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The girl was well-built, Dougal thought
appreciatively as he watched the play of muscles beneath her
skin.

She was tied to the bed, spreadeagled, her
body writhing, skin glistening with sweat as as her chest fluttered
wildly. He had gagged her, not so much out of fears of the
neighbors since he occupied the entire floor, but simply because it
hurt his ears.

Some girls were more responsive than others,
and some were more vocal in their responsiveness. This one was
both. He'd already drawn her through multiple climaxes, and the
bed-sheet beneath her was damp with her sweat.

She was amusingly easy, as if every nerve
ending was attuned to his touch, while her mind was an eager, open,
panting thing, delighted to have its inhibitions torn asunder.

She had a long, slender body with large,
full breasts, real breasts (Dougal disdained the other kind), and a
lovely young face now matted with dyed blonde hair. She had no hair
between his legs, a style which had become popular of late. Dougal
could remember when women had hair under their arms, never mind
between their legs.

Then again, he could remember when no single
girl would be seen alone with a man, much less have sex with him
outside of marriage. And even if she was minded to her father most
certainly would be watching her far too closely to get away with
it. When did dating even start, he thought, trying to remember back
through the years.

When one got as old as him, earlier memories
tended to run together, especially when they went back
centuries.

The girl's arms and legs strained against
the leather straps pinning her wrists and ankles, her hips bucking
up more and more violently as another orgasm tore through her body.
Her eyes were white and wild, her head rolling back as she screamed
into the gag.

Dougal had three fingers inside her. She was
hot and throbbing and wet, and very tight around them as he rolled
her swollen clitoris with his thumb. He had developed a certain
method of using the pad of his thumb to squeeze the clitoris down
against the fingers pushing up from within her, then scrape the
corner of his nail across it just … so.

His other hand was on her breast, kneading
it firmly. He could feel her heart pounding within her, which
excited him in turn. He was a patient man, but he was not immune to
this one's charms in terms of both a bed partner and... food.

She was young enough to be his great, great
grandaughter many times over, but Dougal neither felt nor looked
old. In fact, he looked like a powerfully built man in his prime,
deep in his twenties, with broad shoulders and long reddish blonde
hair spilling across his shoulders.

The girl slumped to the bed, gasping, eyes
glazed over. He smiled and slid his fingers out of her, letting his
hands glide gently over her body. He loved the tactile feel of her
incredibly soft skin against him. His own hands were far from soft.
They'd had sword callouses on them once, and were work roughened
from long years of toil.

Not that he had to toil any more, of course,
he mused, glancing up around him at the high ceiling in the
enormous room. Broad windows looked out on the city around this
tower, glistening with the lights of the surrounding towers. The
bedroom itself was tastefully decorated with heavy, gleaming walnut
chests and furnishings bought from a designer.

It wasn't his room, after all, just a
room. And it was only used for one purpose.

His hands slid up and circled the girl's
breasts, and he let his thumbs reach across, stroking her nipples
as her eyes fluttered open. She moaned breathlessly, and he smiled
down at her. It was almost time for him to satisfy his own hunger.
Hungers, rather.

Dougal had an old fashioned mentality in
terms of give and exchange (and almost everything else, in fact).
He felt he owed the girl something for what she was about to
surrender.

You looked after a sheep and protected it
from the elements and predators, and in exchange, it surrendered
its wool. A good bargain which benefited both parties. Well, as
long as you didn't have a hungering for mutton.

He'd had so many women in his life it was
impossible to remember them all, nor would he want to. Most, like
this one, were mere passing fancies. He barely knew her name, nor
cared to. She was there to satisfy his hunger and nothing more. She
was a sheep he was about to sheer. She didn't know it, of course,
but then, neither did the sheep.

Nor did either have any say in the
sheering.

He smiled when he thought of the men he ran
into today, the way they spoke of women, their desperate attempts
at impressing them, at persuading them, at amusing them and
entertaining them. Dougal knew none of that was necessary.

Women were products of their instincts no
less than men. They wanted, above all else, a man with broad
shoulders to protect them, a tall man with strong legs to hunt and
provide for them, a fierce man to bar the cave door from hostile
intruders.

It didn't matter that none of that was
necessary any more. Women still wanted it, and everything else was
secondary or inconsequential. He was a tall, barrel chested man who
exuded strength and confidence. He was handsome, yes, that too.
He'd never needed to use any other form of persuasion to get a
woman into his bed, though at times he'd gotten lazy and done
so.

No woman, nor man, for that matter, could
resist his will. That will had developed slowly over the years, his
ability to sense people's emotions and influence them, to override
their thoughts and turn them into his creatures. He rarely used
that power to its fullest, not needing to.

He certainly didn't need it to persuade
young lovelies like this into his bed. Though his ability to sense
when they wanted him and were simply playing hard to get aided him
in cutting the seductions short.

Nor did he need that power to bring them to
moaning, gasping pleasure. He was an accomplished lover, with long
centuries of experience and an understanding of how women thought.
Of course, being able to understand how a particular woman thought
was quite helpful in fulfilling her fantasies, and the power was
quite useful for that.

It took little effort, with his highly
attuned senses, to determine what a girl wanted and did not want,
what she welcomed, what she dreamed of, what brought the utmost
pleasure. He knew precisely how hard or long or fast to stroke, to
press, to thrust, to kiss, to caress because her emotions were laid
as bare to him as her body.

With her mind roiled by heat there was very
little hidden to him, and not only could he read her but he could
influence her, could nudge those emotions, those thoughts, in the
direction he wished them to go. He could, in fact, bring this girl
orgasm without even touching her, simply through influencing her
mind.

But where was the challenge in that? More
importantly, where was the fun in that? After centuries on this
earth, fun was something Dougal took seriously!

That wasn't to say he wouldn't use that
power, nor that he wasn't about to. Everything the girl had
experienced thus far was merely the prelude to what was to come.
She was still panting and gasping before him, moaning exhaustedly
as he rolled her nipples between the pads of his thumbs and
forefingers.

He frowned, trying to remember her name and
failing. He delved lightly into her mind, a swirling storm of heat
and passion, and pulled it free. Alyssa, a college girl from
Indianapolis, currently studying archaeology at NYU.

It was almost time for Alyssa to experience
the raw intensity of the pleasure her body was actually capable of.
Likely she'd never experienced it before, and never would
again.

He let his hands wander down her body again,
and between her legs. Three fingers sank deep into her sex, causing
her to moan helplessly, then he slid down her body, nibbling here
and there, feeling his own excitement grow at the heat rising off
the surface of her skin.

He brought his lips down against her
clitoris, and her hips began to jerk and roll. He sucked deftly,
his tongue swirling out and across it as his fingers pumped in and
out of her sodden interior.

He could sense the moment as her mind
fluttered and her body thrummed with tension. And when it arrived
he pulled back, rose above her, then drew himself to hand. He was
thick and long, and he saw her glassy eyes widen as she stared at
it hungrily.

He grinned boyishly and pressed himself
against her, feeling the firm young opening forced in and back,
stretching wider as he fed himself into the mouth of her sex, then
lowered his body onto hers. He drove his hips into her slowly and
she began to writhe again, to tremble and moan into the gag.

“Now is the time, pretty girl,” he whispered
into her ear, his fingers sliding through her hair as he drew her
head up and back.

His hips began to move in and back as he
took up the strong, steady thrusting he knew she craved – he
knew she craved, and he could sense her responsiveness,
could sense the eager delight, the wild, spiraling heat as he used
her, as he drew her up towards that peak again.

But then, as he plunged himself deep into
her belly his mind darted in as well, plunging into her mind, she
was very near orgasm, but he tore her up and threw her over the
edge, then sent her screaming – not down, but up, up higher and
higher!

He felt the terrible intensity of the
pleasure flaying her mind as she screamed and screamed, and in that
instant, he pulled her head back roughly, to expose her throat. His
incisors slid into view, and he drove his mouth down, his fangs
sinking into her flesh.

The orgasm lashed her with a howling storm
of pleasure, and such small pain was lost amid the torrent of
energy and sensations ripping through her body and mind. His hips
kept moving, thrusting hard and fast as he drank deep of her
essence, as he felt the warmth sinking into his flesh and
bones.

The girl continued to thrash wildly as he
fed deeply, and he opened his mind to it, letting it sweep him into
his own orgasm. It felt very much as if their minds merged, and he
was now flooded with the same incredible pleasure and passion
filling her!

His hips thrust even more powerfully into
her young body as he shuddered and groaned and trembled, then spent
himself there, just as she screamed out the last of the breath in
her lungs and then slumped bonelessly beneath him.

He sighed happily and eased his lips off her
throat. The bite marks were hardly noticeable. He was a very neat
drinker, after all. She lay spreadeagled and nearly still. Her
chest still rose and fell as the breath fluttered in and out of
her. He removed the gag so she could breath more freely, then
smiled and rolled off her, feeling invigorated.

Of course, now he had the problem of what to
do with this girl. That was always the downside. She was weak and
exhausted, both physically and emotionally drained. And the problem
with giving girls the most intense sexual experience of their lives
was they tended to want more.

Not that he couldn't put on another such
bravado performance again and again, but he had learned, over the
centuries, not to get too attached to people whose lives were a
mere fraction as long as his.

Besides, aside from her physical beauty he
didn't really see anything particularly attractive about her. She
was narcissistic and shallow, like most young people. The music and
entertainments she enjoyed were silly.

And she would probably expect him to go out
in the daylight...

Nor did he much feel like dealing with her
desire to sleep with him (as opposed to sex), especially since he
didn't sleep at night. No, he was done with her and wanted to get
rid of her now.

He'd have no trouble finding another little
lovely to satisfy him tomorrow, or perhaps the next day.

He leaned over and put his hand under her
limp head, closing his eyes as he reached into her mind to blur her
memories of him, of what he looked like and where he had taken her.
She would think her poor memory was due to alcohol later.

There were many tricks one could play upon
the unconscious human mind, some of them quite cruel. He could, if
he so desired, cause her to walk out into the sea and drown,
without her even knowing that was what she was doing.

But Dougal had never been unnecessarily
cruel. Besides, he liked girls, and harbored no anger or meanness
towards them. But he had fulfilled his side of the bargain and now
it was time for her to go home.

He kissed her gently and laid her head back
as she began to stir, her legs moving weakly as she groaned. Then
he left the room and went up the hall. The floor underneath him was
black marble, the walls of a rich, polished onyx, soft light coming
from crystal wall sconces.

The double doors to his own room were made
of African Blackwood, hideously expensive to work with, but very
solid and black. Between the outer layers was an inch of solid
steel. When the door closed behind him, he turned a lever, and the
bolts slid up from the floor and down from the ceiling frame into
holes recessed in the metal.

It would take a tank to break through them
now, or one of his own kind. But the symbols and glyphs engraved on
the steel would dissuade almost any of them from even trying.
Dougal had an enhanced sense of paranoia where his own safety was
concerned, especially when he slept.

He padded naked across the deep pile
carpeting and into the large ensuite bath. The shower was big
enough for a half dozen people without crowding. He stepped under
the water and let it flow down upon him from above and either
side.

He felt the awareness of the girl's return
to consciousness. His implanted suggestion took control of her and
she dressed, gathering her things, then left the room. He could
sense her walking away up the hall and going out the front door,
which locked behind her.

