
		
			[image: Cover]
		

	
		
			[image: Cover]
		

		

		

		Alena Cerulean

		

		She Comes at Night

		

		

		First published by Blue Canal Publishing 2023

		

		Copyright © 2023 by Alena Cerulean

		

		All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission.

		

		This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities is entirely coincidental.

		

		This story includes portrayals of mind control and forced sexual situations that are entirely fictional for the purpose of entertainment. This work is not intended to encourage or endorse such practices in real life.

		

		First edition

		

		This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy

		Find out more at reedsy.com

		

		

		For Cassandra

		

		

		

		Contents

		

		
			Trigger Warning
		

		

		
			Chapter One: Anastasia
		

		

		
			Chapter Two: Chase
		

		

		
			Chapter Three: Chase
		

		

		
			Chapter Four: Chase
		

		

		
			Chapter Five: Anastasia
		

		

		
			Chapter Six: Chase
		

		

		
			Chapter Seven: Chase
		

		

		
			Chapter Eight: Anastasia
		

		

		
			Chapter Nine: Chase
		

		

		
			Chapter Ten: Chase
		

		

		
			Chapter Eleven: Chase
		

		

		
			Chapter Twelve: Anastasia
		

		

		
			Chapter Thirteen: Kaci
		

		

		
			Epilogue: Anastasia
		

		

		
			About the Author
		

		

		
			Also by Alena Cerulean
		

		

	
		Trigger Warning

		

		This story features a variety of dom/sub sexual encounters that often involve mind control. As some of the characters are vampires, things often get bloody and sometimes a little rough (especially in chapters one, five, eight, and nine). This is not intended to endorse such behavior in real life. Please read with caution, if you think this content might trouble you.

		

	
		Chapter One: Anastasia

		

		
			[image: image-JOEOX8TR.png]
		

		

		When you’ve lived as many centuries as I have, you know someone’s special when you see them.

		The woman behind the bar of the Green Witch caught my eye as soon as I stepped through the door. I’ll wager she’s at least six feet tall, like me. Her hair, pulled back into a ponytail, reaches down to the middle of her back and is dyed fire engine red. Despite it being winter outside, she’s dressed in a royal blue halter top that buttons down the front and hugs her curves. Judging from the way her blue eyes shift over the small crowd of women, she doesn’t miss a thing.

		Her appearance alone captivates me, but what makes it clear she’s special is the way the customers respond to her. There are different kinds of charisma. Some have to cultivate it, but there are others like her who pollinate the air around them like a fine perfume. People find excuses to draw close and bathe in her presence.

		I approach the end of the green marble bartop. All six stools are taken. The pair of women near my end of the bar stop talking, but they aren’t annoyed. They can’t take their eyes off me. I smile to them without a show of teeth, lest they glimpse my fangs. They look too young for my tastes, likely still in college. I prefer my women to have more life experience, but it’s always nice to know I still make heads turn. Vanity has no expiration date, not even for a vampire, so I always make an effort before I go on the hunt. Tonight, I threw on an ornate black, velvet jacket over a black dress shirt tucked into black riding pants and black boots. The all-black clothing might seem cliché, but when you live a lifestyle prone to getting blood everywhere, you quickly learn the disadvantages of brightly colored blouses, no matter how lovely they might be.

		“What can I get you?” the bartender offers me a polite smile. There’s a hint of warning to her, too. She’s noticed I have the attention of the young ones. Does she sense I’m a predator and fear for them? Possibly. She needn’t worry over their well-being, because she’s the one I want.

		“Do you have any red wine?”

		My response startles her for some reason, and she stands straighter as her head tilts to the side taking me in, as if she realizes she’s overlooked some important detail about me.

		She clears her throat and blinks. “No, sorry. We’re a cider bar.” She points to the chalkboard hanging from the ceiling behind her with a selection of eight drinks on tap. “We do have a rosé cider, the Red River. Although, our most popular drink is the Dark Succubus. That one has hints of hibiscus and rose hips.”

		“The Red River should suffice.” Which cider I order matters little. It’s not the drink I’m most interested in.

		Settling into one of the three small tables along the wall across from the bar, I study the crowd. The Green Witch offers a small haven for these women. Its dim lights and maroon walls form a shadowed hideaway to find romance and savor it openly.

		I work my way through the glass of Red River, but I’m not fond of sweet. I favor things with spice. While I linger in the shadows of my corner table, I learn what I can about the woman behind the bar. A customer I take for a regular leaves with a quick “good night” to the bartender, calling her Lily. I can tell the name is a lie, not that I can be critical of using a false name. The name on the card I used to pay for my cider is Carmilla Drake. In these modern times, I and other vampires have learned it’s safer to frequently reinvent our identities, but that doesn’t mean I can’t have a little fun with it.

		The crowd thins as the clock clicks past nine, an hour before the bar closes. Given it’s a Tuesday, most of these patrons can’t afford to push their evening too late here, not when I can sense how eager some of them are to keep the night going once they leave and find an even more private place to share themselves intimately.

		“Lily” steals glances at me throughout the hour. When the clock reaches a quarter ‘til ten, she walks over to my table to check if I want another drink. Women often offer polite smiles that are mistaken for flirting, but the way her heart picks up its pace as our eyes meet, I know what she’s really offering is an invitation for me to stay.

		“I’ll try the Dark Succubus this time.”

		Her fingers brush against mine as I surrender my empty glass.

		The threesome at the bar are all who remain. When they pay their tab to leave, “Lily” locks the door and then fills a glass for herself. “Mind if I join you?” Seems I’m not the only one picking up on signals.

		“Was hoping you might.”

		She sets her glass down on the table as she takes the chair across from me. The scent of habanero peppers and rosemary waft over to me from her drink.

		I lean forward. “Is that the Fire Garden?”

		She nods. “Care to taste?”

		“If you’re offering.”

		She slides the glass over to me.

		Our fingers touch again in the exchange. This time, she lets the caress linger, testing my interest. Her warm flesh awakens the unwelcome predator that flows within my veins and overwrites the more noble sensibilities that swayed my actions for most of my existence.

		As I lift the glass, I cut my tongue on one of my fangs just enough to draw a small amount of my blood. The cider singes the wound, but it heals almost as quickly as I formed it.

		“Thank you,” I say, as I hand back the glass. I turn it so that the side I sipped from faces her. “That has a lovely burn to it.”

		“It’s one of my favorites.” She raises the glass as if making a toast. The faint light of the room conceals most of the smear of my blood along the rim. Even so, I take in a deep breath as I wait to see if she’ll notice.

		I fight down my hungry smile as I sense her swallow the tiny taste of my blood.

		She closes her eyes and lets out a long breath of her own as she puts down the glass. When her eyes open, they meet mine. There’s a question overt within her gaze. “What brought you here tonight? I haven’t seen you here before, and you didn’t even realize we only serve ciders.”

		“I could tell your clientele and I have something in common.”

		We exchange grins that confess our interest in one another.

		“Well, then you also have something in common with me.” She reaches behind her head and undoes the clip to free her hair from the ponytail.

		“I was hoping for that.” And so much more. “You won’t get in trouble for closing early?”

		She shakes her head, clearly amused by the question. “One of the very few benefits of being the owner and only employee.”

		I gesture to the room around us. “Why?”

		“Why open a cider bar?” She raises her glass to take a long draw of her spicy concoction. When I nod my confirmation, she stares off towards the bar, but her expression makes it clear her thoughts are elsewhere, journeying into her own past. “The simple answer is that I love ciders, and once I discovered how to make my own, I couldn’t resist experimenting with all the different flavors possible. One of my earliest attempts involved caramel and ghost peppers.” She laughs at the memory. “I had to pour out the whole batch. So disgusting!”

		I raise my own glass, tapping a finger on the rim. “That explains making the ciders, but opening a bar?”

		After another sip of her drink, she looks back towards me. “The bar wasn’t for an excuse to brew more cider; although, I do enjoy that. I made it a point for the Green Witch to be the place I needed and didn’t have when I was figuring out who I was and wanted to find those who were either still figuring it out like me or had already found the answers.”

		Even if my blood wasn’t now in her system, I’d know her words for the truths they are. She has no idea how irresistible they make her. A subtle magic emanates from her and intoxicates me more than her clever concoctions. My lust for her blood and her body start to better my patience, and I decide I’ve waited long enough to start our true dance for the night.

		“What’s your name?” I ask.

		“Lily.”

		Vampire blood requires little time to affect humans. The notion that the blood is the life takes on a deeper meaning for my kind, and it’s not simply that we require blood to survive. Our blood carries our will in it. I require only seconds for my droplet of blood to reach her mind and touch her thoughts, which is why I know the lie as soon as she speaks it.

		I shake my head and chuckle. “No, it’s not.” I lean closer, and my dark brown eyes bore into her blues. When I speak again, my words echo deep in her mind. “What is your real name?”

		Her heart flutters as my will presses on hers. Yes, there’s fear, but it’s more of a thrill that pumps her blood more quickly. She enjoys the sensation of my thoughts crushing her own.

		She sits up in her seat, the slightest shiver to her body as she offers a futile attempt to resist my command. Her eyes widen in fascination as she whispers back in unconcealed awe. “Kaci.”

		“Much better.”

		Kaci gasps as my mental grip on her relaxes. Her upper body jolts forward, gripping the edge of the table to brace herself.

		The belief that eyes are the windows to the soul isn’t true, but when someone loses their control to me, the way they meet my gaze always confesses the truth. Desperation and panic swim in Kaci’s eyes, but they also admit to hunger and lust. A primal part of her enjoyed my grip on her mind.

		“How did you?”

		I answer with a smile, one that doesn’t hide my fangs.

		Kaci’s heart pounds within her, and she leaps to her feet. I sense the urge to fling the table at me and run. I raise a single finger and she stops short, frozen in place. She grits her teeth as she fights against my hold on her.

		“I am impressed.” She is special, and not in any way I’d expected. “You have a strong will. Even when everything in you is begging to submit to me and let me taste you, you’re still on your feet and ready to run.”

		“Stop this!”

		I click my tongue as I waggle my finger. “I can make this more pleasant for you. In fact, I want you to enjoy it.”

		Standing slowly, I step around the table. Kaci watches me in growing horror as she realizes she can’t pry her hands off the edge of the table to retreat.

		“Don’t worry,” I tell her as I run my fingers along her jawline and pull her gaze up to meet mine. “I plan to let you choose how far I take this, but I can already smell how much you yearn for my kiss.”

		I pull her close, our faces near enough for me to feel the warmth radiating from her body. She smells of sweat and jasmine. The shiver of her body is equal parts struggle and surrender.

		When our lips touch, her body jolts at the unexpected pleasure that ripples through her. The tiny taste of my blood can do so many things. Our kiss? With a simple twist of my thoughts, I use our connection to let her feel my arousal in her mind along with her own. The reaction is immediate. As soon as she realizes that making me feel pleasure heightens her own, she’s as good as caught. She deepens our kiss, moaning into the embrace.

		I break the kiss and step back as Kaci collapses back into her chair. Her eyes roll back into her head, lost in lust.

		“Did you enjoy that?” I plant the words in her mind, even as I speak them aloud.

		She grunts as her grip on the table tightens again, still unable to release her hold on it because of my grip on her mind and body.

		I lean in closer and whisper into her ear. “I said, did you enjoy that?”

		Her throat convulses as she fights to hold down her answer, but she can’t deny the truth, not when her thighs are furiously squeezing together.

		When she doesn’t answer, I grip the back of her neck and pull her upper body taught. “Did you enjoy that?” This time, I force the question into her mind with all the power of a jackhammer.

		“Yes!”

		Kaci’s thighs rub together with greater need, no longer trying to deny what she wants.

		I release my grip on her neck and stroll back to my side of the table. “Would you like your hands back to help with that?”

		She hisses out her answer. “Yes.”

		“Not yet.”

		Her whimper is as beautiful as she is.

		“First,” I say as I slip off my coat and hang it on the back of my chair, “close the curtains to ensure our privacy.”

		Kaci jerks to her feet, hands still gripping the table. Her breaths come out ragged and frustrated as she lets go of the table to stand straight, but the real frustration is how badly she wants to rub herself as she stumbles towards the front window with the bar’s name painted on it. Her fingers grab onto the edges of the curtains.

		“Close them, Kaci.”

		She shrieks as she yanks the curtains closed, not because she hurts herself doing it, but because as she does it, I pinch my own nipples through my shirt as a reward. With our minds still joined, she shares in the unexpected sensation.

		Slipping up behind her, I push Kaci’s hair aside to kiss her throat. Her head lolls back onto my shoulder.

		The thin curtains turn the moonlight filtering through them a pale green. If someone pressed their face up to the glass, they might see us. The slight risk adds to my excitement as I draw my fangs across her throat without cutting into her flesh, not yet.

		“Why?” She moans. “Why me?”

		“Still resisting?” I can’t hold in the joy that gives me. “It’s been years since anyone fought against me this long.”

		How I’ve missed this, a will so strong paired with a lust so great. Memories both pleasant and cruel.

		“You can rub yourself now,” I whisper into her ear as I lightly kiss it.

		Kaci groans in relief as her hand slips between her legs and rubs against the crotch of her tight jeans. When I reach down and unbutton her pants, she doesn’t fight. She shoves her hand into her panties. Her body leans back against me as I hold her upright.

		“Do you want to cum, my pet?”

		“Yes!”

		“Not until you’ve given me what I want.”

		She cries out in frustration, her hand working furiously to force herself to orgasm. My blood holds her mind too tightly, though. I can feel how close she is, but my control is enough to keep her from succeeding.

		I let her keep trying, but when she realizes it’s futile, she cries out. “What do you want?”

		“Surrender to me, and I will give you enough pleasure to drown yourself.”

		“Please.” Her head droops forward, her body exhausted from trying to make herself climax while staying on her feet. “I don’t want…”

		“Don’t want what?”

		“To die.”

		I purr against the back of her throat. My tongue snakes out to lick her. Even as weary as she already is, her body quivers against me.

		“I’ve no interest in killing you.” I chuckle. “Where would be the fun in that for either of us?”

		The tension in her body melts away as her resistance crumbles. She’s desperate for the release I offer.

		I reach around her to grip the front of her top. “Let’s do away with this, shall we?”

		She hesitates, grabbing my hands to stop them, but then her fingers tangle with mine, reaching for the buttons. I rip open her top, sending two of the buttons bouncing off the front door before they dance at our feet. If there had been any doubts as to whether she wanted me to tear off her clothes, the way she immediately pinches and twists her nipples settles the matter. I gasp as the sensation of her pleasing her own body pulses through our bloodbond and into my mind. She has me gushing with mounting passion.

		I turn her around and push her back against the wooden door. Her chest heaves as she gasps for breath. Her hooded eyes invite me to do my worst.

		I rake my tongue against my fangs again, cut myself deep enough to draw out more of my blood this time. When I kiss Kaci, I scrape my fangs against her eager tongue as she surrenders to my embrace. My blood slips into her veins, stealing any hope she might have had for escape, not that she ever really wanted it. She moans into my kiss, intoxicated in an instant.

		When I pull back from her, she stares at me with glazed eyes. She only consumed a small amount of my blood, but it’s enough to bind her to me for a month, if I wish it.

		A tiny drop of my blood slides out the corner of her slack-jawed mouth and down her chin. I catch it on my fingertip and bring it up to her lips. Her tongue snakes out on instinct, drawn to taste more of my crimson nectar. Her eyes roll back in her head as she drinks the potent magic in that tiny drop.

		“Kaci.” At the call of my voice, her gaze pulls back to me in an instant. The sight of her unabashed submission arouses two hungers in me. “Lay atop the bar.”

		To a mortal eye, she floats as she walks over to the green bartop and sits up onto it. The infusion of my essence will give her greater grace.

		I retrieve the glass of the Dark Succubus from my table and bring it over to her as she reclines. Vacant eyes stare up at the ceiling, but her head is hardly empty. Our minds are entangled like lovers’ legs, overwhelming her.

		Once I’ve set the glass down next to her head, I navigate to more southerly matters. Her tight jeans still cling to her, despite the button and most of the zipper being undone. I grab the flaps and jerk hard to rip the crotch open wide. Her pink panties, I yank off with a single tug that draws a joyous gasp from Kaci’s lips.

		I lean against the edge of the bar next to her bare breasts. Lifting my glass, I sip the cider in it.

		My sharp fingernails draw lazy circles around her exposed cloister. She moans as my fingers grow more insistent, teasing the edges of her wet folds.

		“Please,” she whispers between deep breaths, her hips bucking ever so slightly at my ministrations.

		I take another sip of the cider. “Are you ready, my pet?”

		“Ready?” she gasps.

		“To surrender to your Mistress.”

		Her eyes roll back in her head as my fingers slip inside her. When she speaks, the word is so soft, that a human might miss it, but not a vampire. “Surrender.”

		With a simple thought, I plant the words in her mind.

		Three words.

		The words that I require before I let her cum.

		I roll the cider around in the bowl of the glass. “The Dark Succubus is excellent, but it is missing something.”

		I tip the glass and pour out the cider onto her breasts. In a swift movement, I lick a line of the cider up the side of her breast and then bite down. My fangs bury into her supple flesh. Blood, like dark chocolate and a fine Cabernet, rolls over my tongue. My soul swoons as her essence fills me. She screams—not in pain, but delight—as her life gushes out and into me.

		Her pussy lips tighten about my fingers as the orgasm shreds her mind down to those three words I gave her.

		“I surrender, Mistress!”

		Then she collapses. Her struggles reduce to faint jolts as her mind and body coast along the aftershocks of the little death I’ve gifted her.

		With a languid lick of my tongue, I seal the wounds to her breast.

		I hear the growl of satisfaction in her throat as I lean close enough to whisper into her ear. I whisper my commands, but these aren’t for tonight. No, these will prepare her for our next night, and there will be a next one.

		“Yes, Mistress,” she whispers as she writhes atop the bar.

		Snatching up my coat, I slip it on as I walk out the front door. I’m already looking forward to my next taste of Kaci. Will she make me fight even harder for it next time, or will she yield to me more quickly?

		It’s been so long since I’ve had the pleasure of prey that wants to fight back as passionately as they surrender. There is no better flavor to be found in the dark of night.
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		The pre-noon sun hammers down on me as my Dodge Charger rumbles to a stop in front of my prospective client’s home in the city of Juliette. I lean to my right and lower my sunglasses as I get a look at the words painted on the front window in dark green with a gold edge: The Green Witch. This lady’s home is a bar, so maybe I can grab a drink while I’m here. Considering I’m still working through a hangover from the eight shots of who-knows-what from last night, the notion of a drink right now probably isn’t the smartest play of my life.

		I’m still gonna try for the drink.

		I push my sunglasses back up the bridge of my nose as I sit up and then turn off my car. Pushing my car door open all the way to climb out gets a loud honk from a jackass driving past me in an oversize brown pickup that screams “inferiority complex.” I flip the bird at him.

		A glance through the bar’s window doesn’t show a sign of anyone inside. That doesn’t stop me from banging on the front door. When I don’t get an answer on the first round of pounding, I bang on it again a little harder. The headache I’ve got raging in my skull causes me to wince from all the noise I’m making.

		The door cracks open and a single eye scrutinizes me and reaches the correct conclusion that I want a drink.

		“We don’t open today until five.”

		I plant the flat of my hand against the door to stop her from shutting it in my face. “I’m here to see Kaci Brand.”

		There’s this judgmental pause before she responds. “You’re the vampire hunter?” The way she says that doesn’t exactly make me confident I’m gonna get this job.

		I clear my throat. “Technically, I’m a monster hunter. Vampires just eat up a lot of my time compared to the other things out there.” I decide not to get into the whole thing that not all monsters are bad either, but when a person reaches the point of calling for my help, they make a lousy audience for dishing out that kind of talk.

		She locks the door, which doesn’t do much to block out the sun. I’m not adverse to sunlight in that whole “it’s gonna set me on fire or make me melt” way, but again—hangover.

		I get my first real look at my prospective client, and my mouth goes dry. She’s gorgeous. Abso-fucking gorgeous. She’s just wearing a white fleece, dress shirt tucked into blue jeans, but the hint of cleavage and the way the denim hugs her curves, she makes the outfit look like it’s tailored for sin.

