her, his tongue
thrusting shockingly deep into her sopping channel as he sucked on
her clitoris. He lifted her buttocks into the air as he ate her,
only her head and shoulders touching the bed, her legs dangling, as
her chin was shoved against her chest, gurgling, gasping, sobbing,
even drooling as waves of pleasure and passion rolled over her.

She screamed as he bit her there, not with
his ordinary teeth, but his fangs. They sank into her body as his
hot breath blew down the churning tunnel of her sex, and his tongue
was everywhere! It was a wild snake, pumping inside her, then
swirling and sweeping across her swollen clitoris.

He chuckled throatily as he released her to
slump to the bed, gasping.

“I've given you a gift, slave girl,” he said
slyly. “You'll soon be even more sensitive down there than you
already are.”

He slid atop her, and then bit into the
center of her right breast. He sucked hungrily as his fangs sunk
into her.

“I think having a sex slave is going to be
lots of fun,” he said.

He squeezed her breast, making her nipple
swell, then delicately brought his sharpened incisor together,
pinching it, then biting into it so it stung and burned. He drew
back and did the same to her other nipple, chuckling as he did.

“And you'll love it,” he promised her.

She already loved it. This kind of passion
and pleasure was better than any drug ever invented, and she
reveled in it even before he drove his cock deep into her belly and
started to rut into her.

She had a dozen orgasms, incredible,
shockingly intense orgasms, before he came himself and left her
laying there, gasping, dazed, her mind rolled.

Sex slave? Call her whatever he wanted, she
thought. For that kind of glory she'd let him call her Fido and
crawl on all fours.

She sat up only slowly, groaning. Her nipples
felt swollen, and she looked down at them fuzzily, then blinking
her eyes. They were... holed, pierced. He had pierced her nipples
with his fangs! She gaped at that, and at the fact there was no
blood, and very little pain. Why had he done that? Did he plan on
having her wear nipple rings?

She got up at last and went out front. She
paused and turned the other way, then opened the door onto the
deck. She went to the rail and gazed out at the city at night, then
up at the night stars. It was beautiful, but was she ever going to
see it in sunlight again, she thought sadly.

She looked down, straight down. It was a long
way to the street eighty floors down. She didn't think even a
vampire would survive that kind of fall.

She went back in and found him in the
kitchen, moving from one refrigerator to another, one cupboard to
another, considering everything sourly.

“Breakfast?” she asked.

He looked at her irritably.

“I'm not sure what I want.”

She looked in one of the refrigerators and
was startled. Rather than normal food, it was filled with prepared
plates and bowls under clear plastic.

“Who makes this stuff?” she asked.

“A service,” he said. “They come in the day,
deliver it to the maid, and she puts it here.”

“Maid?”

“Who do you think cleans the place, slave
girl?”

“Oh.”

She hadn't considered it.

“Isn't that ah, er, security risk?”

“I've explored her mind. She's a dull,
incurious sort, and I've put measures in place there to ensure she
doesn't develop any curiosity about the rooms she's not to enter,
or why there's never anyone here.”

She was nude, because she knew it pleased
him, and she wanted him in a good mood, and talkative. She had to
have patience, though. It was helpful to be able to sense his mood,
especially as it reacted to whatever she said.

She had always been able to manipulate men,
and he was not, she felt, a very complicated, nor even particularly
mature man, no matter how old he claimed to be.

“So uhm, what do you do all the time? I mean,
do you go dancing every night or... uhm, what?”

He shrugged. “I like the home theater. I
watch a lot of movies,” he said, somewhat grudgingly.

He smirked. “And I have a lot of sex with a
lot of beautiful girls.”

He ran his hand over her breast casually.

Rory smiled stupidly and tried very hard to
keep her disapproval out of her mind. All that time, all this
power, the ability to manipulate people's minds, and he spent it
watching movies and persuading girls to sleep with him? But then,
he'd already identified himself as a man without much ambition.

“I'd really like to go out and... walk
around,” she said.

“Too dangerous.”

She frowned. “There's someone dangerous to
vampires?” she asked carefully.

“Yeah, other vampires! What did I tell you?
Hmm? If you're in a city, especially one like New York, you have to
report to the Master, and be as much a slave of him as you are of
me. I'm not interested. As long as I keep things quiet and don't
make waves I can move from place to place and not attract anyone's
attention.”

“But we went to that dance club.”

He scowled as if remembering why he had
punished her.

“Older vamps don't go to dance clubs,” he
said. “And I can hide myself from the younger ones.”

“Hide?”

“They can't sense you if you don't let them,”
he said a trifle smugly.

“How do you uhm, do that?”

“You probably can't. I can. It's like...
well.. damping down your power, squeezing it in around you, folding
it against your body in a way, so if they don't actually touch you
or study you closely they can't notice what you are.”

“Do I have power?”

“All vampires have,” he said, scowling.

“You'd think there'd be like, a school or
something to teach stuff,” she said.

He snorted. “You'll learn what I think you
need to learn.”

*

Most of what Lord seemed to feel she needed
to learn was how to please him sexually. Rory didn't necessarily
mind learning it. The sex was astonishingly pleasurable, after all.
And the better she made it for him the more he'd do for her – at
least, that had always been her experience with men.

But she was going stir crazy cooped up in the
apartment – as nice as it was – every night and then all day long
while he slept. Yes, it had a theater, and a large stock of movies.
The place must be worth millions. How had he afforded it?

He smirked in a superior fashion when
asked.

“You said you needed a lawyer,” she pointed
out.

He nodded and then with a much put-upon sigh
he led her to the office and reluctantly showed her his financial
records, kept by Alex. There were a lot of shell companies which
seemed to exist almost entirely to hide who owned the shell company
below them.

None of the 'corporations' actually did
anything much. The one she had been investigating had gotten a
contract for a power station. But it hadn't actually designed or
built the station. It had contracted everything out to a project
management corporation and let them then farm out the work.

Well, that explained a lot!

“I presume the uhm, head of this corporation
does what you manipulate him into doing?”

“Easily,” he said. “And never asks questions.
Dealing with humans is so easy.”

“By the way, did you actually bribe
Manning?”

“No. Alex sent that money afterward when
people started to ask questions.”

“But... that pointed to bribery!”

“Yes, but we knew we could deal with such an
investigation by humans. If it wasn't bribery then what was it? You
don't think the city Masters keep an eye out for people
manipulating humans in order to profit in such ways? I didn't want
anyone thinking that had happened. The human authorities are not a
threat to me. Get that into your pretty blonde skull.”

“Most of your money is in this account in a
Swiss bank. Alex didn't invest this?” she exclaimed.

“Why bother? I can make money off the humans
easily enough. Do you know how I got my money in the first place? I
simply persuaded a human to give me access to a vault, took it
away, and sold it. Life isn't terribly hard when humans will do
whatever you want them to do.”

“And no, uhm, Master found out?”

“Oh he found out, he just didn't find me!” he
said with a grin. “And then he died. Someone else killed him to get
his job and someone else killed HIM. Besides, that was decades ago
so I think if they were going to catch me they'd have by now.”

The man was a thief, she thought. Well, she
supposed it wasn't really possible to get an ordinary job if you
were a vampire from another century, and why would you anyway if
you could manipulate people's minds that easily?

“Then why do you bother going through this
rigmarole of creating shell corporations and bidding on contracts
and – .”

He sighed and shook his head. “That was Alex.
She promised she could do it and not cause any trouble, and I...
spoiled her.”

He scowled. “I will not make that mistake
with you, slave girl.”

*

He bought her a gold slave collar. Well, it
was gold-plated, in any event, and had the word Slave cut into the
front. And then gold rings for her nipples. This was all she was to
wear all night. He also found himself a riding crop, and decided to
'train' her. This mostly seemed to consist of her assuming whatever
position he ordered her to, something like a sexual game of Simon
Says.

Since he ensured she was heavily aroused
while he did it she couldn't possibly resent it or any blow to her
pride. The blows, mostly across the bottom, with the crop, stung,
so she tried to avoid them, but so aroused was she that even these
were not particularly daunting.

Kneeling on the floor, her breasts pillowed
out against the cool marble, her bottom raised high and legs
spread, arms stretched out before her as he stood behind her was
certainly degrading, but even without his 'interference' which she
could now detect fairly easily, she found the thing darkly
thrilling.

In fact, she would have been aroused even
without his 'help'. She was coming to be addicted to his dark,
submissive form of sexuality simply because she did it so often and
the reward was always mind-blowing pleasure and heat.

The more she did it, the greater the
pleasure, the more she wanted to do it again, and the quicker she
was to be aroused at the very thought of doing it, let alone him
tying her up or something else kinky.

Prostrating herself like this, with her
stomach tucked in tightly against her thighs and her back sharply
bowed, presenting her sex for his use and begging him to use it was
simply too outrageous and degrading to not rouse that submissive
hunger and excitement within her.

Even the crack of the crop across her
upraised buttocks and the sharp stinging pains did little to dampen
her heat as her inner body thrummed with sexual tension.

“Please fuck me, Master!” she moaned.

She flinched as the crop snapped down across
her bottom again.

“Please fuck who, slave?”

“Please fuck your slave girl, Master!” she
whined.

Crack!

“I want to hear more emotion.”

“Please fuck your slave girl, Master!”

Crack!

“More.”

“Please fuck your slave girl, Master!”

Crack!

“Horny little blonde slut. You want my cock
inside you, don't you.”

“Yes, Master!” she cried. “I want your cock
inside me.”

Crack!

“My cock, slut, or any cock?”

“Your cock, Master!”

Crack!

“You're sure? Because I think you just want
any cock inside you.”

He knelt beside her and then thrust something
down in front of her face.

“Look familiar, slut?”

She gulped as she recognized it. It was one
of the sex toys she'd ordered on the internet.

“Did you think I wasn't keeping track of what
you ordered?” he demanded.

Rory didn't know what to say.

“So my cock isn't enough for you? You need to
use toys?”

She didn't dare tell him they were for when
he was 'sleeping', for that would be to admit she didn't sleep
nearly as much as he.

He gripped her hair and jerked up and back on
it, then thrust the dildo into her mouth – all the way into her
mouth, so it filled her throat, and only the base remained.

“And this?” he demanded, showing her
another.

She had ordered them in a batch, not sure
which she would prefer.

He leaned back and she felt the round head of
the thick dildo pressing against her sex. She moaned helplessly as
he twisted and pushed, sliding it deep, then achingly deep into her
belly with one long thrust.

“And this?”

She moaned around the dildo in her mouth and
throat as he showed her another. Then it was pressing against her
back passage. She winced and gasped as he jammed it into her,
forcing it deep.

“A girl who needs so many cocks shouldn't
have to settle for just one,” he growled.

Rory found she was locked in place as she
was. She could break his controls, but that would infuriate him, so
she didn't try. He left her like that in the middle of the floor,
and left her deeply aroused, her sex throbbing around the dildo
he'd jammed inside her, the dildo blocking her throat.

Well, he said breathing was merely an
instinct anyway, for vampires. Still, it was one which caused her a
lot of emotional discomfort not being able to exercise.

She felt the heat growing more intense, and
then still more intense, and yet... she could not seem to reach
orgasm. Her mind was in a muddle, swept by pleasure and hunger and
passion that was so powerful she was amazed it hadn't brought her
to orgasm.

Then she finally understood. Somehow, he was
preventing her from reaching climax! Even while rousing her he was
blocking her from getting release! She felt a momentary sense of
outrage along with frustration, but that didn't give her any
insight into what to do about it!

His footsteps on the marble made her roll her
eyes to the side – she could not move her head without breaking his
control on her body. He walked around to step in front of her.

“Well, well, well, how is our little sex
slave?” he asked.

She could only moan in reply.

He bent and pulled the dildo out of her mouth
and throat, and she gasped and coughed.

“Are you a sex slave?”

“Y-Yes, Master!” she gasped.

“Are you my sex slave?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Say it, slut.”

“I'm your sex slave, Master.”

“And do you love cock, sex slave?”

“Yes, Master. I love cock, Master!”

“And will you be grateful if I give you some
nice cock?”

“Yes, Master!” she moaned.

“Now who owns a slave's body?”

She blinked her eyes rapidly,
uncertainly.

“Her master, of course. Is that not
true?”

“Yes, Master.”

“So who owns this lovely flesh kneeling on
the floor before me.”

“You do, Master.”

“I own your body?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Say it, slut,” he ordered, bringing the crop
down sharply across her bottom.

“You own my body, Master!”

“So I can do anything to it I want, is that
not right?”

“Yes, Master!”

“And I can fuck it, or I can have someone
else fuck it. Is that not right?”

“Yes, Master!” she gulped dazedly.

He walked around in front of her, only now he
wasn't alone, and she felt a flood of emotions, most of it shame
and embarrassment, as a couple joined him, the woman giggling and
laughing down at her, the man looking feral and hungry.

Doing this in front of him was one thing,
doing it front of another man, a stranger, quite another! And doing
it front of a woman was far and away worse! The smirking brunette
reminded her of all those girls in high school who looked down
their noses at her and called her a slut!

She was wearing a slutty blue dress with deep
cleavage. And she had the kind of cleavage Rory immediately
suspected was made up largely of silicone. She had a pretty face,
but a lot of makeup on, her lipstick in particular, far too deep a
shade of red.

The man was handsome enough, in a hunky,
crude, football player type of way which had never really attracted
her. He wore khaki trousers and a golf shirt. He and the women were
probably – presuming they were human – in their late twenties.

“You certainly have her well trained,
Jeremy,” the man said.

“Not nearly so well-trained as she will be,
Daniel.”

“Beg for cock, slut,” Lord growled.

Mortified, but swirling with sexual heat, and
wildly uncertain about what she could do, or who these people were,
or any of the consequences of refusing, Rory did so.

“Please fuck me, Master,” she moaned,
cringing as the woman snickered.

“Would you like to do that, Daniel?” Lord
said politely.

“I wouldn't mind stuffing one into this
lovely blonde slut,” the man said.

Then by all means, I invite you to do
so.”
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Daniel smirked at her, then moved behind her,
and Rory felt his hands on her upraised buttocks, felt them
squeezing her roughly, then sliding in between her thighs to cup
her there, his palm pressing firmly against the base of the
dildo.

She grunted weakly, a part of her burning
with embarrassment and indignation, the rest burning with heat. The
girl knelt in front of her, giving her a perky look, but it was a
catty look too.

“You'll love Daniels' big cock, little slave
girl,” she purred.

She heard his zipper going down. It sounded
very, very loud, but then, her hearing was very, very good these
days.

“Fuck her hard, Daniel,” she said in a
sneering tone.

Rory felt the dildo pulling out of her, then
something hard and thick pushing into her in its place. She
grunted, but felt a dark, seething fire in her mind as he drove
himself into her body. Yes, it was degrading and even humiliating,
and yet... and yet she found a strange, twisted thrill in that
now!