Because of the link between them he could
still sense her as she rode down the elevator and stepped outside,
then began to walk. She walked for some blocks before catching a
cab back to the apartment she shared with two other girls.

By then he was laying in bed beneath the
black silk sheets. He was just starting to feel the dawn approach,
and let his mind roam back through the years even as he casually
monitored Alyssa. He had done a lot of things over that time he
wasn't really proud of. When he was younger, he was more
thoughtless, more arrogant, and had less concern for the merely
human.

He'd had no sense of responsibility and
little care or concern over what happened to them. He hadn't gone
the way of others of his kind, who amused themselves much like
small children breaking their toys. He was thankful he didn't have
that on his conscience, and that he still had a conscience.

Caleb, what a bastard he'd been. He'd
bragged of the young nuns he'd taken, then sent off with implanted
suggestions which had them working in bordellos, addicted to sex
and unable to say no to anyone. Dougal had wound up killing him
when the man's arrogance and jealousy of his own growing power made
him feel Dougal was a threat.

He had no idea, really, how many of his kind
there were out there. New York was a popular location, since you
could do almost anything anonymously here for a very long time as
long as you weren't too clumsy.

This penthouse, for example, was in the name
of a corporation. That way no concerns would be raised if he chose
to stay here for a period of time which exceeded human life
expectancy. He rather liked the place, though he'd only been here
twenty years to date.

He'd lived in all the world's great
capitals, been a soldier, sailor, a doctor and builder, a conqueror
and destroyer, a businessman, where his abilities made him a
fortune until he tired of the game, and a scientist when he thought
he might be able to figure out exactly what he was, and exactly
what his limits were.

And why the sun burned his skin as badly as
it did.

Vampire was the only thing which came to
mind, though he hated to use the term, as did the others of his
kind he'd met. Yes, he drank blood. Yes, he had many of the powers
often ascribed to them, and even some of the limitations. But he'd
never found an accurate depiction, in fiction or science, that
matched him.

He sensed the girl reaching home, getting
undressed, and going to bed. She acted drunk, though she wasn't.
The implanted suggestion faded from her mind as soon as she fell
asleep and he nodded in satisfaction. She would waken with a foggy
memory of meeting a handsome man, whose face wasn't quite clear,
going to a hotel, having incredible sex, and then... nothing
much.

That was as it had to be, unless he could
figure out how to make others live as long as him, and there were
only two ways of doing that, neither of which was altogether
palatable. One was to make them as he was, and that had a
tremendous responsibility to it.

The other had a certain appeal, but he'd
never found the right person, male or female, to be sure he wanted
to be near them for centuries to come. He'd given up even thinking
he ever would.
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Miranda wakened to find her body sweating
and overheating, filled with a sense of hyper charged sexual
electricity. She moaned low in her throat, partly in denial, her
chest already fluttering as she reached out and grasped the sheets
beside her, as if she could cling to her fading sanity.

Then she quickly reached beneath her pillow,
snatching out the ball gag and desperately shoving it into her
mouth, wedging it deep with trembling fingers before her sanity
left her. She tried to resist, but it was no use. It was never any
use. The orgasm rolled over her like a freight train! She cried
out, back arching violently again and again, legs flailing out and
apart as convulsions wracked her body.

A searing rush of heat and passion took her
into the sexual fever which had become so familiar these past few
years, her head rolling up and back as she gurgled breathlessly,
hips bucking and spasming repeatedly. She screamed again and again,
screamed at the top of her lungs, screamed until her throat ached!
The orgasm was long, protracted, and utterly remorseless as it
gripped her like a dog with a rag doll and shook her violently.

It finally released her, gasping for breath,
dazed and moaning, the intensity of the pleasure still resonating
within her, her body twitching as she gulped in air.

She had a better glimpse of his face, that
time, though, the man she had somehow become psychically connected
to. He had a strong jaw and stern gray eyes to go with the reddish
blonde hair she was already so familiar with.

He'd just been a blur in her memory, the day
after she'd gone out partying in London and then wound up in his
hotel room for the most intense sexual experience of her life. She
could remember almost all of it, except for where, which hotel, and
the finer details of his face.

She'd been drunk, she'd thought. Oh well. It
had been an incredible experience, though! And it had taught her
how much more she ought to be expecting from her lovers. She'd
never received it, though. Not from anyone she'd ever met, though,
not in three years.

But somehow, impossibly, she'd found herself
experiencing these incredible orgasms out of the blue! Well, they
weren't without cause, for they tended to happen in the morning. At
first, they had just happened, and she'd thought they were some
kind of weird flashback to that night.

But they weren't! She'd slowly come to
realize over the years, that she wasn't relieving her orgasms from
that night at all. Instead she was sharing in his orgasms with some
other woman, of different women.

She had no explanation for it that made
sense. She had studied every book she could find on involuntary
orgasms, on psychic links, on muscle memory, and nothing came close
to an explanation of what was happening to her.

Several times a week she would feel the
surging tide of heat take her as if she had just been drugged or
something. Like a bitch in heat she would find herself helpless
before a terrible, raw hunger, and then the massive orgasm would
tear through her, shaking her to the core of her being and leaving
her dazed and barely conscious.

She'd been attending Cambridge at the time.
The first time it had happened she'd been in a morning class on
Medieval History. No one had understood that her screams and
thrashings were from an orgasm. They'd all thought she had simply
taken a fit of some sort, gone mad.

She'd been taken away by ambulance for a
thorough examination which revealed nothing whatsoever. Some
thought it was merely a stunt, except that she had been, previously
at least, a responsible, respectable, quiet and earnest young
woman, softly and politely spoken, if determined.

Such an exhibition was utterly unlike her.
Yet it had happened repeatedly, always in the mornings. It had made
any kind of studies or work impossible, except for evening courses.
It made no sense to her that such a thing would happen at all, much
less happen only in the mornings.

She'd had to leave school, desperately
searching for an answer or some means to control it, and never
finding one. She'd learned to hold it back, after a fashion, but
only for seconds, long enough, usually, to shove the gag into her
mouth, and then the storm of emotion, sensation and pleasure took
her.

Then she'd taken a trip to China, in search
of some obscure Buddhist lore which she had thought might be
relevant. And there, the episodes had struck her in the afternoons!
At first she was astonished, and bewildered. But then she came to
realize that mornings in London were at the same time as Afternoons
in China.

It took no genius to realize, then, that if
she moved to the United States, to the east coast, in particular,
such episodes would come in the middle of the night, and thus give
her a chance at some kind of normal life.

The plan had worked, except that the orgasms
had gotten even stronger. And now they were accompanied by foggy,
dreamy images, on occasion, sometimes of some girl on a bed or
couch, sometimes of a man, that man, and rarely, rarely, some
fleeting snatches of thoughts, as if they were from someone else's
mind.

MacGregor. That had been the most important
of them, a very brief, but certain self-thought on the part of the
blonde man. Somehow, she knew that was his name. Unfortunately,
there were many MacGregors in the world. She'd traveled far and
wide and come away with very little.

But she knew what was happening, if not how
or why. Somehow, this man was having incredible sex with a
continuing stream of young girls. He was, in all likelihood, the
one she had slept with back in London. And just as he had given her
an incredible sexual experience, so too was he gifting the same to
these other girls.

And yet, somehow, her mind and his had
become linked. It was impossible, but somehow it had happened. It
never happened at other times of the day. She never glimpsed his
thoughts except during orgasm. And she had no idea how she was then
linked with his other bedmates, except that, to some degree, she
was.

And it was stronger in New York. She was
certain of it. She had moved around enough to know that much. The
further from New York she traveled the weaker it became – though it
never became weak enough to resist. But here, it was the stronger,
and so too were the foggy visuals and thoughts which accompanied
it.

HE was here. He had the answers.

Her trembling eased, and the lassitude which
always took her after orgasm drove her back to sleep, a deep and
restful sleep.

*

Morning came. She swung her long legs out of
bed, yawning, but not overtired. The orgasms always interrupted her
sleep, but not for long, and she quickly drifted off to sleep in
the weary afterglow. And then she froze, jaw dropping, a particular
image from last night suddenly tugging at her mind for
attention.

Had anyone looked at her they would have
seen a beautiful young woman in her early twenties, sitting upright
on the edge of the bed, masses of tumbling brown hair half covering
her face as she stared up at nothing, mouth open in a soundless-O
of amazement.

It was an image, a casual, slightly foggy
image of a window. More importantly, it was an image of a building
which appeared in that window! It was only of the top of the
building, a rectangular building, which due to darkness, she could
make little of. But it was a glass sheathed thing with irregularly
shaped sides.

She almost flung herself outside in her
eagerness to find it! But she stopped herself, heart pounding with
excitement at this, the best clue to his location she'd ever
had!

She skipped breakfast, however, showered
hurriedly, and then dressed, putting on flat heeled, leather
walking shoes below the tight, lowslung jeans and tight green,
midriff baring tank top.

Then it was outside to the subway. A
building like that one, with another tall building next to it, had
to be in either lower or middle Manhattan. She was betting it was
midtown. This guy lived in that place, and the taller buildings in
lower Manhattan were mainly offices.

She was filled with tension and excitement
as she scanned the horizon, deciding to first go to the buildings
which had open rooftop viewing for tourists and the like. The
Empire State Building, to start.

What would she do if she found him, she
wondered anxiously. Aside from demanding to know how it had
happened, and how to stop it, that was.

There were a lot of emotional traps
involved. This man, whoever he was, had, in effect, been in her
head, in her vision, making love to her and giving her incredibly
intense orgasms for over three years now! Some part of her felt
like if she saw him she would throw herself at his feet and beg him
to take her in and be hers forever!

Another part of her wanted to kill him dead
on the spot!

Yet, the impression she had gotten over the
past few years was that he had no idea she was peeking into what he
was doing, no awareness she was experiencing the strange dreamy
heat of his bedding partners.

Nevertheless, she was experiencing it,
several times a week. The orgasms were extended and intense, like
nothing she'd ever felt in real life except with him that first
time. Their effect on her had been profound.

She'd never had a good relationship with men
since, not a romantic one, in any event. Their lovemaking efforts
seemed puny by comparison. Which was extremely frustrating because
those massive psychic and physical jolts of pleasure had become
more than slightly addictive.

They had turned her into an extremely sexual
woman, a woman who saw herself as a sexual creature, and sought
sexual pleasure constantly. Like a junkie, she'd become addicted to
the high, the wild, sexual high, the incredible passion and
pleasure, and had ruined her life trying to duplicate it.

For a while, she'd been into drugs, into
alcohol, and into almost compulsive sexual behavior, sleeping with
different men every night, sometimes multiple men. She'd had
orgasms, but they were small change, merely teasing her for the
real things.

The more her inhibitions melted away, the
more her own sexuality and self-image became one of frantic needs
and hunger. Her orgasms became more powerful, but never held a
candle to what she'd felt with him.

Was she a nymphomaniac? She resisted the
notion. But what would she do if the orgasms finally stopped. She
dreamed about it, fantasized about it, prayed for it, but what if
they stopped? Would she be forever bereft of that incredible
passion and pleasure they gave her?