		With a tilt of my head towards the taps at the bar, I say, “I don’t suppose I might get a drink.”

		Her eyes narrow, and the realization she’s literally looking down on me makes me realize the height difference between us. I’m only five-foot-eight, so I’m not working with the most intimidating of statures. I run my finger through my black, undercut pixie hair as if that’ll fix the rat’s nest it probably is right now.

		The goddess with the red hair looks ready to say something unkind, but when she looks over at the bar, she stays silent. Her eyes glaze over as if stuck in some memory she either can’t or doesn’t want to shake. Hard to say which.

		“Ms. Brand?” I pull off my sunglasses, so she can see I’m concerned by her distraction.

		She shakes her head and turns back to me. “Let’s go upstairs to talk.”

		I follow her up the narrow stairs that start near the back of the building. There’s a red, velvet rope with both ends currently hooked to the wall near the base of the stairs. I see a vacant hook on the railing, suggesting she uses the rope to keep customers from going upstairs when the business is open.

		“The person I talked to on the phone didn’t say who they’d be sending me.”

		I don’t miss the unasked question in that statement. “I’m Cheshire Sharpe, but you can call me Chase.”

		The stairs lead up to an open space with walls painted a dark blue. There’s a wooden chair at the desk along one of the two front windows. A laptop sits open but with the screen dark. Paperwork is scattered in what free space the desk offers. There’s a dark red, velvet sofa along the far wall with a small wooden coffee table in front of it. A bed runs along the wall across from sofa. There’s a door to a bathroom along the rear wall with another door opening into a small kitchen, which is where Ms. Brand goes.

		“Have a seat,” she says as she opens the refrigerator. I hear her rummage through it, glass bottles clinking together, followed by a pair of pops and the promising fizz of carbonation.

		The room doesn’t offer many options to sit, so I opt for the sofa. I take off my brown leather jacket, toss it over the rounded arm on the end closer to the desk and sit.

		Ms. Brand returns with a pair of plain, brown bottles in hand. “You strike me as the type to like my Black Fang. It’s an IPA cider.”

		“Thanks.” I take the offer and sip it. It’s not as sweet as it smells. “Let’s get to your problem.”

		She sits on the opposite end of the sofa, and my eyes drift down to her long legs.

		“A vampire attacked me in my bar last week.” She looks out the window as she says this.

		“And what exactly happened?” I try not to let my irritation show at how vague her initial answer was, but the fact she isn’t dead doesn’t exactly paint the vampire as one who needs me to deal out a harsh dose of mortality. The network of hunters I work with go after the ones who leave a trail of bodies behind them, which isn’t as common an occurrence as most legends suggest.

		Ms. Brand tells me about the whole incident, and she has my attention right up until the part where she tells me about the Kiss.

		“Her blood tasted like cold fire.” She stares off into the memory, probably not even aware of how much her thighs are rubbing together. She’s getting off on the memory of the attack. “It’s like her soul poured into my arteries and set me alight.”

		“Stop.” I set the nearly emptied bottle of cider onto the coffee table and stand.

		Ms. Brand stares up at me. “You don’t understand. I still feel her in me. It’s like someone breathing over my shoulder, but each time I look, there’s no one there. It’s her! I’m not imagining it. I can’t have her using me like a toy for her amusement.”

		“You’re bloodbound to her.” I put as much sympathy into my voice as I can manage, which isn’t that much.

		“I don’t want to be!” As much as she insists that’s the case, there’s no missing the conflicted emotions behind her statement.

		“It doesn’t change the fact that I can’t trust you. Once a person drinks that deeply from a vampire, there’s no preventing the vampire from using you against me. One of the hunters I worked with was fool enough to help a man who was already bloodbound, and he stabbed her in the heart when the vampire told him to do it.”

		She stands and comes closer. “You won’t help me?”

		“Oh, I’ll hunt for this vampire, but until I find her, you’re on your own. I’m not fool enough to get myself killed trying to play bodyguard to a person who might turn on me at any moment.”

		“So, the vampire can have her way with me at any time she wants until you find her?”

		Her eyes narrow on me, and I consider reaching for the dagger in my jacket that’s still draped over the arm of the sofa.

		“Have you ever actually killed a vampire?” The way she asks is an obvious challenge, and fool that I am, I bite on the bait.

		“Yes, I’ve killed more than a dozen vampires—including the older variety—and plenty of other monsters. I’ve been hunting since I was in college. I know what I’m doing, and setting myself up to get killed isn’t on my list.”

		She lets out a long sigh and then nods as if to answer a question she’s asked herself. When she looks up at me, she smiles.

		“You said your name is Cheshire, right?”

		I arch an eyebrow, wondering why she’s asking. “Yes, although I prefer Chase.”

		“Just how observant are you? Did you even notice the color of my eyes?”

		The odd question draws my gaze to hers. A chill shivers through my skin like the caress of silk. Ms. Brand’s blue eyes glow brighter than the daylight pouring into the room. I try to look away, but I can’t move. Or is it that I don’t want to move?

		I gasp as I fight to find my voice. “What are you?”

		She draws closer, and my jaw drops open in awe. How is it possible that she’s even more beautiful up close? Her face is flawless.

		Then her fingers brush across my jawline, sending a flutter through my chest, as she tilts my head back to force my eyes to look more directly into hers.

		“I am a—” Her eyes shift towards the front of the building for a moment before sliding back to look into mine. Her smile widens. “Have you ever met a witch before?”

		“No,” I whisper.

		“Well, I am a witch, and I will do whatever it takes to protect myself.”

		She leans in close, her lips so near mine. I whine when she stops short of kissing me.

		“Do you think I didn’t notice the way you were looking at me?” Her breath warms my face. I desperately want to bridge the distance between us, but the simple act of leaning forward those next few millimeters without her say-so seems unthinkable.

		No, this doesn’t make sense. I was leaving. Why can’t I move? Why can’t I look away from her? “What are you doing to me?” The question is followed by a weary groan, because getting those words out of me is like climbing a cliff.

		“Giving you some incentive, Chase, because I need a protector.”

		I feel my eyes widen, even though her eyes are blazing like blue stars. Warmth flourishes in my pelvis as my mind goes just as blind in her light. I’ve no idea when I dropped to my knees, but I stare up at her slack-jawed.

		“Oh, you are so eager for it.” Her words sound less like they’re meant for me and more as if she’s simply musing aloud. “I’ve never tasted a spirit so hungry—so desperate—to be dominated.”

		I moan at that word: dominated. Is that what I want? That can’t be right. My breath catches as I find my voice.

		“I’m a hunter!”

		“You could be my hunter.” She gives that word “my” such emphasis that it’s as if a hot brand of her name stabs into my brain and burns it there.

		“Yours?”

		“Mine.” She grins like a great lioness ready to feast on the game she’s taken to the ground, and the sight of her joy fills me with a wonder and rapture unlike any I can recall. “You want it so badly. What makes a woman like you, one who must maintain such control in her work, so desperate to be collared and leashed? Or is the question its own answer?”

		“No.” My protest sounds weak, even to my ears. “No,” I moan out the word.

		She cants her head as she stares down at me. “No?” she says the word with obvious amusement. Then her fingers reach for the front buttons of her shirt, undoing them enough to reveal the white, lacy bra beneath. She shifts her shoulders to pull her arms free of their sleeves. The shirt slides off. With a tug on the shirt’s bottom, she pulls it free of her jeans to fall to the floor. My gaze doesn’t follow the shirt, because my eyes can’t leave her breasts. The material of her bra is so thin that I can make out the pink circles of her areolae. “Are you sure you don’t want to be leashed, Chase?”

		That word—leashed—thunders in my thoughts. The image of me naked, save for a leather collar, chained to her wrought iron headboard makes me dizzy from my heart racing hard enough to burst. I can’t decide if the vision is planted in my mind by her or a product of my own lust. Not sure I even care, because the darkest place within my heart and a walled off corner of my mind both yearn for it.

		“Leashed.” I whisper the word like a prayer to her.

		She licks her lips and then reaches behind her, undoing her bra. It slips off, leaving her naked from the waist up. The moan slides out of me at the sight of her standing there in nothing but her jeans.

		“So you do want it.”

		“Yes!” I rock in place, wishing she was between my legs.

		“I could leave you like this, desperate with need and denied any satisfaction until you’ve served your purpose, but I prefer to treat my toys well.” She steps back and grins down at me. “Strip and get on my bed.”

		I fling off my t-shirt, my sports bra, and everything else in a mad scramble. She laughs as I tumble out of my clothes and half-crawl to her bed at the same time.

		Without removing the midnight blue comforter, I lie on the mattress. The bed smells of her, like jasmine.

		She steps out of her shoes and then slides her jeans and underwear off in a motion as elegant as water pouring out of a glass. When she walks over to me, her feet seem to glide across the floor until she’s next to me. She strokes my leg, her fingers like silk against my bare legs.

		“I hadn’t meant for this,” she says as her fingertips dance up the inside of my thighs, pulling a whine out me. “I’d hoped to simply pay you for your services and I can, but I get the feeling you,” she pauses, her face wincing in surprise, “you need this. It’s like a part of you is broken.”

		I nod without thinking, because letting her make my decisions for me feels so much better.

		“Grab the headboard,” she says.

		I wrap my fingers around the curling pattern of wrought iron bars as if to hang from it over a ledge, but I’ve never wanted to fall this badly.

		“Shall I fix you?” Her fingers reach that warm, wet place between my legs, and just before my eyes roll back in my head, I see the wicked grin that curls her lips. “Or shall I break you even more?”

		“Fix me, break me.” I hump against her touch. She has me so wet. “Whatever you want, Ms. Brand.”

		Then she climbs onto the bed, straddling one of my thighs. When she lowers herself, our pussies brush against one another. Stars explode in my vision as her most sensitive flesh meets mine.

		She purrs as she rubs with growing vigor against me. My body answers the rhythm of hers, my flesh turned as equally obedient to her as my mind. We start slow, and I’m startled as I realize she really is trying to find what I want, learning the perfect place and pace to rub against me.

		“Would you prefer to call me Kaci?” she asks between heavy breaths.

		“No, Mistress.”

		She presses a finger to my lips. “Not Mistress. I’m afraid our vampire has soured me for that, but perhaps I can give you something better.”

		I moan at the idea of a special word, something all our own. I’m not even sure where the reflex to call her “Mistress” came from, but it feels so natural.

		“Perhaps, call me your Lady?” The way she says her title of “Lady” makes it clear that the “L” must be an uppercase, the same as the “G” in Goddess.

		I hump even faster against her as she says that, and I gasp as I cry it out.

		“My Lady!” At the sight of her grin, I say it again, grinding my pussy to hers. “Yes, my Lady!”

		The bed creaks as everything in the world narrows to the glide of her against me. When she pinches my hard and sensitive nipples, I shriek.

		“Please, my Lady!” She’s unlocked something in me, and the words pour out faster than any conscious thought ever could. “I’ll do anything! Everything! For you!”

		She continues to tease one of my nipples, but then her other hand slips between us, rolling her clitoris and mine between her fingers. Within seconds, the world burns white like a sun exploding.

		I’m lost in the wave of pleasure. My mind blanks. Once the world reappears in my vision and my thoughts with it, I realize my Lady now rests on top of me, our bodies slick with sweat. Her purr echoes against my throat as she trails kisses along it.

		“Will you be my hunter?” She punctuates the question with a lick up my throat.

		“Yes, my Lady. Your hunter.”

		Her eyes gaze into mine, and this close I can see just how blue they are, like the Caribbean seas. The playful smile fades, and her thin eyebrows pinch closer.

		“This,” she pauses, clearing her throat, “is a mistake. I can’t do this to you.”

		“Please, my Lady!” Fear almost crushes my throat and lungs. I reach up to touch her face and wrap my other arm around her waist to hold her there. “Don’t. Please don’t take this away from me. I need this.”

		She takes my hand from her face and kisses the palm, creating a tingle that slips up my arm and into my very core. I don’t understand this. This deep-rooted desire to surrender my control to her goes against everything I should fucking think and do, but it’s like something that’s been missing from my life.

		“My Lady, I’ll do anything to stay bound to you.”

		She kisses me, and despite what we’ve just done, there’s something timid in the way her lips touch mine. I don’t push her, but when her tongue seeks mine, I deepen the kiss and roll her onto her back. We’re still naked, and we take full advantage of it.
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		I stay with my Lady the rest of the day. I’ve no clue how I resist whimpering like a needy bitch when at four o’clock she gets ready to open her bar. She insists on showering separately, despite my best efforts to convince her otherwise. Watching her put on her bartender outfit doesn’t help matters. Somehow, wearing clothes does nothing to diminish how delicious she is, especially when it’s a black tank top and tight denim shorts.

		Once the business opens, I stay downstairs with her, sitting at one of the tables. Keeping my eyes on the door, I watch for the vampire. My Lady gave me a good description to work with: straight, black hair that falls just short of her waist with brown eyes dark enough to look black. I know better than to look into those eyes, though. She’s also as tall as my Lady, maybe just an inch taller, if that. The pale skin doesn’t surprise me, because from the way she manipulated my Lady, she’s an old vampire.

		Staying focused proves more difficult than usual. I can’t remember the last time a woman left me this smitten, and the way I don’t want to fight it troubles me. Yes, one part of it is the way my Lady is controlling my mind, but as I sit here, I don’t feel her will asserting itself. I’m still very much myself. It’s like something that’s always been hidden in me has shaken loose. What that is and all the baggage that comes with it screams for my attention, but I can’t spare that if I’m going to stop this vampire.

		No one enters that comes close to the description my Lady provided. Vampires tend to hunt alone, but that doesn’t mean they don’t sometimes belong to a pack. If this vampire does, that complicates things. A queen rules over every pack, and that means political bullshit. The organization of monster hunters I work with maintains a tense but respectful relationship with the Queens Council. If I kill a vampire who belongs to a pack, then I might piss of its ruler. Even worse, what if this vampire is a queen? She might send one of her followers to check on her new “pet.” Only question if that happens is whether to run them out of here or cut off their fucking head. Even though I know it’s not the smart play, I’m a big fan of “Option Behead.”

		My cell phone vibrates about an hour before close. It’s a text from an old friend.

		‘Might have information on your vampire. Meet me in Clermont tomorrow at 6 pm.’

		Clermont is a two hour drive north from here. I start to type a protest that meeting in person then leaves “Ms. Brand” unprotected early in the evening, but I delete it. The last thing I can afford to do is admit that I’m playing bodyguard to a bloodbound victim. Sofia might get nosy and figure out just how intimate things have gotten between me and my Lady. Worse? She might try to break my Lady’s control over me. The thought has me reaching up to my chest, balling up the front of my t-shirt in my fist as if to protect my heart.

		‘Can we make it noon?’ I ask.

		‘I’m out of town. Won’t be there until six.’

		I curse under my breath. ‘I’ll be there.’

		When the bar closes at ten, I take a seat at the bar across from my Lady and let her know what’s happening.

		“Who is this Sofia?” she asks as she pours herself a glass of a dry cider called the Mummy’s Revenge.

		I take a glass of the Sea Serpent, because it’s the lowest alcohol content out of the ciders she has on tap.

		“She trained me to hunt monsters. A lot of people have trained with her over the years. I met her after a vampire she was hunting murdered my sister and my parents.”

		“I’m sorry.” My Lady reaches over and takes my hand, the one not holding my drink. Her touch melts the chill of my memories as her warmth flows into me. Her magic is infectious, and in less than a day, I’m already addicted to her.

		I shrug and don’t meet her eyes, pretending to study the cider in my glass. “It’s been a long time. I’m over it.”

		“Do you mind if I ask how you survived and they didn’t?”

		I sip my drink, which has a pleasant blend of citrus and tea. “I’d snuck out to go on a date.”

		“How old were you?”

		“Eighteen.” I swirl the cider in my glass. “Had just started college. Met a girl. My parents were Southern Baptist. Guessing you know the type. Figured out which way I lean back in high school. Managed to keep them from finding out, but got a feeling Mom was starting to suspect.”

		“And this Sofia found you?”

		I retreat into my glass, taking a deeper drink of it. If I wasn’t worried about looking after my Lady, I’d gladly drown myself in her stock.

		“Not something you want to discuss?” she says.

		I’m intrigued she doesn’t insist. If she did, I couldn’t refuse her, and I’m troubled by how much that excites thrills me. The idea of her putting me back on my knees at her feet makes my body hot. That she doesn’t do it worries me, too. There’s a part of her that doesn’t enjoy this. She’s as guilt-stricken as I am desperate for her to subjugate me. I’m scared she’ll kick me out at any moment to ease her conscience. I want to discuss why she hesitates to dominate me, but instead, I answer her question.

		“Better I don’t say more than I have. Anything I tell you can potentially be discovered by this vampire. If I fail to protect you, that puts Sofia and other hunters at risk.” I offer a weak smile, and I wonder if her magic lets her feel just how forced it actually is. Before she might offer a counterargument, I decide to hit her with a question of my own. “What about your family?”

		She takes back her hand and tops off her glass. “Just me and Mom growing up.” When she sees my curious expression, she grins to let me know this wasn’t a bad thing for her. “Mom got around—a lot. For reasons.” She comes back over to me and sips her cider. “So, really no clue who Dad is, but that’s fine. Mom did right by me. She travels a lot these days, but she mostly lives in Paris now. Moved there shortly after I got out on my own.”

		The mention of her absent dad leaves me tempted to tell her she probably dodged a bullet, but there’s a chance she wouldn’t see it that way. Not sure I want to wade into that potential minefield or get into how much I don’t miss my father. He loved alcohol more than I do, and he fell into the angry drunk category.

		My Lady must pick up on my mood, because she says, “Why don’t I find some other things for you to focus on tonight while you guard me.” Her smirk makes it clear what she has in mind.

		I do a shit job of restraining my grin. “We probably shouldn’t do that until closer to dawn, but if you were to command me otherwise, my Lady, I’d be forced to obey.”

		She lets go of my hand and saunters over to the front of the bar to draw the curtains closed.

		When she turns around, she leans against the door frame with a sinful arch to her eyebrow.

		“If you’re going to call me your Lady, then whatever shall I call you?”

		Before I can answer, she grips the bottom of her tank top and pulls it off in a slow motion that’s hypnotic.

		“Anything.” I gasp out the word. “Anything you want to call me.”

		“A very good answer.” She pushes down her denim shorts and steps out of them.

		When she struts back to me, she cups my chin in her hand. “Yes,” she says, “I think you make an excellent—thrall.”

		“Your thrall, my Lady.” Her touch makes me so dizzy that I almost fall off the barstool.

		After she sets our glasses out of the way, my Lady sits up on her bar and lays down on it.

		“Thrall, your Lady requires a better memory of this bar.” She spreads her legs in an obvious invitation. “Get up here, and give me one.”

		“Yes, my Lady!”

		I don’t bother with taking off my clothes. I get onto the bar and slide up between her legs. Tracing kisses down her inner thigh draws out a wonderful purr from my Lady.

		The musky scent of her sex mingles with the jasmine of her perfume as I reach her pussy. I take a long lick where her thigh begins.

		“I’m not in the mood to be teased, thrall.”

		She grips a handful of my hair and pulls my mouth to her. Now I’m the one purring as I lap at her in slow, steady strokes. I hump at the air as the taste of her gets me even more turned on.

		“That’s it.” Her other hand grabs another fistful of my hair and pulls hard to grind herself on my mouth. “Yes!”

		One of her hands lets go.

		“Why don’t we add a little flavor for you?” The words come out hushed between her heavy breaths. “Don’t stop licking.”

		Then something cold pours down over the top of my head as what’s left of my cider then spills down my face and onto her pussy.

		She cries out as her hips buck up towards me. I grab her by the legs to hold her to me.

		The empty glass shatters on the floor behind the bar as both her hands once again grip my wet hair to trap my face between her legs. I lick up all of the cider until all can I taste is her, impressing the very flavor of my Lady’s essence on my tongue.

		I lick up to her clitoris and then suck on it.

		My Lady screams as she cums on my face. Her legs squeeze my head like a vice.

		I slide my tongue back down to her folds when the moment passes. Her grip on my hair releases as she writhes slowly on the bar.