She didn't understand why, and as the heat
swept over her, she lost interest in caring. But she did hate this
bitch in front of her, who was now patting her head.

“Doesn't that feel good, little slave girl?”
she smiled smugly. “Now you've got a big hard cock inside you, a
real one!”

She swung around and sat down, actually
sitting on Rory's out-thrust arms, and drew her knees up, her skirt
sliding up to bare her naked sex.

“Fuck her harder, Daniel,” she purred as she
wound Rory's hair around her fingers and then jerked sharply.

Rory gasped as the girl jerked her head up a
little, then wriggled forward to jam her sex against her mouth.

“Lick me, slave girl,” she demanded. “I think
your master wants to see how you perform on a girl.”

Her master did. Rory could sense his
excitement easily. This girl was no vampire. She could sense that,
too, now that she was physically touching her. There was nothing
here that was... strong or... threatening. In fact, she could
literally tear this woman to pieces in a second, if she chose, the
man behind her, as well.

In a sense, then, the two were just Jeremy's
sex toys, like the dildos were hers. And he was using them to
arouse himself – and her.

That thought occurred to her in a split
second, and a split second later she felt his connection to them,
his control over them. But she didn't care, the heat being as great
as it was, and she started to lick the woman. It wasn't her first
introduction, after all, and it wasn't something which would have
displeased her in any event – except that the woman was weak and
stupid.

But almost instantly she began to sense,
through her contact with the woman, what she felt, if only in a
muffled, distant way. That meant she could instantly determine
exactly what the woman liked, what excited her, and what
didn't.

It was an astonishing insight, and she knew
that without even trying to arouse her in the way Lord did to her,
she could drive the woman into multiple orgasms easily enough.
Experimenting, licking, she did so, even as her own body churned
with a wild, frothing heat.

“Oh! Oh God! She's good! Oh God! Yes! There!
There!” the woman cried, arching her back as she yanked on Rory's
hair.

The man, meanwhile, was thrusting violently
into her from behind, but he hadn't the strength of Lord, and
having a weak man mounting her didn't really arouse her. Still,
with Lord's 'influence' she was incredibly turned-on despite
that.

She drove her tongue into the girl's sex, and
then, almost by instinct, discovered that she could, as Lord had
done, thicken and lengthen it, causing the girl to squeal and
writhe and sob in breathless pleasure as she fell back onto her
back, still grasping Rory's hair.

The steady impact of the man's hips against
her upraised buttocks, and his hands on her waist, his cock
thrusting into her, and even his pubic bone smacking against the
base of the second dildo, the one Lord had stuffed into her bottom,
all drove Rory into her own thundering orgasm as she licked wildly
at the girl's sex.

Afterwards, as her mind became somewhat
capable of thought, she became aware of another ability to sense
others emotions. She could sense the man, Daniel, and could feel,
after a fashion, what he felt as he used her.

She consciously tightened her vaginal muscles
as he withdrew, then loosened them. Yes, that had an impact, all
right. She did it again, it was easy, after all, and was rewarded
by even more pleasure from him. She sucked that pleasure in, for
who didn't want pleasure?

And yet, something else came with it, a kind
of... energy.

She halted almost at once, for she sensed
that someone else was drawing energy from his pleasure – and from
the girl's. It was Lord. He had said that power was all around and
could be drawn off by a master vampire, that it came from emotions
too.

So. She could do that too...

All of which swept through her mind in just a
few instants, accepted, absorbed, and then ignored as she let
herself fall into the churning dark waters of heat and pleasure
once more.

Sex slave. She was a sex slave! How absurd!
How dark and kinky! How incredibly erotic!

She licked at the writhing, sobbing woman
again as she squeezed her vaginal muscles down against Daniel's
cock, her hips grinding and jerking, and that was too much for him.
He came, as well, gasping and moaning as he drove himself against
her in a frenzy.

“Fuck! She's an incredible ride!” he gasped,
sitting back on his buttocks.

Rory felt the terrible urge to crawl her way
up the girl's body and dig her fangs into her soft flesh. But she
still couldn't move an inch. All she could do was lick and suck at
the girl's sex as she bucked up against her in violent convulsions
until the girl actually lost consciousness.

*

The two of them left, after the girl regained
consciousness. Both were drained and weary, exhausted by the sex,
though not understanding why.

Rory sort of did, but not how it was
achieved. She understood that taking blood from a person made them
weak. How could sucking on their emotions make them weak? Yet,
somehow, there was life energy there, absorbed by Lord. That was
certainly more interesting a way to gain energy than drinking
blood.

It wasn't as powerful, though, she
sensed.

Lord came over to her and looked down, and
she sensed his mixture of emotions. He was pleased in a sense, and
feeling smug and superior, but she thought he was also a little
doubtful, a little jealous, a little suspicious. He did not want
her to be powerful, she knew. If she was powerful he would have
less control over her. He needed to feel superior and in charge –
like men she'd known in the past.

Her body went limp as he gripped her hair. It
was longer than it had been. Longer than it should be, she suddenly
realized. She'd always favored long hair, but before that had meant
a little past her shoulders. Now it was halfway down her back – and
wrapped around his fist. It hadn't grown that long this fast by any
sort of natural means.

He moved towards the bedroom, literally
dragging her along the floor by the hair. Her body was limp because
he willed the muscles to be limp, but she knew, without trying,
that she could break his control of her body – if not her mind. She
made no attempt to do so.

It hurt to be dragged along the floor by the
hair, but not that much, not as much as it would have when she
was... alive. Perhaps her hair was stronger, too.

At least her head was off the floor, so it
was only her body, her breasts, her belly and legs and arms which
slid over the cool marble as he walked up the hall.

It was not as clean as it should be, she
thought, almost absently. Did he ever really inspect the job his
maid did? He was a man, so presumably didn't have very high
standards.

She, of course, did.

He stripped once in the bedroom. His body was
not impressive, though the strength which lay within it was.

“Please me, slave,” he growled.

Her muscles were freed, and she rose slowly,
uncertainly. She felt aroused because he willed it. But she no
longer cared about the source of her arousal. Pleasure was
pleasure, as far as she was concerned.

She knew what would please him; submission,
servility. And it pleased that dark, kinky side of her which had,
even with Ara, and now even more, found submission a forbidden
thrill. She lay at his feet as he sat on the edge of the bed. She
looked at his feet, then slid forward, licking at one.

He was... surprised, but very pleased, she
sensed.

She licked at his foot with long, slow licks,
moaning low in her throat, reaching out to seize his ankles, her
tongue licking at his toes and up over the side of his foot, up
around his ankles. Slowly, she licked her way up his leg, pushing
them aside as she rose, making sure her soft breasts rubbed against
them as she licked her way up past his groin.

He lay back, propped on his elbows, watching
her, as she licked and lightly nibbled at his abdomen and belly,
then up to suck and lick at his nipples. She could sense his
pleasure now, what pleased him physically as well as
emotionally.

She made sure her breasts rubbed against his
body, then down, against his groin, against his erection. She
licked her way down to it and took his cock into her hands, lapping
up along the shaft as she turned her eyes up at him.

She licked lower, taking his balls into her
mouth, sucking, massaging, squeezing lightly as her hands moved on
the shaft, then, his cock was inside her and she was bobbing up and
down, her hands massaging his balls, squeezing her throat muscles
against him the same way she had squeezed her vaginal muscles
against Daniel.

Oh yes. He liked that, all right.

She pulled back, shifting her lips to his
balls, then licking at his thighs, then sliding up to rub her
breasts against his cock, squeezing her breasts together around it.
He lay back, at last, groaning in pleasure.

She was in no hurry, and he certainly wasn't.
What was time if you could live a thousand years? She licked her
way up his body again, then their lips slid together and his hands
slid over her breasts and up between her legs.

She moaned into his mouth as she ground her
sex against his fingers. She felt him penetrating her, sliding up
deep, and rode his fingers until he rolled over atop her, flushed
with heat and hunger. He spread her legs and thrust into her hard
and deep, and she cried out, back arching at the pleasure, at the
heat, at the thrill.

He could not, however, go slow. He had to
pound her, to show her his dominance, he forced her legs up and
back and did so.

Rory reveled in it. She grunted and gasped
and moaned, eyes glazed, ankles literally crossed behind her head
now by the force of his powerful hands and arms, as he rammed
himself into her with bruising force.

Orgasms began to sweep through her in an
endless series, until she was drunk, feverish on her own pleasure,
until she threw back her head and screamed again and again as her
mind was torn by the massive crackling storm of irresistible
pleasure.

God, it was good to be dead!

*

He gave her information grudgingly. She had
to wheedle it out of him. How to fold power in against her body
would help hide her – and thus him – from other vampires when they
went out. And if she knew, it would save him the trouble of
bothering, she pointed out.

So he did.

She got other information out of him, about
the paranormal world she'd never suspected might be real. Yes,
there were vampires everywhere, and werewolves, and other
creatures, like pixies and ghouls (very similar to feral vampires
but smarter), brownies, ghosts, dryads, imps and demons of various
strengths.

“How is it nobody knows!?” she demanded.

He shrugged carelessly. “People believe it's
all fairy tales, and wouldn't believe anyone who suggested
otherwise. Besides, we higher order of... beings, do our best to
ensure they don't find out. We don't leave bodies laying around,
and we hunt down those creatures who do, and hide the evidence.

“But surely someone must know!”

“Anyone who finds out and tries to convince
others and is too... believable, will be made to appear ridiculous
or disappeared right quick, believe me.”

“Someone kills them?” she asked.

He shrugged. “Depending.” He smiled then.
“Collin had one who was very convincing, and was going to present
evidence he had gathered. He went to him the night before, and
played around with his mind. He showed up for the conference in a
ladies pink business suit, complete with skirt and high heels, with
his lips painted in dark black lipstick,” he said with a laugh.

Rory stared at him.

“He gave his speech and evidence, but of
course, no one took him seriously. This was fifty years ago,
understand.”

She nodded.

“He has style, that man.”

“Who is Collin. I think you mentioned him
once before.”

“He, my dear, is the master of New York.
Stodgy bastard. Over half a millennium old, and very powerful. More
than that, very wily, and very good at politics.”

“There's vampire politics? I thought you said
there were no elections,” she asked with girlish innocence.

He looked at her with pity.

“Politics has nothing to do with elections.
It has to do with making allies, and persuasion. You don't stay
master of a city this size without that. He's got a dozen masters
under him, some of them very powerful indeed. They're his
enforcers. They communicate his orders to us lessor folks, and hunt
down those who have disobeyed those orders.”

“And they let him because... he's more
powerful?”

“Basically, of course.”

“Couldn't they go and be masters somewhere
else?”

He shrugged. “If they find a city with a
lessor master they want to fight and think they can kill.”

“Very violent people, you vampires.”

“Our predatory instincts seem to be
considerably closer to the surface than in humankind in general,”
he replied. “The weres are worse.”

“So why do vampires need to sleep during the
daylight hours?”

He shrugged. “It is what it is.”

Her eyes narrowed. “That's a very... modern
expression, is it not?”

“No, it's a modern adaptation of a very old
expression. Sunlight – and fire – are both very, very unfriendly
towards the skin of vampires.”

“So the cliché is true?”

“Cliche?”

“From the stories.”

He shrugged. Not everything about fairy tales
is false.”

“But it's not like it's just bad for your
skin,” she said, persisting. “It's like... you fade away back into
being dead while the sun is up. What's up with that?”

“Why would I care? That's the way things
are.”

“Could it be that sunlight disrupts this...
animation business you spoke of?”

“I suppose. I never really thought much about
it.”

Idiot, she thought.

What would it be about sunlight – which was,
at basis, electromagnetic radiation – which would disrupt the
paranormal, metaphysical suspension of death? This is the sort of
thing any intelligent vampire would certainly want to investigate,
she thought in irritation.

The chimes which went off startled her. She'd
never heard them before, and they sounded like a doorbell. She felt
his surprise, and then his apprehension as he quickly snatched up
the remote for the television and pressed a button.

There on the TV was a view of the lobby, and
a a man in a uniform – the doorman – standing behind a pair of men
in suits.

Lord muttered to himself, then pressed
another button.

“Send them up,” he said.

The doorman nodded and the camera cut
out.

“Who are those men?” she asked warily.

“Men I do business with.”

“What sort of business? Should I put my
clothes on?”

“Not your sort of business. They're not
businessmen in the way you're thinking.”

“They're... humans?”

“No. They're werewolves.”

“I'd like to meet werewolves – I mean, as
long as they weren't in their uhm, wolf forms.”

“The emotions of weres is even closer to the
surface than ours, and seeing a naked blonde like you would
probably disrupt their thinking and possibly lead to violence. Go
to your room and stay there until I come fetch you.”

She glared at him but went, but then decided
to bypass her room and went upstairs instead, then out onto the
deck. She looked out over the city, feeling very much a prisoner,
almost like a fairy tale princess kept locked up in a tower. Her
hair was even growing long! Now doubt that was Lord's influence. It
was already down to her waist.

If she could hold her power close to her skin
she ought to be able to walk the streets without much danger. And
it seemed a simple enough thing. Once he'd shown her she found she
could do it almost by reflex.

If it weren't for the affect sunlight would
have on her skin she could go out when he was – dead to the world
and look around. Of course, that raised the question of why she
wasn't dead to the world. If it was electromagnetic radiation she
ought to be forced to sleep too.

The deck was large, with a hot tub,
conversation pits, and small trees, brushes and flowers in large
wooden and concrete containers. It was certainly more than any
apartment she'd ever been in had. Then again, Lord was considerably
richer than anyone she'd ever known.

She climbed into the hot tub and relaxed,
pondering her fate, and what her future held.

She was relaxing, and letting her mind
wander, when she felt a sudden sense of consternation from Lord,
followed by shock, then fear and alarm. She sat up abruptly in the
tub, then jumped to her feet, casting her mind towards him.

And then she sensed the others. They were...
like roiling energy storms, crackling and snapping and popping like
live wires. There weren't two of them, though, but a dozen. And
then there was another, a vampire, she thought, sensing him with
Lord. A powerful vampire.

She hurried to the door, then dropped back as
she sensed two of them approaching. She looked around wildly, then
ran back to the hot tub and jumped in. She sank below the water,
hoping they wouldn't look in, or it was dark enough for them not to
see well.

Did werewolves see in the dark?! She had no
idea! It hadn't come up! She stayed below the surface as she sensed
them coming close, those balls of glittering, crackling energy,
moving past her, then back and away again. She stayed under the
water a few minutes longer, then slid up to the surface slowly,
looking anxiously around.

She didn't sense them close, but, much more
strangely, didn't sense Lord either! Discretion was the better part
of valor, which meant staying where she was, but somehow, she
couldn't quite bring herself to do so.