She was aware of being eyed appreciatively
as she walked, and a part of her preened like a smug and contented
cat. She was so much the sexual creature now, in thrall to that
desperate passion, that her self-image was bound up with lust and
sex.

But she was used to that attention, and
largely ignored it, intent on her mission, determined to make
further progress this day. Her nearly waist length hair floated
around her face and shoulders as she strode briskly through the
streets, eyes flitting ever upwards, as if the building in question
could appear at any second.

She rode the elevator up. It was filled with
tourists, including a fair number of children. The children ignored
her. The mothers eyed her doubtfully. The men pretended not to
notice, but discretely rolled their eyes across her at every
opportunity.

Miranda couldn't care less, not today. She
was focused and intent. A young Chinese man, half a head shorter,
played with his cell phone, and snapped her picture several times,
with the sound and flash off to be discrete.

The doors opened and she was the first off,
ignoring everyone else, going straight to the edge and starting her
scan. She fished into her bag for the small pair of binoculars
she'd brought, but first looked unaided, slowly moving along the
wall, then turning at the corner, then again, then... but wait!

She jerked the glasses up to her eyes,
staring desperately at the building to the north. Of course!
Central Park and the wealthy condos in the Upper East and Upper
West side! And there was one that looked remarkably like her
vision, perhaps forty blocks northwest of her!

But she was a methodical young woman. She
marked its place, then continued her scan, circling the building,
using the glasses frequently. She never saw anything quite as
similar, however. She headed back downstairs and took the subway
north.

She was getting hungry by the time she hit
Central Park, but would not stop. She got a hot dog from a street
vendor and continued on. And then there it was! But which side had
the other building been on!? It was a tall building, that was for
certain, and it had a very large window.

That meant another of the glass monsters,
rather than the old fashioned stone edifices, for they tended
towards much smaller windows. She needed to get into them, get into
a high apartment, and look out the window! She would find the man
who had torn her life apart, and either kill him or... marry
him!

If she was going to have these incredible
orgasms she wanted them to be with him, not across on the other
side of the city, or the world!

She made her way around the base of the
building in question, circling the block and cocking her head up
and back to examine its neighbors. She had the memory of the image
she'd glimpsed burned into her mind by now. She knew roughly how
high the window was, and where it was in relation to the other
building.

More or less.

She wasn't completely certain that even was
the building she'd seen. It had been dark, after all, and the image
had come from very high. She thought it was, though. Which meant
the view had to have come from one of two buildings. The first was
a gleaming skyscraper of a condo right on 81st
Street.

And something drew her to it, something she
couldn't quite understand, as if there were a magnet inside and she
was iron.

But she could easily see the doorman just
outside, and another within. The place was right on the corner with
Central Park West, and would have glorious views of the park. That
meant it would be insanely expensive, and have top notch security.
Getting past them would not be easy.

As for sneaking in through the underground
garage, well, she could see the cameras there. No doubt the
building was littered with them. She wouldn't get very far.

But it was a large building. A very high
building. She counted the floors. There were seventy three of them.
That meant several hundred condos, depending on how many were on
each floor. The odds were one or more were for sale...

It was frustrating, but this needed some
preparation. She returned to the small apartment she'd rented and
looked on the internet for the address. As she'd suspected, two of
the condos were for sale. She called up the realtor, using her most
cultured British accent, and suggesting she was looking for a place
to stay while in New York.

Americans didn't really know much about
British accents, but they knew enough to tell the difference
between hers and someone from Hackney. Her parents weren't wealthy,
by any means, and her attendance at Cambridge had been do to her
own brains and hard work in obtaining a scholarship, not to some
oversized trust fund.

But she'd certainly had a decent and
educated accent prior to attendance there, and it had become much
more refined in her three years there. She put on a show of being
rushed, but the best either realtor could do for her was this
evening. Frustrated, she agreed.

If it meant she had to miss a shift at work,
then she would miss a shift at work. That disappointed her on
several levels. Most importantly, of course, was that she thrived
on the the rush of heat she got there.

Miranda was a stripper.

While her family and friends back in London
would have been horrified had they known, she considered it a
considerable step up from her years of alcoholic drug abuse and
sleeping with any man who wanted her (and every man wanted
her).

She gloried in the waves of lust beating
against her bare skin like the heat from an oven, her insides
thrumming with energy and excitement as she put those early ballet
classes to good practice in a way her old teacher would never have
imagined.

Doing the splits had an entirely different
connotation when you were on a stage naked in front of hundreds of
men, particularly when you were standing on your hands...

Stripping was the only job she'd found which
not only catered to her odd hours but which paid a considerable sum
of money – allowing her to travel and research. It was also one she
could do in almost any country without much in the way of
documentation.

Here in New York her accent had combined
with her looks to get her into one of the city's finest, most
expensive gentleman’s club. That meant the tips and fees were quite
a bit higher than the norm, and allowed her a selection of clothes
to satisfy the good taste her attendance at Cambridge had
developed.

She spent much of the day in an anxious
state of impatience. She went to the gym and exercised for two
solid hours to work off some pressure, but while that took her mind
off things a bit she was still on edge, wondering what the evening
would bring.

She was supposed to call her mother in the
afternoon. London was six hours ahead of New York, so it was early
evening there, but she was too stressed out. Talking with her
mother was never easy anyway, at least, not since her little
'problem' came to light. Of course, her father was even worse.

*

She wore a long gray blazer with black
collar and pocket flaps over black trousers, and with a white silk
blouse beneath. The outfit had cost her fifteen hundred dollars in
London, or about two thousand dollars. She'd bought it out of a
yearning for the self respect she'd lost since all this arose, back
when she took some pride in who and what she was.

Such an outfit gave the illusion, at least,
that she was someone, likely someone important, a woman of
means and perhaps influence. People paid attention to you when you
dressed in such outfits. And not merely because they thought you
were pretty.

She had been on the verge of being someone,
back then. Since then she'd become a punchline, a joke, to those
who knew.

Another reason to find the bastard who'd
done it to her and exact revenge!

Except she had too much pent up sexual
energy for that. This man had haunted her life, giving her massive
orgasm after orgasm, for the last three years. And while she hated
him at other times, when the rush of pleasure was coursing through
her, she was in thrall to him and to it.

Indescribable pleasure, pleasure so intense
it was almost painful, tearing through her body, sometimes again
and again... How could that not deeply influence her mind,
to say nothing of her thoughts of sex and sexuality?

In some ways she thought, in moments of
introspection, that she loved stripping only partly for the
unrestrained lust and approval all those men showed her. She also
enjoyed arousing them and then giving them nothing to satisfy that
arousal. Perhaps she was in some ways punishing them for what men,
or at least, one male and his sexuality, had done to her.

She took a cab uptown and strolled up the
walk to the front entrance. The doorman smiled and waved her in
respectfully, and there in the lobby was the realtor, already
waiting. There was a desk to the right, behind which sat a clerk of
some sort, and a maitre d on the other side.

They all melted at her accent, and certainly
didn't question whether she had anything like the money to pay for
a condominium listed at seven and a half million dollars. In fact,
the realtor warned her it was rather a small unit and faced away
from the park.

“That's quite all right. I spend most of my
time in London, you see,” she said with a smile, “But I do have to
pass through New York from time to time throughout the year and I
really don't like hotels.”

She was amazed she managed to get it out as
smoothly as she had, though. The moment she'd stepped through the
lobby door she'd felt a strange, rhythmic kind of thrum in her
body, a slightly breathless, heady sense of anticipation and
attraction.

He was here! It had to be him!

Because it wasn't simply the prospect that
this was the building which caused it. No, she could sense a
direction, not simply up, but ahead and to the left! She strolled
after the realtor, getting into the lift and trying to brace
herself, to restrain her excitement, as they rose.

It wasn't possible. The higher she rose, the
more intense the thrumming became. Some part of her sensed she was
approaching him, and she knew exactly where he was! By the time the
elevator stopped on the fifty third floor, she felt almost charged
with power!

“After you,” she insisted in a breathless
voice.

The man smiled and she thrust her foot out,
tripping him as he left the elevator. In the same motion she hit
the button for the seventieth floor and then the door close button
before he'd managed to pick himself up and turn around.

Her heart pounded as the elevator rose
higher and she felt herself getting closer and closer. The doors
opened, but she pressed the button for seventy one, rose, stopped,
then pressed the button again.

She got out on the top floor, with a single
door before her, and barely able to breath!

She didn't even knock or ring the bell. She
yanked on the knob, then when it wouldn't open, threw herself
against it as if she could break it down!

“Open this door, you bastard!' she screamed,
kicking it frantically!
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The day started like any other for Dougal.
Awareness returned and his eyes opened. He was in his sleeping
chamber. It was pitch black but he knew it intimately. He sat up
and the lights rose slowly as he swung his body out of bed.

He slept nude, having no earthly reason why
he ought to change into some other sort of clothes in order to lay
still beneath sheets. It wasn't like he got cold while he lay dead
to the world, after all.

Well, it was, but it didn't bother him.

The room was black and white. There were
long, pleated drapes across the wall on either side of the bed,
though no windows behind them. The lighting above was recessed
beneath a black, white and gray drop ceiling which cost
considerably more than most people's houses.

Even that was fourteen feet above the
floor.

Warm and cozy was not something Dougal felt
the need of in decoration, furniture or art. The room, like
everything else in the apartment, had a clean, pure, spartan flow
to its look and this he appreciated.

He dressed in comfortable slacks and sweat
shirt, gray and black, feeling no particular need of dressing up.
He needed to impress no one. He had fed before bed and would not be
seeking company tonight. That wasn't to say he wasn't going out,
but it was unlikely anyone would see him.

He had developed an affection for the
Lamborghini of late. He had a Aventador LP700 in the garage
downstairs which would do from zero to one hundred in under three
seconds. There were few opportunities for a normal man to make use
of the car's speeds and acceleration in New York.

But he was hardly a normal man.

His reaction speeds were lightning quick,
allowing him to move through the city at speeds which would
astonish those who saw. He'd been chased numerous times by the
local police, but never for long. It was an amusing, even sometimes
exhilarating contest to race in and out of traffic at very high
speeds as the police tried to plot his direction to intercept
him.

They'd never come close.

And if by some unlucky chance of fate they
did, well, he could disappear into the night with ease, leaving
them with their prize, but no idea who had been driving it. The car
was registered to a holding company, and then another on top of
that, and another and another. It had a feature he'd first seen in
a James Bond film, where the license plate would fold in and be
replaced by another. He made use of that whenever he decided to
play.

The police would have to actually catch him
before they could determine what it was.

Game on!

He still enjoyed tea, and the expensive tea
maker was already brewing it up as he made his way up the hall to
the kitchen. The kitchen itself was a work of art which could have
fed banquets, he supposed. He was far too uninterested in cooking,
however much he enjoyed eating, to make full use of it, though.

He took his tea into the lounge, where a
ninety five inch wide ultra high definition TV hung on the wall,
dropped lazily into the leather sofa, and clicked on the remote to
see what the world had been up to that day.

He had not quite finished his tea when he
began to feel a strange sense of uneasiness. There were more than
five senses to those who had lived as long as he had, and he
couldn't quite pin down what he sensed, other than it was new, and
yet oddly familiar, and it was getting stronger.