		“Such a good thrall,” she whispers.

		“Yes, my Lady,” I say between licks.

		She reaches down and grabs me by the hair again. This time, she pulls my mouth away from her. “I think it’s time for you to take that shower.” She licks her lips as she continues to writhe beneath me. “With me.”

		“Yes, my Lady!”

		She climbs off the bar, on the side with the stools to avoid the glass on the floor behind the bar.

		“Come along, thrall.” Her hips sway as she walks over to the stairs. I follow, my eyes locked on the vision of her naked backside as she leads me upstairs. “And lose your clothes. We have more memories to make.”

		“Yes, my Lady.”
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		My Charger rumbles up the interstate as I head for Clermont for my meeting with Sofia. The traffic turns obnoxious, crawling in random spots, adding an extra half hour to my trip. The sun taunts me as it plunges into the western horizon. Given it’s a Thursday, the Green Witch stays open tonight until eleven. The place will keep busy, which should scare off this vampire from trying anything. Even so, I plan to run the Charger hard to get back as early as I can.

		The road I take off of the interstate abandons civilization like a cat running from a house full of rabid dogs. The tall trees on both sides of the winding road drown me in shadows to bring on an early night. The occasional gas station offers a hint of artificial light in the dark, but I don’t stop. I filled up the Charger before leaving the city of Juliette. I’ve avoided coming here for a while. My relationship with Sofia is a complicated mess of roles inconveniently wound together.

		The fence that surrounds Sofia’s estate is a fifteen-foot-tall wall of metal. I’ll wager the military and the CIA have less defended places than her home.

		A digital keypad, protected under a metal cover, sits atop a pole to the left of the front gate. I plug in the ten digit code Sofia picked for me: 6-5-4-3-2-2-3-4-5-6. I swear, I think she picked it because she assumes I’m incapable of remembering anything more complicated than that. That she’s probably right isn’t the point.

		Sofia’s butler greets me at the front door. “Ms. Sharpe,” he says in a flat voice that drips with judgment as he lets me enter. He probably thinks the grey t-shirt, beneath my leather jacket, with “I’m not procrastinating, it’s a side quest” isn’t funny. I personally think the dragon that forms the “s” in “side” is pretty damn clever.

		I’ve no clue how long he’s worked for Sofia, but that’s about the most emotion I’ve ever seen out of him. The corncob up his ass must be covered in an inch-thick layer of cement.

		“Is Sofia here yet?” I ask.

		He grunts with enough disdain to choke a python. “She’s in the ballroom.” Sofia uses the ballroom as her training room, which I’m guessing he considers a greater sin than homicide.

		I stroll through Sofia’s mansion. Even if I hadn’t lived here for years during my training with her, I’d easily find her by the sounds of her grunts as she beats the snot out of her punching bag.

		She grins at me from the far side of the black vinyl, cylinder-shaped bag hanging from a long chain that wraps around one of the exposed beams. Each punch she lands jolts the punching bag, and that it’s also chained to the floor is the only reason it doesn’t go flying. Sofia isn’t all-human. One of her parents was a vampire. I’ve no damn clue how that works. Pretty sure I don’t wanna know.

		She’s a little stronger than the average person with better reflexes, but she doesn’t have any fangs and doesn’t get all blood-lusty, just regular-lusty. That she’s also six-foot-four doesn’t hurt when it comes to making her intimidating.

		“It’s good to see you,” she says as she unwraps the bandages protecting her knuckles. Her dark eyes look me up and down. She hasn’t changed a bit since the day we met with pale skin that looks as smooth as a teenager’s. Another one of those half-vampire perks: incredibly slow aging. Her hair is a beautiful silver and braided into a thick ponytail that reaches down to the middle of her back.

		Judging from the loose-fitting, midnight navy blue, silk blouse she’s wearing untucked and the khaki dress pants, she must have come straight in here after returning home. She’s at least taken off whatever dress shoes she’d been wearing to go barefoot.

		The place is littered with exercise equipment and loads of practice swords and real swords. She keeps one end of the room clear with a white training circle painted on the floor.

		“Good to see you, too,” I say before we peck each other on the cheek. Not that we haven’t engaged in much more intimate exchanges in years past. Things started off more like a mother-daughter relationship, but by the time I hit twenty-five, things took a different turn. I wouldn’t say we ever actually dated or were an item. “Friends” doesn’t even feel right. We just fucked.

		She steps back and hits me with this skeptical expression. Part of me fears she can tell about what’s going on between me and my Lady. Without voicing any accusations, she walks over to a nearby bench press and grabs a towel draped over it to wipe the sweat from her face.

		“You seem like you’re in a good mood.” The way she says that makes it sound like something unusual.

		“Is there a reason I shouldn’t be?”

		“The reason hasn’t been clear for years.” She tosses the towel aside and strolls through the training circle to the rack of swords covering most of the wall behind it. “You’ve had me worried. While it’s not unusual for a hunter to experience some burnout, most don’t get there as quickly as you did.”

		Shit. It’s gonna be one of those conversations. I’m not in the mood for the mother-daughter routine. It was mildly welcome when I was twenty, but now that I’m thirty-two, I’d rather play fuck buddies, if given the choice.

		She wanders up and down the row of swords, focused on the actual blades and not the wooden, practice ones. “We think your vampire has been working her way up and down the coast for years, but I’m not convinced.”

		“We” means Sofia’s computer geeks who analyze all the murders and assaults reported in the US to look for signs of monsters. They hit the money more often than not, so it’s odd she doesn’t trust their opinion on this one. “Why not?”

		Sofia answers with a playful glance over shoulder and crooks her finger in that “come hither” way.

		She tosses a rapier to me as I approach her. I snatch it out of the air by the hilt. “Really?”

		Instead of answering, she walks over to a small stereo where she’s got her phone docked. The slow seductive beat of the drums and electric piano from “Low Lays the Devil” pulses out of the speakers throughout the ballroom.

		Sofia grins as she struts to the beat of the music and enters the circle. She brings her rapier up to her face in a salute that’s one part elegant and five parts playful. The sight of her lithe body taunting me into the fight sends a flutter through me heart. Seems we aren’t playing the mother-daughter routine tonight, after all.

		I slip off my jacket and toss it to the floor outside the circle. Then I salute with my sword and even throw in a slight bow.

		We lunge at each other. The blades scrape in a violent exchange of blows. When the guards of our hilts crash against each other, she pushes me back with a laugh.

		I lose count of our parries, and before long, we’re both a sweaty mess. Sofia gets past my sword and slashes up the left side of my t-shirt. The cut stops short of the underside of my sleeve. She retreats with a satisfied chuckle.

		I curse as I inspect the damage. I should’ve known better than to wear one of my favorite t-shirts to meet with Sofia.

		“So we’re playing that game?”

		The music switches to Gemma Ray’s “There Must Be More Than This” as we lunge again. This time I know what we’re playing, and I’m happy to follow the rules. My strike slices off her right sleeve just below the shoulder. The silk sleeve slides down her arm to gather at her wrist.

		“Nice.” She points accusingly at me with her sword. “So first one topless?”

		I laugh, and we rejoin the fight. Within two minutes, she’s got me down to my sports bra and I’ve only managed to get half of her left sleeve and a slash that’s bared most of her back, exposing the strap of her black, lace bra. Having officially lost my favorite t-shirt to her, I’m determined to win this match.

		Our next parries crash even more violently against one another, and I can see the lust in her dark eyes. As we get more aggressive, we also get sloppier. When the opening appears, I slash up the center of her chest and the remnants of her dark blue shirt rip off, dangling from the tip of my rapier.

		I laugh as I fling her shirt off my sword to the floor. Her lace bra rudely covers most of her tits while offering a tantalizing view of what lies beneath.

		I taunt her with my sword to come at me again. I’m ready to finish this dance.

		When I charge at her, she spins around my attack and slaps me hard on the ass with the flat of her sword. I shriek as I jump forward, not having expected that.

		I turn around, determined to pay her back, but she’s waiting for me. Her sword slices up the center of my chest, mimicking my previous attack, and splits open my sports bra without drawing a single drop of blood. In the same move, she crushes herself up against me with the edge of her sword pressing against my throat. Our difference in height places her magnificent breasts just below my chin, and I can’t deny how distracting they are, despite her sword at my neck.

		She grabs the back of my head and pulls me into a kiss. The years fall away, along with our swords. I’m not troubled by coming in second in our duel. I undo her bra and bury my face in her tits, biting at her nipples. The rest of our clothes come off without any of the damage our tops suffered.

		Sofia might have bested me in the sword fight, but I’m determined to take her down with my naked body. I force her legs wide, priming her with my tongue gliding up and down her slit. Her juices coat my face. Then I grab her discarded rapier and slip the hilt into her, all the way up to the guard. She screams and bucks on it, and I know she’ll never be able to hold this weapon again without thinking of how I made her cunt climax on it.

		After she recovers, she gets to her feet and lifts me up, positioning my legs over her shoulders. My thighs wrap around her head as she pins me to the wall. My eyes roll back in my head as she licks at my pussy. I curse and scream as she makes cum.

		I don’t even notice when she lowers me down to the floor on my back.

		“We had a rookie hunter closing in on a vampire in Baltimore a few months ago,” Sofia says as she wipes off the sweat with her towel. “He chose not to wait on backup. By the time I got there, I found him in a condemned townhouse with his throat ripped out.”

		I roll over onto my side and cradle my head in my hand. “But you don’t think this is the same vampire. Why?”

		“They’d been working their way north along the east coast for a while, and we’re fairly certain they went to Philadelphia after that. If they’re in Juliette, they’re backtracking.” She slips on her pants as she watches me. I do enjoy the way her eyes study me in these moments after our fucking.

		“So what you’re saying is that you have no clue who the vampire in Juliette is.”

		She nods.

		“What about the name I gave you? The one on her credit card?”

		“Carmilla Drake? Not one we’ve seen yet, even as uncreative as it is.” Sofia walks over to her bra to pick it up. “We’re not seeing any property records associated with the name either. We’re working on hacking into her bank account to learn what we can, but that’s going to take a few more days.”

		I get up and my legs wobble as I stumble over to my discarded pants and panties to get them back on.

		“You couldn’t have just told me all this over the phone?” I fight the urge to cap off my complaint with ‘This meeting could have been an email.’

		Still holding her bra in her hand, she comes over to me, the two of us standing there in nothing but our pants. Her fingers twine with mine, and she brings my hand up to her lips to kiss them. “You’ve been avoiding me and everyone else. You’ve had me worried. Everything about you in the past few years has screamed something was wrong, and it’s a relief to finally see a spark of the old you back.”

		“Just a spark?” I put my best bluff into the words, just enough sarcasm and playfulness, hoping she won’t pick up on the reason for my improved mood.

		Within the next half hour, I’m on the road and heading south back to Juliette and my Lady. I do feel more alive than I have in years, and I can’t explain what tore me down so much. What I do know is that the seductive caress of my Lady’s mind against my own, the way she makes me want to kneel for her, is why my life has purpose again. My worst fear is that once I’ve found this vampire, she’ll just cast me aside, because she’ll no longer need me.
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		I tried to stay away longer, but the magic that fills Kaci’s spirit calls to me. Something I can’t define has shifted within her, and my curiosity itches to know what it is.

		My blood runs strongly through her veins. As much as I fed her, reading her thoughts should come as easily as turning the pages in a book, yet a fog veils the finer details I desire. There’s a secret to this one I’ve not yet uncovered, and that mystery drives me to pursue her all the more.

		That’s what brings me to the Green Witch this night.

		Concealing myself from her sight, I enter the bar shortly before nine o’clock and sit in the same place as I did during my first visit. If she wonders why no one is taking the table, she makes no indication. Our connection is strong enough that even with me cloaking myself from her eyes, it doesn’t guarantee she cannot sense me. Then I realize she’s simply so focused on serving drinks to these humans that she hasn’t a chance to notice the phantom tickles along the back of her neck. She’s in a shiny gold dress shirt, chaster than usual, save for how low she has it unbuttoned to offer a tantalizing hint of the dark red bra beneath.

		I consider waiting out the crowd, but my impatience wins.

		“Time to close,” I whisper too low for any of these humans to hear, but I know the words strike hard into Kaci’s mind by the way she suddenly stands straight, like some soldier jumping to attention.

		“I’m sorry.” Her voice cuts above the whispered conversations. “We need to close early tonight. Last call.”

		The way the announcement causes her to look just as puzzled as her customers is adorable. I’m tempted to use my influence to rush the others out of the bar, but the crowd was already winding down, even with the bar originally scheduled to close at eleven.

		The crowd finishes off their drinks and pays their tabs. One of the college-aged girls gives me an odd look as she and her three friends make their way out of the door, leaving me as the only “customer” in the business. It’s possible she’s simply distracted by my vibrant purple blouse, which I’ve left unbuttoned to reveal a scandalous amount of cleavage, enough to make it obvious I’m not wearing a bra. I blow her a kiss before the door closes, and when it does, Kaci locks the door and pulls the curtains. She turns to the bar to clean up, and that’s when I relax the illusion hiding me from her sight.

		Her eyes latch onto my reflection in the mirror.

		“Holy fuck!” She spins around, grabbing the front of the bar and leaning against it.

		“Hello, my pet.”

		She stares at me, her lips working without forming words, and then she glances back at the mirror behind the bar.

		“Yes, that bit of lore regarding reflections is, shall we say, nonsense.”

		I stand and approach her.

		“Leave me be,” she says between heavy, fear-driven breaths.

		“If you’d really wanted me to stay away, your soul would not have screamed so desperately for my dark kiss the past couple days.”

		I stop in front of her and trace her jawline with my fingertips. Her eyes flutter shut at that small tough of my flesh to hers. The best part is that I’ve not even pressed my will down on her yet.

		“Your hunger for this is what drew me tonight.” My words partly open her eyes, hooded with lust and something more.

		“That’s a lie.” But even as Kaci says the words, she knows the true lie is her own.

		“What is it you hide in your eyes and heart?” I take my time unbuttoning her shirt, exposing more of her dark red bra and taut stomach beneath it. “Why does your spirit yearn for me so desperately even as your mind resists?”

		As I part her shirt, she whimpers with need as my fingers caress her body.

		I lean in and whisper into her ear, but the words also hammer into her mind. “Tell me why.”

		The moans my command pull out of her make me purr. I too know what it’s like to have a more powerful being force their way into my thoughts. The intimacy of the connection sets the heart pounding and the lungs aching for air. Even as strong as our connection is, her answer isn’t one I expect.

		“Guilt!”

		I jerk her shirt off and toss it aside. “So am I to be your confessor or your punisher?”

		She gasps as I rake my fangs across her bosom without drawing her blood. Her chest thrusts against my teeth, as if eager to let me feast. “I took another,” she says.

		I pull back but place the pointed fingernail of my index finger beneath her chin. With the subtlest of movements, I draw her eyes to mine. When I step backwards, she follows.

		“Is that all? I’m willing to share as long as you keep me first in your darkest devotions.”

		Her eyes widen in fascination, drowning in my gaze. “No, I enslaved her mind.”

		Yes, I’ve sensed some magic in her, but I didn’t take it for the real thing, merely the strength of her presence. Just what manner of being have I bitten into?

		“You think I would disapprove?”

		“I don’t approve!”

		A shadow of guilt scratches at the back of my own mind, but that taint to my blood dismisses it. Those invasive thoughts remind me how much I hunger and need the distraction from this dance of wills.

		We ascend into the shadows of the stairs, leading up to her bedroom. Her gaze stays locked on mine the entire way as I take the steps backwards.

		“And you think I am to be your punishment for this sin?”

		“Yes. No.”

		Oh, now that is an intriguing answer. “Say what you want, my pet.”

		“I want to forget what I’ve done to her.”

		Moonlight cutting in through the windows greets us in her room.

		“I can take away your pain. For a while.” I kiss her, nibbling at her lower lip with my fangs. “Replace it with lust and pleasure enough to drown all the sins of the world.”

		She answers my kiss with a shudder before leaning in to deepen the embrace, but I pull away. Just as my fingertip kept her following me, it now holds her back.

		The blood running through her screams for me to drink, but I restrain my urge. “You have to say it. Beg for it.”

		She teeters upon my finger, struggling to catch her breath. “Please.” She swallows. “Please make me forget, make me mindless enough to forget the guilt. Please!”

		“If you’re going to beg, you must do more than that. What shall you give me in return?”

		“I’ll give myself to you completely tonight.” Her breath catches, as if she can’t believe she’s offered so much. “You can have me, but don’t harm the one I’ve claimed. Don’t make me hurt her.”

		I pull my index finger away from her chin and hold my hand in the air between us. “You know what to do.” I slice my thumbnail through the tip of my index finger. Several beads of blood burst free and dance in place before they start to slide down my slender digit. The blood never reaches my palm. The scent of my dark magic causes Kaci’s eyes to flutter shut. She leans forward with her mouth open. My finger slides past her eager lips, and her tongue runs up and down it. As she tastes my red darkness, she utters the most shameless groan.

		That she’s chosen to deepen our connection makes it even more thrilling for me. The fresh infusion let’s me fill her mind with my desires, pushing all else aside. I should seek answers, how she has enslaved another. I’m eager to play, though. We have all night, so those answers can keep a little longer.

		As I pull my finger from her mouth, she licks at her lips in the desperate hope to capture any smears of my blood that might have escaped her tongue the first time.

		“Are you ready to serve me?”

		Her eyes open wide and vacant. “Yes, Mistress.”

		I walk behind her and unclasp her bra. Pushing it off, I reach around and grope her breasts. Her nipples are hard as pebbles as I roll them between my fingers.

		“Pets have no need for clothes.”

		She recognizes the statement is a command. With a breathy, “Yes, Mistress,” she slips off her shoes and removes her jeans and thong.

		I brush her crown of red hair back as if to braid it, but instead, I move back in front of her. The emptiness in her gaze pulls a hungry growl out of me. My hold upon her mind is a drug, giving her a high unlike any pharmaceutical could dare achieve. In this moment, her world focuses on one thing, the need to obey me. Her memories dissolve to the two of us.

		“That’s right, my pet. Nudity is obedience, but this,” I reach into my coat and pull out a strip of red leather with a gold clasp to dangle it in front her blank face, “this is devotion.”

		“Yes, Mistress.”

		As she puts the choker around her neck and clicks the clasp together, I’m the one shamelessly moaning.

		I draw in closer and slip my hands around her throat, just above where the leather choker rests. My lips brush against her own as I say, “You will never remove this, my pet.”

		“Yes, Mistress. Never remove it.” Despite the emptiness of her gaze and her words, her pelvis thrusts towards me, eager for my attention.

		I reward her, just a little, as my fingers reach between her legs and caress her warm, eager lips. She thrusts against my touch, hungry for my fingers to pierce her body, but she has more tasks to earn that.

		“Undress me, my pet.”

		“Yes, Mistress.”

		In the past, I’ve enjoyed a household of servants to do this for me, but there is something sensual in one woman attending to my whims. Kaci walks behind me and slips off my coat. She hangs it on the railing to her stairs.

		“Stay back there as you unbutton my blouse.”

		“Yes, Mistress.”

		I can feel her pert nipples press against my back through my silk shirt. I decided to live dangerously tonight, wearing the bright purple top instead of my usual black, fully expecting to take it off before I drink my new pet’s blood.

		“Explore my body as you undress me.” I leave the command vague, curious to see how she responds.

		Her right hand begins to undo the buttons, not that there are many for her to deal with. I left most of them undone to reveal a deep “V” of my pale flesh. Her left hand tugs on the shirt to expose my left breast and grope it. I moan as she lightly pinches my nipple.

		She licks my shoulder before her teeth graze my flesh.

		“Have you enjoyed dreaming of me, my pet?”

		“Yes, Mistress,” she whispers as she leaves a trail of kisses along my throat and pulls my blouse free of my pants and tosses it onto the railing with my coat.

		“And how often have you dreamt of me?”

		She moans as the memories of those dreams fuel her lust to grope at my breasts and kiss my back. “Every time I sleep, Mistress.”

		It’s so easy to lose myself in this dance, to let her worship my body, but I’ve another question for her as she unbuttons my black pants and unzips them. She whimpers with a growing hunger for me to give her body the same kind of attention as she now provides mine.