She slipped out of the hot tub and across the
deck to the doorway, and was just about to open the door when she
sensed them approach again. She rushed back to the hot tub and dove
in again, then stayed below the water as one of the things came out
onto the deck once more.

This time it came over to the hot tub, and a
powerful arm thrust into the water, the hand grabbing at her throat
with potentially enough force to crush it. The gold collar offered
up considerable protection, though, even as he yanked her up out of
the water.

He stared at her in surprise, a man, or so he
looked.

Rory grabbed his wrist and twisted sharply,
in and down, forcing him to cry out before she pulled him bodily
into the tub, head down. He twisted and thrashed violently, trying
to free himself. And then, suddenly, his body seemed to flow and
change, thick rough hair covering it!

Now she was trying to pin down what seemed to
be a large wolf! But he was still upside down, belly down across
the edge of the tub, in fact, with his head and upper torso under
water. She didn't think werewolves could breath underwater nearly
as well as Vampires – who, after all, were already dead.

He seemed to realize he had less chance of
escaping as a wolf than a human, and his body flowed again,
shifting into a man form. Then his free fist punched into the side
of the hot tub, holing it. Water poured out, and he clawed at the
opening to make it wider and increase the flow.

And that was all the time she had as half a
dozen more of them came crashing through the glass doors, racing
across the deck to confront her.

Rory gulped, heart pounding, and lifted him
up to fling him back onto the deck, where he lay on his back,
gasping for breath as the rest surrounded the hot tub, glaring at
her.

There wasn't time to be embarrassed about
being naked.

“A very strong little slave girl,” one of the
men said, eyes hooded.

Another strode out onto the deck, and she
sensed immediately he wasn't like the rest. There was no ball of
crackling energy around him. He moved in a dark void, without any
sense of his existence. He was tall, slim, with very short hair,
and a kind of a horsey face.

“Ah,” he said, “What have we here. One of
Jeremy's playtoys?”

“Looks like it, but she almost drowned
Hanson,” one of the other men said.

Rory wondered if she'd been wrong to fight
the first man. Perhaps making herself appear helpless and
unthreatening would have been better.

“Well, we can't have that,” the man said with
a thin smile.

He stepped up to the edge of the hot tub and
extended his gloved hand.

“My lady, if you would please come out of
there,” he asked politely.

Rory was still too frightened to worry about
being naked, and this man did not look like someone to refuse. She
reluctantly stepped forward and extended her hand. Smiling, he
gripped her wrist, instead of her hand, and yanked savagely.

Rory cried out as she was lifted bodily out
of the hot tub and flung through the air, not across the deck, but
over the rail.

She plummeted downward towards the street
eighty floors below, screaming on the inside, if not on the
outside, her arms and legs moving frantically, instinctively, to do
something, anything, to preserve her life!

And then, she felt her arms shifting. It felt
as if her skin was tearing off her arms and ribs, and then it was
flowing together! She felt a throbbing in her skull, and flesh –
more like reptilian flesh than human – appeared between her arms
and her body. She spread her arms – into wings, and curved up and
away from the street, twenty floors below her.
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Stark terror and shock only slowly gave way
to wonder, as she realized that not only was she no longer falling,
but that somehow she could direct where she wanted to go, and then
travel in that direction with ease, riding the wind.

Her body had changed, her skin shifting,
becoming harder, grayer, slimmer, in a way, yet still filled with
power as she flapped her wings and made a long, slow curve around a
building. Could she rise? Yes, she discovered, climbing higher and
then alighting, heart still beating like a trip-hammer, atop a
forty story building.

It wasn't exactly a smooth landing, though.
She hit the roof hard and went tumbling end over end until clawed
hands could bring her to a halt, gasping, bruised and battered on
the inside and out, and staring up at the night sky with a sense of
wonder.

She was still alive!?

She sat up groggily, still stunned by it all,
still feeling the echo of that wild rush of terror as she had
plunged sixty floors down in seconds! She stared across the evening
sky at the tower she'd come from, trying to wrap her mind around
having actually grown wings and flown!

They weren't here any more. She had shifted
back into her normal body. But she stared at her arms in wonder
anyway, then down at her body. The bruises and scrapes were already
faded to almost nothing, and disappeared before her eyes.

Had that really happened!?

She had somehow changed into something like a
big bat! Not a bat, she thought, for her body hadn't changed that
much, but still...

Her mind pulled itself free of the shock – or
at least the worst of it. She needed a place to hide. She needed
clothes. She needed... energy, she realized. And badly.

Perhaps flying was one of those energy
intensive things Lord had spoken about. It seemed likely.

She got up and staggered across the roof,
staring up after her as if the man – vampire – who had flung her
off might be following. She found a door – locked, and tore it
open, then went down a narrow flight of stairs, her senses alert
and straining, searching anxiously for people or... anything.

She quickly discovered she was in an office
building, an almost empty office building. She searched out the
closest human, two floors down, and made her way towards him,
licking her lips hungrily.

She was starving! It wasn't the kind of
hunger which she used to feel from lack of food, though. This was
much more intense, and much more powerful. This was the need of raw
power, life energy to power her own. Flying had been a shock to the
system in more ways than one, but it had certainly drained her of
energy.

He was a middle aged man in a blue suit and
blue dress pants. He was intent on his computer when she came in
behind him, trying to sort through his emotions and what he felt
and was thinking. She could not read his mind, but she could sense
his concentration as she crept closer.

Some instinct turned him and he gaped at her,
jaw dropping.

Rory felt her own instincts rise. Food!
Energy! She needed it, wanted it, and would have it!

Their eyes locked as she moved closer,
determined. He didn't rise, frozen in place, both physically and
mentally, and so she bent over, sensing the pulse of life through
his veins, through his arteries. She could feel them calling to her
as she straddled his body.

He continued to gape at her, and her mind
swirled as she felt her way through his emotions and felt his own
hunger – for her. It was a different kind of hunger, but no less
instinctive. She'd sensed it in Lord, but never so raw and strong.
She ran her trembling fingers up and down his chest and over his
shoulders as he started to stir.

She jerked her head back, staring at him.

His arousal soared as his eyes bore into
hers, and she felt a sense of surprise, then understanding as he
hardened beneath her. What was more she felt life energy oozing out
of him, radiating from him along with his desire.

She slid her hands along his cheeks and drew
his head forward, face against her breasts, stoking that heat and
hunger, both physically and in some arcane way she didn't even
understand. She could feel his emotions, his lust calling to her,
and she built his lust higher, hotter, more intense.

He moaned helplessly, frantically licking and
sucking at her breasts, and she felt her own surge of lust, a
reflection, she realized, of his. Was this what it was like for
Lord? Was he able to rouse her, absorb that arousal and then
reflect it back to her again?

She groaned as he chewed hungrily at her
breasts, reveling in the energy radiating from him, absorbing it,
sucking it down even as his hands raced over her body. It oozed
from his every pore as she writhed atop him

It wasn't the deep, satisfying rush she'd
felt when sucking that woman's blood the other day, but more a
slow, steady bubbling stream.

She licked her way along the nape of his
neck, fighting the urge to sink her teeth into his throat, feeling
the energy of his lust beating at her.

She brought her lips against his and kissed
him softly, and felt the flow of energy grow much more intense. She
ground her buttocks into him and ground her breasts into his hands,
becoming helplessly aroused herself.

She ground herself faster and harder, moaning
in pleasure, gasping and shuddering, twisting and writhing, and a
powerful orgasm tore through her as she arched her back and fairly
bounced atop his lap. Pleasure and energy flowed through her as he
came as well, his orgasm tearing through his body, greater than
anything he'd ever experienced.

Luckily, as she arched and twisted, her mind
filled with heat and wonder, she fell off.

She lay on the floor, groaning, eyes slitted
for long, long seconds before she slowly sat up.

He lay slumped in his chair, drooling, eyes
closed, unconscious.

She blinked and then pulled herself to her
feet uncertainly. She lifted his head up and back, fearing he was
dead, but he seemed to still be alive. His heart, she now sensed,
beat in his chest but... very faintly. She willed it to beat
faster, and then again, something instinctive within her caused her
to press her hands against his cheeks, and energy flowed out of her
into him.

She halted it quickly, startled, but it
seemed to do him a world of good. His heart strengthened.

She pulled back wonderingly. There was so
much she didn't know about the rules and how things worked.

She pulled out his wallet and took his money.
She felt no guilt at that. He didn't look like a poor man and she
definitely needed it more than he. She then found a spare suit in a
closet but he was much too big for her. She did steal his shirt,
wrapping it around herself like a long nightshirt, then left him
and searched out something better.

She went down a few flights, still hungry,
but not trembling with it, and found that she could sense a
difference in the humans, even at a distance. She could tell which
were young and which were male, and even something about their
personalities. There was a … a feel to them she couldn't quite
grasp.

But one, in particular, attracted her. There
was something cheerful, carefree, youthful, and yet, intense about
it. Unfortunately, it wasn't alone. But what she sensed was so...
tasty, she decided she had to see them.

The door was locked. That was not much of an
impediment. She went through an outer room, a reception area, of
sorts, and through a corridor where there were a series of closed
offices along the outside wall, with large windows, and cubicles
along the inside. But at the end of the corridor was a steel
door.

Unlocked.

She stepped inside, and felt the air shifting
around her. It was cool, and the air very, very clean here. The far
wall was covered with large computer screens. Facing it were a
double row of work stations with more built-in monitors.

The sign on the door she'd entered had said
Network Operations.

To the right was a kitchen, and a young man
inside waiting for a microwave to finish what it was cooking. She
moved silently in behind him and touched his shoulder.

He whirled around, gaping at her, and she
smiled. She kissed him gently, then pressed her breasts into his
chest. She felt the arousal within him and roused it to full
intensity, groaning as she felt his heat flooding her along with a
cascade of life energy.

She reached down and gripped his groin. He
was instantly hard, and came just about as quickly, crying out into
her mouth as his orgasm took him.

She drank his energy as well as his heat, and
then, gulping, tore herself back. She left him gasping and dazed,
and put her fingers to her lips, then to his.

“Sleep. You're tired,” she whispered.

He sank slowly down onto the floor and sat
there, then fell asleep.

No bodies, she thought. That was the rule
Lord had told her. And she obeyed rules.

Of course, 'hunting' on someone else's
territory was also against the rules. That made her feel guilty and
anxious, but she really had no choice if she was to survive.

She saw a small mirror on the fridge and
frowned, then shook her head, and all the blonde seemed to fade
from her hair, so that it turned dark, coppery red.

She found the girl at one of the desks. She
was sipping something from a straw and intent upon a video
game.

Rory stood behind her and slipped out of the
shirt, then moved forward. She gripped the girl's chair and swung
it around, startling her.

A pretty brunette of about twenty, with a
rounded face and large round glasses stared up at her in
astonishment. She was wearing a sweatshirt with a picture of snoopy
on the front, and faded jeans.

Rory straddled her, locking eyes with the
girl. There was something very attractive in her personality,
something she felt a calling to.

“What a sweet girl,” she whispered.

The girl stared back, stunned..

“What's your name, pretty girl?” she
whispered.

“H-H-Hannah,” the girl whispered back.

Rory kissed her, softly, gently, and the
girl's lips melted against her. She felt the girl's mind, her
emotions, swirling and churning, and then cast her own heat into
them and felt a satisfying rush of arousal coming back. She stoked
it slowly, her lips and Hannah's moving in slow, almost tender
embrace.

Those emotions, the aura around the girl, it
was so... delicious! She moaned in pleasure, wallowing in it, her
hands pulling up Hannah's sweatshirt, tearing open her bra. She
pulled Hannah's mouth in against her breasts, and the girl began to
suck and lick at them.

She felt her own arousal deepen, and
reflected it back at Hannah, then absorbed Hannah's heat, and
reflected that in turn, each of them rousing the other higher and
hotter and more intensely with every passing second.

Too much clothing in the way!

She fell backwards, tumbling off the work
station chair, pulling Hannah with her, then rolled over atop the
girl, and slid downward. She bit into the center of one plumb
breast, and the girl shuddered and cried out as Rory sucked
hungrily: not blood, but energy.

She shifted to the other breast, and felt her
fangs coming out, felt a wild sense of animal hunger, and then bit
deep, sucking just as hard, but again, of energy, not blood, as the
girl arched her back and cried out in helpless pleasure.

She drew back, tearing the girl's pants off
her, sliding down her belly. There was an animal instinct to tear
into her soft underbelly, but she resisted, sliding lower,
spreading the girl's thighs wide as she licked at her sex.

Hannah's body began to undulate, hips rolling
up, then down, arching, then falling, head rolling back, as Rory
licked her with long, powerful strokes of her tongue even as she
sucked in the warm, tasty life energy that oozed out of the
girl.

But just below her, just to her left, was a
fountain of bubbling energy, and it tore at Rory's instincts,
instincts still raw, and difficult to control. She jerked her lips
off the girl's sex and bit deep, her fangs sinking into the soft
flesh, and this time it was blood she drank from the artery in her
thigh.

Energy exploded within her, massive amounts
of it filling her body as Hannah screamed in orgasm. That orgasm
swept through Rory like a sexual fever and she cried out as well,
climaxing herself even as she sucked down that energy.

And more. There was more than just life
energy here, but life essence, a taste of Hannah, of who and what
she was, and as the girl's mind tumbled end over end in the grip of
a seemingly endless orgasm, everything about her was laid bare to
Rory's mind.

Not that she was in much shape to inspect it.
She barely retained enough sanity to tear herself free of the girl
before she killed her. Already she had taken too much and, like
last time, was giddy with it, drunk on it. She crawled up the
trembling, gasping girl's body, kissing her again, their legs
sliding together, arms around one another.

She sensed physical weakness in the girl, too
much of it, and fed back some of what she'd taken, doing it
instinctively, just as she'd done so much else. Heat gripped them
both and they remained locked together, moaning, panting, their
sopping sexes grinding together until more orgasms paraded through
their dazed minds.

The girl finally lost consciousness, and
Rory, utterly sated, filled with the deep contentment of the
aftermath of her feeding – and her massive orgasms, lay atop her,
sighing, half asleep herself, lost to the cares and concerns of the
world.

Unfortunately, that couldn't last.
Eventually, she groaned and sat up, a bit woozy, and tried to fit
her scattered mind back together. The girl still lay stretched out
below her, naked.

Rory felt a sense of guilt and uncertainty,
and yet... now that her mind was working she recalled that crystal
clear picture of Hannah which had formed within her mind. It wasn't
a picture. It was the entirety of the girl who lay next to her.

A lonely girl, much like Rory herself had
been lonely for so long. Hannah was a bit of an outcast, socially
confused, a nerd fascinated by mathematics and computers, endless
lusted after by men who she found little time or use for.