To one such as him, something strange
getting closer was a sign to provoke more than just wariness. He
armed himself with a dirk (guns were of little use against his
kind, and he had little fear of ordinary humans) and stood still,
his senses straining, trying to recognize what it was he felt,
trying to sense the direction from which it approached.

And then there was a faint chiming from
across the apartment, so faint that were it not for his
extraordinary hearing it would have passed unnoticed. It was the
lift tone, he knew. He strode through the halls towards the front
door even as someone began to urgently pound against it.

The sense of whatever it was came from
there, and it got closer as he approached. It was oddly familiar,
and didn't give him a sense of danger at all. It was also human and
female, breathing heavily and with its – her, heart pounding.

He put the dirk down on the table next to
the door, then pulled it open. A girl literally fell forward at his
feet, then rolled her eyes up at him, filled with frantic
urgency.

Very nice eyes, were his first reaction, and
very nice hair. Very nice everything, in fact. He could feel that
male side of him beginning to rouse with interest even as she
scrambled to her feet and then stared at him, open mouthed,
speechless.

“Is there something I can do for you,
miss... ?

She suddenly seemed to recover herself, and
in an instant, swung her fist at him. He swayed back smoothly,
threw an arm around her, pulled her in against him, then closed the
door.

“You... bastard!” she cried, struggling
furiously.

Annoyed but curious, he shoved her against
the wall to pin her there, then grabbed her arms, pulling them
behind her back. She gasped as he wrenched her arms back harshly,
pinning them together across her back with one arm, then slid a
hand into an astonishingly thick mass of soft brown hair, and
jerked her head up and back.

“Be still!” he ordered in a voice he'd
learned centuries before as a soldier.

She trembled violently, gulping in air,
heart still pounding, but had very little choice in movement.

He pulled her back from the wall, turning
her to face him while still pinning her arms tightly. His other
hand released her hair, a bit reluctantly, and slid up under her
jaw, raising it up as she glowered at him.

“Is it that I know you, girl?” he asked
calmly.

The eyes widened further and he swung her
away as she tried to kick him, shoving her face into the wall
again.

“I have a short temper with impertinent men,
never mind women,” he growled. “If you'll not be calming yourself
I'll take you across my lap and turn your bottom a bright and very
stinging shade of red.”

He drew her back a few inches, then shoved
her forward into the wall again.

“Name!?” he barked.

With no response but panting, he did it
again.

“Your name!?”

“Miranda!” she cried.

“Last name?”

“Miranda Rutherford, you bastard!”

He drew her back and shoved her into the
wall again, harder this time.

“I dislike such pejorative terms. Where I
grew up they could lead to duals to the death.”

He gripped her hair and jerked her head up
and back sharply, drawing a gasp of pain from the girl.

“Now explain yourself, and do it right
quickly, girl.”

“You know who I am and why I'm here!”

“I've no clue to either, in truth. Though I
do admit you seem oddly familiar. Have we met before?”

“In my mind several times a week for the
last three years!” she exclaimed.

Dougal blinked. That was hardly the answer
he'd been expecting, and he became wary.

“In your... mind?”

“Ever since that night in London, in your
hotel room!”

Three years ago he was in London, and Dougal
tried, but failed to remember the girls he'd known then. There were
two or three a week, after all, every week, and he rarely paid them
much attention beyond the moment.

“So you and I had a... romantic interlude
three years ago in London?”

She struggled futilely against him.

“You fucked my brains out!”

“Yes, well, I'm rather good at that. And
I've been haunting your dreams ever since?”

He was both amused and feeling more than
slightly cocky at that notion.

“Not my dreams! You pull me out of my
dreams! I've had to quit school and move because the neighbors
complained of my screams!

Dougal frowned, then released her. She spun
around, eyes glaring.

“Explain,” he said curtly.

There was another urgent knock at the door,
he turned in annoyance, then pulled it open to show two men. One
was from security, and the other was one of the doormen.

“Good evening, Mister MacGregor,” the
doorman said.

“Good evening, Harold.”

“We're sorry to disturb you, sir, but a
young woman was viewing an apartment with a realtor and
disappeared. The cameras show she got off on your floor.”

“Would this woman in question be a lovely
thing with long brown hair in her early twenties, by any chance?”
he asked calmly.

He eased the door open enough for the
doorman to see Miranda there, glaring sullenly back.

“That would be her. We're very sorry for the
disturbance, sir. If you'd like, we can remove her and either call
the police or simply evict her from the premises at your direction.
We'll ensure she doesn't get in again.”

“That won't be necessary at this time,
Harold. The young lady and I were previously acquainted. It seemed
she wanted to see me again, didn't have my phone, and lacked both
patience and propriety. I apologize for the trouble she's caused.
But I will settle things with her and make sure she doesn't bother
you further.”

“If that's your wish, sir,” Harold said.

The two men withdrew, and Dougal closed the
door on them, then turned and eyed her doubtfully.

“Come,” he said, walking past her.

He could, of course, sense her indignation
and anger, but she followed as he led her into the lounge and took
his seat in the corner on the large armchair there. He did not
offer her a seat.

“Explain your behavior and why I shouldn't
have you carted away by the police.”

“Maybe my behavior is odd because you've
spent the last three years driving me insane!” she exclaimed.

“And how have I accomplished this?”

She folded her arms across her chest,
glowering. “Somehow, every time you sleep with some girl, every
time you... she... every time you... have an orgasm, I get drawn
into it!”

His eyes widened and he felt a shock ripple
through him. In an instant he was out of the chair and had her head
in his hands. She gasped, and instinctively tried to pull free but
he was having none of it. He swung her around, pinning her against
the bookcase.

“Hold still!” he snapped.

She trembled beneath his fingers as he
wakened power and let his senses sink slowly into her mind, into
her essence, feeling that familiarity again, only much stronger. It
had, he suddenly realized, tinged every orgasm he'd had for some
time now, like a teasing scent or spice in a long-loved dish, new,
but delicious, and not quite identifiable.

An orgasm was not, after all, the same for
him as for normal humans. His orgasm was the product of his
partner's heat. He roused her to a mighty churning storm of
sensation and then plunged himself into it. It brought him in turn,
and then he reflected his own heat back at her to redouble her own
pleasure.

The longer he tasted this girl the more
familiar her essence was, and yet, how could he have established a
link with her accidentally!? He had certainly not done it
apurpose! Forging such a link was easily doable, of course. It was
a necessary function of taking a human familiar or servant.

But this was not the sort of link he was
familiar with. It was a a strange, half formed thing, and yet it
was indisputably there! He drew back slowly, thoughtfully, easing
his grip on her, then stepped back and looked at her.

“You are correct,” he said slowly. “I do not
know how it could have happened, but there is a … form of a …
psychic link between us.”

“Do you know how to cut it!?” she exclaimed
desperately.

He hesitated. Such links, when formed, were
normally for life. And cutting them could be extremely traumatic
for both sides, not to mention sometimes fatal.”

“Possibly. It can be very dangerous,
however.”

“I don't care! It's ruined my life! Can you
imagine having massive orgasms out of the blue, in the middle of
class!?”

He winced at the thought, and felt a surge
of guilt. He'd killed many men in his life, and even a few women,
but he liked to flatter himself that he caused no one harm who
didn't deserve it, or at least, that he hadn't for many centuries
now.

“I... apologize for your distress,” he said.
“It was wholly unintended and I'm more than slightly baffled at how
it could have happened without my intent. It should not have been
possible.”

“You're damned right it should not have been
possible! So how was it done!?”

He hesitated, examining her again. Lovely.
He could see what had interested him three years ago, certainly.
Long, lovely hair. Had she had that length of hair three years
past? He loved long hair, but seldom encountered it in such a
perfect package. This girl looked athletic and yet soft and buxom.
She had an oval face with high cheekbones, a slender nose, and
beautiful green eyes.

But there was that familiarity again, and
this time he felt something triggered within him, a slight sense of
remembrance that extended well beyond three years.

“You're from England?”

She nodded her head jerkily.

“Where?”

“London!”

“Your grandparents were from where?”

“What difference does that make!?”

“It makes considerable difference. Do you
know much of your family tree?”

She sighed in annoyance or exasperation. “My
uncle was big on the genealogy thing. I even looked into it, trying
to find out if this was some sort of odd inherited gene
defect.”

“What was the first name on the tree, how
far back was he and where?”

She looked at him crossly. “He got back as
far as about seventeen twenty and a man named Andrew Rutherford in
Dundee.”

“Ah,” he said. “The wife's name?”

“Dhu. Anne Dhu. I remember it for how oddly
short it was.”

He stepped forward and she jerked back,
hitting the bookcase. His hand slid onto her upper chest above her
folded arms and she looked up warily.

“What are you doing!?”

“Hold still. I'm trying to sense
something.”

*

His hand rested warm against her chest, a
very large hand, a strong hand, and Miranda swallowed repeatedly,
feeling a rush of nervous anxiety and... and a dark, flickering
sense of breathless excitement. His hand slid slowly up and then
the fingers slid through the opening of the shirt to press against
the soft skin of her body just below her neck.

“Wha-what – ?”

She gripped his wrist, but it was like
gripping solid iron wrapped in soft leather. She was finding it
hard to breath with him so close, with him touching her, and her
breath fluttered anxiously.

He closed his eyes, and she stared at him
wonderingly. If it weren't for how impossible this all was she'd
think he was shamming, pretending something, but how could she
possibly dispute there was some kind of impossible mental link
between them?!

He eased back, leaving her heart
fluttering.

“I canna say who or when with any
precision,” he said, his eyes opening. “But somewhere back in your
family tree was a MacGregor.”

She blinked in surprise.

“Close to the center of your tree, too, I
suspect. I doubt, you'd be a direct descendant of mine, but likely
one of my brothers.”

“Don't be ridiculous!” she blurted. “I know
who my father and grandfather are!”

He snorted in amusement. “I'm speaking
rather far back than that, lass.”

“I don't understand!”

“Come now, lass. You canna be thinking I'm
merely human, not with what you've been experiencing over the last
few years.”

“You're crazy!” she gulped.

His hand slid up and circled her throat,
squeezing softly, and she gasped, grasping his wrists.

“Am I?” he said, eyes flinty.

He lifted her up – by the throat, sliding
her up along the wall until his arm was fully extended and she was
high above! Her grasp on his wrists prevented her from harm, but
she felt a rising sense of panic as he held her like that seemingly
effortlessly.

“I was born in a time when respect was given
me as a matter of due,” he said, glowering. “It was a violent time,
a hard time. Mens reputations meant something to them, then,
especially the noble born.”

“Please!” she gurgled.

He lowered her to her feet, but kept his
hand around her throat, bending his face to glower into hers.

“I know not how we were joined, though I've
an idea, and I know not how to separate us, but for the nonce, you
will behave in a respectful manner, is that clear, lass?”

“Y-Y-Yes!” she gulped.

He removed his hand, but he still seemed to
hover before her, this huge, powerfully built man, pinning her to
the wall. His eyes were dark and seemed almost to glisten, like
deep pools of the darkest waters imaginable. Miranda found herself
staring into them with something like fascination.

“Who knows you're here?” he asked.

“No one,” she replied softly.

“How did you find me?”

She told him of the dream, of glimpsing the
building through his window and he snorted.

“Who will miss you if you disappear?”

“My parents and Jason.”