		“Do you remember what I told you before I left you the other night?”

		“Yes, Mistress.”

		There’s a pause as she moves in front of me and drops to her knees. She pulls down my pants and undergarments, helping me step out of them before she sets them aside. Then she nuzzles my thigh, her tongue snaking to lick her way up the inside of my leg.

		I reach down and grab a handful of her bright red hair. “And what did I tell you?”

		“To touch myself and cum as I fantasize of my Mistress.”

		“And have you?”

		“Many times, Mistress.”

		Her words pull a needy groan out of me as I pull her face to my crotch. Her tongue knows what to do, gliding up and down my wet flower. My legs quiver as I press her in tightly to me. Her skill takes me by surprise, and my eyes roll back in my head. I want to drop to the floor on my back and let her lick me into a mindless stupor of delight, but that would require letting her stop for a moment, which I can’t bring myself to do. So I stand there, trapped in a battle of discomfort and bliss, unsure which will prevail. Then she reaches around my waist, hugging me to her, making it a little easier to stay upright. Both of my hands grip her head.

		“Don’t stop!” The need for her isn’t something I expected, nor the desperation for what she can offer me. It’s moving beyond lust, and a dark corner of my mind warns me to end this before my desire for her can flourish into an infatuation. There is something to her as addictive for me as my blood is for her.

		Between licks, she gasps out “Yes, Mistress!”

		Her words heighten my lust, and as she bathes my clitoris in her kiss, the universe explodes within my mind. I hear the scream, a cry of unfettered delight, before I realize the scream is mine. I feel as if she’s quickened something dead within me. The sensation leaves me dumbstruck as my body shivers in the throes of ecstasy.

		As my mind clears, I pull Kaci’s head back to meet her vacant gaze. Even without a hint of coherent thought passing across her face, there’s no missing her heavy breathing and the rise of her breasts, glistening with her sweat in the moonlight. Her tongue licks my juices from her lips, awakening my other hunger.

		“Stay on your knees, my pet.”

		“Yes, Mistress.” She gapes up at me as I stagger back.

		There is something about her, something I haven’t deciphered. She’s is no more natural a thing than I. I must know, but now, I need her blood more than the truth.

		I grin down at her, my fangs on full display. “Are you enjoying your enslavement?”

		“Yes, Mistress.” A hint of surprise sneaks into her expression, as if caught off guard by her own answer.

		I chuckle as I consider her body, dressed only in that choker of devotion. “Then I shall reward you, my pet. Tell me where you want me to bite you first. What is your most depraved wish for my kiss?”

		Her blank eyes widen with her growing arousal. “Between my legs, Mistress.” As if to emphasize how desperate she is for it, she spreads her thighs and repeatedly thrusts her prize towards me.

		I kneel and press my splayed fingers against the center of her chest, pushing her down onto her back.

		“By the end of this night, you will belong more deeply to me than you have to any other or ever will.”

		“Yes, Mistress.”

		I grip the insides of her thighs and push them apart. “You must learn your mantra, my pet.”

		“My mantra?” She whimpers, writhing within my grip as her lusts for me cloud her mind in a red fog.

		“If you wish me to please you,” I say as I rub her inner thighs, sliding my fingers up and down her warm flesh, “you must cry out your devotion to me. You will belong to me: your body, your heart, your soul, your mind. I will give you complete enslavement, and you will worship me with love for it and me.”

		I’ve only desired one other this desperately, and the loss still makes me ache. It’s why I can’t resist. A mistake? I know it is, but I want this delicious vixen’s cries of adoration to quicken the dead joy in me for what was once lost.

		“Say it, my pet. Say your new mantra.”

		“I,” she hesitates and that she can still show any resistance only escalates my longing for her.

		Then I run my tongue along the inside of her thigh, down towards her aching flower, but stopping short of it, even as the scent of her lust makes me lick my lips.

		“Say your mantra, Kaci,” I grin as I lick that narrow space between her thigh and the place she aches.

		She groans her desperation for more than a mere flick of my tongue. “Yes, Mistress!”

		I kiss her thigh again, but closer to her knee as a promise to draw closer to her ultimate desire as she vows more of herself to me.

		“I—I belong to you, Mistress.”

		I kiss lower along her inner thigh. “More, my pet. Deepen your devotion.”

		“My—body belongs to Mistress.”

		I swirl my tongue along her thigh and nibble at it without drawing blood.

		“I’m your slave, Mistress. Use me! Drink me!”

		I nuzzle against the inside of her leg, licking her sweet sweat and inhaling the scent of her sex.

		“I—I—I will do anything you wish. Everything!” She grips her own breasts, pinching her nipples. “Whatever you command!”

		My tongue circles her flower.

		“Mistress owns me!” She humps against my kiss as my tongue glides against the insides of her folds. “Mistress rules me!”

		My fangs tease her aroused flesh, careful not to cut her, not yet.

		“I am your slave, Mistress! Belong to you! My heart! My mind! My soul! My blood! Yours!”

		I bury my fangs into her inner thigh. Her blood gushes from her artery, across my tongue, and fills me with her life. Kaci grabs my head by my hair, clinging desperately for me to drink deeply.

		“I belong to you, Mistress!” Her body convulses against me as the climax takes her.

		I lick the bite shut, lest I take too much. Even as Kaci moans in semi-lucid delight, my body slithers up over her, planting gentle kisses across her hot flesh. Her body jolts as I grip her nipple within my lips before making my way to whisper in her ear.

		“The more you speak your mantra, the more you will mean it until the words are stamped upon your very being and define you more than your own name.”

		Her voice comes out in a blank whisper. “Yes, Mistress.”

		I plan to make her speak and scream her mantra many times tonight.

		

	
		Chapter Six: Chase
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		Even though I left Sofia’s at eight, leaving me plenty of time to get back before the Green Witch closes, I drive my Charger hard down the interstate. How I avoid any state troopers pulling me over is beyond me, but I won’t complain. I make it back to Juliette a few minutes before ten.

		Earlier today, my Lady gave me a key to go in the back door so I don’t have to park on the street. Reaching the back alley requires driving past the front of the bar, though. The Green Witch shouldn’t close for another hour, but as the business comes into view, it’s clear the place isn’t open.

		I slam the pedal to the floor. The engine roars as I race to get to the back alley. If my key worked on the front door, I’d have run in that way. Not an option, though.

		As soon as I slide the Charger into the space next to my Lady’s blue compact, I grab my sword from the backseat.

		I sprint for the back door and unlock it, then push it open as quietly as possible. I needn’t have bothered with my attempt at stealth, because my Lady’s orgasmic cries from the floor above will certainly cover my approach.

		As I climb the stairs with my sword drawn, I hear her more clearly.

		“I’m your slave, Mistress! My blood and body belong to Mistress!”

		Even as I fight down the fear I’m too late, I can’t deny the way her raw passion distracts me as I imagine what she must look like in this moment. Her cries tumble out in a ramble of sex-fueled urgency. Fending off that intoxicating image is as difficult as walking straight after ten shots of tequila.

		My imagination doesn’t prepare me for the sight of my Lady sprawled across her floor. Her body writhes as she arches her back and her fingers crush her breasts together. The dark-haired vampire’s face is buried between her legs as my Lady continues to cry out her inane litany of worship for the beast feeding on her.

		As entwined as they are, I don’t dare risk a swing with my sword. I tackle the vampire, ripping her free of my Lady. It’s a mad scramble of swinging limbs, as we fight to get control of the other. Before I can lock her in a choke hold, the vampire springs to her feet, snatching her coat from the stair railing and racing down.

		“My Lady!” I run to her side. She blinks as her eyes find me, staring up at me in confusion as the grip of the vampire’s enthrallment fades from her mind.

		I see the bite marks on her inner thigh, but they’ve been sealed shut. She isn’t bleeding, so I run after the vampire.

		She runs out the back of the bar as I scramble down the stairs and pursue her into the alley. Her black coat flaps like a cape as I chase her through the shadows.

		Despite her speed, she’s not superhuman fast. I catch up to her and tackle her to the ground. We tumble apart and both scramble to our feet. She hisses with a show of fangs as I raise my sword.

		Then our eyes meet.

		I should look away before she can use the opportunity of our fixed gazes to cast an illusion into my thoughts, but I freeze, overcome by something I can’t define. One look at her face, and a crack in my mind that was already there splits wide.

		The vampire goes stock still, too. Her eyes widen, not in fear or rage. The best way I can describe her expression is disbelief.

		She whispers one word. “Chase?”

		Then she stands straight and vanishes, having cast an illusion to make her invisible to me. I hear the sounds of her footfalls as she races away, but I can’t see her. I should keep after her, but my body stumbles back towards the Green Witch.

		My sword clatters to the floor as I trip through the back door. I drop to my knees and grab the sides of my head. It’s as if a dam has broken. Tears run down my face as an avalanche of emotions rushes free. I collapse to the floor, sobbing as I’m drowned in memories, no longer forgotten or denied.

		

	
		Chapter Seven: Chase
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		My mind tumbles down until it lands on a memory from four years ago.

		I arrive in Atlanta a little before ten at night. Even without the sun, the summer heat forces me to ditch my leather jacket as I get out of my car. That turns out to be a smart choice, because the inside of the Red Raven nightclub is hotter than the asphalt outside, thanks to the collective body heat and bright lights. The place is packed with people in their twenties, like me. Compared to how most of the women are dressed, I look like I crawled out of bed in my black tank top and blue jeans.

		I still draw a few admiring eyes as I wander through the place until I reach a booth near the back, separated by a set of curtains that glow bright blue, courtesy of a black light. A vampire has been making a spectacle of themselves down here, leaving more than a half dozen drained bodies in obscene poses and in very public places. My contact is supposed to meet me here.

		When I push the curtain aside, I see a pale woman in a black, silk top unbuttoned dangerously low. Bright red lips curl into a predatory smile. I know a vampire when I see one, and while I normally wouldn’t associate with their kind, she’s the one I’m here to see.

		“The rabbit runs fastest when hunted,” I say, remembering the code phrase I was told to use.

		“Oh, we’re actually bothering with that.” She picks up one of two glasses filled with what must be red wine, judging from the way the liquid shifts within the glass when she sips it. Looking over the rim, she says with obvious amusement, “And the hunter is most reckless and dangerous when hungry.”

		Having delivered her pass phrase, the vampire slides over to make room in the round booth for me. Despite the bright lights flashing within the club, this part is only lit by the glow of the black light directed towards the curtains and three stout candles on the table.

		Her eyes grope me, not that I can criticize. I can’t help but lose myself in just how beautiful she is. When people imagine a vampire: a creature of seduction, she’s what people fantasize offering their neck to.

		She slides the second wine glass towards me.

		I push it back. “I’ll pass.”

		Her smile widens, not bothering to hide her fangs. “You don’t trust me?”

		“No.” Despite my best efforts, I smile back at her. “Don’t bother suggesting you trust me.”

		She shrugs, and the way it shifts her open shirt causes my breath to catch.

		“So,” she says as she continues to study me, “we are to work together to find this killer.”

		“That’s what our superiors have agreed to, although, I’m surprised you vampires can’t handle this yourselves.”

		“We could, but the Queens want to send a message. Too many newborns are getting out of hand and need to be reminded that the old ways are the best ways.”

		I laugh, not bothering to hide my opinion of her kind’s so-called “old ways.”

		A server slips through the curtains with an empty tray. Her white dress shirt glows like purple neon as she stands in the black light. “Do you ladies need anything?”

		The vampire raises her glass of red wine. “Oh, I’m fine.”

		“Whiskey neat,” I say. “Johnnie Walker, if you got it.”

		“Of course.”

		Before the server can duck out, the vampire adds, “Put her drink on my tab.”

		The server nods and then slips back out.

		“Thanks.”

		“You can buy the next round.”

		We sit in silence, studying each other. Once my whiskey arrives, I take a sip and nod to the server to assure her I like it. Then she slips back out.

		“The old ways?” I swirl the whiskey around in my glass. “Just what would that be? You can play with and torture your food, but don’t kill it?”

		“I never do anything to my prey that they don’t want. I find there’s very little women don’t want to do with me.”

		Considering how much time my eyes have spent in her cleavage, I don’t doubt that’s true. A body like hers could make the straightest woman bend. If I didn’t have to worry about ending up a few quarts short of full, I’d be tempted to find out just how much she’s willing to do without that shirt.

		I take another long sip of my whiskey, savoring that smooth burn along my throat.

		“So what is your name?” she asks.

		I know better than to offer her my real name. “I’m Natalie.”

		She shakes her head and chuckles. “That’s not your name.” Then she leans closer, her dark brown eyes boring into me. She speaks again, but this time, the words echo deep into my mind. “What is your real name?”

		My heart flutters. It’s as if the world tilts, and the part of me that knows I shouldn’t give up anything about myself to this vampire pours out of my ear. “My name,” I say the words, but it’s as if I’m hearing someone else speak them, “is Cheshire Sharpe.”

		I can barely breathe as I stare at her. How is she even more beautiful when I know what she’s just done? My body shivers as my hand slips between my legs to shamelessly rub myself, consumed with a lust unlike anything I’ve ever known.

		“You had the server slip your blood into my whiskey.”

		She stares at me in fascination, head tilting to the side as she watches me. “You aren’t accustomed to giving up control, are you?”

		“No.” I almost moan the word.

		She slithers up next to me. The desire filling me for her has me more intoxicated than if I’d downed the entire bottle of whiskey. Screaming, which no one will hear above the boom of the dance music, I lunge at her. It’s not an embrace. I grab her by the throat and shoulder as I shove her back against the booth.

		“Stop it!” I shout at her, even as the sensation of her touch on my mind makes me drench my underwear.

		The vampire licks her lips, making a show of her fangs in the process.

		“My name,” she says as she struggles for breath, “is Anastasia, but you won’t tell your superiors that.” Her voice echoes in my mind again. “Will you?”

		Hard as I try, I can’t stop myself from speaking the answer she wants. “I won’t—I won’t—I won’t tell them your name.”

		“My, you are strong.” She touches my face, and I almost cum in my pants. “I’m sorry, but the Queens insisted I force your discretion. They don’t mind working with you and your hunters, but they also don’t like sharing all of our secrets to those with the skills to murder our kind.”

		Then she speaks again, but her lips don’t move. “I won’t tell my superiors your name either. Is that acceptable?”

		“How?”

		She places her fingers to my lips to silence me. “Think your answer, and I will hear you. This will make it easier for us to communicate without fear of others overhearing us.”

		I relax my grip on her throat and lean back. My body squirms, desperate for her touch. “And that’s all that this is?” Then I catch myself and think my next words. “A way for us to speak covertly?”

		She smirks. “Unless you’d like it to be more.”

		

		* * *

		

		We spend the next week searching for the one responsible for the killings. As soon as Ana learns of the dump of a hotel (actually, she calls it “a glorified outhouse with a bed”) the hunters put me in, she insists on getting us a two-bedroom suite in a hotel that looks expensive enough to bankrupt Fort Knox.

		Thanks to Ana’s ability to mind-whammy people, one of the detectives assigned to the murders eagerly agrees to hand over copies of the reports to us. She meets us in the parking lot at Sweetwater Creek State Park west of the city, just after sunset and places the paperwork in Ana’s hands, lost in the vampire’s gaze. She’s shorter than I am with her black hair pulled into a tight bun. Despite being so short, she’s built with plenty of muscles that even her business suit can’t hide. Still doesn’t make her that intimidating.

		Ana pulls her close and kisses her. “Thank you, my pet,” she whispers to her as she brushes a strand of the detective’s hair behind her ear.

		I stay out of the way, leaning against the side of my car with my arms crossed. Even an hour after sunset, the summer heat makes me sweat so much that I’m in danger of reducing to a pile of dust. Come to think of it, that would be an ironic way for a vampire hunter to die.

		“Now, be a good girl,” Ana says to the enraptured detective, “and go home and forget ever meeting me and my friend and that you gave anyone copies of these reports.”

		The detective’s eyes widen and her breath catches as Ana’s commands reshape her thoughts. “Yes, Mistress.” The way she says that makes it sound more like, “Please fuck me senseless and drain me dry.” Even as she walks back to her car, the detective steals as many looks at Ana as possible before driving away.

		“Did you enjoy the show?” Ana grins like a panther after feasting on a gazelle.

		“Not particularly,” I say as she hands over the files.

		“Jealous?” Ana teases.

		“Funny.”

		I turn away to hide my scowl. Jealous? Watching the way that cop practically melted in Ana’s arms made me wet as fuck. I place the paperwork on the floorboard behind the driver seat.

		“I would have expected a cop to put up more resistance. You never even slipped her a drop of your blood.”

		Ana laughs as she climbs into the passenger seat. “Please, police and soldiers are all so easy to control. They’re trained to obey orders.”

		I avoid looking at her as I crank up the car. “Well, I’m sure her being gay helped.”

		“Gay?” Ana looks at me, an eyebrow arched suggesting she’s completely baffled by that. “Her? No, she’s definitely straight. Well, maybe not now.”

		“A woman cop, and she wasn’t gay?” She’s full of shit.

		She laughs again, and it’s obvious she isn’t laughing at me. It’s as if she truly does enjoy the banter. “I promise. She really is straight.”

		“Don’t you mean ‘was’?” I smirk at her as I back out of our parking space and drive for our hotel where we split up the files and start digging through them.

		The killer must discard the victims’ cell phones, because none of them have yet to be recovered. My first thought is that the vampire must make contact with the victims ahead of time and wants to dispose of the evidence, but the phone logs don’t suggest they traded any text messages or phone calls. That doesn’t rule out messages sent through some form of social media, but that’s not as easy to dig into without leaving fingerprints that might misdirect the police our way. I’d prefer not to test the limits of Ana’s hypnotic gaze.

		Instead, I get Sofia’s computer geeks to check the cell towers the victims’ phones hit off of on the night of their abductions so I can compare it with the transactions from their debit and credit cards. The cell tower data arrives early Sunday evening before Ana and I have had a chance to chat. I notice the only male victim bought drinks at a downtown nightclub called Horizons on the date he went missing. None of the women made any helpful purchases that night, nothing beyond convenience stores and gas stations. Their phones all hit off the same cell towers, though, suggesting they were in roughly the same part of downtown Atlanta. That’s when it hits me. What if the women were all at Horizons, too? What if they didn’t buy anything because other people bought their drinks for them as a way to flirt? We need to see if the nightclub uses security cameras and get a look at the video for any of the other victims.

		“Ana?” I think her name, wishing for her to hear my thought. Much as it pains me, she’s been right about the convenience of communicating this way. Especially when we’ve checked the local clubs at night, the telepathy cuts through the dance music so we don’t have to yell.

		When Ana doesn’t answer my call, I try again, but there’s still no answer.

		Getting frustrated, I hop off my bed in my t-shirt and pajama pants and head over to Ana’s bedroom in our suite. The door is cracked open, so I knock on the door frame.

		“Hey, did you not hear me?” I ask as I push the door open.

		I find her standing outside her bathroom door in a black silk robe that clings to her body in a way that suggests that’s all she’s wearing. She stops drying her hair with a towel and steps over to me smirking.

		“Planet Earth to Chase?”

		“What?”

		“I asked you what you needed.” Her brows pinch in towards each other as my silence continues a beat longer. What I needed when I came in here was to talk to her, but at the moment, what I need is a fucking orgasm to clear my thoughts. Her body is so damn distracting, and it makes me think of that detective.

		I clear my throat. “Sorry. I think I’ve found something helpful.” I tell her about the nightclub and cell towers.

		“The nightclub is closed tonight, but if we can find someone in their office, we could dig through their security camera recordings.”

		“Excellent.” Her eyes narrow on me again. “There’s something else?”

		At the moment, I wish I was wearing some nightwear more impressive than a t-shirt and pajama pants. I’ve nothing to make myself look half as enticing as her in that robe. Dammit, why am I wanting to look better for her? This is insane.

		“You didn’t answer me when I tried to call you.” I point a finger at my head. “I tried to do the thing, and you didn’t respond.”

		She gets a far off look in her eyes as she tilts her head. So often, Ana uses her sense of humor to flirt. I don’t think she realizes how sexy she is when she’s taking things seriously.