But where Rory had been hard and stern Hannah
was timid and lacked self-confidence. She was on the midnight shift
here in part because it kept her away from the daily swirl and
confusion of social interaction.

Men wanted her, women looked down at her.

Rory sympathized.

She should, she knew, grab her clothes and
leave. But she hesitated. She sensed something like a soul mate in
Hannah – assuming, of course, that Rory still had a soul, or had
ever had one. More than that, she felt somewhat possessive of
Hannah, and protective of her as well. That confused her.

She barely knew the girl, after all, even if
she had absorbed that intimate awareness of her somehow.

She traced her fingers lightly down Hannah's
body, over her breasts, and down her chest. She looked reluctantly
at the bite marks around her nipples. Why had she bitten her there
anyway? It had been all instinct.

The bites on her inner thigh were similar.
They didn't look like human bites, but two paired round punctures.
Fortunately, there was no blood. She had licked and sucked it all
up, she thought, with some distaste.

Then the world returned to her in a crash.
She had nowhere to go! What time was it!? What happened at dawn!?
Would she burn up? She certainly couldn't stay here! The building
would fill with people!

She looked around uncertainly, then picked up
Hannah's underwear, which she'd torn to shreds. Sighing, she tossed
them in the trash, then found the girl's jeans and managed to get
them back on her. She pulled the bra and sweatshirt back on as
well, then lifted the girl – amazed at how easy it was – and
carried her to a sofa at the rear of the room, laying her down.

Where was she going to go!?

She needed a … a lair, somewhere away from
the sun, somewhere to hole up. Did she dare return to the apartment
for some things? They'd have no reason to believe she survived,
would they? She still couldn't sense Lord, but he must be alive.
He'd told her she would likely die without him.

She thought of that man who had thrown her so
casually off the roof and a cold fury gripped her. That he would do
it so calmly, so casually, as if she were a mere incidental
annoyance easily solved by robbing her of life!

Or whatever this was.

She wondered if he could fly!

Lord had acted like all vampires had to sleep
during the hours of daylight, and from the stories, he was right,
and she had accepted it as a given. She wasn't sure why that wasn't
the case with her, perhaps because she was new, perhaps because she
was getting her energy from him, she had no idea.

But if that were still the case, the vampire
who had attacked her would have to be gone and home in his own lair
well before dawn. So it ought to be safe to return to the
apartment, at least to gather some things and check on Lord if she
did so close to dawn.

And then, presuming he was gone, she could
close the metal door to her room, or even Lord's, which she was
betting was stronger, and ride out the day.
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The last time, it had happened on instinct.
Now she had to make it happen. She went back onto the roof and
stripped, then tried to grow her wings.

Nothing happened.

She cursed vilely. Why didn't this body have
an instruction manual!? She needed the rules!

Instincts. It had to be instinctive. She
closed her eyes into slits and stared up into the night sky, trying
to let her mind clear, emptying of all cares and concerns, thinking
of nothing but the stars above and then, she lunged up at them.

She let out a cry as the skin on her arms and
sides split and joined, and then she was airborne, gasping, filled
with a wild rush of anxiety, fear and elation as she swept out over
the city. She beat her arms – her wings – rapidly, rising on the
night air, turning and twisting, heart thumping in fear that at any
moment she might drop like a rock.

But the more time passed the more confident
she became. She beat her wings and rose higher, circling the tower
at a distance, coming closer, swaying and swerving up and down. It
wasn't hard to find their apartment. It was on the top floor, after
all, and there was the broken hot tub.

She dropped onto the roof, senses alive, but
couldn't find those crackling balls of energy which were the
werewolves. She didn't sense Lord either, nor anyone else, but as
her own aura was wrapped tight around herself, no doubt theirs
could be, as well.

She waited, licking her lips nervously, ,
then made her way over to the roof above the deck, and dropped
lightly down. She hurried to the door and slid it aside, her senses
testing everything around her as she moved inside.

She made her way slowly and warily through
the apartment, to the front door, which was locked, and then
searched the remainder of the place until she was sure it was
empty.

Dawn was almost ready to break on the
horizon. Already the night was fading into a gray twilight. She
hesitated, then dashed to 'her room' and grabbed the best of her
clothes and the laptop she'd been using, and took them to Lord's
room.

The door controls were obvious, and only on
the inside. She closed it, and even then double-checked the room
once more before relaxing a little. There were no windows here, and
with dawn breaking she ought to be safe for a time.

But for how long? She definitely couldn't
stay here long!

She reached out with her senses, trying to
feel Lord, but instead felt someone else – the girl, Hannah. She
blinked in surprise at how strongly she felt her. She knew exactly
how far away she was, and knew she was upset. Well, hardly a
surprise. How much did she remember, she wondered guiltily. For
that matter, what did those guys remember?

She searched Lord's room more intimately now,
not just looking for hidden vampires. There was a gun in the night
table. She had never used a gun, of course, but it wasn't hard to
figure out the basics. This was an automatic, and she was able to
disengage the clip to inspect the bullets. Sure enough, rather than
being copper like in all the movies and pictures, they were
silver.

“Huh,” she said doubtfully.

She put the clip back in place, and then took
out a holster and spare clips, setting them on top of the bed.
There was a silver dagger in the other night table, and what she
recognized as a sheathed Scottish dirk – also silver, under a
pillow. There was a long sword propped against the wall between bed
and night table, but she discounted it. You needed to have training
to use one of those effectively.

The dirk, on the other hand, was a formidable
weapon, a solid foot of razor sharp blade, which left her feeling
more confident in its protective value than the gun. Which might or
might not fire and might or might not hit what she fired at.

She found a small leather satchel in one of
the dresser drawers. It had a mixture of paper bank notes,
thousands of American dollars, thousands of British pounds,
thousands of Euros, and several bank cards as well as several
passports for Lord in a variety of names and nationalities.

Sighing, she checked the time. It would be
dawn now, but she didn't feel like dying. In fact, the energy she'd
taken from Hannah and those two men left her feeling quite alert
and awake.

She opened up the laptop and considered her
options. How was she to buy or rent a place, presuming she had
money, when she couldn't go out in daylight? She could, she
supposed, try it by computer, but that would certainly cause
suspicion and doubt on the part of the landlord or seller.

And what was she to buy anyway? She didn't
have time to build a special place like this with steel walls. The
best she could hope for, she supposed, was somewhere with a
basement that she could have a steel door placed on.

But where to get the money for it?

Then, of course, the answer occurred to her.
Lord's money! Not that she'd dare simply buy something with it.
Sooner or later whoever had Lord would be bound to check out his
accounts, and she certainly didn't want them tracing that to a new
building bought after he'd been taken.

However she moved the money around they would
eventually trace it, unless she withdrew it in cash and simply
walked away. But how was she to do that at night!?

While her mind worked its way through her
problems she had been sensing Hannah moving closer, but had thought
little of it, for the most part. It was end of the night shift. The
girl was probably going home. Only as she got very close did her
mind tilt to what the girl was doing.

She sensed that Hannah was... obsessed,
single-minded in her determination. And then a shock, for it hadn't
occurred to her that while she could sense Hannah the girl might be
able to sense her in return! Now the girl had her undivided
attention. She tried to shield her own thoughts, but wasn't sure
how successful she was being.

One thing she had no doubt. Hannah was here,
at this building. She shouldn't be able to get in, though. She had
no key and no one knew her. This was a security building.

That sense of reassurance faded as she sensed
her getting closer still. She was in an elevator. Worse, much
worse, Hannah sensed those... those crackling balls of energy with
her, accompanying her! They must have been watching the lobby to
see who might show up to see Lord!

She jumped up in alarm, then looked around
the room. She quickly grabbed up a pair of leather pants and yanked
them on, then a leather t-shirt tight enough she didn't need a bra.
She pulled the dirk out of its sheath, then slid it back in.

She could sense the girl at the front door!
Still determined, still single-minded.

And then, abruptly, that changed. Suddenly
she was shocked, and then terrified, and before she knew it Rory
was opening the metal door and darting out, dirk in hand. She front
door was heavily reinforced with steel, or it would have yanked off
in her hand. As it was it slammed back against the wall and she
glared at the sight of the girl and two men.

She didn't recognize them, but she knew what
they were. They stared at her in shock, ignoring Hannah, who they
had pressed against the wall. Hannah was hers! How dare they
threaten her!

One flung himself at Rory so fast he was a
blur. She grabbed him by the throat, almost effortlessly, and flung
him behind her, not only across the lobby but into the living room
thirty feet away. The other snarled, and shifted into a wolf, and
in the instant where it was gathering itself to spring at her she
swung the dirk with a force so intense it decapitated the
thing.

It fell before her limp and she whirled. The
other one had shifted in mid-air as she'd thrown it and now sprang
at her. She gutted it as it passed and then killed it as it lay
there screaming.

She felt a momentary sense of shock at what
she'd done. It had been all instinct, raw, violent instinct. They
had threatened what was hers, and then threatened her, and
vampires only had one way of dealing with threats. Why she thought
of the girl as hers, on the other hand, was a mystery to her.

Hannah was cringing back against the wall,
gaping at her in terror, face paper white.

“You shouldn't have come,” Rory said in a
waspish voice.

There was that same sense of familiarity to
the girl, but more, something more intimate she didn't quite
understand.

She grabbed the girl by the arm and pulled
her inside, then closed and locked the door behind her. She marched
her up the hall to Lord's bedroom and then inside, hitting the door
lock so it slid soundlessly in to lock with a reassuring snap.

Hannah abruptly yanked herself away, turned
and stared at her.

“What are you!?” she cried.

Rory paused, startled.

“I'm... Rory,” she said.

Hannah gaped at her.

“Those were werewolves, in case you were
wondering.”

Hannah continued to gape at her, but Rory
felt the emotional jolt of her words.

“And I... I seem to be, or so I'm told, a
vampire.”

Another emotional jolt, that left the girl
gaping at her.

“Er, perhaps you should sit.”

It was a very large master bedroom. It had a
sofa, end chairs, table, television, and desk in the front of the
room. She guided Hannah to the sofa and sat on the end chair facing
her.

“So, you can sense me somehow,” she said.
“And you came here.”

Hannah blinked, trying to work her mind.

“Sorry. I'm new at all this. I'm not quite
sure how things work,” Rory said. “I'm sort of working off...
instincts.”

“Y-You're a … a vampire?” Hannah gulped.

“As far as I know.”

“As far as you know!?”

Hannah was getting nearly hysterical, Rory
sensed, and with hardly a thought, she reached out her mind and
soothed her, calming her.

While she kept her calm she set out what had
happened to her over the past nine days in as matter of fact a way
as she could, a bit disturbed that this somewhat echoed what Lord
had done with her nine days ago.

“But it's after dawn,” was the first thing
Hannah said.

“Yes, thanks. I know.”

“Shouldn't you be... uhm, sleeping?”

“Evidently I don't need as much sleep as
others, or perhaps, it's because I'm new. I really don't know. And
the only one who could have told me, presuming he were willing, has
disappeared.”

“Kidnapped by werewolves. If I hadn't seen
that thing change I'd think you were crazy! I half think I'm
crazy!”

Rory shrugged. “I know the feeling.”

“And you... can fly?”

“Evidently.”

“Wow. That's so... cool.”

“Yes, well, in a sense, I suppose.”

“So am I going to change into a vampire?”

“I don't think so. Not from what Lord
said.”

She sensed both relief and disappointment in
the girl.

“So.. you.. ate energy from me?”

“Sort of. Don't ask me to explain it. Lord
wasn't very precise in his explanation.”

“I feel exhausted.”

“But you came here anyway.”

“Do you blame me? I could feel you in my
mind! And... and what you did to me...”

“Sorry. I don't know why that happened. I
don't know where this... this... link between us came from. I mean,
I had one with Lord but... that was because he uhm... made
me...”

Her voice trailed off uncertainly.

“You mean I might be a vampire after
all!?”

“No, I don't think so. From what he said that
requires a fairly deliberate effort. I don't know what this link
is. I have read... well, I've been reading, that sometimes vampires
do establish links with humans... but, it's all kind of
unreliable.”

Hannah gaped at her.

“Sorry.”

The girl jumped to her feet, staring at
her.

“Sorry!? That was the most incredible
experience of my life! I mean, I've read words like ecstasy before
but never imagined feeling it!”

“Yes, well, sex is a lot... uhm, more intense
for me now. And apparently sex with vampires is more intense for
anyone else.”

“I think that I would do almost anything to
feel that again,” Hannah said.

She said it calmly because Rory was keeping
her fairly calm, but there was no doubt whatever of the absolute
sincerity of the words, for she could feel their truth in the
girl's mind.

She blinked in confusion. What did that mean?
Had she somehow... addicted the girl or something?

“You want to have sex? With me? Now?”

The girl nodded eagerly each time.

“You realize there are two dead werewolves in
outer the lobby?”

Hannah had forgotten them, she sensed, but
even now that she'd been reminded Rory could sense her want. That
concerned her, but at the same time she suddenly felt an inkling of
a plan.

“Where do you live? You live in an apartment.
Does it have a garage?”

“Yes.”

Even as Hannah said it Rory felt as if she
were seeing both in her mind's eye.

“And so does this one,” she said. “Do you
drive?”

“Well, I can drive, but my license lapsed. I
mean...”

“Never mind. Here's what I want to do.”

She found suitcases and piled the clothes and
things into it, then she hesitated, and grabbed a few more of
Lord's things, adding them in on top without the girl noticing. She
and Hannah took them to the elevator and went downstairs, past the
lobby and into the garage. She knew Lord had cars, for he had told
her so. She held a BMW key and fob in hand and walked around
pressing it. Sure enough, there was a beep and they headed in that
direction.

They loaded the suitcases into the car and
she gave Hannah the key.

“Go home, and drive into the garage. Then go
up to your place and make sure no sunlight is getting in, and come
get me.”

She climbed into the boot – or trunk as
Americans called it, and pulled it closed. Hannah got into the
driver seat and started the car.

It occurred to her that if the girl stopped
and opened the trunk somewhere in the bright sun she'd die, but she
had a fairly firm view into the girl's mind and that didn't seem to
be something she had any interest in. All she really wanted was to
get Rory home so they could have sex.

She stared at the inside of the trunk,
imagining the bright sun overhead, beating against it, ready to fry
her to a crisp in an instant if it were to open. The trip seemed to
take forever, but finally, she sensed them going downhill, then
felt the sun recede as a lot of stone and earth came between it and
her.

Hannah came around to the trunk and opened it
briefly.

“Are you okay?”

“You know I am,” Rory said.

“Uhm, yeah. I'll go up and make sure the
blinds are down.”

She turned and hurried away, carrying one of
the bags. Rory got warily out and looked around. It looked similar
to any other garage. She paced back and forth, following Hannah's
movements and emotions, sensing her moving away, then coming
back.