She answered his questions without
hesitation or thought.

“Who is Jason?”

“He's the manager of the Blue Jasmine, where
I work.”

“Blue Jasmine is what?”

“A strip club,” she said with no
embarrassment whatever.

He frowned with disapproval. “You're a
stripper?”

“Yes.”

“Why are you a stripper?”

“I needed money, and I enjoy turning on all
those men, and having them watch me and lust after me when I'm
naked.”

“It turns you... you mean you become
sexually aroused?”

“Yes.”

“Do you become sexually aroused easily?”

“I'm always sexually aroused,” she said.

He snorted. “That'd not be presenting
overmuch of a challenge.”

He undid the belt on her trousers, though
she wasn't entirely aware of it, nor cared. He opened her trousers
and his hand pushed down the front, fingers sliding into her
panties to reach her sex.

“You've an abundance of lovely hair on your
head but no hair at all down here,” he said.

“Debbie said I should get laser hair
removal,” she said.

“Who might Debbie be?”

“One of the strippers.”

His fingers stroked her there as she looked
up at him unmoving. Waves of heat and excitement rolled up her
body, but she paid them no heed. Calmly looking into his eyes, half
asleep. Her body began to sway, however, her hips rolling slowly
and languidly as his fingers stroked her there.

He pulled his fingers out of her panties and
traced the line of her half open mouth, then slid two fingers
through her lips and along her tongue.

Moaning softly, she closed her lips around
them, sucking contentedly, her eyes still on his.

She felt a strange sense of familiarity in
her mind, as his thoughts invaded it, as his senses pushed into her
as if to read her like a book.

He pulled his fingers slowly back and she
licked at them, breathing shakily, eyes blinking dazedly.

“Where did you go to school?” he asked,
undoing the buttons down the front of her blouse.

“Cambridge,” she whispered.

“A lovely place. I went myself once, a
century or so back. Less stuffy than Oxford.”

He pushed her blouse and jacket over her
shoulders and they slid down her arms to fall behind her.

“What did you take?”

“History,” she breathed.

“Ah, an interesting topic indeed. When did
you graduate?”

“I didn't graduate. I had to leave after I
had a screaming fit in the middle of class.”

“A screaming fit?”

“It was the first of those multiple orgasms
I began to experience.”

“Oh. And it was then you became a
stripper?”

“No. I went to doctors but they had no
ideas. I tried to understand it but couldn't. I began to drink a
lot and sleep around.”

He made a face and stepped back.

“Tis apologetic I am for your problems,” he
said, “Though I've no idea how I caused them.”

She blinked her eyes rapidly and then it
felt as if a fog which had enveloped her mind drifted away. She
gasped, her face flaming at all she'd said to him, all she'd told
him! Then she realized she was half naked, standing there with just
her bra on above her unbuttoned trousers.

She squealed and jerked back against the
bookcase as he moved back and sat down.

“How... what!?”

She crossed her arms across her chest,
staring at him in shock.

“I needed some questions answered, the
unvarnished truth,” he said. “So I asked you.”

She stared at him, appalled.

“My mind... I have the ability to control
you,” he said.

She jerked the zipper of her trousers up and
buttoned them, glaring.

“Don't be ridiculous!” she snapped.

She unbuttoned her trousers and unzipped
them.

“You expect me to believe that someone can
control my mind!? I know that there's some sort of weird...
connection between us when you have uhm, orgasms but give me a
break!”

She kicked off her trousers and removed her
bra, tossing it aside, as she glared at him.

“Why don't you tell me what you think really
happened instead of nonsense like this!?”

He smiled softly, and suddenly Miranda
became aware she was standing there before him in nothing but a
thong. She gaped down at her bare body, unable to comprehend what
she was seeing, then screamed and clamped her arms across her chest
again, backing into the bookcase once more as she stared at him
with wide eyes.

It wasn't being mostly naked in front of him
that appalled her. She was a stripper, after all. No, it was the
idea he was causing her to undress without her even knowing it!

“There are many myths and legends about me
and mine,” he said calmly. “Most of them are nonsense, of course.
They were started at a time when people were extremely
superstitious, after all. Everything was due to God. Anything
strange, of course, anything they didn't understand, was the work
of the Devil.”

He shrugged. “The word people use was
'vampire'. I believe you've heard of it. It's still used quite
commonly in the popular media.”
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Miranda's face was flaming, her mind
spinning as she stared at the man slouched casually before her. The
idea he was, or thought he was, a vampire, an actual vampire, was
so outlandish, so absurd as to be laughable! Except for the small
matter of how she'd lost her clothing!

“D-Don't be ridiculous!' she gulped.

There might be something to that strange
mind control thing he was spouting, after all, but it certainly
wasn't related to vampires!

“You didn't find a strange... mark on your
neck the night after our sex?” he asked.

“Th-there was a … a hickey!” she gulped.

A strange looking one, she remembered!

“There was a bite mark from where I fed on
you.”

She stared at him in disbelief.

“Y-You're saying... you're actually claiming
you drank my blood!?”

“I could do it again if you want a
demonstration.”

“Don't you touch me!”

He shrugged. “You have lovely breasts, by
the way.”

Her face flamed even hotter.

“A lovely body, in fact. I can see what I
saw in you those years back. Then again, you've got genetic
material, coming from a MacGregor.”

“I-I'm not – .”

“And that hair,” he said. “Amazingly long
and soft and rich. Yes, of course, I can see it now.”

“S-see what?!”

“You haven't gotten sick in three years now,
have you?”

“You don't call going insane three or four
times a week and having convulsions sick!”

“You haven't gotten a cold or the flu or
anything similar.”

“So what!?”

“And your body... it's filled with life and
health. You skin is as soft as down, your hair....”

He stood up and she gasped as he came
closer, hugging her arms across her breasts. He slid his fingers
through her hair, which hung almost to her waist.

“Hair doesn't grow this long and stay this
light and soft, you know,” he said, his fingers sliding through it.
“It becomes heavy, and splits near the ends, and it keeps falling
out,” he said in a soft voice. “but not you, am I right? Your hair
doesn't fall out.”

Miranda stared at him, mouth wide, feeling
both confusion at his words, and a strange deep heat as his fingers
slid through her hair. It wasn't just his fingers, though. His
soft, deep voice seemed to be resonating, echoing within her chest
walls, and the presence of him, so big and powerfully built, was
making things thrum down low!

Besides, it was him! It was that face she'd
seen so often! And every time she saw it she was having an
orgasm!

He leaned in closer, his lips parted, and
she felt a shockwave run through her, an emotional explosion of
heat, fear, anxiety and longing.

“Don't!” she gasped. “Don't touch me!”

He drew back, eyebrows raised. “That's a bit
of a challenge,” he said. “But not much.”

Miranda felt the heat surge within her, felt
her breasts seems to swell and throb against the bare skin of her
arms and hands! Her nipples were achingly hard as they pressed
against her skin like little pebbles! She felt her breathing
growing shallow and ragged as her chest tightened, and she moaned
low in her throat!

He stepped back another pace, then sat down,
looking at her, and Miranda felt herself melting under his gaze!
Her hips flinched and jerked, her very skin feeling as if it was
burning up!

“Wh-what... what?”

She moaned, squeezing her thighs together
repeatedly. Almost without thought, her arms unfurled enough to cup
her breasts in her hands, and her fingers began to squeeze them
helplessly. Each squeeze seemed to send a rush of heat and
excitement through her chest!

She squirmed helplessly, whimpering as the
pressure built up inside her. His eyes bored into her, and she felt
her mind swirling through dark memories of all those wild orgasms!
Her sexual longing burst into full throated power, the strange
symmetry she'd felt with those girls he'd fucked, that strange
identification with them, abruptly causing her arms to jerk up and
back above her.

She cried out softly, back arching, wrists
locked in place as if they were bound there together above her! And
yes, that was what she'd felt all those times, from all those
girls! They were all bound so tightly, so deliciously, wildly,
wondrously tightly!

Her body began to arch and her hips to roll
as she ground her buttocks against the lower shelves. Heat rolled
through her in waves and she moaned and cried out. Her legs
suddenly snapped apart, straight, and locked into place as I bound,
yet there was nothing touching them!

Her body would not stay still! It twisted
and writhed, her hips grinding with growing desperation as heat
swept her mind.

He stood up!

She could barely breath as he seemed to flow
across the floor to stand just before her. His hand reached down
and he gripped the thong, then ripped it from her body! Her hips
bucked forward once, then her buttocks slapped back against the
shelves as a raw starburst of energy and heat made her cry out in
helpless pleasure!

She whimpered as his fingers traced her lips
again, then slid inside, dipping ever so lightly, caressing her
tongue. Then they pulled back, dropping low. They touched her –
there!

“Oh!” she cried, back arching violently as
his fingers slid gently up across her clitoris.

He drew his fingers back off her, then
again, slid them up across her swollen, burning clitoris!

“Oh!” she cried again, head jerking back
painfully, rolling from side to side, back arching again!

Her chest was fluttering like a frightened
bird as her body reacted to his every touch with a wild rush of
intense sensation! He stroked steadily upward across her, and every
stroke was mirrored by her body's movements. And as he stroked
faster, her body moved in tune with it, explosions of pleasure
tearing up through her belly.

Each of them was a brief eruption of
orgasmic pleasure, but far too short to react to except with cries
of shocked wonder! The crackling sexual energy in her seemed so
intense that her body must explode into pieces and tear itself
apart! She was trembling violently as her hips rolled in time to
his gentle touches, and she was getting light headed,
hyperventilating!

She was sweating, and becoming exhausted,
but the rolling shocks of pleasure were relentless!

His other hand slid through her hair,
gathering it into a thick main, then jerked her head sharply up and
back. His lips came down on hers and her eyes bulged even as the
orgasm tore through her! His fingers penetrated her, thrusting up
into the wild, overheated flesh of her burning sex!

The orgasm was like a storm of sensation, a
massive screaming wave of pleasure that flayed her mind as she
trembled and shook against him! Her hips bucked uncontrollably as
she cried out, her words muffled by his lips, her wrists still
somehow locked together above her head as his kiss went on and on –
along with the orgasm!

She jammed herself frantically against his
fingers, her body seeking to impale itself as his thumb stroked
expertly across her burning clitoris, and her eyes rolled back in
her head as the pleasure became so intense it was almost painful!
She couldn't think, and had lost control of her body, gurgling
helplessly as the pounding waves of orgasm tore over her.

*

Miranda was utterly spent. Her muscles had
spasmed so severely she ached everywhere as she lay face down,
glassy eyed, on the sofa – across his lap, though she was barely
aware of it. She could feel his rough hands gliding softly over the
softly rounded curves of her body, but paid it little heed.

“So what am I to do with you?” he asked, his
hand sliding up the length of her spine, fingers splaying apart as
they slid through the soft mass of her hair.

Crack! His hand slapped down against
her buttocks.

Miranda gasped, eyes fluttering briefly.

“Wake up, girl,” he said.

Crack!

She groaned dazedly, jolted by two stinging
slaps to her bare bottom.

“Wh-what?” she groaned in complaint.

“It will take me a while to work this out,
to consult with … others, on what can be done, if anything. In the
meantime, you obviously have to stay here. I am not, however, used
to extended guests. And I'm rather... set in my ways.”