		“My blood has, how shall I say, burned out.” She shrugs as if to apologize. “When I said I put a drop of my blood in your drink at the club, I literally meant a single drop. The queens might have insisted on it, but I didn’t want to invade you any more than necessary.”

		“Oh.” I nod. That I’m disappointed by this news catches me off guard.

		“Chase, we don’t need to worry about it. For what it’s worth, I trust you. I understand the queens’ concerns, but I don’t think they’re warranted with you.”

		“No!” The way I blurt that out surprises me. I take a second to knock down my emotions before I say anything else. “I mean, it has been useful.”

		She smiles to me, and that a woman with fangs can look so sweet is unexpected. If you’d rather have me put a few drops in a drink, we can get something or if you just want to get it over with…?” She raises her hand and then hesitates. Her smile fades as her eyes cast downward. She presses her thumbnail against her index finger.

		“Sure, we can just go ahead and do that.” My voice shakes as I say it. I hope she doesn’t notice, and I realize how stupid a thought that is given the superhuman hearing vampires possess. “We can just take care of it now.”

		She meets my eyes again and then slices through the tip of her index finger. The tiny drop of undiluted blood appears. I hesitate but then the blood starts to slide down her finger, so I rush forward before it drips to the floor. My body jolts from the sensation of the blood touching the tip of my tongue. Fuck! I didn’t expect it to hit this hard, but my head spins. I linger like that, riding a high that makes me see stars even with my eyes closed.

		“Chase,” Ana says in a whisper. Then she says it again, but I hear it in my mind. “Chase.”

		That knocks a little sense into me. I’m gripping her forearm in a death grip with her finger deep in my mouth. My tongue glides across her finger as I suck on it. I realize she’d stopped bleeding a while ago. How long was I lavishing her finger with my mouth?

		She pulls her finger from my mouth, the tip bouncing against my lower lip on the way out. I let out a long breath. “Fuck,” I whisper, the word coming out of me in slow motion.

		“Are you all right?”

		She’s so close now. I didn’t realize we’d pressed together, but her free arm is wrapped around my back. Probably the only reason my legs didn’t give out.

		“Chase, are you all right?”

		I nod and offer a weak smile. No, I’m not all right. I want to kiss her lips and rip off her robe. Not giving into that desire requires far more restraint than it should. It’s like staying upright with a tidal wave crashing on top of me.

		“Of course,” I say. “I’m fine.”

		I tell myself the urge to make love to her is simply the natural reaction of her vampire blood enthralling me, but I don’t believe that.

		Shit.

		

		* * *

		

		In the week that follows, we find the Horizons’ club manager. Ana does her magic to make him give us a copy of his video for the past month, which includes three of the nights people were abducted. The video only shows the front steps of the club, catching people’s faces as they walk inside. Going out only shows their backsides, but it doesn’t matter.

		We start with the night the man was abducted and killed. As soon as the vampire enters the club, Ana and I know we’ve found him. He looks about twenty-five with slicked-back brown hair and wearing a dark yellow 1970’s refugee of a shirt showing off enough chest hair to make a person’s eyes vomit.

		Me? I just know a vamp when I see them. Once you’ve dealt with enough of them, spotting them becomes second nature. Ana, though?

		“Grayson.” She snarls, an honest-to-fucking-god snarl. “He’s an old vampire, at least five centuries old.”

		Just to be sure, we check the two other nights of video. He shows up again, as well as the two women who were killed on those nights.

		“So much for it being one of the younger ones misbehaving.” I don’t bother hiding my teasing tone. I get a smile out of her, though. “Is he a friend of yours?”

		She barks out a laugh. “We’ve crossed paths a few times, he and I. The first was one time too many. Only reason I’m willing to do it again is for the purpose of making certain it’s the last time.”

		Finding the rogue vampire’s home only requires a phone call. Grayson has more than once suggested he’d like a chance at turning Ana straight and doesn’t require any prodding to extend her an invitation to visit.

		His mansion is in Atlanta’s northern suburbs. It’s a large estate, the kind of space few can afford, with no neighbors close enough to hear anyone’s screams from inside the house.

		When Ana and I arrive on his doorstep two nights later, she introduces me as her favorite plaything. Little surprise, he doesn’t object to inviting both of us into his home.

		We start “playing” as soon as we cross the threshold. The element of surprise lets us get the first few strikes, me with my sword and Anastasia with her razor-sharp fingernails.

		The fight only last a couple of minutes, but it’s enough for him to get a few shots in on us, too. Getting close enough to slice off Grayson’s head exposes my stomach, and his own deadly fingernails strike the opening. At the same time, Anastasia drives a steel spike through his back and into his heart.

		Blood pours out of me. Anastasia picks me up and carries me to one of the mansion’s bedrooms.

		“There’s no time to get you to a hospital,” she says. “If you take more of my blood, you’ll be able to heal.”

		I cough and taste my own blood. “I don’t want to be a vampire.”

		“I won’t give you nearly enough for that, and I’d never force that on you.” She pulls her black turtleneck off and throws it to the floor. “But if we don’t do this right now, becoming a vampire or dying will be the only options left to you.”

		“Surprised you don’t want to let me die, now that we’ve dealt with tall, dark, and semi-ancient.” She doesn’t need me anymore. The job is done.

		“You damn well know why I’m doing this.” She smiles to me, and even with her fangs visible, it’s a sweet expression. How can anyone be this beautiful and still be a monster? Is she a monster? I’ve come to question that, because she isn’t what I expected.

		I nod to her.

		Anastasia slices through her left wrist with her other hand’s fingernails and offers it to me. Even with the pain of my wounds, the second her blood touches my tongue, my eyes roll back in my head. I once chased a pair of muscle relaxers with a shot of tequila. Even that doesn’t compare to this. The pain to my stomach remains, but reduced to a nagging annoyance. Then I see her bite into her right wrist and hold the wound over my stomach, letting her blood spill into my injury.

		An orgasm rips through my body; her blood is that fucking good. The pain somehow makes it that much better and more intense. My mouth breaks free of her wrist as I cry out, but as soon as the typhoon of delight ends, her wrist returns to my mouth to suckle from it.

		“That’s it, Chase,” she speaks into my mind, her voice never clearer in my thoughts, as if they’re my own. “Take all that you need, but you need to let me in. Let my mind roam free until you’re healed, so I can direct my blood where you need it to go.”

		I hump at the air, wishing she was there between my legs. I purr as my mind’s defenses open as wide as an ocean to let her swim in it.

		Submitting to her is the greatest feeling I’ve ever known, and I want more. I want her. Even better, I can feel just how much she wants me.

		The wound heals, but even as she stops offering me her blood, our bodies only grow more entangled. We rip our clothes from one another as we fuck ourselves senseless on the blood-soaked bed sheets.

		Ana’s mind runs freely through my own as I lick her cunt. Each time I bring her to orgasm, she forces the sensation of her body exploding with bliss into my mind, causing me to cum with her. That only entices me to make her keep cumming.

		I’ve spent years training myself to stay in control, but surrendering to her is the greatest joy I’ve ever tasted.

		By the time we pause, lying next to each other, I stare up at the ceiling in mindless euphoria as she strokes my pussy with her fingers. My weary hips jerk with each stroke.

		“I usually have women calling me Mistress by this point,” Ana whispers warmly into my ear.

		I moan. “Mistress.” The word feels like melted chocolate on my tongue, and it’s so good, I say it again. “Mistress.”

		She keeps stroking my pussy, and with each stroke, I keep saying it.

		“Mistress. Mistress. Mistress!”

		She kisses me on the ear, licks it, and then whispers. “I love you, Chase.”

		My response is immediate. “I love you, Mistress.”

		I do love her. I’m not sure when it started, but it wasn’t tonight. I feel it deep in my soul, a desperate vacancy in my life that only she could ever occupy.

		In the weeks that follow, we rendezvous in secret. She feeds me her blood and then fucks my body as I let her play with my mind. No matter how often we do it, the time is never enough. My need for her only strengthens the desire to submit to my lover and Mistress.

		

	
		Chapter Eight: Anastasia
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		For most of my three centuries, I often enjoyed many servants to attend to me, but losing Chase shattered my heart like a fragile wine glass. I’ve sought solitude in my homes, no matter how large they might be.

		Insane and conflicting thoughts war within me. Even jealousy that my new slave has herself enslaved the woman I loved more than any other. Rage seethes the most, though. I draw a hot bath and slip into its waters, as if that might somehow quicken the cold of my undead body.

		I lean my head back against the round edge of the clawfoot bathtub and remember the one I hate the most, the one who tainted me and forced me to reject my love.

		

		* * *

		

		Four years ago…

		One doesn’t refuse an invitation from a vampire queen… even if she is well-known to be an unreasonable bitch. It’s not that it’s simply rude, but failure to show can lead to some extreme punishments, even when they aren’t the unreasonable bitch variety.

		So when I receive the phone call from Vivianne’s servant to meet with her in Charleston the next evening at midnight, with no explanation provided, I still make certain to head straight there and be a half hour early. It’s not that there’s any chance she’ll meet me as soon as I arrive. On the contrary, she’ll make me wait no matter what time I reach her estate. The later I get there, the longer she’ll make me wait.

		Her home sits on a large plot of land along the Wando River. I’m sure the view at sunrise is spectacular, but since I have a tendency to catch on fire in sunlight, I’ll settle for the nighttime view. The house looks like one of the old plantation mansions on the outside, but an up close look as I climb the front steps gives away that it’s too new to have ever looked out upon the 19th century.

		The inside only makes it more obvious this place probably didn’t exist in the 20th century either. The reddish hardwood floors shine so that I wouldn’t be surprised if her servants lick them clean each morning. Every chair in the parlor, where I’m told to wait, is covered in white velvet. Those new to the vampire world might mistake white furniture and clothing as a sign there’s no threat of being attacked in such a setting, but the older and savvier among us recognize this as a power move. It says they don’t care if they get blood on their furniture and clothes; they can simply replace them in less than five minutes after making a mess from killing you.

		I provide the contrast, dressed in a black satin dress and matching stiletto high heels that cost me thousands. The plunging neckline and deep slit of the sleek mermaid skirt have drawn many a prey to my fangs.

		The room itself offers nothing but a view of the front of the estate. I left my phone in my car to resist the temptation. If I were to entertain myself with the rectangular device, I’ve no doubt “Queen Viv” is the sort to test the limits of my phone’s battery power. Even so, it’s still almost a half hour after midnight by the time her servant returns.

		Before the pretty young thing enters the parlor, I smell her coming. It’s not her scent that alerts me, though. No, the unmistakable aroma of blood catches my attention.

		The servant, a mortal woman likely in her early twenties or late teens dressed in all black, enters the room with a silver goblet on a serving tray. While I cannot see the contents of the goblet, I already know what lies within.

		Stopping right in front of me, the servant offers the goblet. “Her majesty requires you to drink it all before joining her.” She smirks at me as she waits for me to take the goblet from her. “Her majesty was concerned you might be hungry from having waited so long.”

		I take the goblet from her and raise it as if in a toast. “Tell her majesty I’m grateful for her hospitality.”

		“It will be my pleasure to do that when I present the empty goblet to her.”

		The blood isn’t human. This offering came from Vivianne’s veins. She’s more than three times my age, powerful enough to break me in half without chipping a fingernail. Queens often require younger vampires to drink their blood when meeting, because it gives them the ability to mentally restrain their guest, should they try to attack. Even then, they typically only offer an espresso cup’s worth of their blood. The amount of Vivianne’s blood in this goblet will compromise me for weeks, possibly longer.

		I chug the offering, fighting back a smirk at the idea of how amused Chase would be to see me drink in such a fashion. She really is rubbing off on me—in the loveliest of ways.

		I sit up straight and thrust the empty goblet back towards the servant. Little doubt she’s well aware of how drunkenly dizzy I feel at this point. The power of an eon-old vampire is a staggering thing. Trying to appear as though I’m not—How does Chase put it?—“tripping balls” takes all of my self-control.

		The servant curtsies and then disappears around the corner with the empty goblet resting atop her serving tray.

		While I wait for what seems an eternity, I lose myself watching the way the light reflects off all of the white surfaces and splits apart like a prism. Then I’m walking through the house behind the servant. When did she return? I can’t remember, but she leads me up the stairs of this massive house and pulls open a set of white double doors to admit me to what I assume is Queen Viv’s bedroom. Here, she abandons the power play décor for black, marble tiles on the floor. A king-size canopy bed sits in the middle of the room with white sheets peeking out from beneath a black comforter with white pillows.

		The sound of water splashing off to my left distracts me from studying the bed. The servant has opened another set of double doors to reveal the bathroom. I gape up at the vampire queen in her bath as I approach. The servant shuts the doors behind me, cutting off all of the artificial light and leaving us in the radiance of a dozen candelabras and the moon’s glow.

		The tub is set into the floor, but the floor in question is atop a wide platform that’s five steps high, surrounded by floor-to-ceiling windows that look out over the black waters of the Wando River. Only Queen Viv could find a way to take a bath in a sunken tub and still claim the high ground.

		With her blood flowing through me like a narcotic, Queen Vivianne looks even more magnificent than usual. Her golden hair is dripping wet and clinging to her. The darkness makes her skin as pale as cocaine and her lips the red of rose petals. The tops of her breasts float just above the surface of the water. Her arms are outstretched, holding to the edge of the circular tub.

		“Anastasia.” Each syllable of her silky voice makes my skin quiver. “How long has it been?”

		Not long enough, but instead, I say, “Thirty years since Chicago.”

		Her laughter vibrates through my body, making my pussy tingle. “Oh yes. My millennial birthday. A rare joy, even among our kind.”

		“I can only hope to live half as long.”

		Her expression sours. The water ripples as she shifts over to the edge of the bath closest to me. She taps her fingers on the floor around the bath. “Come closer.”

		My body moves without hesitation at her command, climbing the steps to the top of the platform. She’s using her blood to compel me, not because she expects me to resist but because she wants to make it clear I have no free will to voice in this conversation.

		“You pleased the Queens Council in dispatching Grayson.” She doesn’t sound pleased, though.

		“Thank you. I had help.”

		Her smile returns. It’s anything but kind. “Yes, the hunter you were paired with. We find it useful to throw the humans a bone every now and then to reassure them we aren’t all monsters, but it’s also dangerous to put too much trust in them. Wouldn’t you agree?”

		“Of course.”

		She stands up in the middle of the tub. The water’s surface laps at her trimmed bush of blond hair. Steam drifts from her body as tiny rivers roll down her luscious curves.

		“Of course, my Queen,” she says, making clear my failure to offer her proper respect.

		The weight of her will pressing upon mine drops me to my knees.

		“Of course, my Queen!” Even though I’m now atop the platform and Queen Vivianne in the tub, I feel as if I’m gazing up at her. Her blood tethering me creates an ache for her that writhes through my body. These aren’t my own desires, but with the mind of a thousand years infiltrating mine, it’s becoming harder to tell the difference.

		Is this what Chase feels like when we play our bedroom games? How does she ever resist? So many years have passed since another could dominate my will.

		“I see you’ve dressed appropriately to be in my presence.” There’s no missing her amusement.

		“Yes, my Queen.”

		“Join me.” She turns her back to me. “Lose the shoes, but leave on the dress.”

		Damn her. “Yes, my Queen.” I slip off the shoes and step into the warm water.

		My skin tingles as my legs slip beneath the water’s surface, its warmth enveloping me. Queen Vivianne still stands, so I assume I’m to do the same.

		She turns her back to me. “Take the sponge and bathe me while we speak.”

		“Yes, my Queen.” I’m grateful her back is turned, so I needn’t hide my scowl.

		I plunge the large sponge into the water and rub it against her back, the water squeezing out to flow down her body.

		“No,” she says with an air amusement, “the front of my body, but stay back there as you do it.”

		For the barest of seconds, a refusal reaches the tip of my tongue only for me to swallow as her mind compels me to obey. Her words come out of me instead of my own. “Yes, my Queen.” I reach around her and rub the sponge across her stomach.

		“Closer, child.” Something laces the two words, something that almost sounds angry or accusing.

		Her command draws me in, and my breasts crush against her bare back, soaking the front of my dress.

		“After all,” she says, pausing to purr as she compels me to run the sponge across her breasts, “I’m quite certain you don’t maintain such distance from your lovely hunter when the two of you are alone.”

		Her words suck out all the warmth of the bath. Despite her compulsions, my body goes still, the sponge pressed above her right breast. A shiver runs through my body.

		Chase.

		This is why I’ve been summoned.

		Queen Vivianne turns her head to look at me over her shoulder. One of her fangs shows as she smiles at me.

		“Ah, so her name is Chase. How apropos.” She turns her head away to face the window and says in a singsong voice, “Continue.”

		My body moves at her command, gliding the sponge down between her legs and rubbing gently and pulling a moan out of her.

		“Is it masturbating when I’m the one making you pleasure me?” She chuckles. Her breath shudders out as her body shivers against me. “Lose the sponge.”

		My mind collapses under her onslaught. The next moan I hear is my own as I rub against her back, reaching around with both hands to grope her body. Each time I caress her in a way she enjoys, my mind spins from raw sensations.

		“We don’t begrudge you,” she says between gasps for air as she slips my fingers inside her flower, “taking human lovers, but giving a hunter too much insight into our world places all of us at risk.”

		I attempt to offer a protest, to defend myself, to vow that Chase would never use that knowledge against me or our kind without good cause. All that I manage are guttural cries as she continues to direct me like a puppeteer to pleasure herself, her spikes of joy striking into my brain and my sex like lightning.

		Queen Vivianne howls as her body climaxes. As the wave passes, she erupts into laughter and slows my touch, not to bring things to a slow close, but to bring her to the brink again. I cry out, as well, but mine isn’t filled with celebration but the frustration of denial. She knows she has me hooked. The desperation for my own release sends me into a frenzy, desperate to make her cum again in the hopes her next climax might take me there, as well.

		“Do you love her?” She doesn’t bother telling me not to lie, because she knows I can’t.

		“Yes, my Queen.”

		I lick the bathwater from her shoulder up to her throat, feeling the pulse of her blood calling to me from beneath her flesh.

		“That’s a pity, because you’re going to end this affair.”

		I jerk my head back, but that’s as far as my protest gets. Her mind lashes mine back into submission. My sex aches for release. My hands roam along her naked flesh, teasing her nipples and her flower, wet more from her own arousal than the bath. She reaches behind her to stroke my hair, keeping my lips to her throat.

		“When next you see this darling hunter of yours, you will wipe her memory clean of you.”

		Tears escape my eyes as my body mindlessly ravages Queen Vivianne. Somehow her words plant themselves into my brain with perfect clarity, even though I’m incapable of forming my own.

		“You needn’t bother appealing to the other Queens. Our decision was unanimous.” She reaches down and directs my hand more forcefully between her legs. “I volunteered to deliver our verdict, because I’ve waited a long time to do this.” She hisses as her next climax draws near. “So long to wipe away your constant arrogance when you are nothing but a servant and a plaything to your betters. Isn’t that right, my little bitch?”

		“Yes, my Queen!” I scream, my response tugged out of me at her mental behest. I kiss her back, savoring the taste of her skin. Desperation drives me, but she won’t let me rip off my dress and touch myself or even submit to her touch.

		“Very good, little bitch.” Her hand reaches back and slaps my buttocks, cutting me and my dress with her sharp fingernails. The wounds heal instantly, but the pain sends a spike of pleasure that leaves me yearning for her to do it again. “But I want more. When you next see this hunter, you’ll break her first. Leave her properly fucked and betrayed in mind and body, and only then will you rip away all her memories of you. I want you to see your betrayal reflected in her eyes before you do it.”

		“Yes, my Queen!” Even as she forces the vow from my lips, I swear in my heart I won’t do it.

		She laughs, close to cumming, riding my hand like I’m her favorite dildo.

		“Oh, I hear your refusal, but you will do it or the Queens shall mark you both for execution.”

		The words echo in my mind, invading my thoughts and corrupting my intentions. Keeping her from taking all of my self control leaves me incapable of controlling my limbs which all belong to her now.

		“You think you can wall off enough of yourself to prevent this, but you’re wrong.” She reaches up to her throat and cuts it with her nails. She screams with delight as she pulls my kiss to that open wound, and her red power pours down my throat.