“All clear,” the girl said. “I sleep days, so
I have blinds and thick foam-backed curtains on the windows! I like
it very dark when I sleep.”

They rode the elevator up, and Rory found
herself in a tiny one-bedroom apartment, carefully and tastefully
furnished, but to the standards of someone who made a fraction of
what Lord had to spend. She hardly cared. No one should be able to
trace her to this place.

And she was starting to feel tired.

She needed to sleep and regenerate energy.
But supposing someone broke in while she was asleep? Did she sleep
as – dead – as the stories said? If that was so all Hannah had to
do was open the blinds and she'd fry.

Was being a paranoid part of being a
vampire?

Of course, it was time for Hannah to sleep,
too. She looked exhausted. Not only was she working the midnight
shift but Rory had taken a good deal of energy – and blood from
her. Once she was asleep she ought to sleep, well... like the
dead.

Especially if she took a little more to make
sure...

She pushed Hannah against the wall, more
forcefully than she'd intended, and cursed herself. She was still
not entirely aware of her own strength. Still, the girl's startled
eyes met hers, and Rory stared at her, feeling the girl's
awareness, her emotions, sensing her pulse and hearing her
heartbeat.

She put her hand – carefully, on the base of
the girl's throat, then tore her sweatshirt off.

Hannah didn't react, moaning, eyes still
staring into Rory's as Rory leaned in to kiss her. The kiss was
gentle, at first, but quickly roughened. She tore the girl's pants
open, then thrust her hand between her trembling thighs.

Hannah cried out into her mouth, and Rory
ground her lips down, her fingers stroking rapidly across the
girl's clitoris as she felt her heat rising. She stoked that heat
as she stroked her clitoris, and Hannah's eyes closed as her hips
ground wantonly against her fingers.

“Maybe you'll be my little sex slave,” Rory
said in a soft, purring voice.

She pulled her forward and sent her tumbling
onto the bed, then left her there, gasping and dazed, while she
opened her suitcases and took the extra items she'd packed. She
climbed onto the bed and straddled Hannah, who stared dreamily up
at her.

Rory stared back, reinforcing the heat and
contentment there, doing it almost by... instinct, by feel, by
trial and error. Then she attached the leather restraints to
Hannah's wrists, ensuring they were tight. She locked them to a
chain and locked the chain to the bedpost above her head.

She tore off her own clothes, then, and
gripped Hannah's legs, jerking them up and apart hard enough she
lifted most of the girl's body off the mattress before settling it
down, legs splayed. She licked her lips and gave the girl's glazed
eyes a feral look, then dropped low and began to lick.

It was easier rousing her by using both her
mind and body, and Hannah was soon writhing and moaning and then
crying out in helpless pleasure. The girl's heat infected Rory, and
her nipples hardened, her body starting to crackle with sexual
electricity as it roused as well.

She thrust her tongue deep into Hannah's
dripping sex, twisting and turning it, then slid it up and out and
stroked rapidly – supernaturally quickly – across Hannah's
clitoris. She was rewarded by another surge of pleasure – pleasure
she could feel – could sense – could almost taste.

She could sense what felt good and what felt
great, and licked and sucked experimentally, until Hannah was
sobbing breathlessly, her insides aching from muscle spasms and
multiple orgasms. The girl finally gave a final cry of ecstasy and
then blacked out.
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Hannah woke slowly, groggy, moaning softly.
Her throat ached and she swallowed repeatedly, but that just kept
reminding her of how it ached. Her eyes fluttered open. There was
something strange, something... wrong. And … she ached. Her stomach
ached. She was hungry. It rumbled.

She tried to move, instinctively, and
couldn't. That was confusing! She groaned and her awareness grew,
and then consciousness returned and she stared up at the
ceiling.

Her wrists wouldn't move.

Memory flooded in. She gasped and tried to
sit up, but failed. She rolled to her right and saw the figure
sleeping there beside her, gave a squeak of alarm and tried to jerk
away, but was brought up short by the chain attached to the leather
straps around her wrists!

Vampires! A vampire! It was a ludicrous
story! And yet, the memory of those men changing into wolves... and
the impossible intensity of the pleasure which even now echoed in
her mind... !

The woman who lay there – as if dead – was a
pale redhead of ethereal beauty. Her hair hung halfway down her
back, and her skin was milk white. She had a tall, lithe, slender,
athletic body just shy of voluptuous, and was, she guessed, a few
years older than her own twenty one years.

Her nipples were pierced, and she wore gold
rings there. How had Hannah not noticed yesterday? But the memory
of yesterday was a wild erotic turmoil of swirling, churning heat,
shock, lust and pleasure.

Hannah was not entirely sure when she began
wondering if she were gay. Certainly her early experiences with
boys had been... awkward, and lacking in pleasure. They had
betrayed her trust, too, not keeping things secret as they had
promised. That included the boy she had sent nude pictures to, who
had, she later discovered, soon showed them to all his friends and
even traded copies for nudes of other girls.

She had experimented with girls and found
things less awkward, and more pleasurable, but they lacked the
intensity of sex with boys. Until yesterday, that is. Yesterday had
been... astonishing. There she'd been working another boring
midnight shift at her new job, with that goof Robert Jessup, and
then suddenly a gorgeous naked redhead was sitting in her lap and
Hannah had drowned in her eyes!

Afterward, waking on the sofa, finding Robert
sleeping on the floor of the kitchen, she'd tried to wrap her mind
around what had happened. Robert claimed to remember nothing, and
had no idea why he was sleeping on the floor of the kitchen. She
had certainly not told him what she remembered!

But she couldn't forget it! And she kept
seeing that face, those delicate lips and seashell ears, those
piercing green eyes. She could even, somehow, sense where she was,
with a sense she'd never known she even had!

She'd felt half drunk and half exhausted but
had to follow it. She'd gone into the building, but had no memory
of how she'd gone up to the woman's floor, no memory until she
suddenly felt herself pinned against the wall by two large and
scary men who seemed to ooze menace.

Was she really a vampire? How was that even
possible!?

She rolled to her left. It was after eight!
She'd slept nearly ten hours!

She still felt tired, though. And she was
hungry and thirsty! She rolled back onto her other side, and then
reached across with her left foot to prod the woman gently, then
less gently. Her skin felt cold. And Hannah didn't sense any
presence in her mind, like she had yesterday.

What if she was actually dead!? How was she
going to get out of this!?

She squatted at the head of the bed,
examining the chain and the leather bands around her wrists. Both
were locked, and her efforts to twist and pull her wrists free got
her nothing but sore wrists.

Then she felt a sudden rush of... something..
in the back of her mind. It was an awareness, a... a presence, a
sense of – .

She jerked her head around and stared at the
redhead. Was it her imagination or was her skin darkening. It no
longer seemed as white as paper, but more like pinkish in tone.
Still quite pale but more that of a Nordic woman with blonde hair
or – or red.

The eyes opened and the woman sat up.

Hannah squeaked and half fell off the bed,
held in place by the chains attached to her wrists.

The woman's head swiveled like a turret,
those green eyes locking on her.

“Ahh, my little sex slave,” she said in a
soft, furry voice.

She had an Irish accent. How had Hannah not
noticed that the other day!?

Sex slave!? The words made her gulp anxiously
but sent a hot little jolt of dark energy into her lower belly.

The woman reached out and gripped the chain,
then yanked, and Hannah squealed as she flew forward, fully onto
the bed again. The woman rolled over halfway atop her and looked
down, and Hannah lost herself in those impossibly green eyes.

“Good... evening,” the woman said softly.

She kissed her, and Hannah moaned, then
gasped as the woman's right hand, no longer cold, alighted on her
breast. Her fingers caressed her soft skin, then caught at her
nipple, rolling and plucking it as they kissed.

Hannah felt heat flooding into her mind and
body as her pulse raced and her heart beat faster and faster. Her
breasts began to throb and swell as the woman's fingers caressed
them, and her nipples began to ache and tingle as her fingertips
stroked them.

Finally, the woman pulled her lips back, and
Hannah gasped, heart racing, as she stared up at her.

“Have we had a good sleep?” the woman asked
in a low whisper.

Her fingers rolled Hannah's achingly swollen
left nipple, then she brought her nails in and caught it between
them. Hannah felt her nipple beginning to sting and burn, and
moaned low in her throat as the woman pinched it between her
nails.

“Oh!” she moaned. “Oh! P-Please!” she gasped
breathlessly.

Dark heat swirled within her. Her body was
pulsing with a rising sense of sexual excitement and anticipation.
But her nipple burned, sharp and intense.

The woman smiled and then Hannah felt her
hair gripped in her fingers. She cried out as her head was jerked
up and back. And in the same instant the woman stopped pinching her
nipple, dropping her mouth onto the center of that breast
instead.

Her mouth was somehow cool and warm at the
same time! Her tongue slid over her aching nipple like liquid silk,
and she gave a breathless sob as the woman began to suck in a
rhythmic way that had her almost ready to climax – if it were
possible to climax solely in the breast!

She felt the woman's teeth digging into her
flesh, then, painfully, but her breast only seemed to burn more
deliciously, throbbing more and more powerfully as her nipple
burned like white fire! It was a pleasure so pure it almost
hurt!

And when the woman's hand moved down between
her legs and her finger curved in and down, thrusting into her,
through the tight, moist lips of her sex, Hannah screamed and came,
her hips bucking up violently as the woman sucked and chewed at her
breast!

She felt those fingers sliding deeper as her
orgasm tore through her, pumping in and out, harder, thicker,
faster, as the orgasm tore apart her mind and set every muscle
spasming, every nerve ending crackling with a fiery overload of
sensation.

Her back arched again and again, and then the
blackness closed in around her.

*

Rory drew back with a groan. It was so...
weird experiencing another woman's orgasm like this! So intense!
The rush of pleasure had battered at her mind so that she'd almost
lost control! She kept wanting it to be more and more intense, and
had somehow managed to achieve that, to the point the girl's mind
had finally shut down.

And Rory had drawn off too much energy off
her. The girl would probably sleep most of the night now. That was
annoying.

And helpful, in its own way.

She got up, feeling refreshed, both from her
'sleep' and the life energy she had absorbed from Hannah during her
intense orgasm.

She needed to do some things. Her resources
were very finite. She had to improve those as rapidly as possible.
She hesitated, then dressed. Leather shoes, leather pants, leather
t-shirt and leather jacket. She strapped the sheath for Lord's
silver dagger so it hung invisibly under the jacket, considered the
gun, then dismissed it. Too noisy and too uncertain.

She grabbed her laptop and headed downstairs,
got into Lord's car, and drove to the nearest WiFi hotspot, which
happened to be an all-night McDonalds. It seemed far too bright
inside, but if any of the staff thought she looked odd it didn't
show. Odd was probably routine at an all night McDonalds in
Brooklyn.

She sat in the most discrete corner she
could, opened the laptop, and did what everyone warned not to do,
logged onto a bank server on a public WiFi.

It wasn't her bank server, of course, and it
wasn't her money. And she wasn't terribly worried about hackers at
that moment. She pulled up files and considered her options. There
weren't many. She transferred millions of Lords' money into local
bank accounts belonging to some of his shell companies.

Then it was off to an ATM. She had all those
cards he'd hidden, ready for use if he had to flee, presumably. And
she knew how lazy he was. She also knew he wasn't any more worried
about thieves and hackers than she was.

She tried the obvious first: 1-2-3-4, but
that hadn't worked. Her next attempt was the alarm code at Lord's
penthouse. She'd seen him use it more than once.

Sure enough, it worked. She could only take
out a maximum of $800, but he had half a dozen cards, and she took
the limit in all of them, giving her nearly $5,000.

Of course, that took time. And she had
deliberately chosen an isolated ATM with little light. She was on
her last card, and the money was pushing into view when she was
aware of a black guy coming closer. She ignored him as she took the
money and slid it into her pocket.

“That's a lot of money, baby,” he said.

Suddenly he had a knife. And then suddenly he
had a broken wrist and his limp body was sliding down the wall
leaving a red stain behind.

She cursed silently. She still didn't realize
her own strength sometimes, especially when she did something
without thinking.

She bent to examine him, but the red smear on
the wall wasn't good. Sure enough, she had cracked his skull.
Badly.

He was barely alive. Well, he'd broken the
rules. And according to the rules – the human rules, at least, she
was allowed to do anything she wanted to stop him. Especially in
America, where they were crazy about self defense.

She looked around, then gripped him by the
collar and dragged him away from the ATM and into some bushes. Then
she hesitated. She bent over him again. The remains of his blood
were leaking out of his skull, and the smell of it and it's
bubbling life was too much.

She bent and drank deep, then straightened
with a pleased sigh. She stood up, not regretting what she'd done.
He was an armed robber. And you were legally allowed to kill one of
those if they threatened you. He deserved what he got.

She walked away, got into the car, and headed
for Manhattan.

The bright lights of midtown attracted her,
and she parked the car illegally, then walked along the sidewalks,
doing her best to shield both her strength and her mind from the
crowd of people and jumble of emotions around her.

So many different types of emotion, too! She
eased her shield a little, sifting and sorting among them. Lust was
there, of course, and greed, lots of worry and anxiety scattered
around. She sat on the edge of a fountain and simply scanned the
people who walked by, seeing what she could tell about them.

The alert ones, the ones who looked around as
they walked, were cops. She was sure of it, despite their lack of
uniform. The furtive ones, who also looked around warily, were
criminals. And then one of those crackling balls of energy she'd
sensed at Lord's place walked past. She held her breath –
literally, doing her best to clamp any sign of her power in so
close to her skin no one would sense her.

The man walked on by, however, without even
looking in her direction.

On impulse, she got up and followed him. She
could stay well back. She could sense him now even if he were a few
blocks away. She hung a half block or even a full block back to see
where he went.

He stopped at a restaurant, but it wasn't to
eat. She watched through the window as he went into the back. She
hesitated, then decided to wait a bit. It was only a couple of
minutes before he came out, and she crossed the street, waiting for
him.

He came out and continued walking, stopping
at businesses every couple of blocks, going in, not to buy but to
go into the back, where, she presumed, there was an office. There
was so much energy around him it was hard to read him, even when
she dared get closer, but there was a wariness there, she was sure
and.. a sense of greed.

A lot of greed.

She followed him to an interesting shop. It
specialized in medieval arms and armor. Again she watched through
the window. This time the man behind the cash gave him an envelope.
And she sensed that same crackling ball of energy off the other
man. Another werewolf!

He put it under his coat and left, and she
backed off.

When he came out, though, he took the
envelope out as he walked, opened it, and counted money. Then he
took a few of the bills from the envelope and put them into his
pocket before continuing on and stopping again, this time at a
baked goods shop.