The thought of staying there with him filled
her dazed mind with an instant surge of delight, but also a wave of
anxiety and uneasiness.

“I-I have a … a place,” she said, still
panting.

Crack!

“Ow!” She jerked at the stinging slap to her
bottom.

“Your place is where I put you, lass,” he
said.

Miranda began to squirm, trying to roll
over, but his hand gripped a thick mass of hair and jerked her head
up and back sharply.

“This link poses a threat to me, lass,” he
said. “And I'll not have you wandering about loose until I address
it.”

“Y-You can't keep me here!' she gasped.

He snorted and released her hair.

“I can do as much or as little to and with
you as I choose, lass.”

The stinging blows served, at least, to push
back some of the fog around her mind. Though it was still filled
with the tremendous emotional and physical echo of the orgasm, and
a bewilderment about how he seemed to have robbed her body of its
own free will, Miranda felt a spurt of indignation.

“You're not my bloody keeper!' she
gasped.

“I'm your clan leader, actually.”

“I don't have a clan!”

Crack!

“Ow! Stop it!”

“You're clearly descended from one of my
brothers, though I'm not sure which.”

“There are no MacGregors in my family
tree!'

“I'm speaking about further back from where
you've seen the start of your family tree.”

“But it goes back to seventeen twenty!” she
exclaimed.

“Yes, well, my brothers and I lived in the
fifteenth century, you see. And I, of course, still do.”

Miranda found herself staring cross-eyed at
the side of the sofa before her, trying to understand what he was
talking about.

“You're crazy!” she blurted.

Crack!

“Ow! Don't! That hurts!” she pretested.

“Then don't speak disrespectfully to your
clan chief,” he said.

“I'm not Scottish!”

“Your ancestors were.”

She squirmed a little but his big hands held
her easily in place.

“I am not related to you!”

“Oh, but you are. It's a number of
generations back one has to go, but I can recognize my own blood
flowing through your lovely body.”

She felt a surge of pleasure at having him
call her body 'lovely' then a surge of indignation at herself. What
did she care what he thought of her body!?

“If it's your blood in my body you shouldn't
be touching it!' she gulped.

He laughed softly, and then she yelped as
his big hand slid between her thighs to cup her sex, producing a
rush of heat.

“Ah, have no fear, lass. It's many a
generation twixt thee and I, more than sufficient to satisfy the
Church, not that they'd approve of me in any event. But my blood is
only a small part of your makeup, though I can sense its strength,
of course.”

His other hand slid up her back and curved
along her ribs before pushing under to roughly cup her breast, and
Miranda winced at the roughness even as another rush of heat swept
through her.

She felt no particular bother at him
manhandling her, though. Men had been doing that for some time,
especially since that fateful encounter three years ago. In fact,
she'd sought it, pursued rough sex and the kind of wild heat she'd
experienced second hand.

And this was HIM! The one whose face had
haunted her through one shattering, mind blowing orgasm after
another!

His thumb, a large, thick thumb, abruptly
pushed against the tightly wrinkled entrance to her bottom, and she
gasped, trying to twist around, throwing hand back around to block
him.

“Don't!” she blurted.

Crack!

“Ow! That hurts!”

His thumb, slick for some reason, sank
slowly into her bottom even as his fingers slid into her sex.

“Tha mo bhata-foulaimein loma-lan eas

“Wh-what!”

“Roughly translated, it means a beautiful
girl is a toy for a boy,” he said.

“I'm not aaaahhh -!”

She gasped as his fingers, three thick
fingers sank deep into her sex and his thumb curled in towards
them.

“Oh! Oh! Please!” she cried, squirming there
across his lap.

His left hand grasped a thick main of hair
and jerked her head up and back as he grinned down at her. His
right gripped her tightly between the legs, his fingers sliding in
and out of her.

“You'll be a good lass and do as you're
told,” he said. “And not bother me overmuch when I've other things
to do.

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Please!” she gasped, heat
rushing through her.

“And perhaps I'll play with you now and then
when I have the time.”

A part of her was highly indignant at that,
but that wasn't the part of her in control at that particular
moment. Instead she was feeling wild flashbacks from three years of
crackling sexual storms, and her own dark fantasies born of them.
Her bottom stung from this slaps, and yet... the soft heat there
cried out for something more!

“I-I'm not your … your toy!” she gasped.

Crack!

The stinging was sharp, but the blow
resonated through her slender body, a pulse of energy rippling
through her groin.

“Bastard!”

Crack!

She gasped again, another pulse of energy
making her insides churn wildly.

“I've told you I don't like that word,
lass,” he growled.

“Bastard!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

She squealed and cried out at each blow, but
his fingers were still buried in her sex, his thumb jammed into her
bottom, and Miranda's insides began to burn at the repeated blows!
They caught her up in a mishmash of dark fantasies which came of
those years of locking her mind together with tied up girls going
crazy with pleasure.

“I'll not have your impertinent mouth
insulting my mother, lass,” he snapped.

“Bastard!” she gasped frantically.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Her bottom began to burn as the blows came
faster and harder, but that meant little to her compared to the
wild thrumming sexual tension twisting through her body and
mind.

He halted, then, with a snort of
recognition.

“I see,” he said, though it made little
sense to her. “You're after provoking me apurpose, are you?”

His fingers pumped in and out of her sodden
depths, and then, she cried out in pain as a fourth finger was
forced into her! The mouth of her sex stretched painfully wide,
despite how wet she was, but the pain only added to the wild,
seething heat twisting and churning within her!

“I've seen such before,” he said.
“Interesting girls, interesting toys to play with.”

She felt him drawing her arms back behind
her, then crossing them at the wrists.

“Hold your hands there a moment.”

Miranda gulped in air, moaning and
shuddering and trembling, but did as he bade her. He reached down
and pulled the drawstring from his sweatpants, then doubled it up
and wrapped it around her wrists. She felt another rolling wave of
dark heat and crackling excitement as she felt them closing tightly
and binding her wrists together.

“Yes, I can see that pleases you,” he said
in a soft, rumbling voice.

She had no idea why he would say that, how
he could know, but moaned as his hand kneaded her buttocks. Then
his fingers, first two, then three, then the fourth, slid into her
sex again, making her ache hotly!

His thumb then pressed down through the
tight opening of her bottom, and when it clamped down his other
hand slapped her bottom several times in quick order, so his thumb
could drive in while her body was flustered and startled.

She cried out in pain as he gripped her
bound wrists and forced them upward. The sharp pain forced her to
raise her hips and bottom sharply upward. His left hand then
dropped her arms, his arm curling down over her hip so his fingers
could reach her clitoris from underneath.

Raw, wild heat exploded within her! Miranda
cried out desperately, her hips bucking violently up at his fingers
as he chuckled softly in amusement. His big fingers seemed to …
squirm inside her, and her insides roiled and pulsed like the lava
pit of a volcano!

“Have you been a bad girl, then?” he
purred.

Miranda was already beyond speech! She
twisted and writhed and bucked, losing her balance to fall on her
belly across his lap again. He pulled his hand free, and slapped it
down sharply across her pink bottom as his fingers thrust in and
out.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

A massive orgasm shattered her mind and she
screamed wildly, her voice breaking from lack of air as his fingers
thrust and his hand spanked and her mind was tossed about like a
cork on a stormy sea.

She'd had some powerful orgasms before, or
at least, felt them second hand, but now the shattering intensity
of this one tore at her mind as her body thrashed and twisted in
wild convulsions!

And it kept on and on, impossibly long, as
her eyes bulged and the wild crackling sexual electricity made her
jump and dance and twist to the power of the pleasure flooding
through her.

And all through it his big hand slapped down
on her burning hot bottom!
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Dougal liked to walk the streets at night.
Some were a mass of people and bright, multi-colored lights, alive,
filled with energy and sound and and purpose. Others were nearly
empty, softly lit, heavily treed, enveloped in a comforting
darkness and sense of peace.

Sometimes it was a hunting ground, and
sometimes a diversion and source of entertainment. Tonight, he
looked for someone, a not-quite colleague he'd known, off and on,
for centuries. Albrecht was German, and while not to be trusted,
seemed safely in recognition of Dougal's considerably superior
strength.

As to what made one strong and another
less-strong, Dougal had no idea. He thought Albrecht probably did,
but had never asked, not wishing to reveal his own lack of
knowledge. His master had died shortly after bringing him over, so
Dougal, while being mercifully free of his control, had not gained
the same degree of understanding as someone like Albrecht had.

Revealing ignorance to one of his kind was
dangerous, for ignorance was weakness, and they were a predatory
group who thrived on exploiting weakness, most especially among
themselves. But he did not fear Albrecht.

It was fairly easy to find him. Dougal could
sense one of his own kind anywhere nearby unless they were strong
enough to mask themselves, and Albrecht was not. He had a glamour
about himself, as most of them did, but it was aimed at humans, and
mostly to exaggerate his physical attractiveness.

He knew it angered Albrcht that he had no
need of such glamour. Dougal had been brought over when he was
twenty eight, still young, virile and handsome, at the peak of his
strength. Albrecht, on the other hand, had been a graying fifty
seven, rather slim and balding. While neither had aged, physically,
dying had done nothing to improve their looks.

Not that Dougal needed any improvement, nor
cared. His people had been a practical lot. It was a man's honor
and strength of will and arm, his ability to think on his feet and,
of course, provide for eventual children, which had interested the
girls, to say nothing of their parents.

And it would be the parents who would be the
ones making the decisions on mating. Whether someone was physically
attractive was rather low on their list of desirable qualities in a
son in law, far and away below family connections, for
instance.

Nor had 'dating' been something young people
of his generation had done, nor would have been allowed to do.

Albrecht was of a more modern mindset. He
had only 'died' less than a century ago, after all. The social
games between the sexes, and the cultural desire to impress and
seduce one another were deeply ingrained in him. So he clad himself
in the seeming of a handsome young man clad in expensive, tailor
made suits and even changed the timbre of his voice to make the
young girls thrill to the sound.

Which was, to one of Dougal's instinctual
grasp of power, rather pathetic, given a stronger vampire could
simply will a girl into doing anything he wanted. The two girls
hanging off Albrecht's arm, for example, each looking mightily
pleased with herself at having such a handsome man escorting her,
would have fallen at Dougal's feet in an instant if he willed
it.

“Albecht,” he said, pushing his way through
the crowd at the bar.

The German frowned, then smiled broadly,
widening his arms in welcome.

“My good friend Dougal!” he cried in
welcome.

Dougal, unlike Albrecht, could easily mask
his presence, and had done so, not wanting the man to scuttle off
before he could talk with him. His kind rarely liked one another,
barely tolerated each other, in fact. Why Albrecht insisted on
putting on a show to pretend otherwise was beyond him.

“These are my girlfriends, Amy and Deidre!”
Albrecht said, brandishing the two as if they were diamonds for his
inspection.

“Very lovely,” Dougal said. “Let us find a
table for a brief conversation.”

He moved to the back of the bar and walked
up to the table in the corner. The couple there looked up at him
briefly, then got up and left. Later, they would wonder why they
had, but that was not his problem.

He motioned to the table and Albrecht
shrugged. Dougal turned to the closest table and the occupants also
rose and left.

“Seat the girls there,” he said.