		The world ignites behind my shut eyes. Queen Vivianne’s mind completes her conquest of me. So much of her now flows in my veins that I’m no longer the woman who entered this house. I will leave as someone new, a corrupted vessel. Removing her imprint upon my dark soul will take decades, but for now the notion of even trying to speed that process along is too ephemeral for me to grasp.

		Hours pass in naked pleasure as I worship my Queen in her bath. So drunk am I that most of what happens between us is lost in my stupor. Coherent thought only returns when I’m back on my knees, on the platform gazing up at Queen Vivianne in adoration.

		“This has truly been a pleasure, my little bitch.”

		“Yes, my Queen.” My response is automatic, but not forced. I feel too much pleasure in serving her to offer any resistance.

		She smirks down at me. “When it’s done, come here direct to share the memory with me, and if I’m not satisfied by what I see, I might still kill you both myself.”

		“Yes, my Queen.”

		I walk out of her house intoxicated from her blood. So far gone am I that I don’t care that my ruined dress is still on the floor of her bathroom. When I climb into my car, I’m wearing nothing but my shoes. All that matters in my mind is fulfilling my Queen’s commands.

		

	
		Chapter Nine: Chase
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		Four years ago…

		When I pull up to the Francesca Hotel in Charlotte, I know I haven’t properly dressed for the occasion. I bought a shiny blue, spaghetti strap dress with a high slit up the side that allows my legs enough freedom of movement without flashing all of my business to everyone. Judging from the pair of men dressed in tuxedos walking out the front doors and climbing into a limo, the people who can afford a place this posh can recognize I bought this baby on sale for less than ninety bucks. Of course, the beat-up brown leather jacket I’m wearing with the dress and my black Dodge Charger probably also scream “Invasion of the Lower Class.” I hand over the keys to the valet who looks close to eighteen, and she bites her lower lip as she looks me over. Guess not everyone here minds the look of me.

		The lobby turns out larger than my apartment. The chandelier hanging over a marble floor looks as big as my car. An older man in a snappy, red jacket at the front desk surprises me by offering no judgment as I walk up to him. He offers me the key card to the room after he looks up my name.

		The design of the lobby offers three directions to go down curved corridors, which conceals where they lead. Only some discreet signage leads me to the elevators, off to my left. I time my ride up well, getting the elevator to myself as I press the button with 16 on it and ascend to the top floor. The ride takes too long, even without stopping. Two weeks have passed since my schedule and Ana’s let us get together. When Ana texted me the information for the hotel she’d told me she wanted to make tonight one I’d never forget.

		I’m startled when I exit the elevator and discover a hallway no more than thirty feet long with only two rooms, one door at each end. Flipping over my door key, the number 1601 engraved on it lets me know to go to my left.

		As soon as I enter, my breath catches. I can’t even imagine how much this room costs. “Room” seems a misnomer, because the way the main space branches off in several directions suggests at least a dozen other rooms in here. The first space I enter could host a small gala with steps leading down into a round seating area large enough to comfortably handle fifty people. The only light belongs to the candelabras and the artificial illumination of Charlotte’s skyline.

		Ana’s voice, somewhere to my right, calls to me. “There’s a little something on the dining room table for you.” I’m more tempted to go straight to her, but Ana has me curious. I walk past the seating area to the long wooden table set next to the floor-to-ceiling windows looking out over the city. Next to a floral arrangement of four dozen white roses, I find a bottle of Don Julio 1942 tequila. I take off the stopper and inhale the sweet scents of vanilla and caramel. I take a quick shot, savoring the flavor before the alcohol burns my throat, making me moan from the sensation. It’s moments like this when I realize the added benefits of dating a woman with a bank account large enough to finance a small country.

		“Are you planning to liquor me up and take advantage of me?” I call out to her and laugh.

		“Do you object?”

		“Oh, no. Do with me as you will.”

		“Be careful what you request.”

		I follow Ana’s voice to a spiral staircase that leads downstairs to the master bedroom. A brief question of how many bedrooms there might be flies from my thoughts as I find Ana.

		The sight of her leaves me speechless.

		She sits at the end of a king size bed, covered in a dark blue comforter and resting atop a six-inch high dais. Her pale skin is wrapped in a lacy, floor-length nightgown that she’s tied off, but the wide opening down the front leaves only the slightest hint of a mystery for what lies beneath the thin fabric. She sits with her bare legs crossed, wearing a pair of black stiletto high heels. She’s already taller than I am, but those shoes will make her tower above me.

		Ana tilts her head to the side, her dark eyes assessing me. The look in her gaze is unlike anything I’ve seen from her, filled with hunger and haughtiness. In this moment, she might pass for royalty. Damn, she wears the look so well.

		The room certainly looks fit for a ruler. The floor is a dark blue carpet to match the comforter. The walls are covered in red velvet curtains that are pulled back to reveal more floor-to-ceiling windows to my left and a wall that’s made up entirely of mirror panels on my right.

		“Stop,” she says as I walk towards her. The way she raises a finger borders on dismissive. “Let me take you in.”

		Her lush, red lips form a hard line as she makes her assessment. “A nice effort, but wasted. Lose the jacket.” She waves her hand as if I’ve disappointed her. At first, I assumed she might be role-playing, but if so, she’s playing the part of the arrogant ruler so well that I’m starting to question if I’ve actually made some sort of mistake to offend her. “In fact,” she continues, seemingly oblivious of my concerns, “lose it all.”

		I decide to go along with it for now. Taking another shot of the tequila, I set the bottle on the dresser to my right. “As you command, your highness,” I say in a playful tone that doesn’t receive the smile from Ana that I’d have expected.

		I toss my jacket to the floor and then slip off the dress, letting the blue fabric spill into a pile at my feet. I went commando for this outfit, leaving me in nothing but my shiny black shoes. I’m grateful for the chunky high heels, because the tequila is already getting me comfortably numb. Even sober, I can’t handle most high heels.

		As I walk closer, she raises her hand to stop me yet again. Her smile is back, and it’s full of that haughty air.

		“No, crawl to me like a tamed pet.”

		I can’t restrain my smirk. “You don’t usually like me tame.”

		Her expression sours, and her voice comes out hard, echoing in my thoughts. “Crawl.”

		There’s no mistaking the way her voice stabs into my mind. Her command drops me to all fours, and I crawl along the carpet to her. After months of drinking her blood, I can’t resist the compulsion, not without a lot of effort, but I want her too much to consider delaying this any longer. I want to play with her and please her. I love her, and I trust her to not take things too far. She never has.

		Ana scoots forward on the bed and unfolds her legs. Parting them reveals her cunt, eager for me to worship.

		When I climb onto the dais, she grips the back of my head and pulls my mouth between her legs. I don’t fight her.

		“That’s it, my pet,” she whispers as my tongue caresses her wet pussy. My kiss glides along her sensual folds, and she opens for me. I suck on her clit the way I know she likes. Usually she links our minds for me to enjoy when she swoons, to share in her pleasure, but not this time. I don’t question it. We have all night and the morning, if we wish it. I’m glad to pace myself.

		She tightens her grip on the back of my head, making sure I’ve no chance to retreat. Her moans provide all the incentive I require to satisfy her. Her body squirms as the tip of my tongue licks the orgasm out of her.

		Her low purr lets me know just how much she enjoyed that. We’ve both gotten plenty of practice at what the other enjoys.

		“Very good, pet. Again.”

		She forces my mouth back to her pussy. I abandon subtlety now. My tongue, teeth, and lips ravage her, feasting on her desire and her inability to resist the pace I set to bring her to her next orgasm. As focused on her as I am, I can’t help but wonder what’s driving this unusual role-play she’s chosen for tonight. I don’t voice the question. Instead, I focus on making her cum again, and this time she cries out.

		“Yes! Oh, yes!” We lean back from one another, but she doesn’t release her grip on the back of my head. “I think you deserve a reward for that.”

		She bites into the palm of her free hand and then pushes it into my mouth. The taste of her blood hits harder than the tequila. Time freezes when I drink from her, an eternity of bliss, but I can still tell she’s drawing this out longer than usual, letting me drink more deeply than I ever have. The notion of pulling away fails to take hold, because she tastes divine. No liquor compares. Only her kiss can make this better.

		Is it the tequila? Something about her blood hits that much harder tonight. When her hand pulls free of my mouth, I actually giggle. The room spins in the best way.

		Her tongue runs over her fangs as she stares down at me. “I think you’re properly leashed now, my pet.”

		This time, I’m the one purring. “Oh… Yes, Mistress.”

		My world upends as she grabs me by the throat and lifts me into the air. She moves so fast, the room blurs until I’m planted on the floor in the middle of the room on my knees, facing the mirror.

		I try to say her name, a question to find out what she’s doing, to warn her that she’s getting too rough, but all I manage is rough gasps. Even after she removes her grip on my throat, I’m struggling to breathe.

		Our eyes lock in our reflections, and even though it’s not technically direct contact, her gaze hooks into my mind and pulls me into her thoughts as roughly as her grip to fling me over here.

		“Don’t move,” she whispers into my ear as she kneels behind me, and the words echo in my mind.

		Rapture jolts through my body as her will shackles mine, but her mental grip prevents my eyes from rolling into the back of my head. The only answer I manage is a moan, because her mind’s invasion of mine makes my pussy gush. My hips buck with my eagerness. Her command prevents me from doing any more.

		Her fingers run through my hair.

		“Do you enjoy this, my pet?” She licks her way up my throat to the back of my ear. “Being turned into a plaything who can’t think?”

		She places a fingertip over my lips, making it clear I’m not to actually answer. I don’t know what to say, because she doesn’t sound playful. No, that’s not quite right. She is playing… with me, but her voice and even the expression on her face doesn’t befit the look from a lover but from a lion toying with a mouse.

		“I can make you do anything I want.” Her breath warms my ear. She places a magical emphasis on one of those words, and it imprints in my mind before being echoed by me.

		“Anything.” I moan, loving the sensation of the word and its meaning. A part of me knows I should fight it, that something is wrong.

		Ana growls like a wild animal. “Everything.”

		“Everything,” I say between heavy breaths, and I can’t decide if my struggle is to resist or give in.

		“Very good,” she says and then licks my throat as she finishes her words in my mind, “my slave.”

		Ana has never called me that. I can’t protest, because she won’t let me speak. Even my mind feels gagged by her control. She reaches around from behind me, and the thin fabric of her nightgown doesn’t prevent me from feeling her nipples crushed against my back. With one hand, she pinches one of my nipples, and the other hand reaches down between my legs.

		“We’re done playing.” She slips her fingers along my pussy, pulling a sharp, wanton cry out of me. “Tonight, I’m going to turn you into an obedient slave, eager to do whatever I wish.”

		I need to fight, but everything in me fails to offer any resistance. The alcohol and her blood alone make my mind spin, but the sensation of her words reaching into my mind and rewriting me like a vindictive editor on a mission hits like a hard spank to the ass. The way she fondles me only makes me more eager to accept what she’s placing into my thoughts. All our encounters have conditioned my mind and body to obey her will over my own.

		“You love being my slave.” The reflection of her hooded eyes, looking over my shoulder, keep my gaze locked. “Say it.”

		I bite my upper lip, almost hard enough to draw blood, fighting the mounting compulsion to speak. She grins at my attempt to hold in the words.

		“Say. It.”

		Her mental command comes as calm and controlled as before, but the power backing them raises her voice to the volume of thunder. Like the lightning that would precede it, the words strike through my mind and past all of my defenses.

		The words fly out. “I love being your slave!”

		Her fingers slip into my pussy, even as her thumb strums my clit like a guitar. My body surrenders to her touch even faster than my mind.

		“Say it again.”

		This time, the words come out faster. “I love being your slave.”

		“Mean it!”

		I’m humping her hand so hard that forming any resistance becomes impossible. All my real effort goes into reaching the climax she’s brought me so close to.

		“I love being your slave.”

		“Again, slave! Give me all you are.”

		“I love being your slave!”

		“Again!”

		“I love being your slave, Mistress!” I repeat it with my eyes never leaving hers, falling into that dark gaze. “Your slave! I love it, Mistress! Love it! Love it! More than anything! Everything!”

		Her fangs bury into my throat, and I scream as I cum in her grip. The explosion in my mind hits me like an atomic bomb turning the landscape of my thoughts into a white hot slate. My body, at war with her command not to move, convulses as the orgasm destroys me. If I died in this instant, the last dark corner of my mind knows I’d welcome it, because no pleasure in my life will ever surmount this. The blankness doesn’t last, because my Mistress remains. Her touch and then her voice sculpt me.

		As my vision returns, the first thing I see is my naked body on my knees. My eyes gaze vacantly at myself, and the sight of me completely blissfucked only makes me horny again and eager for my Mistress to command me.

		She stalks around me, admiring her captured prey. Her hand runs over my face and then through my hair until she comes to a stop behind me. “Very good, slave.” Grabbing the back of my head, she yanks back to bring my focus back to her bottomless eyes in the mirror. “You belong to me completely. Don’t you?”

		“Yes, Mistress.” The words, my own, sound as if coming from another person, like my soul is floating above me while still gazing through my body’s eyes.

		“You’ll do whatever I want.”

		“Yes, Mistress.” My answer comes without hesitation, as empty as my gaze.

		“Shall I make you tell me all about your fellow hunters, their names, their homes?”

		“Whatever you want, Mistress.” I groan, not in a protest, but in pleasure. This sensation of having completely surrendered surpasses any drug or drink. A tiny corner of my mind, where she’s imprisoned what little remains of my willpower, knows I should fight.

		I can’t.

		I don’t know how.

		I don’t want to.

		Her hand inflames my flesh as her fingers stroke my throat before wrapping tightly around the back of my neck.

		“And if your Mistress tells you to kill them, will you?”

		My eyes widen even more as the gravity of her command flings my shackled mind into a panic, but my response is immediate and undeniable. “Yes, Mistress.” That I mean it is rewarded instantly as her will over mine fills me with another blinding detonation of delight. Passion blooms from my mind. All my body requires is her command, and she plunges me into a spiral without escape, electricity running down my spine and into my breasts and pussy. My most sensitive skin tingles. Convulsions rock my body as my eyes stay locked on hers. Then the orgasm crashes down on me. My voice, a distant scream of passion that deafens my own ears, locks down my consciousness even more tightly.

		“Say it.” She hisses into my ear.

		“I’ll kill them, if you wish it, Mistress!” I cry out as I struggle to breathe, coming down from the high of my orgasm.

		She releases my neck and walks back to her bed. As she reaches the dais, she sheds her nightgown, letting it fall to the floor.

		I don’t move. Actions require thoughts, and I haven’t any left. All I manage is what my Mistress tells me, and she hasn’t ordered me to move. I stay on my knees, staring ahead at my reflection, lost in the joy of seeing myself conquered.

		The only way I know my Mistress has gotten back onto the bed is that I hear her fling off the comforter and climb onto the silk sheets.

		“Join me on the bed, slave.”

		“Yes, Mistress.”

		I stand and march over like a puppet on strings, pulling me to her. Her thoughts tug on me, leading me to each movement until I’ve climbed on top of her. Using only her mind, she positions me so that we’re scissored, our pussies rubbing together.

		My body’s efforts pull a purr out of my Mistress. She looks ready to grab me by the hips to pull me closer, but instead, she laces her fingers behind her head and arches her back. My hands, at her command, reach for her breasts to massage them and tweak her nipples.

		“Is it—?” She winces as if what she’s about to say somehow hurts her, but then that cruel smile reasserts itself. “Is it masturbating when I’m the one making you pleasure me?” She laughs, but tears flow out the corners of her eyes.

		“I will do whatever you wish, Mistress.”

		“Enjoy pleasing your Mistress, slave.” The words shake out of her, and when my mind recognizes that’s the sound she makes when close to cumming, my body responds by moving faster and rubbing her pussy harder with my own. “That’s it, slave.”

		“Yes, Mistress.”

		She croons as she draws closer to her climax.

		“Keep telling me you want this.” She sounds desperate, as if she needs to know I want this. “Tell me how much you love being my slave.”

		“I love being your slave, Mistress.” Our pussies rub even harder as I feel my own orgasm drawing closer. “I belong to you! I love being your slave! Love it!”

		We grind wildly against each other. Mistress groans with abandon as I keep screaming my obedience. The words come easier, lost in the haze of my passion as we fuck.

		“I love being your slave, Mistress! I obey you! Obey anything! Everything!”

		Our orgasms hit in sync. I scream my devotions as my body quakes against hers. Then she flings me onto my back as her fangs bury into my breast.

		“Mistress!” Pain and passion fill my body as she drinks deeply from me, my mind adrift on seas of alcohol, her blood, and her perfect domination of my will. “I love being your slave! All yours! Obeying! Anything! Everything! Completely!” My life flows out of me and she laps it up. If she wants it all, I’ll gladly surrender it. My words aren’t mine now. Even as she takes from me, my Mistress fills me with exactly what she wants to hear. “Fuck my body! Fuck my mind! I obey my Mistress!”

		I lose count of my orgasms and hers as the hours pass.

		When we finally stop, we’re on the floor again. I’m moaning from pleasure and limp with exhaustion. She strokes my pussy with her fingers like she did that first night we bedded after she saved my life. Her whispers seep into my mind.

		“I will always own you, slave.”

		I purr, staring up at the ceiling without really seeing anything. “I love being your slave, Mistress.”

		“I know you do.” She mounts me, straddling my waist, so that my eyes gaze up into hers. I drown in her darkness. “After this night, you will never know the joy of being my slave again.”

		I whimper, but there’s only one answer I’m allowed to give. “Yes, Mistress.”

		She leans close, bringing our eyes inches apart. My entire world is reduced to her cruel gaze.

		“You will forget me completely, slave. My name, my face, and every intimate moment we’ve shared—forgotten. All you will remember is that you worked with a beautiful vampire in Atlanta to hunt down a killer and that we succeeded. The details no longer exist for you. Our love never happened, and you will never see me again.”

		As she speaks the commands, my breathing quickens with my building panic, because I love being her slave. I need this, but my mind belongs to her completely.

		Her commands settle into place as she continues to instruct me. By the time I leave the hotel in the morning, I’ve forgotten the night before and all the stolen nights that preceded it. Even as I drive away from the hotel, the memory of having spent the night there is lost.

		I leave Charlotte, heading west for my next assignment with a new ache in my heart that I can’t explain or satisfy. No matter how much I drink or how often I fuck, it lingers. A void exists in me, and while I can’t define the shape of the loss, I always know it’s there.
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		“I don’t,” I start to say and then stop. Once I began telling how Ana and I started, the words tumbled out until I reached the end. Ana destroyed me, ruined me, and then she ripped it all away. “I don’t understand why she did it. Any of it.”

		My Lady and I sit at a table downstairs in the bar. No cider this time, just mugs of coffee. As I see the sky changing color to signal the coming dawn, I realize we haven’t slept all night. We’re both of us worse off than the day before.

		No, I’m not sure that’s true. For the first time in years, I understand why my life reduced to a walking wreckage. Sofia’s observation that something of the old me had returned suddenly makes sense, too. I look through the steam rising from my mug of coffee at my Lady, and for the first time since we met, I question my feelings for her. My Lady had recaptured some of the magic I’d lost from my months with Ana, that taste for submission. What does that say about me that I still hunger for what Ana offered after the way she betrayed me?

		I start as my Lady places her hand on mine.

		“Sorry,” she says in a hushed voice. Her hand pulls away, but I reach out to take it.

		“She seduced me,” I say. “I thought she loved me, but it was all a lie, a fucking game for her to twist me around. I hunt monsters for a living, and I never questioned her nature until she’d left me…”

		The words trail off, not because I don’t know the next word, but because I can’t bring myself to say it.

		My Lady squeezes my hand, sharing her warmth with me as she says what I can’t. “Broken?”

		She cradles her head in her other hand. Dark lines beneath her eyes expose how tired she is. She looks as betrayed as I feel, despite the fact Ana has made no effort to pretend with my Lady what her intentions are towards her.

		“Chase, I should let you go.”

		When she tries to release my hand, I tighten my grip. “Why? To sacrifice yourself?”