It was obvious after a number of stops that
he was collecting money. She had no idea why. Perhaps it was some
sort of protection racket. Were the people he was collecting from
also werewolves? She didn't know. Some were. Others clearly
weren't. At least, she couldn't sense them.

Then she did sense one, since the cash
register was by the window. That was a vampire, she was sure!
But... it was a weak one. Very weak. Nothing like Lord. And she
could even sense the fear coming from the vampire.

The werewolf treated her with contempt, and
even reached across the counter to fondle her breasts. The vampire
didn't do anything to resist, but Rory could sense her terror and
humiliation.

Laughing, the werewolf took the money and
left, and she followed, eyes narrowed.

Now she was pretty sure this was a protection
racket, and definitely an involuntary one. But was he alone or
collecting for someone else? Probably the latter. Maybe for the
same man who had taken Lord!

He made several more stops, then got into a
car. Rory cursed and hurried over to a car parked by the side of
the road. There was an Indian man in it, eating something that
smelled terrible. She leaned over and he turned to stare at her in
confusion.

She straightened and moved quickly to the
passenger side, then threw the contents into the back, got in and
closed the door.

“Follow,” she said.

Dazed, she started the engine and followed
the werewolf.

Rory played around in his mind a little,
experimenting, seeing what she could do, what she could see. His
name was Vihaan. He was middle aged, pudgy and his mind felt very
sleepy because she was suppressing his emotions and most of his
ability to think.

Or trying to. He kept frowning as if
something had occurred to him, as thoughts popped into his head,
and she kept having to bat them down and calm him.

The car ahead stopped, and she had Vihaan
stop his car, then sent him into a sleep. She got out and followed
the werewolf up the sidewalk and then stopped. He was approaching a
building, and she sensed a number of other weres nearby, and a
number of vampires, too.

There was also... other things, she couldn't
identify. She watched him go up the stairs into a building which
signs identified as the Metropolitan Museum of Art. She frowned. It
was almost eleven. Were museums open this late in New York? They
never were in Ireland.

It was an enormous museum, but there wasn't
much in the way of traffic going in or coming out. And then,
startled, she sensed Lord. He was inside! She could barely sense
him, which was strange because she didn't think he was more than a
hundred yards away.

She became aware of the other vampire only as
he closed in on her. She hugged her power close and turned away, to
walk down the street.

“A moment,” he said.

She turned her eyes on him and saw his eyes
darken. Then he blinked and stared at her in surprise.

“Just a moment,” he said. “Who are you?”

“None of your business, I'm sure,” she
replied, quickening her walk.

He walked after her, and she felt fear
rising. He wasn't strong. She was sure she could handle him, but he
also wasn't leaving her alone. What was more she sensed several of
those crackling balls of energy starting to move after them, much
quicker than she was walking.

She turned and grabbed him suddenly. He was
lightning quick but she was faster and stronger and threw him into
a tree hard enough it cracked, then she ran into Central Park as
fast as she could – which was very fast, faster even than those
crackling balls of energy.

Still, she could soon sense others moving
closer as well, from the sides, as if to cut her off. Could they be
in communication with each other? Of course they could! If only
through radios! She leapt up into a tree, quickly peeling her
clothes off, then sprang up into the night sky.

She felt them dropping behind rapidly.
Apparently none of them could fly, or they didn't know where she'd
gone. Her fear faded as she got further away. She flew high, then
headed for where she'd left the car. Her nudity presented a bit of
a problem, however. Not to mention – and she cursed herself – she
lacked the key. It was back in her clothes in the tree.

She landed on a residential building roof,
let herself into the building, and began sifting through the people
she sensed there until she found one which was female and young.
She let herself into that apartment, which had an alarm which began
to beep, counting down the seconds until it sounded unless she
punched in the code.

She found the woman in bed. She wakened,
startled, and lost herself in Rory's eyes.

“Go and turn off the alarm. Quickly,” Rory
ordered.

The girl got up and went out front, punching
in the alarm code, and then returning. Rory put her to bed again,
had her sleep, then found clothes which would do and left. No doubt
she'd waken to find her door lock broken and be anxious but there
wasn't much Rory could do about it.

She went back to Lord's car, broke the
window, took out her laptop and the money, and headed up the
street. She found a cabby and had herself driven back to Brooklyn,
where, she sensed, Hannah was awake, and very, very anxious.
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Killing Ross had been a dangerous gamble, but
so far it had worked out. At least, no one seemed to suspect him,
as far as Silas was aware. Ross was old and powerful, but had not
really kept up with modern times and dangers. And he'd gotten
complacent about his own security. He was, after all, not only not
the Master of New York, he wasn't even his most powerful
subordinate.

Ross had been probably the third most
powerful vampire in the city, after Malcolm and, of course, Collin.
Silas was, arguably, the fourth, though he did his best to appear
less than he was. He might, possibly have been as powerful as Ross.
Perhaps he'd even been more powerful. But he wasn't about to take
the chance and challenge him.

So Ross had to go.

Silas had taken the chance, just a little
ahead of the dawn, taken the trusting fool to show him an old relic
he claimed to have found. Silas still cherished the sight of the
old fool's eyes popping when the relic, a sword made of silver, had
plunged into his chest.

“So sorry,” Silas had said with mocking
insincerity as he killed his rival.

Now only Malcolm stood in his way, and, of
course, Collin. But the killing of Ross had been dangerous in that
it had put the others on their guard. Collin hadn't gotten where he
was and stayed there so long by being complacent. If Silas took out
Malcolm – anonymously and by ambush, of course, since he doubted he
could do it by challenge – Collin would suspect him.

So he needed a pawn, someone to take the
blame. The way Collin had become a recluse, showing little interest
in the day to day affairs of the city would mean Silas could manage
it for him. He would tell Collin what he wanted him to hear, manage
the information, and of course, be the true power behind the
throne.

There was so much which could be done here at
the center of finance and power, so many wealthy and powerful
individuals who could be influenced and controlled. Collin lacked
ambition, but ambition rode Silas with razor sharp spurs. His mind
was always working with the possibilities of expanding his
influence, and how to gain more power.

Now he had his pawn, he could set things in
motion. Lord was more powerful than he had thought, but still,
easily overcome. He was a coward at heart. He had recognized that
Silas was far more powerful and had given in quickly. Silas himself
would have fought to the last, but then again he knew what he had
in mind for Lord, and Lord didn't.

He felt the summons from Collin and halted,
mid-step, then smoothly turned and headed back in the other
direction. It wasn't unusual for Collin to summon him or any of his
top lieutenants, so he wasn't worried. Whatever routine task he had
in mind Silas would take in stride, flatter the old fool, and then
continue with his plans.

The Complex, was a hundred and fifty feet
below the Metropolitan Museum of Art on the edge of Central Park.
It would have taken an army to force its way in through the single
known staircase and elevator. And in such a public place, that was
simply not possible. No one had ever attacked the Complex and no
one would.

Collin's own apartments were lower still,
another fifty feet down a separate elevator shaft. There was
probably another exit from down there but Silas hadn't been able to
find it, nor did he dare look too closely. Collin wasn't as
paranoid as other masters but he wasn't particularly trusting
either.

As evidence of which, Thorn and Rose stood on
either side of the elevator doors. They were not masters, but quite
powerful, twins several hundred years old, and quite loyal to
Collin, who had created them long ago. Both wore their jet-black
hair straight and smooth and shoulder length, perhaps playing the
game they had as children, imitating each other.

They wore largely the same outfits, but for
Rose's interesting cleavage.

Silas smiled at them as he approached.
Neither smiled back. They rarely did. They were, he thought, much
akin to watchdogs – with about as much intelligence and
imagination.

“Collin has summoned me.”

Thorn raised an eyebrow, and Silas restrained
a glare. Yes, of course they knew, but he had to say something
didn't he?

He pressed the button and the doors opened.
He walked between them without another word, though not without a
sense of anxiety. The two carried an absurd amount of weaponry
secreted about their persons at all times. And while other vampires
used their long lifespans to enjoy all that the world had to offer,
those two practiced incessantly with weapons to become more and
more deadly.

If either was a master they would be
exceedingly dangerous. But there was more to duels and power than
raw physical violence. Silas could have killed them both easily –
but not quickly, and not without suffering considerable damage in
the process.

He would heal, of course, in time, but not
fast enough.

He emerged in Collin's apartments to find
Malcolm and Annika already present, and nodded pleasantly to both.
Malcolm nodded back. Annika, of course, ever the ice queen, ignored
him entirely.

The lighting was restrained but not dim. The
entry hall around the elevator was fifty feet on a side, with
recessed lighting from the ceiling and walls, and from tasteful
lamps set on the coffee tables scattered about. The furniture was
expensive and elegant, as befitted a man of Collin's power, but it
was dark and the only colors in the room were black for the floor
and walls, dark brown for the furniture, and and red for the
drapes, carpet and cushions.

So painfully cliche'd, Silas thought.

The double panel doors slid aside, three
inches of solid steel framed between walnut panels, and the three
of them went inside.

“You summoned me, Master?” he asked, ahead of
the other two.

Ross raised an eyebrow. Annika ignored
him.

Collin was wearing a tailored silk suit which
gleamed in its richness of fabric and cut, and along with a blood
red tie. They didn't, in Silas' opinion, go well with his pale
skin. He was a large and physically imposing man, six foot four,
with broad shoulders and a powerful chest. But Silas wasn't
intimidated.

Not by size, at least. The power which
thrummed, shielded but definitely present, now that was
intimidating.

“Annika,” Collin said.

Annika was a true blonde, with cool, Nordic
looks and just the trace of an accent left – well, it had been over
two hundred years since she'd left Denmark. She went to the nearby
table and picked up a remote, turning on the wall-screen
nearby.

The video which emerged was not particularly
sharp or clear, despite the undoubted quality of the monitor. It
showed a young, red haired woman with her head down, apparently
doing something just below the camera.

“This was taken from an ATM – an automated
teller machine – this morning,” she said. “The police found a man
dead in the bushes next to it, so of course, checked nearby
cameras. This was taken at the approximate time of the death.”

The woman turned away and a smirking black
man appeared. He held up a knife – very, very briefly. The woman
moved with startling speed, grasping his wrist and then flinging
him bodily aside with a strength which was certainly not natural to
any human female.

She then moved out of the range of the
camera.

“The man was a known criminal,” Annika said.
“He died of a fractured skull, probably when he hit the wall where
she threw him. But there were two small, unexplained puncture
wounds to his throat.”

“Ahh,” Silas said.

He was very good at hiding his emotions, but
this time, unprepared, he'd barely managed. He recognized the girl,
of course, who should have died, a tragic suicide, flinging herself
off a high balcony, a messy mass of meat and flesh to be shoveled
off the pavement. Now he cursed himself for not having checked. He
had been going to but had been distracted.

The girl was alive. How?! Could she somehow
have caught something on the way down? Surely she wasn't a flier?
That was exceedingly rare. He needed to find out, but more than
that he needed to find the girl and shut her up before she could
link him to Lord. She had to die before he could kill Ross.

“So, not one of ours,” Collin said. “And, if
only technically, hunting in my territory.”

“Most of the blood loss was from the
fractured skull,” Annika said. “Most probably, she simply couldn't
bring herself to see it all wasted.”

“Nevertheless,” Silas said. “What is she
doing in New York without informing the Master of the City? She
ought to have let us know if she was passing through or simply
visiting someone, or her master should have.”

“She is probably a master, herself,” Annika
said, startling Silas once more.

Another clip appeared on the monitor. It was
again at night but it was from one of the many cameras which
covered the blocks around The Complex, Fifth Avenue, he believed.
And there she was, the same girl, staring up at the building.

He winced slightly. She must have sensed
Lord. Damn! How had he not realized...?!

“She's no one I know,” Malcolm said. “And I
know, I think, all the most powerful masters in America.”

“And I all the most powerful female masters
in Europe,” Annika said. “The old ones, at least. I have never seen
her.”

Annika, Silas reflected cynically, knew the
female masters on a more intimate basis than anyone else here, the
bitch.

“So she is probably relatively new and
working for some other older master,” Collin said. “In my city, and
surveying my resting place.”

He glared at the three of them, his voice
hardening.

“Find her, and through her, find out who is
behind her.”

“She can't have been here long,”
Malcolmsaid.

“The bank account she was accessing had
considerable wealth in it,” Annika said. “Much of it recently
deposited. I have people following up trying to trace the ownership
and origin of where it came from. Early indications are it was
Switzerland, but that means little. Money pours into Switzerland
from all over the world. If she uses it again we will know – as
will the human authorities, who search for her.”

“You have pictures of her being circulated?”
Silas asked, wanting to be seen to contribute.

Annika looked at him but said nothing.

She would definitely have to be gotten rid of
once he had more authority. She was far too powerful and far too
irritating. He didn't think Collin liked her all that much, but she
was loyal, and he valued loyalty. Could Silas persuade him to ship
her to another master, preferably one of the more notorious and
vicious male perverts? The idea was comforting.

“How was it she wasn't noticed hanging around
here earlier and captured?” he asked pointedly.

Local security was, of course, Annika's
job.

Annika ignored him.

“It is a reasonable question,” Malcolm
said.

“She was. She overpowered one of our guards
with ease and escaped. We don't know how yet.”

She flew, Silas thought, but wasn't about to
say.

The girl had to be a flier. There was no
other explanation for how she'd survived. Very few vampires could
manage that, even among masters. He couldn't. No one in this room
could. Thorn could, oddly, but he was an oddity. Even his sister
couldn't.

“She might have had accomplices,” he
said.

“Strengthen security around The Complex,”
Collin said, glaring at Annika.

“I already have,” she replied. “Day and
night.”

“And find her,” he growled. “Bring her to
me.”

Not if I can help it, Silas thought.

They rode up in the elevator silently. They
didn't like each other. Once away from them he hurried to the
surface. The elevator opened in an unprepossessing stone room which
had a steel core door that was habitually locked. A werewolf posing
as a janitor outside looked incurious at him. Silas ignored him. He
wasn't one of his, after all.

He had to find that girl and find her now. He
went down a corridor, then up another elevator to an area of the
museum filled with storage rooms. One of those storage rooms had a
secret door which led to a small, dark room without windows.

There was a coffin in it, a coffin with
mystical symbols all around its surface. Lord slept within, and
would not waken as long as the coffin was closed. He took out his
cell phone and dialed a number.

“Yeah?” came the answer.

“Kraft! That girl from the other night, the
one who went over the edge? She's still alive,” he snarled.

“How – ?”

“Obviously she was a flier. But she is just
as obviously untutored and new to her powers. She has to be found
and disposed of at all costs and as rapidly as possible.”

“Yes, Master, but where is she to be
found?”

“She must be the one responsible for your two
pack members being killed back at Lord's apartment. She went back
for something. Now she's hiding. Rouse your pack members. Find her.
I will give you a rough location in a moment. Wait.”