“But they'll be so lonely without me, my
dear fellow!”

“They'll manage for a few minutes.”

Albrecht drew the two girls in close, one a
blonde, the other a brunette, and kissed them both, then pressed
their heads together with his briefly, grinning, before seating
them at the table. Dougal sat, and Albrecht joined him as the two
girls sat next to each other and began to kiss.

Dougal raised his eyebrows.

“They'll distract anyone from us,” Albrecht
said.

Which was true enough, though it was
unlikely to influence anyone who knew who and what they were, and
so was pretty much a waste of time.

“Favorite pets of yours?” he asked.

“They've been with me a few months now,”
Albrecht said boastfully.

Then he chuckled. “They were Catholic
schoolgirls, if you can believe it. Now they worship only me!”

Such control of the merely human had long
since ceased to impress Dougal, and he ignored it now.

“Have you ever established a spiritual or
psychic bond with anyone before?” he asked.

“Me? You mean a true melding?”

“No, but something which can connect you
over distance at times of great … emotion.”

“No, why would I?”

“Could such a thing be done by
accident?”

“By accident?! Well, very unlikely, my boy,
unless the vampire was very strong and clumsy and the other was
very weak of will.”

“I'm not speaking of dominating the other,
but of the other having an occasional glimpse through your eyes,
through your mind.”

“You mean like a human tool?”

“Servant is the proper term, I believe.”

Albrecht shrugged. “There are many terms,
but tool serves best to my mind. You can make a tool understand
what your wishes are from a distance, even communicate after a
fashion.”

“What about them feeling pain when you feel
pain, or pleasure when you feel pleasure, all without your
knowing?”

Albrecht pursed his lips and frowned.

“There is said to be that sort of bond with
tools, though I've never felt the need of one. The vampire has to
screen to prevent it.”

“You can screen it?”

“Of course.”

“But that's only with human servants. What
if the human in question was not made a servant, and yet has this …
ability?”

“Well, you could kill it. If it's not a
servant it shouldn't harm you.”

“The term 'shouldn't' is hardly reassuring,”
Dougal said with a scowl.

“Do you feel any link with this human?”

“We are speaking theoretically.”

“Of course.”

“Suppose you did? Suppose you didn't?”

“Well, if you did that would be a stronger
indication that you had formed a true link. It's not complicated to
do so, after all, and takes little time or effort. It merely
requires an act of will on your part.”

“So it could be done thoughtlessly?”

“I've never heard of that happening, but I
suppose so.”

“And if it is a true link?”

Albrecht smiled dryly. “Best not kill it
then.”

Beside them, the girls were kissing more and
more passionately, arms around one another. They had indeed
attracted interest, but Dougal ignored them.

“If the link is only one way?”

“Well if their pain or pleasure or thoughts
do not reach you then you should be able to kill it easily, for you
won't feel any loss.”

“Is there a way to break this without
killing it?”

“I've never heard of severing a link along
the lines of a human tool without the death of one or both parties.
Put its hand in fire. If you don't feel any kind of emotional
signal then it's probably not a true link.”

“And they say Germans are cold,” Dougal said
wryly.

“My dear boy, they're just humans! There are
billions of them and they have short lifespans anyway. Use them for
fun and sport, then cast them away and find others.”

He grinned and nodded at his girls, whose
hands were on each others' breasts now as they kissed
passionately.

Dougal found his attitude somewhat
disgusting, but wasn't surprised by it, for it was fairly common
among those who were able to tap into the energy and power of the
world around them, and who thus lived much extended lifespans.
Besides, long lives led to boredom, and a sense of depraved
indifference to others.

He got up and left Albrecht to his
amusements, heading back into the streets, annoyed with the
uncertainty of the man's response. He couldn't recall ever getting
any sort of contact from the girl before. On the other hand, he had
sensed something when she'd been close, when she'd arrived at his
door, something indecipherable.

Could he, in a moment where he wasn't
thinking properly, such as during an orgasm, have instinctively
sought to mark her? Perhaps some part of him had sensed her blood
ties. And if it had, if she was tied to him, what was he to do
about it?

He certainly couldn't allow her to wander
around freely carrying his mark. If someone who wished him ill –
and there were plenty of those – found her they could use that tie
to inflict damage to him at a distance. Even if it didn't kill him
it could be temporarily crippling, and if done at the right time it
would leave him vulnerable.

But he couldn't simply kill her, even if it
didn't harm him. That was simply fundamentally unjust, and he'd
been taught from when he was a young boy at his father's knee that
part of a Laird's duties was to do what was just, and resist the
unjust.

And if she was some
however-many-times-removed descendant of his family then he was, in
effect, her clan chief. Oh yes, technically the MacGregor was in
Scotland, but that was only because the world was unaware that
Dougal had never died. And it must stay that way.

But Dougal knew. So he had a responsibility
to her. It was entirely his fault that such a situation had come to
pass, and he'd caused her considerable distress, not to mention
destroying her existing life. He owed her something for that.

He shrank from the thought of sheltering
her, however, of living with her. He'd gotten very comfortable with
his solitude. He very much did not need some frippery female
fluttering around the apartment, constantly demanding
attention.

There might be a solution, however, in what
he had sensed of her reactions and responses to him and what he was
doing. He commonly tied girls down when he made love to them. It
was somewhat necessary given the depths of excitement he brought
them, just to keep them positioned for his continued
attentions.

Besides, he enjoyed the sight.

Given his tremendous strength he certainly
didn't need ropes and chains to keep any girl his prisoner. For
that matter, he could use his power to turn their own bodies
against them, their own minds against them, if necessary.

He didn't know for certain if the girl had
developed her interest in being bound and restrained during those
years of melding with his mind – which was melded with the minds of
the girls he had made love to. But it seemed likely.

But as things stood, she did find such
things arousing, even without any additional inspiration from him.
He did not want a … a girlfriend, a spouse, or a mate of any kind.
And he had a steely will which wanted what it wanted and would not
be pleased at the obstinate disagreement of some female a fraction
of his age.

So how to keep a modern female around him,
but submissive to his will without constantly using his power on
her (which would be unjust). The obvious answer was to exploit that
side of her personality which saw her own bondage and restraint as
exciting and arousing.

*

Miranda groaned as her eyes fluttered open.
She was laying on her back on a soft bed, a familiar bed. And then
with a rush, she realized why. It was the bed she had felt herself
laying in for all those years when she was having those incredible
orgasms!

She tried to sit up, but had an immediate
and confusing problem in that her arms were underneath her and
refused to pull free. She grunted and rolled over, pulling again,
but felt her wrists restrained behind her by something.

She sat up, feeling, finally, the thing
around her throat, feeling the pressure behind it which clearly
came from her wrists, from her arms. She frowned in confusion and
anxiously twisted her head around, pulling her arms out as far as
she could.

She gasped as she saw the metal shackle
embracing her right wrist! It was not a modern handcuff, but
something much wider. And it was attached, just like her left
wrist, to a chain which was somehow affixed to the back of...
whatever was around her neck!

She slid out of bed, head turning, finding a
mirror on a dresser. She padded over to it and gaped at herself!
She was wearing … a collar! It was a thick gray metal collar with a
ring in the front!

Turning to the side, she saw that both
wrists were encased in similar metal, and that chains ran up under
her hair. She twisted her head aside, swinging her long hair enough
to briefly see the chains attached to a ring in the back of the
collar.

Her heart was already beating faster as the
realization sank in, especially at newly rising memory of the
incredible sexual firestorm which had consumed her mind
earlier!

How long had she been unconscious!? What had
he done to her!?

A vampire!? The man was crazy to think that!
And yet, how had he managed to pin her to the bookcase like that
without even touching her!? How had her clothes come undone!? She
didn't remember him doing it! How was it she could now remember
feeling as though her wrists were locked above her head, unable to
pull free, when they never were!?

It was all impossible! Then again, the
orgasms she'd been having for three years were impossible. The
psychic link between them was impossible.

She looked to the window and shook her head
in something like awe. For that was definitely the view she had
seen before! She had seen it even before she had ever been here!
That made it real! And here she was to prove it!

Naked, with her wrists shackled behind her
back...

There was a world of anxiety in that, of
course, of uncertainty at what he would do with her, or to her. But
what he'd been doing to her so far for three years was enough to
make her lower belly bubble hotly with anticipation despite
whatever misgivings the rest of her had!

And there was, amid the anxiety, a profound
sense of relief. She had found him! He was real! And she wasn't
crazy! It had really been happening! And now.. now maybe it
wouldn't happen, well, except when she wanted it to. Which was to
say, with him there in the room with her!

Of course, that depended on him. What if he
just sent her on her way!? What if he had no use for her!? Well,
there was the obvious use, of course, but he clearly had no
shortage of recruits for his bed!

The chains and metal clinked softly as she
moved to the window, as her wrists shifted and swung slightly. They
were up very high, the view down rather scary. She could see a long
way across the city, with the park to her left

She suddenly had an odd feeling of herself
as the princess locked in the tower, waiting for the evil prince to
come and ravish her! It wasn't a feeling which filled her with
fear, however, but more with anxious arousal.

She padded slowly around the room, examining
the furniture and then turned her back to the door, trying the
handle. It was locked, and she frowned unhappily. Why was she
locked in!? What was she supposed to do, just sit here?

There wasn't even a computer or a
television! She turned her back to the door again, then brought her
foot up and back, kicking her heel against it repeatedly, trying to
draw his attention.

Her bottom felt slightly tender, and she
flushed, thinking of the spanking he'd given her! It had been such
a shocking spanking, given how incredibly aroused she was! It
loomed large in her mind, in her memory, even in her body's memory,
the sharpness of the stinging blows combined with the ferocious
roar of pleasure consuming her!

The door was quite solid and her foot made
little impression on it, so she stopped, annoyed. She paced around
the room again and then looked out the window at the lights of the
city. She didn't like the room, she decided. It was too old
fashioned. She didn't like the chintz and lace either. Nor was
there any sign of an ensuite bath.

She sat down often, but always popped up
again to pace restlessly around, tugging her wrists against the
shackles, against the chains. She felt a bubbling sense of heat in
the background of her mind, as if her body was on a low simmer, but
even if she wanted to do something to heat herself further she had
no hands with which to do it!

She was restless, frustrated, horny, and
anxious, which weren't a great combination. She wanted, she needed
to know so much, and she was learning nothing like this!

And then she felt a sense of rising tension,
a breathless tightening of her chest which, for some reason, jerked
her head around towards the door.

He was coming!

How she could know that she had no idea. But
she did! She could feel him getting closer and closer! She
swallowed repeatedly, trying to still her pounding heart as she
sensed him getting still closer.

Then the door opened and he stood there
gazing in at her with a frown.
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“Come out,” he ordered gruffly.

Face flushed, she rose from the bed,
intensely aware of both her nudity and her helplessness as she
walked towards him. He turned abruptly, and walked away, and after
a moment of hesitation, Miranda padded after him, her bare feet
cool on the marble floor of the corridor.

Her nipples began to ache with the tension
within them, her bare breasts wobbling slightly as she moved,
following him into a great room with a cathedral ceiling and
immense glass wall looking out onto the city. This side of the
penthouse looked out on Central park, and the view was spectacular,
but she had little care or interest in it.