		Her shoulders droop as she pulls her focus from me to retreat into her own mug. “I’ve never,” she says, pausing to clear her throat before continuing, “enslaved anyone with my abilities. Yes, I’ve played with some, but never anything like I did with you. The way you hungered for it made it easy to rationalize, even though I initially did it only to make sure I’d have someone to protect me from her. How am I any better?”

		Even now, I can sense how closed off she is to me. She’s pulled back on her control, no longer tugging on my willpower. Calling her “Lady” takes a conscious effort, and makes the emptiness in me all the more real again. That I now know why it’s there doesn’t make it any better. Does it make it worse? At what point does one pain surmount the other?

		“I insisted on it, if you recall.” I laugh at the memory of when we met. At the moment she’d cut through my defenses, she’d tried to take it back, and I pleaded for her not to.

		“I don’t think this is healthy for you.”

		“For me or you?” I snap at her.

		She doesn’t flinch from the accusation. “Maybe both,” she whispers.

		“So you want me to just leave?” The way my voice cracks catches me off guard. It’s only been two days. The realization startles me, but already, the notion of ending what we have terrifies me.

		“Of course not! But I don’t see how this ends well for either of us. If I keep controlling you, and she takes control of me…”

		I know what she means. Ana then gets her hooks back into me through her.

		Standing, I plant both of my hands on the table. “What makes you think I don’t plan to go after her anyway? Do you honestly think I plan to just walk away and pretend what she did to me never happened? Just let it go?” I shake my head and point to my sword, where I dropped it on the floor when I stumbled back into the bar. “I plan for blood, to kill her.”

		My Lady stands and storms around the table to grab my face in her hands. “You really think she won’t pull you back in and throw you away? I can feel how much you still love her, the way you crave her. I’m scared it’s the only reason you want me.”

		I grab her wrists and pull her hands away. “Is that what this is about? You think all I feel for you is an echo of wanting her?”

		“Isn’t it?” She yanks her arms free and steps back. “It’s only been two days! How could you even think this is anything real and not just a pretty illusion to scratch your itch?”

		I shove her against the wall and kiss her. I pour all of my yearning for her into that embrace, not letting her pull away. The fight melts out of her. Her arms wrap around my back to pull me in tight as our tongues tangle and we taste one another. I lick her lips and then draw a trail down her throat with my kisses.

		“Chase,” she gasps as I wrap an arm around her waist and slip my arm up the inside of her shirt to find her nipple and squeeze. My Lady rewards me with a moan and whispers, “Yes, I want you.”

		I place a gentle kiss on her ear. “Then don’t let me leave, my Lady.”

		Her breathing quickens as she nods.

		Unbuttoning and unzipping her jeans, I reach into her panties to find her pussy already slick for me to slide my fingers inside her. Her eyes hood, gazing into mine as we stay there. My fingers slip in and out of her, stroking her love button back and forth. Her eyes widen as I keep the pace slow and steady.

		Her cries grow more frantic as I bite her ear and then run my tongue along the curve of her lobe.

		“Make me stay, my Lady.”

		She shrieks as I grab her by the throat and pin her even more firmly to the wall. We gaze into each other’s eyes as I continue to assault her aroused button, squeezing it and stroking it.

		I lick her lips without breaking eye contact. “Tell me you want me to stay.”

		“Yes!” She screams. “Stay! Yes! Please! I want you to stay! I need you to! Need! Oh, fuck!”

		Her entire body shudders in my grip as her eyes roll back in her head.

		She writhes in my grip as I slow the pace of my fingers, still teasing her pussy. My grip on her throat is the only thing keeping her upright now, as her legs quiver.

		A dreamy smile curls her lips. “Who’s the slave now?”

		“I want to be your slave.” The words come out hard and insistent. “I want to obey you and fuck you and love you and do every depraved act you can think of. Chain me to your bed, and make me your fuck toy, constantly begging for more.”

		Her skin glistens with sweat as she nods. “Well, I don’t have chains, but I do have some rope, my lovely fuck thrall.”

		“The rope will work, my Lady.”

		We go upstairs to her bed. She makes good on the rope, tying me to the headboard. She spanks and fingers my pussy, forcing me to cum on her hand. Then she shoves her fingers into my mouth to taste myself, and I moan like a happy whore for my Lady.

		Then she grabs the top of the headboard as she arches back and shoves her pussy to my mouth. I eat her out as she humps my face. The metal headboard creaks as if the bed might break. Her juices run down my chin as she cums again and then collapses back onto the bed between my legs.

		“Oh, Chase,” she pauses to purr, “I do want you.”

		“I belong to you, my Lady. My body. My soul. Your obedient fuck thrall,” I say that new title with relish, loving the sound of it.

		She teases my nipple with her toes and chuckles. “You do make a wonderful fuck thrall.”

		“Then you want me to stay?” I ask it in a teasing manner, but I also need to hear her say it.

		“Yes.” She sits up, a fire blazing in her blue eyes. “I want you to stay.”

		“I obey, my Lady. I obey.”

		I’ll do whatever it takes to make this last, and if killing Ana is the price, then I’ll find her and chop off her head to do it.
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		The next week passes without any incident. I’d almost think Ana has given up and moved on to easier prey, but I know her better than that. At least, I think I do.

		She stole almost half a year of my life away from me, and now that the memories are back, I can’t stop obsessing over every detail of the time I was infatuated with her. If I let my mind wander into the past for a minute, the sweet scent of her blood floods my senses and threatens to make me dizzy with a desperate craving I’d forgotten.

		Even as I sit in the Green Witch, waiting in the corner table with my sword propped against the wall in its scabbard and ready the instant I might need it, I find it impossible to think about how to defeat Ana without getting drowned in the freshly remembered past. Were the warnings always there? I hunt for little things Ana said and did that seem to now scream she fooled me, but I can’t be sure. Even worse, I find myself questioning my Lady’s actions in the same way, because of the old saying, “Fool me once, shame on you…” Am I setting myself up again? My Lady initially forced this on me, too. In some ways, Ana actually gave me more of a choice in the matter, even if refusing to let her into my mind would have meant my death.

		My Lady smiles to me from behind the bar on Thursday night. She’s looking particularly delicious in a black crop blazer vest and stonewash jeans, showing off a hint of her smooth stomach. The red choker she’s taken to wearing all the time only emphasizes all the flesh beneath, exposed by the deep “V” formed from her vest’s collar. The crowd keeps her distracted, but her gaze shifts to me whenever my thoughts turn to my quickened memories of Ana.

		Can my Lady read my mind? I hope not, because I’d hate for her to know the long list of doubts about our relationship that occupy my thoughts. For all of my knowledge of monsters, I know next to nothing about witches and their gifts. I’ve considered texting Sofia to ask what she knows, but that requires an explanation for the question. I’m not ready for that conversation. Suspect I never will be, because then Sofia would end this. That’s why I never told her or any of the other hunters about my affair with Ana.

		Nursing my glass of Sea Serpent cider, I try to think of anything I know about Ana that might help me find her. I wish I could divorce the emotions tied to those memories, but having already been denied them once and knowing how that broke me, I can’t bring myself to ask my Lady to use her control over me to wipe my memory again. Part of me covets the pain, using my anger as the heat and hammer to fashion the metal of my memories into a shield. I won’t let Ana enthrall me again.

		My outfit that includes my leather jacket and tight black jeans draws some admirers, but for the most part, the patrons leave me alone. Perhaps my demeanor screams to fuck off even more than usual. It’s also possible they also recognize I’m taken. The way my Lady and I exchange glances practically stamps “Taken: Property of the Bartender” on my forehead. Then again, that hasn’t stopped some of them from flirting with my Lady, not that I can blame them.

		The bar closes again without incident. While Ana might try something after hours, I can still relax a bit. Without the crowd, I don’t have to divide my attention as much.

		When my Lady joins me at my table, she runs her fingertip along the rim of her glass, seemingly lost in thought.

		“You all right?” I ask.

		She starts, but then smiles. “Yes, just distracted because,” she says, pausing as her eyes narrow as if to remember what it is she intends to say, “I have to run some errands tomorrow. For the bar.”

		“I’ll be able to go with you.” I glance over at my sword. “Although, I should probably leave the sword in the car.”

		“What a pity,” she says with a playful look over the rim of her glass before sipping it. “However, I’ll be fine by myself. I won’t be out late enough for it to be an issue.”

		While I answer with a playful look of my own, eyebrow arched high, I’m sure she can sense the edge of seriousness in my voice. “It’s still not safe. Ana didn’t employ any mortal servants that I ever met, but that doesn’t mean she doesn’t have them.”

		Even though my Lady’s expression sours, it doesn’t lose that playful quality. She licks her lips as she looks me over.

		“It’s not that cold in here tonight.” She reaches over and places a single finger on the back of my hand, sending a touch of her power shivering up my arm and into my mind. “Take off your jacket.”

		My breath catches as her compulsion forces me to do as she says. I bask in the sensation, eyes closing as I slip off the jacket, letting it drop to the floor.

		“It’s probably even too warm for that t-shirt.” Her words plant their way into my mind, and I grunt as my eyes roll back in my head. Without a word of protest, my arms move of their own accord, lifting my bright blue t-shirt up and off to reveal the black sports bra beneath.

		She sips her cider and then leans her elbow on the table, cradling her chin in her hand. “My that looks so uncomfortably restrictive.” She reaches over with her free hand and draws a lazy circle around my nipple, hard enough to form a small bump in the sports bra. “You should take it off, too.”

		“Yes, my Lady.” Even as I speak, my arms are already moving at her command, and not my own, to pull off the sports bra.

		I sit at attention and stare ahead, my mind tingling from her magic, eager for her next command.

		She stares at me as she takes a long drink of her cider before saying anything else. “Would you like to entertain me, my fuck thrall?” The way she asks, the humor in her voice, makes it obvious she already knows my answer.

		“Yes, my Lady.”

		She cants her head as she admires me. “Now then,” she says, “unbutton and unzip your pants and lay on the floor.”

		I stand as my hands grip the button on my jeans and undo it before sliding the zipper down, creating that unique metallic growl, as if to speak for my hungry pussy. I lay down flat, next to her.

		She leans on the table and cradles her chin in her hand again as she watches me. “Now, I want you to slip your hand into your panties and masturbate for me.”

		“Yes, my Lady.” My hand shoves into my black underwear, my fingers eagerly finding the folds of my pussy.

		“And, fuck thrall, take your time.”

		I whimper, even though my answer is the only one I can give. “Yes, my Lady.”

		My fingers play with myself. The slow strokes of my fingertips make it difficult to keep myself from cumming. I squirm on the floor, watching her as she watches me. She finishes her cider and then walks over to me with her empty glass.

		Leaning over, she pinches my right nipple, sending a sharp spark of pleasure into me. I can feel her putting her magic into it, heightening my response as I release a sharp cry. Holding back my orgasm is almost painful.

		“Shhhhh…” she places a finger over her lips as she smiles at me, and I immediately go silent except for the deep breaths I need to avoid passing out. Even then, I hesitate to let my breathing get too loud.

		She leaves me like that, squirming on the floor as my hand obeys her command to pleasure myself but stopping short of the release I so desperately need.

		My Lady walks behind the bar and refills her glass. When she comes back, she sits in the chair where I’d been sitting and sips her drink.

		I bite my lips to contain my whimpers as I feel my orgasm getting so close. Above my heavy breathing, my jeans whisper against my legs as I writhe on the floor.

		“You are doing so well,” my Lady says and then lightly plants the tip of her Doc Martens boots on top of my chest and massages my right tit with her foot. “Would you like to cum?” Before I answer how desperately I want to, she keeps talking. “Or can you keep entertaining your Lady even longer?”

		I growl in frustration, but I can also feel the smile on my lips. One look up at her, and it’s obvious that despite the pressure of her mind controlling mine, she’s trying to play nice. She’s somewhat serious in her question, and it gives me the incentive to keep going.

		“I can”— I inhale sharply, as my fingers squeeze my clit. I mouth a ‘Fuck!’ and fight to hold back the orgasm that’s so, so very close. “Can go longer, my Lady.”

		She sips her cider as her booted foot continues to play with my tit. “As you like.” She chuckles.

		I lose all sense of time as the need to finger myself and refusing to climax battle one another. She’s had me at this long enough to break into a thick sweat. Short as my hair is, what length it has is matted to my forehead.

		“Such a good girl.” She withdraws her boot and unzips it to yank it off. “I think it’s time to reward you.”

		Her toes tweak my nipple, forcing a grunt out of me. “You can cum now,” she says sotto voce, “but stay quiet.”

		I try to nod my compliance, but my body is shifting around too much on the hardwood floor, scratching up my back. Her toes dance along my tits as my hand abandons subtlety. My free hand grabs my left leg by the thigh and spreads my legs as much as possible while my other hand attacks that eager, swollen, and sore nub between my legs. I come so close to screaming as my eyes squeeze shut to watch an explosion of stars against my eyelids. My jaw clenches as I swallow my cry of joy.

		The resulting stupor leaves me drunk on the floor with my weary hand still buried in my pants, too tired to pull it free. Exhausting myself like this at night is foolish. Ana could take the opportunity to overpower me and capture my Lady. That’s all forgotten when my Lady leans over and brushes my damp hair from my face and whispers two words.

		“Good girl.”

		I answer with a dreamy smile and whisper back, “Yes, my Lady.”

		

		* * *

		

		The life of a monster hunter takes its toll, mostly in poor sleeping habits. One week, I have to sleep during the day to stay alert at night. Then another requires I live normal hours to pursue a creature that prefers the daylight (you’d be surprised how many there are). In the end, the smart hunter learns to grab their rest whenever the opportunity presents itself.

		With my Lady out the next day running her errands, I nap on her sofa upstairs, mostly to recover from last night’s fun. My pussy still aches, but my back irritates me more, itching from rubbing against the hardwood floor during our playtime downstairs.

		When I wake, the sensation that something is wrong settles into my heart. The sunlight slicing through the thin curtains looks too orange to be midday. I grab my phone off the coffee table and see it’s almost six. It’s not so much that I’ve slept so late that settles wrong but rather the emptiness of my surroundings. Other than the cars whooshing past the Green Witch outside, everything feels too quiet.

		“Kaci?” I avoid calling her “My Lady” on the off-chance anyone else is here. When she doesn’t answer, I call out her name a second time, only louder. Still no response.

		I snatch up my sword, resting on the floor in its scabbard, next to the sofa. Racing down the stairs, I realize no lights are on down here. It’s a Friday. The bar should’ve opened almost three hours ago.

		I check behind the bar, just to make sure Kaci isn’t back there, passed out. Nothing.

		I go to the back room where she ferments her cider in large metal cylinders that remind me of missiles pointing at the ground. No sign of her there either.

		Going back out to the bar, I set my sword on the bar and pull out my phone. I call Kaci’s cell, but it goes straight to voicemail.

		Cursing to myself, I send a text. I get an error message telling me it wasn’t delivered.

		I pull up the “Find My” app on my phone and click on Kaci’s name. Even though her phone is probably off, it still plots her location. She’s northeast of the city. I don’t know Juliette that well, but I recognize that area as one of the more upscale suburbs.

		Yes, that would definitely be Ana’s style.

		“Gotcha.”

		I run upstairs to grab the rest of my gear and take off in my car, fighting against the evening commute to get to my Lady before it’s too late, if it isn’t already.

		

	
		Chapter Twelve: Anastasia
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		One of the harshest truths an immortal learns is that time isn’t always to their advantage. Patience has its place, but a vampire’s blood only allows control over a mortal for so long, especially if they have a strong will.

		In the week since I saw Chase, I’ve put the time to good use.

		Back when I originally purchased this home, I had one of the bathrooms renovated to make it windowless to allow for total darkness. I fill up the large clawfoot bathtub and float in the warm waters. The sensation of sound and light muted makes it easier for me to reach out across the distance to my blood within Kaci.

		I start with small steps. First, I command her to do the things she would anyway, the daily tasks with only a tiny fraction of my powers to influence and reward her with pulses of pleasure. From there, it’s the things she wants to do but her conscience denies her. Perhaps a customer annoys her, so I encourage her to not fill up her glass all the way. A rather pretty woman, I entice Kaci to flirt a little more with that one. I keep Kaci climbing the ladder of things she wants to do and shouldn’t until I’m ready to make her do the things I desire. My favorite is to make her take a break during a busy shift to go to her back room and make herself cum. Then I know she’s ready.

		“I have to run some errands tomorrow,” I say into the silence of my bathroom, and Kaci speaks the words to Chase. “For the bar.”

		When Chase tries to insist on joining her, it’s not difficult to distract them both.

		“It’s not that cold in here tonight.” I reach out and Kaci mimics my action, touching Chase to use this strange power she has to make my former lover obey my/her command. “Take off your jacket.”

		Before long, Kaci is improvising, distracting Chase by making her masturbate on the floor of the bar. The sight of Chase, half-dressed and squirming wildly as she fingers herself, is enough to arouse even a chaste woman, but my control over Kaci increases the reward of manipulating Chase with light pulses of pleasure slipping through her body to tingle in her nipples.

		By the time, Kaci wakes the next morning, I know I’ve hooked her. She stares at herself naked in the mirror, alone in her bathroom as Chase continues to sleep.

		“It feels good to listen to me,” I whisper to her as I nudge her to pinch her nipples.

		“Yes, Mistress,” she whispers back.

		“Come to me alone, and I will make you feel even more pleasure, my pet.”

		Through our connection, I can feel her growing arousal, her thighs squeezing together as she clings to the sink with one hand and her other gripping the choker around her neck.

		“Yes, Mistress.” She whimpers, her voice laced with her desperation for the release that only I can give.

		I direct her fingers to type out the address to my home on her phone, letting the device instruct her the rest of the way.

		By the time she arrives, I’m waiting for her at the top of the curved stairs. Even though it’s daytime, the windows are all covered to keep the sunlight from slipping inside. A bright line pierces the dark as Kaci opens the front door and then shuts it behind her.

		“Welcome to my home, my pet,” I say as I descend the stairs. “On your knees.”

		“Yes, Mistress.” Kaci’s words come out slow, drunk on my mental influence. She does as told, lowering herself to her knees on the polished hardwood floor.

		I take in my pet as she stares ahead at nothing. Her blank face pulls a deep purr out of me. I’ve not seen her dressed for going anywhere outside of her bar. Her top is a forest green silk shirt tucked into black dress pants. The more conservative look doesn’t conceal her beauty, not that I intend to let her wear it for much longer. Oh, I plan to play with my pet, but that’s not why I’ve brought her here.

		“Unlike Chase, I’ve known my fair share of witches, quite intimately.” I crook a finger beneath her chin to pull her gaze up to mine. “You’re no witch, are you?”

		Even as deeply under my control as she is, some fire returns to her eyes as she strains against my willpower. Her body shivers at the prospect of her lie being peeled away.

		“Are you a witch?” I smirk as I await her answer, because we both know what it will be.

		She winces and groans as she fights to hold in the words. Victory requires a bit of pain. Just as I can use my bloodborn control of her to draw out pleasure, I can also make her suffer. All it takes is a suggestion from my mind and pain blooms within her head, knocking her to her back.

		“Are you a witch?” I ask again, this time I make the words echo within her mind, thundering above the storm of pain I’m creating in her.

		“No!” She shouts. “No, Mistress!”

		I cease the pain and reward her with a rush of pleasure that spikes from her head to her toes and all the lovely places between.

		“Very good, my pet.” Kneeling next to her, I brush stray strands of her red hair out of her face. “Now, if you aren’t a witch, then what manner of being are you? What dark gift are you hiding from our beloved Chase?”

		Kaci fights down the answer, and my temper betters me. I grab her by the neck and lift her up off the floor.

		“You will tell me now! If your plans threaten her at all, I will slit your throat open and leave you in a ditch!”

		“Harm her?” Kaci struggles to say anything through my grip on her airway. “Like you did?”

		I drop her like a burning coal and stumble back. When I realize Kaci is starting to stand, I hammer my words into her mind. “On your knees!”

		She drops to her knees and gapes, my command psychically slapping the sense out of her.