He set the phone down and opened the lid of
the coffin. That broke the enchantment on it, and life began to
slowly return to its occupant.

Silas got into the coffin, straddling him,
his hands on the vampire's head, and plunged his mind and power and
senses inward. He sensed Lord's startled but drowsy response, but
more importantly, he sensed the link between he and the girl. It
was starting to strengthen as Lord wakened, and he got a sense of
where the girl was before withdrawing.

“What... what are –?

He slammed the lid back down and picked up
the phone.

“She's a few miles southeast, in Brooklyn,”
he said. “Northern Brooklyn, I think.”

“Northern Brooklyn is not a small area,
Master,” Kraft said dubiously.

“You know that private detective you have?
Have him look into anything attached to Lord, any property he owns,
any bank accounts, any cars. Get some people to watch his
penthouse. No, never mind that. She'd sense you. I'll find someone
else for that.”

He hung up, cursing softly. Things were
falling apart, all because of one stupid girl, and his one stupid
mistake in relying on gravity to do what he ought to have done
himself!

*

Hannah wondered if it was possible for her
mind to melt. It felt, to her, as if her brain was sloshing around
in her skull, in a churning, bubbling, overheated stew of lava.

She lay stretched out on the bed,
spreadeagled, this time, her chest rattling softly, gasping for
breath. She was sweating heavily and utterly exhausted. And still,
Rory knelt between her legs, acting as if she were some sort of …
sexual experiment, testing this and that, seeing her responses and
reactions, and how deep into mindless pleasure she could drive
her.

She'd stuffed a ball into her mouth to block
her screaming so the neighbors wouldn't call the police. It was
probably no longer needed since Hannah believed she had screamed
her voice out by now. How could she keep feeling these sizzling,
crackling waves of pleasure when she was so exhausted she could
barely keep her eyes open!?

“Please!” she moaned, her voice a
whisper.

She moaned and arched her back as Rory's
hands slid over her breasts.

“Please what, little Hannah?” the woman
purred.

“Please... mistress,” she moaned.

Rory chuckled softly. It was not a pleasant
sound. There was something of the sadist in her, Hannah had come to
realize. Only, so far, rather than tormenting her with pain, she
was doing so with pleasure, pleasure so intense and stunning it was
rolling her mind.

“Do you love your mistress, Hannah?” Rory
asked, leaning forward and looking into her eyes.

“Yes, Mistress,” she breathed.

Hannah did feel a sense of love for her. She
had no idea where it came from, but it was there, along with the
incredible heat swirling within her.

“If I could be sure of that I could certainly
use you,” Hannah heard her mutter, as if to herself.

Wasn't she doing that now, she thought
exhaustedly.

She cried out as Hannah penetrated her again,
plunging her fingers deep, achingly deep. Her hips jerked and
backed and she arched her back as raw pleasure coursed through her
system. It was too much, and, dazed, she blacked out.

When she came to she was alone. She wasn't
sure how much time had passed but there was no sign of... Rory, and
the door to the bedroom was open. Therefore, it must not be dawn
yet. She glanced up at her still-bound wrists with a groan, pulling
feebly.

She felt so utterly wrung-out, as if every
muscle in her body had worked overtime, which, given the way Rory
had made her writhe and twist and buck so long, wasn't all that
surprising. She was just about to call out when Rory appeared in
the doorway, wearing leather trousers and a tight leather tank
top.

The sight of her immediately filled Hannah
with a sense of hunger and lust and passion, but it was much
weakened over earlier.

“Awake again, I see. You probably should eat
something.”

Hannah blushed, for her mouth and tongue were
sore, too, from licking Rory. That was her first experience with
oral sex on a woman – from the other side, that was. She watched
the woman anxiously as she came in and removed the straps from the
leather bands around her wrists and ankles.

She did not, she noticed, remove the bands
themselves.

She sat up hesitantly, groaning.

“Uhm, thanks,” she said.

She looked around for her clothes, and
reached for her robe, but Rory's hand reached out and caught her
forearm.

“No need to dress on my account,” she said in
that delicious soft Irish accent.

Hannah gulped and felt a wild thrill of heat
shoot up her spine, then blushed again as Rory laughed softly. She
followed the woman from the bedroom, though it felt deliciously
naughty and wicked to be naked like this. And even worse given she
was wearing these... these kinky bondage things!

She went into the kitchen, for she was
absolutely famished, and couldn't even wait long enough to make
something. She ate an apple, taking big fat bites and chewing
hungrily even as she looked over the contents of her fridge, and
pulled out some leftover meatloaf to shove into the microwave.

“God, I haven't eaten in twenty four hours!”
she exclaimed.

“Uhm, sorry,” Rory said. “on the other hand,
that's probably good. If what Lord said was correct, new vampires
get their energy from the one who created them. Since you're not
getting any energy from me you likely aren't a new vampire.”

“Well, that's good, I suppose.”

“It's very good. It means you can go out in
the daytime and do things I can't.”

“Like what?”

“Like... buy another place for me to um live.
I don't think I should go back to Lord's penthouse, not after
killing those two werewolves.”

“You can stay here, uhm for a while.”

“Not very safe. I need a safer place.”

“Like ahm, a coffin?”

“How morbid. No. Lord didn't sleep in a
coffin and neither did I. Why sleep in a coffin when you can have a
nice king sized bed?”

“I never really understood. Tradition?”

“Lord never explained any traditions.”

“So what kind of place are you going to be
looking for?”

“Something either very high – for which I
lack the money – or with a deep basement. I don't think vampires
get along very well. I mean, there's a reason why he had steel
doors installed in that penthouse.”

“Lots of rich people have safe rooms with
steel doors,” Hannah said.

“Well, I'm not rich, but on the other hand, I
probably will be. I think I can probably make an awful lot of money
fairly quickly. And I think I probably have to if I'm to buy a
place.”

The microwave dinged and Hannah pulled the
meatloaf out then got utensils and carried them over to the small
kitchen table. Rory admired her naked body as it moved, and the
soft movement of her breasts. She even had a lovely back, and
without thinking, she reached out and slid her fingers down the
girl's spine.

Hannah gasped and twisted around
breathlessly, but Rory only smiled, then... she suddenly had an
idea, a nasty, delicious idea.

“Here,” she said.

She caught at Hannah's wrist and turned her
around, then pulled the other in behind her back and locked them
together. She pushed down on her shoulder so she sank to her knees
beside the table, and then she herself sat down, grinning at the
wide-eyed girl.

“Hungry?”

Hannah gulped and nodded, wide eyed. Rory
could hear her heart beating faster, could feel her pulse
increasing.

She turned and cut off a piece of meatloaf,
then held it in her finger, turning and holding it before the
girl's mouth. Hannah flushed, but then leaned in and licked it out
of her fingers, chewing hungrily as Rory cut another piece.

“You're a very sexy girl, Hannah,” she said.
“And I think you and I would make an interesting... team.”

She let her lick the next piece out of her
fingers, lightly sifting through the girl's emotions and feelings.
There was a raw, hungry sexuality there, and a sense of
anticipation, but there was also that delicious sense of
familiarity, as of someone she had known for a long, long time.

She held the next piece out in her open hand
and let her lick it from her palm.

She felt a sense of arousal herself, for she
remembered being on the other side of this tableau only a few years
back, with A ra. She remembered how she had felt: outraged,
excited, delighted at how kinky and sensual it was. And she could
now sense those emotions and thoughts in Hannah's mind.

It was exciting! It was like reliving that
time through Hannah!

“Do you have any... sex toys, Hannah?”

Hannah blushed hotly, but nodded.

“Where? Night table?”

Hannah gulped and nodded.

“Say... yes mistress.”

“Yes, Mistress!” Hannah gulped.

Rory fed her another piece, then got up and
went into the other room, emerging with a long, thick dildo.

“My, that's a big one,” she said as Hannah
blushed hotly.

She squatted next to her and slid a hand up
into her soft brown hair, then pulled it back and down.

Hannah moaned, her back arching slowly.

“Rise up, little slave girl.”

She jerked on the hair and Hannah rose up
enough that Rory could slide the dildo in underneath. She rubbed
the head up and down against her moist opening, then pushed in a
little.

“Down, slave girl.”

Moaning, her heart pounding, the sexual heat
rising rapidly within her, Hannah sank down, gasping and moaning as
she sank down onto the dildo, as it pushed deeper and deeper into
her quivering belly.

When the base was flat on the floor, Rory
released it, but kept tugging on Hannah, forcing her down until she
was firmly sitting on her heels, her knees spread wide. She was,
she knew, without her even fanning the flames, on the verge of
climax. A few seconds soft rubbing at her swollen clitoris would
push her over.

Rory released her hair and sat down again,
then cut off another piece of meat loaf and let her lick it out of
her hand.

“I intend to own a place like Lord did
eventually. Or, if he and I are together, I'll live with him again.
I don't really think a lot of him, but I don't know how to make my
way alone yet. And I need a tutor. Besides, the sex is
mind-blowing.”

She combed her fingers through Hannah's
hair.

'Of course, if you come with me he'll get to
use your body, as well.”

Hannah stared at her, but Rory consciously
sent a soft rush of heat through her body, enough to make her gasp
in pleasure.

“A sexy little slave girl to vampires,” she
said, feeding her another piece of meat loaf. “Think of all the
wild sex you'll have.”

“D-do you know if he's still alive?”

“Yes. I mean, I felt his presence the other
night at the Metropolitan Museum of Art.”

Hannah blinked in surprise. “At the
Met?!”

“Yes, he's inside somewhere. But so are the
people who took him.”

“Are you going to rescue him? You might be
taken as well!”

“Yes, that is a problem.”

“Can you wrap yourself in shadows?”

She stared at the girl in surprise.

“I saw it in a TV show.”

“Uhm, nobody gave me an owner's manual of
what I can and can't do. Any idea how this shadow business
works?”

“Well, the vampire on the TV show said he
could make it so people didn't notice him. I mean, he wasn't really
invisible, but it was like, oh, when you walk into a room and see
something but simply don't notice it.”

Rory nodded thoughtfully.

“An interesting idea. I know I can sense
people, and can.. influence them up close. I'm not sure what the
distance is.”

She looked at Hannah and sent another little
rush of excitement through her.

“Any more sex toys? No vibrator?”

Hannah stared at her and nodded jerkily, and
Rory got up and left the room. She didn't go for a vibrator,
however. Instead she reached out and felt for the girl's senses and
mind, willing her to focus on something else. Yes, on the dildo
protruding from between her legs.

She walked slowly back into the room, then,
and saw Hannah moaning weakly, staring down between her legs.

She could feel the way the girl's mind was
fixed on it, and did her best to ensure it stayed that way. It was
all.. instinctive to a degree, but also trial and error. She walked
slowly around her, and Hannah never looked up, then she sat back
down on the chair and Hannah didn't notice her.

She snapped her fingers and released her mind
and Hannah gasped, staring at her open-mouthed.

“This could be very useful,” Rory said.
“Especially with some practice.”

 


 





Chapter Twelve

 


 


 


 


Rory circled slowly around the building,
watching for movement with eyes which were far better, especially
at night, than they ever were before. She circled slowly lower,
wings riding the wind, power wrapped around her as tightly as she
could. There was someone on the roof, two someone's, one at each
end.

She dove for the middle, managing to land
more or less silently.

Not silent enough. One of them heard. She
could sense his sudden notice as he turned away from the edge of
the building. He'd been focused on the streets below, but now he
was warily coming in closer to the building. She reached out
carefully. He was another werewolf, and she sensed his vision
wasn't nearly as good as hers.

She couldn't see with his eyes, but she could
get the overall sense of what he was seeing, and she both calmed
his suspicions, and had him focus on the other side of the wall as
he passed her by. He circled around and returned to his previous
position, and she watched him pick up binoculars and look down.

She had him focus on that as she quietly
moved away from her position, found the door leading down, and
slipped inside.

She could sense Lord again, but though she
felt he was fairly close, the sense was oddly muted. She moved
slowly and carefully, reaching out with her senses. No one seemed
to be very close. That only meant no werewolves – probably. She
didn't think they could hide their power. But a vampire could be
lurking nearby.

Well, she'd come prepared with the silver
dirk.

Through testing, last night, she had
discovered she could wear things while flying, but nothing which
would stop the spread of skin between her arms and chest. So she
wore leather trousers and sneakers, and a small backpack.

Now she stopped, quickly drew a leather vest
from the backpack and pulled it on, buckling it tight. She left the
backpack, and crept up the hall towards a set of stairs. There was
a camera in the stairwell and she cursed silently.

It was pointed down the stairs from above
her. She took out the dirk and cut its cord with one quick
snap.

She leapt down to the next half landing and
saw another camera, but like the one she'd just disabled, it was
pointed down the stairs. She kept to the wall, jumped to below the
camera, and swung the dirk up again, slicing through the cable.

She did the same on the next floor, then
opened the door. And looked down the hall. There was no sign of
cameras here. She moved down the hall, senses alive for people, but
didn't spot anything.

Then again, she was not exactly expert
yet.

“Hello.”

The voice was calm and female, and slightly
accented.

She spun around but the woman didn't move.
She was very tall, very blonde, and very calm.

“My name is Annika,” the woman said, her
voice hardening with every word as she moved forward. “And you are
trespassing.”

She moved so fast Rory barely got her arm up
in time to block. Only her instincts from her Taekwondo classes
kept her from having her face ripped off. As it was, the force of
the blow was hard enough to knock the dirk loose from her hand.

She could feel an immense, crackling storm of
power surrounding the woman now, far and away more than she'd ever
sensed from Lord. It almost stunned her, but only momentarily. And
again, instinct saved her, for as the woman grabbed her she spun
and flung her across the room.

The blonde hit the wall, but with her feet,
which send her springing back straight at Rory. Rory ducked and got
a punch into her that made her grunt as she flew overhead, then
snatched the silver dagger out as the woman landed.

But the blonde landed like a cat, sprang up
and twisted around in a blur, a snarl on her face, fangs showing.
The elevator at the far end opened and several men jumped out. They
weren't werewolves, they were vampires, and Rory had just a single
moment to batter aside a thrust of power that flung her against the
wall, sweep the blonde's legs out from under her, and run back to
the stairwell.

The three men were right behind her. She
barged into the stairwell and leapt up the stairs, hit the wall at
the landing and then kicked backward with both feet, hitting the
two leading ones in the chest and flinging all three back down the
staircase.

She caught herself neatly and jumped up the
stairs as the blonde leapt over the men on the stairs and followed.
She climbed the last two flights in a blur, then up the stairs to
the roof, literally smashing it off its hinges as she ran onto the
roof.

The door hit one of the weres who had been up
there and sent him flying backward, but the other grabbed her legs.
It was enough to slow her, and then the blonde was on her as well
as the were, and, instants later, the other three vampires.