		“I never wanted that. What I did to her, I did to keep her alive, and I have paid for that choice every night since.” Even years later, Queen Viv’s blood refuses to fade completely, having twisted me into a crueler predator than I was before that night she infected me. The way I forced myself on Kaci and so many others before her… No, a part of me knows I wouldn’t have done that in the past, that I wouldn’t have played the games with her mind that I have.

		For a moment, I consider leaving Kaci here and fleeing. I look around at this home I’ve owned for only two years, and while leaving it now would be a horrid waste, if I thought it would free Chase of me, I’d run. Only Chase has my scent now. She won’t give up the hunt. Running would only delay the inevitable. What’s worse is that if she kills me and the Queens learn of it, it might start a war between my kind and the hunters. I have to make Chase understand, and the only way to do that might be unlocking the secret Kaci has hidden from both of us.

		Getting my composure back, I lower myself to one knee to look Kaci in the eyes. “Now, my pet, tell me what you are.”

		She fights it still, but she lost this fight before she even left her home to come here. When her resistance crumbles, I get the answer I require. The truth of what Kaci is.

		

	
		Chapter Thirteen: Kaci
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		My mind swims in a trance born from Mistress Ana’s blood, having freshly fed from her again. I lose all track of time while I linger under her sway.

		A soft breeze chills my naked flesh, making my nipples ache as they stiffen. That pulls me into the moment. I’m still in the entry hall, but the front door hangs open. I don’t see my car in the driveway. My Mistress must have moved it.

		I try to stand, and chains clink to my right and left. The only things I wear are the thick, metal cuffs wrapped around my wrists. The connecting chains are too short for me to stand straight with the other end of each chain secured to metal circles screwed into the floor.

		The rush of anger at my predicament, that I’m a trap for Chase, makes me want to stop calling Mistress by her title, but I can’t rid myself of my submission to her. Even in the silence, I feel her like a breeze drifting through my mind.

		I reach out with my thoughts, and there she is, behind me at the top of the curved staircase.

		“Do you sense her?” I hear Mistress’s voice with my ears and in my mind. I can’t deny how much I enjoy the sensation. She makes my body warm and ready to melt.

		“Yes, Mistress.” I can sense Chase’s presence. Even when she’d drowned herself in alcohol and depression, nothing could hide the fire in her from one of my kind.

		She’s keeping her mind walled up, though. Smart, because she must realize how easily I might enslave her to Mistress if I’m ordered to do it. I’m not sure I have it in me to resist such a command from Mistress, if she insisted on it. What’s worse is that I’m not sure Chase is strong enough to fight me should it come to that. The submissive hidden beneath the surface of that woman is ravenous for what I and Mistress both have to offer.

		“Is she close, my pet?” She only thinks the question into my mind this time. I can’t explain why, but somehow it makes the sensation that much more pleasurable.

		“Yes, Mistress.”

		“How close?”

		A split second of hesitation is all I manage before answering. “Walking up the driveway.”

		“Let her know it’s safe to enter, that we already know she’s here.”

		I pass along the greeting. Placing it in Chase’s mind is difficult. Again, walled up.

		The waves of her rage glow so brightly that I see the orange hue in the air long before she enters my view. Emotions each possess a distinct color for me, and the way people shift through them can be distracting. The rainbow of my customers fills me with excitement, and it’s part of why I opened the Green Witch, to bathe in the light of their lives.

		Mistress and Chase both somehow shined above the crowd’s visual symphony in a way that so few do. It’s why I foolishly used my power to draw Mistress’s attention that first night. Being drawn to her and Chase was inevitable, and now their combined light threatens to burn me.

		Chase marches up onto the porch with her sword already drawn. Her eyebrows pinch towards each other as she takes in the sight of me. There’s the purple of fear, shining like a full moon’s light as it cuts through the orange cloud of her rage.

		My beloved thrall looks up towards the balcony. I can sense my Mistress is both disappointed and proud. Chase avoids looking up too far and making eye contact.

		“If you let Kaci go and never disturb us again, I’ll simply walk away.” I don’t need my gifts to see how frustrated that olive branch makes her.

		“Not until you know what she really is.”

		Chase’s light flickers from mostly orange to mostly purple. I try not to look at her, but she’s right in front of me. Her head jerks my way. I see too much and recognize the suspicion Mistress has created in her. Suspicion easily coaxed to life, because it’s justified.

		“Tell her, Kaci,” my Mistress says both aloud and as a command thrust into my mind. “Tell her how she’s traded one monster for another.”

		I can’t refuse the order, because my guilt provides my Mistress all the leverage she needs to twist my arm.

		“My Lady?” Chase whispers, the purple light from her growing more intense as she stares wide-eyed at me.

		“I’m not a witch. I’m a succubus.”

		She steps back from me, and the sight of the orange light returning breaks my heart. I deserve her anger.

		“I’m sorry I lied.” I try to stand and walk towards her, but the chains yank me back to my knees. Chase still retreats, as if she expects me to attack her. “I didn’t think you’d help me if you knew. My father was human, but my mother wasn’t.” That I’m partly human fails to change her expression.

		“All I’ve ever done is try to protect you, Chase,” Mistress says as she descends the stairs.

		“That’s what you call it! What you did to me! You pretended to love me, broke me, and threw me away like a fucking toy!”

		My Mistress pushes her words into my mind. “Make her listen to me!”

		I fall forward, and the chains around my wrists are the only reason I don’t land on my face. I scream, fighting against her control, but the temptation to obey is so strong, so pleasant.

		“Make her listen!”

		I groan as I cry out, “Listen to her!” My power flows into the words and strikes into Chase’s mind.

		She stumbles, but her anger firms up the wall protecting her mind.

		Chase screams as she charges at my Mistress. I turn my head in time to see Mistress block the attack with a sword of her own. She must have known Chase wouldn’t yield. They move in a blur, both equally skilled with the sword, something I wouldn’t have expected of Mistress, but she’s also dressed more for the fight and less for seduction, wearing a black button down shirt and blue jeans.

		My Mistress forces Chase back down the stairs. Her attacks look less intended to kill and more to shove Chase back. The hunter shows only an interest in making the kill. She’s going for the neck, determined to take Mistress’s head.

		Chase jumps back as Mistress swings her sword parallel to the floor. If she’d struck true, she’d have gotten Chase in the chest, but I can tell she’s holding back.

		Their swords clash violently as they reach the bottom of the stairs. Chase kicks at Mistress’s knee but moves too slowly to hit the mark.

		The slam their swords down at one another, the blades scraping until they shove each other back.

		That’s when I see it. A flash of pink from both of them.

		“You’ve kept your skills sharp,” Mistress says.

		“You were never my only sparring partner.”

		“But I suspect your favorite.” Mistress grins, unable to hide her fangs as she does so.

		Chase’s pink shifts back to orange. She hammers her sword at Mistress, forcing the vampire into a retreat that takes them into the connecting dining room.

		The hints of pink remain, though. Heaven help me. The pink has been there the whole time, only diminished.

		Pink.

		Love.

		For each other, and it’s true love. Not possessiveness.

		They’re just too angry to see it, not that they can see it as I do.

		Chase slams her hilt into Mistress’s stomach. She goes for the throat. Mistress blocks with her sword, but her grip is sloppy. The sword flies out of her hand and clatters to the floor. Chase brings her sword down. Mistress dodges the attack, and the blade slices deep into the dining room table, getting stuck for a split second. That gives Mistress a chance to retreat and snatch up her sword.

		Mistress attacks with greater vigor now, and Chase is forced to retreat back towards me. Their swords shriek as they draw closer. I duck low to avoid their swings.

		They’re so close, though. If I could just get my hands on both of them.

		They pass in front of me and I lunge at them, praying the chains won’t cause me to miss. My hands latch onto their legs, just above their ankles.

		“STOP! LOOK!” I shout into their minds.

		I pour my power into them, letting them see what I do. Then I latch onto those heightened emotions to tug at their memories for one another. I usually do this to heighten the emotions of those I feed on, but this time, I do it to save them from one another.

		They freeze, their swords stopped in mid-swing and their eyes meet. Purple fear spikes for both of them, at first, unsure what’s happening. Then the memories strike, only I make Chase see Mistress’s memories while Mistress sees Chase’s.

		Their light turns blue with sadness. It all passes quickly, those months ago they were together and apart. The way Mistress was corrupted and forced to break Chase to keep her from being killed by the vampire queens. The night of the “betrayal” but seen from each others’ perspective, including the tears that slipped free as guilt overwhelmed Mistress. The way Chase felt as she wandered with the emptiness in her heart in the years that followed.

		“See the light between you,” I tell them. “Look at yourselves!” They do, and the pink overpowers the blue. “That color. The pink you see. That’s your love for one another.”

		Chase stumbles back, but not out of my grip. “It was real?”

		Mistress’s lips tremble. “Yes!”

		Then they look at me, and their eyes widen. Chase smiles at me as a tear runs down her cheek. “You can’t see yourself. Can you?”

		Mistress kneels down and drops her sword to touch my face. “We see the same light from you.”

		Mistress jerks back and forces me to let go of her leg. The pink light flares, but there’s yellow panic mixed in with blue and purple and orange.

		She stumbles back as the emotions roil through her.

		“Mistress?”

		She looks at both of us and shakes her head. “I’m sorry,” she says. “For what I did. For what I need to do. I have to get Vivianne out of me.”

		Ana reaches up and slits open her jugular with her fingernails.

		Chase runs to her. “Ana!”

		But Ana waves her off. She gasps before she hisses out, “Only way.”

		Incoherent curses scream out of Chase as she struggles with Ana. She tries to put pressure on the self-inflicted wound, but there’s no stopping what Ana has started. What Vivianne placed in her refused to leave, whether by the queen’s intent or Ana’s guilt or both is hard to say. That same guilt is what’s pouring out with her dark blood now.

		“No!” Chase babbles as purple and blue light reduce her to a silhouette. I struggle against the chains holding me down.

		“Chase!” I shout as the blood stops spilling from Ana’s wound. The vampire’s body grows pale and still, and her empty eyes stare up at nothing. “Chase! Get me free!”

		She’s shoving her wrist up to Ana’s mouth, but she refuses to bite. Chase is too panicked to realize the amount of blood that Ana needs from a mortal like her would kill her.

		“Dammit, Chase! We have to both do it!” I pour my power into the words and they take root. Her blue and purple glow shifts to a determined green, focused.

		Chase digs through Ana’s pockets to find the key to my shackles and frees me. I crawl over to Ana and cradle her head in my lap.

		“Take what you need,” I say as I place my wrist to her cold lips. As a succubus, my blood will pack a greater punch than Chase’s. Ana’s eyelids quiver as she slowly shifts her gaze towards me. Her fangs press against my skin, and I cry in pain as she bites. The intensity of her dark kiss overwhelms me. My eyes slam shut, but even then, I see the light of their emotions. Ana’s pink is faint, but the strength of Chase’s green and yellow glow blinds my mind’s eye. Chase needs this to work, or I think she’ll never be whole again. I’ve watched the rainbow of conflicted emotions playing around her ever since the night she saw Ana again and her love shattered the barrier to her memories.

		I groan in pain, both sharp and delicious, as Ana drinks. I savor it, but then she breaks from the bite and licks my wounds shut.

		“No,” she whispers, “what I need… will kill you, too.”

		I fall back, dizzy from what I’ve lost. I know it will pass quickly enough for me to recover, but not in time for Ana. Her head still rests in my lap.

		“Then take what you need from me.” Chase climbs onto Ana. They both glow a brilliant pink, gazing into each other’s eyes. Chase offers her throat, and Ana’s head shifts up from my lap to kiss it before she bites down. A moan, filled with years of unfulfilled lust, escapes Chase’s throat. I stroke Ana’s hair, pulling it out of the way to make it easier for her drink.

		I savor the sensation of Ana’s head shifting against my lap, and I whimper as she pulls away. Her strength returning, Ana sits up so that Chase straddles her legs. I sit up with them, my chest pressing against Ana’s back as I kiss her shoulder.

		When Ana seals the wounds to Chase’s throat, she looks from Chase to me as our unified glow of pink fills the entry hall. We all smile. “My turn,” I say, and my gifts soak in their love to sustain me. Chase might be mortal, but she’s so strong that she avoids passing out. I chuckle as my power makes them both groan in unison. The best part is that I needn’t hide it from them, what I am and what I’m doing. I know they trust me.

		“You’re both overdressed,” I say, all too aware that I’m the only one naked. Chase unbuttons Ana’s shirt from the top as I pull it free of her pants and work my way up, enjoying the feel of her now warm flesh. Her throat shivers with a purr as I kiss her neck. Her body reclines against me as Chase strips off our lover’s pants. Then Chase flings off her own jacket, t-shirt, and sports bra before she slides between Ana’s legs to kiss her way up the inside of her legs.

		“Let me in,” I whisper to Ana. I focus my powers on her spirit, heightening her love. When I lower her down onto her back, she sighs. My powers make her mind float, increasing the intensity of Chase’s kisses as she reaches Ana’s pussy, longingly licking her.

		I shift to place my eager cunt above Ana’s mouth. My breath shudders out of me as she eats me out. I reach out and stroke Chase’s hair as she tends to Ana’s building lust. The vampire’s hips buck as she draws close to cumming. My gifts flow into Ana’s mind, linking all three of us to share in our growing pleasure. Our breathing synchronizes as Ana’s kiss grows more intense. She grabs me by the waist, positioning me better for her tongue to slide up and down my slit faster and faster. Her fangs lightly rake across my sensitive folds sending a wicked shiver through my entire body, and we shriek in unison. My fingers grip Chase by the hair and move her mouth to focus on Ana’s clit, sending a jolt of sheer joy through all of us.

		The pink light surrounding all three of us blinds me in pleasure as I feel us leaping to our unified peak. When we cum, I scream and slam the palms of my hands to the hardwood floor to keep from collapsing onto both of them. We all moan and chuckle as the wave passes.

		Ana finds her voice first, amused by Chase’s failure to strip herself completely. “You cheated, Chase.” She pushes on my legs to make me move, and we both slither towards the mortal woman we both desire above all others.

		I shift Chase onto her back. She stares dumbly up at the ceiling, exhausted from the blood she offered to save Ana and our fit of passion. Whispered babbles wanting more escape her lips as Ana rips her jeans off.

		My fingers roam across her naked chest, stopping to pinch her nipples, which sends spikes of pleasure through all of us as my powers for emotions keep us joined.

		Ana grins at me from between Chase’s legs and crooks a finger for me to join her. I slip next to her. We take turns licking at Chase’s pussy. Each stroke of our tongues follows the other in a relentless back and forth.

		Bringing Chase and our ourselves to climax doesn’t take long. It’s Chase who screams for all three of us this time. “My Lady! My Mistress!” Her hips thrust wildly, but our grips on her inner thighs keep her from escaping our kisses. Ana and I straddle Chase’s legs, rubbing our pussies against her calves as we keep licking—one-two, one-two, one-two—until all three of us cry out. This time, the intensity of our climax catches all of us unprepared. The shared wave of pleasure burns my mind in a sun of pink light.

		When awareness returns, I’m on my back next to Chase with Ana on the other side. Ana recovers faster, crawling up to kiss Chase who cradles Ana’s face in her hands to keep her from pulling away. I roll over onto my side and stroke Chase’s breasts before reaching up to run my fingers through Ana’s hair. The vampire breaks from her embrace with Chase and leans over her to kiss me next. Chase kisses Ana’s exposed throat and reaches over to run her fingers through the red bush between my legs.

		A weary groan slips out of me as Ana breaks from our kiss to look down at Chase. She brings her hand up in front of Chase’s face. The nail on her thumb presses against the tip of her middle finger.

		“If you want it,” Ana says. Her emotions flicker to a fearful purple as the sight of it causes Chase’s breath to catch.

		The same purple ripples through Chase’s aura, but it only lasts a second before the vibrant pink returns to Chase aura. She smiles to Ana. “Yes.”

		The pink reasserts itself for Ana, too. The vampire slices through the tip of her finger and lowers it to Chase’s lips. When the first drop of Ana’s immortal essence hits, Chase’s back arches up off the floor with a desperate hunger. She only takes a tiny bit, but it’s enough to bond them again. When Ana pulls the finger back, I lean over to lick a drop of blood from it, as well. Plenty of her blood still flows through me, but I want her to see I trust her. The way she smiles no longer has the look of a predator, despite her fangs, but the expression of a woman in love.

		She cups our faces in her hands as she sits up. “Ladies, floors are uncomfortable, and I have a large bed upstairs.”

		In unison, Chase and I answer, “Yes, Mistress,” and laugh.

		We follow Ana to her bed, and we don’t sleep until shortly before dawn.

		

	
		Epilogue: Anastasia
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		Exactly one year later…

		Kaci decides to mark our anniversary with a celebration at the Green Witch. She offers half-price drinks to all the women who come. That’s attracted a standing-room only crowd. Chase helps out behind the bar, but I stay at my favorite table in the corner. One of the benefits of being an investor is that I don’t need to do any of the grunt work. I simply drink my glass of Red River and admire the two women I love above all others.

		Chase is dressed in an orange dress shirt tucked into tight black pants and wearing a thin black tie. Kaci wears her pink shirt tied off just below her breasts to show off her stomach and a glorious display of cleavage.

		The place is filled with the joyous conversations of so many women. Some take their drinks upstairs. Now that Kaci is living in my mansion with me and Chase, she’s converted the second floor to create additional seating. A group of four young women carry their drinks from the bar and dance their way up the stairs as they sing along to the rock music pounding through the building. I recognize the current song as one of Chase’s favorites, “Wicked Ones” by a singer named Dorothy.

		Chase retired from the hunters, but she still takes the occasional freelance job when she isn’t helping out Kaci at the bar. That arrangement appeased the queens enough to get their blessing. I contacted one of the more reasonable ones to prevent Queen Viv from interfering again in our happiness.

		I catch the three women at the table next to mine sneaking looks at me, not that they don’t obviously hope to catch my eye. I don’t mind the attention, having dressed to please. I abandoned my traditional black clothing for a blue corset, worn beneath a white jacket and white skirt. I flash a smile in their direction, granting them a good look at my fangs. One of them gasps in surprise and immediately debates with one of the others about whether my sharp teeth are real. The third, a woman with a pixie cut of platinum blonde hair gawks at me as she places a hand between her breasts.

		The crowd is brimming with sexual energy tonight, and if I know Kaci at all, I’m certain my beloved succubus has a hand in that. Tonight is supposed to be a celebration, after all.

		I tilt my head back as I empty my glass and shift my jacket open to give the gawker a good look.

		When I stand to head back to the bar, I stop by the platinum blonde and whisper to her. “Be careful, I’m quite thirsty tonight.” That leaves all three in stunned silence as I stroll behind the bar. I kiss Chase and then Kaci, who refills my glass.

		“You’re in quite the mood,” Kaci says in a teasing tone, having noticed my fun with the platinum blonde. She pours two shot glasses of cider for her and Chase.

		“And this would be different from any other night, how?” Chase mock-scowls at me as she takes the offered shot glass.

		“Well, we do have good reason to celebrate, my pets.”

		Kaci raises her glass. “Happy anniversary.”

		Chase and I echo the sentiment, raising our drinks in a toast.

		After we set down our glasses, I wrap my arms around their waists and pull them close enough to conspire with them.

		“I have an important question for you two.”

		“Oh, fuck.” Chase shakes her head, obviously recognizing my desire to make mischief.

		“Tell me.” I pause long enough to gaze at the crowd gathered, all of them fixated on our embrace. “How do you two feel about orgies?”
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		Sorceress in the City

		

		
			https://www.amazon.com/Sorceress-City-Lesbian-Control-Erotica-ebook/dp/B0CH43ZT53
		

		

		It’s hard enough to make a living as a sorceress in the modern world, but when Monica Devlin takes on a client whose mother was murdered and her collection of mystical artifacts stolen, things get far more complicated. Finding the thief and murderer will lead Monica on an erotic journey through the magical underbelly of her city that places her in the middle of an ancient rivalry of goddesses. She’ll also have to navigate problematic relationships, both old and new, that are determined to disrupt her search for a powerful object with the ability to control the mind of any woman.

		

		Sorceress in the City is a 30,000 word erotica novella full of mind control (both consensual and forced), lesbian sex, and dom/sub relationships.
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