Rory was very strong, but not as strong as
all of them. They pinned her down, and then several more vampires
arrived, with chains and shackles.

“These are spelled,” the woman growled. “Go
ahead and try to break them!”

*

Irony, Rory thought, ten minutes later.

She was naked, hanging by her wrists from the
shackles in a small dark room.

“So,” the blonde said, pacing slowly around
her. “Who's play-toy are you, hmm?”

Rory had no idea what to say, so said
nothing.

“How did you get in? Up the side of the
building, I suppose? Or are you a flier?”

Rory stared at her.

“Oh yes, weres have very keen noses. We found
your clothes in the tree where you left them.”

She moved in and ran a sharp nailed finger
across Rory's right breast, then dug it into her nipple so Rory
winced.

She jerked, her legs instinctively pulling
against the shackles restraining them too. She was spreadeagled in
mid-air, helpless. And whatever the shackles were built of, or they
had some sort of magical spell on them as the woman had claimed,
they wouldn't break.

“What is your name?”

Rory saw no particular reason to hide it, but
on the other hand, no reason to cooperate either.”

That didn't seem to bother the blonde.

She paced to the wall, where a rack of whips
stood, and took out a flog. Rory steeled her face to show nothing,
though she was fairly sure this flog would be a lot more painful
than the one Lord had used on her.

“Such a pretty thing,” the blonde said in a
low, purring voice.

She swung the flog it cut across Rory's
breasts with a stinging impact that made her gasp, despite her
intent.

“Lovely breasts.”

She swung the flog down again, and Rory
grunted as the thin leather laces spread out and sliced down across
the soft flesh of her breasts.

“But so rude. I gave you my name. Have you
ever heard of Annika?”

She was still pacing, and now behind Rory.
She swung the flog and it cut across her back like a cat's
claws.

She grunted, back arching as her muscles
reacted.

“I sense that you are bound to another
master,” Annika said.

Crack!

The flog cut across her buttocks, and Rory
clenched her teeth.

“So you are little more than a pawn in
this.”

Crack!The flog cut across her ribs
stingingly.

“But we must have the name of that
master.”

Crack! Crack! The flog cut across her
belly, then her breasts.

The woman was strong, and the flog hurt. Each
thin lace left an ugly, burning line across her pale flesh, but the
lines began to fade almost as soon as they formed.

“I don't want you to think this is punishment
for your impertinence,” Annika said.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The flog cut repeatedly across Rory's
breasts.

“This is merely me enjoying myself. The
punishment will be much, much more severe. You are unlikely to
survive it, in fact.”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The flog cut repeatedly into her
buttocks.

“The good part about you being a vampire is
you'll heal almost everything we do to you. That leaves so many
delicious options.”

She moved around in front of her and her
fingers slid back and forth along the line of Rory's sex.

“Of course, if you were to beg my
forgiveness, and tell me who your master is, I might be
kinder.”

The door opened behind her and a man came in.
He was older, in his forties, tall and broad shouldered, with short
dark hair and a square jawed face. He had intense brown eyes and a
scowl on his face.

This, Rory knew, was a man used to giving
orders. She felt a flush of embarrassment as he looked her up and
down.

Another man came with him. He was short and
slim, quite a contrast, with a narrow face and dark, hooded eyes.
More embarrassment hit her, as he smirked and looked at her body
appreciatively.

“Who are you?” the taller man demanded.

Rory looked at him warily, and then gasped as
he suddenly seemed to flare with more power than she had ever
imagined. It seemed to fill the room, pressing in so hard on every
surface she wondered how she could even survive in its pulsing,
pounding heat.

“Who are you linked to?” he demanded.

Rory was shell-shocked by the force of his
aura, of his flaring power, and couldn't have spoken if she wanted
to. She felt it crawling over her skin like electricity, eating at
her flesh.

And then she felt it narrow and harden and
there was a sudden violent thrust straight into the center of her
being, into her mind, and she was left dazed, and gasping like a
fish out of water.

Immensely strong fingers on a pair of very
large hands were suddenly holding her head between them, and she
thought for a moment he was going to crush her skill, make it
explode like an eggshell. Instead she felt another, much more
narrow thrust of something. Then there was a strange sense of
another person in her skull.

As had happened with Lord.

“Your link with your previous master was very
weak,” he said. “I have broken it. You are mine now.”

And then, it was like her body was burning
with fire. She screamed, arching and twisting against the shackles
as the fire consumed her.

Only there was no fire.

In an instant it disappeared.

“Your name?” he demanded.

With that demand came an overwhelming
presence in her mind.

“Rory,” he said.

“Never heard of her,” Annika volunteered.

“I think she's very new,” the slim man
said.

“Who is your master?” the large man
growled.

Again she felt that incredible presence in
her mind, utterly dominating her. And it was impossible not to
think of Lord.

“Lord? That coward?”

“Lord?” Annika said. “How would he ever work
up the effort? A lazier man I've never met.”

“Or one with less ambition,” the thin man
said.

“Leave us,” the man said.

Annika and the thin men went out, leaving her
alone with him. Yet if anything, his presence seemed to swell, as
if the room was too small for both of them.

“I am your master now. You will explain
everything,” he said.

And so she did. She couldn't not respond to
his forceful personality, and she certainly couldn't lie. Not to
this man! His power crackled over every exposed surface in the
room.

*

Silas felt panicked. It was an unfamiliar
emotion for him, and he didn't welcome it. If they had the girl...
His mind reacted swiftly, though, despite the panic. There was only
one way out. He hurried to the room where Lord was secreted.

Kill the Master and the servant dies. If he
killed Lord then the girl would die too. Let them try to figure out
anything from there.

*

“Let me see this man who threw you from the
balcony,” the man she knew only as master demanded harshly.

Unbidden, his image came to her mind, and she
felt this man – his name was Collin – she learned, plunge deeper
into her mind. But that let her see something of his, as well.
Sudden doorways opened before her into his personality, into
centuries of his life, all to be absorbed in seconds before,
cursing, he tore himself away.

He stared at her warily. “So,” he said. “You
have considerable talents, lady. Lord had no idea what he created,
the fool.”

Before he had torn himself away, mentally,
Rory had gotten a brief flash of something, call it his
personality, his id, and saw something she easily recognized – a
deep loneliness. She had also seen a sense of attraction to her in
his mind, and not just to the physical her, either.

“I do not sense any great guilt in you,” he
said as he looked her up and down.

Rory felt a rush of relief.

“In fact, under the right circumstances, you
might make an excellent addition to my nest.”

His right hand rose and cupped her left
breast casually, but Rory could sense the sudden pulse of heat in
him as their skin touched.

Unlike Lord, however, he could sense her
feelings, and recognize that she saw it.

“You will be something very powerful some
day, Rory,” he said. “Presuming you survive.”

Fire washed over her again, but this wasn't
pain. She shuddered and cried out, back arching as the sexual fever
erupted out of nowhere. Yet even in the midst of it she felt,
through their link, his own excitement at watching her, at sensing
her arousal.

“You must, of course, come to terms with the
absolute obedience and loyalty required of one who serves
another.”

His hand slid down her body and cupped her
sex, and Rory jerked and spasmed as if in the grip of an electrical
storm. Yet it was only her muscles spasming continually, her nerve
endings flaring wildly as pleasure of an intensity she hadn't even
known with Lord tore through her body and mind.

“One as powerful as you are going to be
cannot be permitted to have any sense of resentment towards her
Master. There must be only total loyalty.”

A dozen orgasm swept through Rory, and she
screamed and screamed, twisting and writhing in mid-air, sobbing
and shuddering as her body responded, flaring wildly again and
again. She was lost in a storm of sensation, yet even in its midst
she sensed him like a rock in a tossing ocean, solid and firm and
unmoving.

But she also sensed his pleasure as he
watched her body writhing and twisting and arching, and his growing
hunger.

“Pride is not a thing for a servant to
possess, not against her master,” he said. “There is no equality
between us and there never will be.”

He stripped quickly, and in a gasping, dazed
period between orgasms Rory saw him and felt a sense of wonder.
What a body! So broad and powerful! And an intellect and will to
match it!

Her eyes dropped below his hips. His cock was
the largest she'd ever seen on a man, certainly in person. Even
semi-erect it was thicker than anything she'd known. He stepped up
to her, gripping his shaft, and she cried out as the head moved
smoothly up and down along the line of her sex.

“I can teach you much,” he said. “but first
comes obedience.”

She felt the thickness of his head pushing
against her, pushing inward, forcing the lips of her sex back wider
and wider, stretching them until she ached fiercely. Then his cock
slid up into her, inch by slow inch, as the orgasms resumed and she
began to tremble and shake.

He gripped her hair roughly, jerking her head
forward, and then his lips crushed hers. His cock moved deeper,
achingly deeper, until it seemed impossible it could go any further
into her body! Yet it did, and with the pain came a wild
pleasure.

He started to thrust into her as his mouth
ate at hers, as their lips moved together with more and more
intensity. His power wrapped around her, entered her, and she
screamed with pleasure into his hungry mouth.

His thick cock was churning inside her belly,
moving faster and faster, the head punching against the back wall
of her sex. His right hand was on her buttocks, jerking roughly on
her, as he was trying to jam himself even deeper!

Her legs jerked spastically against the
chains holding them down, as she instinctively tried to wrap them
around his powerful body. When he pulled back she sagged, gasping,
dazed, mind blasted, chin falling to her chest as she groaned
weakly.

He moved behind her and she felt his cock
pushing against her back entrance. But she had no willpower to
resist, no desire to do so, and her muscles were limp and as numbed
as her. Yet he was still quite thick, even if slick with her
juice.

She groaned as he pushed himself deep, then
pulled back again. He pushed himself deep, then pulled back. She
felt her hair jerked up and back as he thrust sharply deeper, his
cock plunging high into her belly.

“All are servants of the master,” he growled,
his voice low in her ear. “All must submit to his will. They exist
only to serve him.”

She cried out as he thrust the final inch,
and she felt his balls pressing against her flesh, his hips
grinding into her.

“And in return, he brings them life and
pleasure,” he said, leaning in to nibble at her earlobe.

His hands encircled her, cupping and kneading
her breasts as he ground himself against her. Rory felt his thick
spear of flesh moving within her, twisting, pressing against her
from side to side as his body moved. Then he started to pump and
the pleasure flared hot within her.

I will teach you many things I have learned
over the centuries,” he said. “Including the pleasure your body is
capable of experiencing.”

Rory wanted to sob in wonder at every deep
stroke. The feel of his thick, slick cock moving into her brought a
sense of ecstasy and bliss like nothing she'd ever known. She cried
out at every thrust, and felt like crying with dismay each time it
pulled back.

Then with a sudden instinct she responded to
his presence riding that pleasure, and reached out for him, yanking
him so he experienced its full force.

He cried out, his body convulsing, and his
hips worked harsher and faster, abandoning any thought or skill,
rutting against her like a wild, voracious animal! Every thrust
made both of them cry out now, but while she could last forever –
or until she was so exhausted she lost consciousness – he could
not.

His orgasm shattered him and laid his mind
bare to her again momentarily, then he almost fell away, sagging,
and then, as the orgasm eased, falling to his knees with a
groan.

*

“He's not going to come back here,” Silas
said, irritably.

“Do you want to refuse Collin's order?”
Annika asked with a raised eyebrow.

Silas snorted disdainfully, but followed her
into Lord's former penthouse. He knew, of course, that Lord
wouldn't be coming back. He'd fed Lord to the fire the other night,
after all.

They looked around, and he saw the signs of
the girl having packed things. He was nervous about her. No one was
saying anything. The girl had to be dead, but neither Annika nor
Collin had mentioned her breaking into the building. That wasn't a
good sign. He was ready to flee, but he knew Collin had a long
reach. He wouldn't flee unless he was certain all was lost.

If Annika had something planned he would
simply have to handle it. He could take her. He was strong but he
was stronger, and had more experience at fighting.

“Anyway, even if he were here I don't see how
you'd need help to handle him,” he said. “The man's a fop, a
coward. He's been dodging around hiding from everyone for
decades.”

“Collin thinks he might have had hidden
strength.”

Silas made a face. It was a reasonable
assumption, one he would have made himself after Collin's death
once Lord was proven to be the guilty party. They wandered through
the penthouse, and then out onto the deck.

He never sensed Collin there, not until he
reached out and grabbed his arm. And an instant later he was flying
over the railing.

Flying had never been among his talents.

*

“Going to be messy,” Annika said.

“People jump off buildings all the time.
There's not going to be anything to suggest he was anything but one
more. Besides, he's too old for a mess. He was almost as old as I
am. Once he hits the pavement there'll be little more than dust and
clothe left.”

“I admire the irony, but it worries me as
well.”

“Why?”

He turned to face her.

“Because it smacks of vengeance for the girl
rather than for you. And you shouldn't care enough to avenge
her.”

“She's one of mine now.”

“Now. Not then.”

“I can't have a sense of justice?”

“You've always had a sense of justice. That's
one of your failings. But I worry over her influence on you. She's
barely more than a child, in all senses of the word, extremely
immature and subject to emotional swings.”

“She's a very mature person... for a human
her age.”

“Yes, but she's not a human.”

“No, but she will be an asset.”

“If you can rely on her.”

“I saw deeply into her. She is little more
than, if you'll excuse the phrase, a lost soul. Give her loyalty
and she'll return it twofold.”

“Oh, is that what you're giving her?” Annika
said with raised eyebrow. “You might consider gagging her or
bringing her down to your apartments.”

He glowered at her.

“Forget I said that. She can't be trusted
yet,” Annika said. “But do gag her. Her screams are quite
distracting.”

“You only disapprove because they're screams
of pleasure and not pain.”

“Not at all. I like to give them both at the
same time. It rolls their minds so deliciously.”

“Well, perhaps if she's... disobedient...
I'll let you discipline her from time to time.”

Annika smiled coolly. “I'd like that.”

“In the meantime, well, we can always use a
lawyer we can trust.”

“There's such a thing?” she asked.

“Now there is.”

 


 


End
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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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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 submission games.

 


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.

 


Bound Beauty

Sierra is lured into nude photography by her
aunt, whose erotic photographs hang in art galleries. But as her
aunt discovers her weakness for bondage and submission, Sierra is
lured into more and more graphic and lurid pictures. With the aid
of her handsome black assistant, her aunt turns the incredibly
responsive young woman into an unknowing star of bondage videos
watched around the world.

 


The Mirror Box

FBI agent Rachel Corey and her female
prisoner wake to find themselves captives in a large mirrored box,
nude. Day after day, cool, synthetic voices gave them orders, and
images appeared on computer screens ordering them how to position
their bodies, how to obey and display, and then to perform sexual
services. But their captors have a hidden motive, for it is the FBI
itself conditioning them
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