He turned and a large, rough hand gripped
her shoulder, then pushed her down. She sank to her knees, her
chest tightening further.

“Sit back on your heels,” he ordered.

Miranda was confused but obeyed, then gasped
as he reached down for her chin and tilted her head up and back,
gazing into her eyes. She shuddered weakly, feeling a momentary
panic at the remembrance of him describing himself as a vampire.
Vampires could control your minds, couldn't they!? At least in the
stories!

“Spread your legs,” he said softly.

She flushed still further, but shifted her
knees wider.

“Wider.”

She bit her lip, eyes wide as she felt the
tension in her inner thighs, spreading her knees as wide as she
could.

He released her chin and backed away several
steps, then sat in the chair facing her. She stared at him and he
stared back.

“I have been considering what to do with
you,” he said.

She looked at him warily.

“Some kind of … link or bond has been formed
between us. That seems clear. Such a link is dangerous to me. Were
you to fall into the hands of my enemies it could be used to cause
me considerable harm. One possible solution for this is to simply
kill you.”

Miranda felt a shockwave ripple through her
at the casual statement, and at the certainty, somehow, that this
man could do it easily.

“Until I can figure out whether this link
can be removed safely, you must stay here,” he said, frowning at
her. “And that presents difficulties. I am a man long set in my
ways. I have been set in my ways since before your great, great,
great, great grandfather was born, and am unlikely to change.

There was that crazy vampire business again,
she thought anxiously.

“So it is that you will have to adapt to my
ways, not the reverse. I enjoy solitude most of the time, and you
will grant me that. In exchange, you will have a lovely room here,
and the run of this place, which is quite large and has areas I
rarely go near, such as the outside swimming pool.”

The muscles and tendons in her thighs were
aching more fiercely the longer she kept her legs apart like this,
and Miranda eased her knees closer together.

“Do not close your legs,” he ordered.

“But... it hurts!” she protested.

“Stretching them is good. Keep such a
position and you'll soon be able to spread them as wide as
needed.”

“How wide do they need to be stretched?” she
asked, bewildered.

“As wide as I want them to be.”

She stared at him in confusion.

“When I was born, where I grew up, deference
to the clan chief was absolute, particularly on the part of
females. I expect that same deference from you. I will tell you
what I wish, and you will obey.”

That was awfully arrogant of him, she
thought.

“I wish your legs spread wide because it
pleases me to view you so.”

Miranda felt her pulse rate pick up!

“You are a beautiful lass, both in face and
body. I enjoy seeing your body presented at its best.”

“But I – .”

He held up his hand to silence her.

“But nothing. What you want does not enter
into it. I make the decisions and you follow them.”

“That's incredibly arrogant!”

“You might think it so. I care not. The
consequences for displeasing me will be severe.”

Miranda gulped.

“I have not sampled your sexual abilities as
yet. I will communicate to you areas which need improvement.”

Now her jaw dropped at the gall of the
man!

“You find that arrogant, no doubt. You are
used to having men throw themselves at your feet and pay you
compliments, begging for your favor in hopes of being permitted to
touch your lovely body. I am not such a man. I do not need to beg
to touch a woman's body. In point of fact, they beg me, as will
you.”

She snorted in disbelief. It was
involuntary, instinctive, and she gulped as his eyes narrowed.

“You still do not understand, and will not
believe what manner of man I am,” he said. “You are a modern girl,
an educated girl. You seek natural reasons to explain the
unnatural, or dare I say, supernatural things you have experienced.
You are refusing to accept the evidence of your own senses.”

Miranda suddenly felt as if a door had
opened within her, an oven door. Heat washed out and she let out a
helpless gasp as the simmering lust which had lain at the back of
her mind exploded into full blown desire that almost left her
panting in heat!

Yet she found herself unable to move! She
knelt there before him, legs spread, moaning softly with every
breath as heat roiled her body! Desire burned within her mind! It
rose higher, then fell, then rose higher still, and she let out a
gurgling, breathless moan of pleasure, her head rolling back as the
heat swirled and churned within her!

The way she was positioned, her sex was
pressed against the floor, and her body began to grind herself
desperately down, then halted, as if the muscles had been frozen.
She gulped in air, feeling a tremendous pressure building up within
her, shaken and trembling as she looked back at him.

“I can keep you in heat as long as I wish,”
he said. “Is that something you can explain with science and
technology? I can also make you feel much less pleasant things,
should I choose. Do not think otherwise.”

He stood up, and Miranda, panting, gasping,
cocked her head up and back.

“As I said, you are used to men fawning over
you, doing everything they can to please you, in placing immense
value on your body. That is not the case here. Here, you are the
one who is the beggar, and I wish you to become fully cognizant of
that fact.”

“Beg,” he said softly, his eyes boring into
hers.

Miranda swayed dazedly, then found she was
able to move, but only in one direction. She fell forward with a
grunt, her face inches from his booted feet, her hair spilling
around them.

She stared at them, glossy and black, her
breasts throbbing beneath her as they were crushed against the
floor. And then a fragment of a memory arrowed through the swirling
fog enveloping her brain. Of the many dark sexual fantasies she had
developed over the past few years, in part in line with what she
had read in a variety of books and on the internet, one was
suddenly sharp enough to fix her attention.

It was outrageous! It was degrading! And
because of that, it had been a shockingly wicked and exciting
fantasy!

Whimpering slightly, trembling, she wriggled
forward, arching her slender neck, and brought her lips against the
front of his boot, then her tongue licked out, sliding across the
soft leather! A part of her cringed at doing this, that part which
cared about pride and dignity. But that was a very small and weak
part of her just then.

“Please!” she gasped, her tongue licking out
across his boot again.

She wriggled closer, her hair spilling
around her as she licked eagerly up and down along his boots,
wishing it were his bare skin beneath her tongue, moaning, her hips
rolling helplessly as fire burned within her.

“Please what?”

“Please fuck me!” she cried, licking
desperately.

“Turn around and raise your rump in the air
like the bitch in heat you are.”

Her mind cringed again, but she obeyed,
trembling violently as she raised her bottom high and spread her
knees apart, her breasts throbbing hotly against the floor as she
ground them against the soft fabric of the rug. She heard him move,
and then sensed something from him, a rolling wave of excitement
and heat.

She cried out weakly as the heat seemed to
join with hers and add to it!

Crack! His hand slapped against her
bottom sharply.

The touch of his skin against hers, brief as
it was, sent another surge of heat through her body and mind!

She was overwhelmed within her mind,
pounding waves of hunger and desire sweeping through her until she
wanted to scream in frustration that they were not being
satisfied!

She felt something else, then, lower down, a
much more lingering touch of something infinitely softer than his
open hand. She cried out as it pressed against her sex and then
slid up and down the burning length of her! Every second it touched
her was a window into his own building heat and hunger, and she
somehow felt as if she could see out of his own eyes, could see
herself presented before him!

She watched his hand clutching a long, thick
male organ, the head pressed against her glistening opening,
sliding up and down her as she trembled and sobbed openly now,
desperate and nearly crazed with desire! Yet she could feel his own
desire was intensifying, too, could feel it burning behind her,
despite his outward calm.

“Fuck me!” she gasped. “Fuck me!”

Crack!

“Beg!”

“Please fuck me!” she cried.

She felt him piercing her, penetrating her.
She felt it and watched it in her mind's eye! She felt her own deep
pleasure as he stretched her wider and pushed inward, and felt his
as well! She thought she was going mad, but didn't really care as
the pleasure grew even more intense!

And then the long, thick length of him was
being forced down into her body! Wet and hot she was, but he was
very thick and very long, and it hurt! Not that she cared a single
whit about that! She gloried in the feel and sight of his powerful
organ pushed forward, forcing the tight elastic walls of her sex
wide as it pierced deep into her belly!

His hands alighted on her hips, and the
sense of him redoubled within her. She cried out again and again,
even before he started to move, and then as he began to move, as
his hips pulled back and thrust forward, the first orgasm tore
through her with the power of an out of control freight train!

It howled, that train, its whistle
screaming, the weight and momentum irresistible as it tore into her
mind! The orgasm went on and on, and he was pounding against her
now, his hips striking her upthrust buttocks with considerable
force as he rammed himself into her again and again.

The orgasm peaked, then eased, but then rose
and peaked again, before easing, only to rise again... and again...
and again!

She was going insane, she thought, but
didn't care.

He tore back on her hair, jerking her head
up and back, and she felt his hand crushing her breast as he
continued to pound against her, continued to ride her. She was
insensible with the sexual fever within her, dazed and crying out,
screaming with every breath as he rode her with savage strength and
determination, pounding her like a bull so that she ached deep
inside!

And then she felt his lips against the side
of her throat, felt his teeth sinking into her flesh, another rush
of psychic joining filling her mind as his hips continued to pound
against her with bruising force.

She couldn't think, couldn't breath. Her
mind rolled and bounced, tumbled and turned, end over end through a
kaleidoscope of light and sensation. Every time she thought she
would lose consciousness something yanked her back to feel the
screaming heat of pleasure cascading through her again, nerve
endings overloading, muscles spasming wildly.

She was drowning in pleasure!

Who was she? What was she? It didn't matter!
Nothing mattered but the glorious pleasure, the rapture!

And that deep, thick, pounding organ ramming
into the center of her body again and again and again!

*

She didn't quite lose consciousness. But she
became so dazed, so shell-shocked, she was hardly aware of where
she was any more. She was vaguely aware her scalp hurt, and that...
and that she was sliding across the floor.

But it wasn't like that mattered or
anything. Nothing mattered. She floated in a strange, languorous
sense of peace and tranquility, none of her muscles functioning,
her mind almost blank as she felt the backs of her toes sliding
along the marble floor.

Then she was in an all black room, or nearly
all black, without windows, and with a large bed at its center. It
was … relaxing. But she still didn't really care. The pain in her
scalp left her, and she groaned dazedly as he did something with
her wrists behind her.

He drew them up above her, lifting her up
onto her knees by the hair, and then she was leaning against
something, eyes glassy, as he left her. For long minutes she knelt
there, panting, eyes ever so slowly clearing until she came to
herself.

She was in a very strange bedroom.

The walls were gray. The double door behind
her black. The baseboards were white, but the bed was black. It was
a large bed with four tall posts. The sheets were black. She was
chained to one of the lower posts, which, she realized, was quite
thick, and padded in leather.

The footboard of the bed was a round leather
covered tube as thick around as a stack of dinner plates. The
headboard was seven feet high, and covered in black leather. The
tables on either side of the bed were gray with black tops. The
carpet was thick and soft and black. This was the most colorless
room Miranda had ever seen in her life!

And she could hear sounds, water sounds,
coming from an open door on the far side. It stopped, and she found
her eyes fixed to the door, even as her heart rate finally began to
return to something like normal.

She was still slightly dazed at the
incredible strength and length of the multiple orgasms which had
swept through her. She also ached deep inside. In fact, every part
of her body ached from the long spasming of her muscles!

And then she forgot to breath.

He came out of the doorway naked.

Miranda had seen a lot of men naked over the
past few years. The older ones tended to be a little paunchy. The
younger ones were slender. The ones who most cared about their
appearance and had spent considerable time in a gym honing that
appearance had smoothly shaved bodies with well-defined muscles
which caught the light as they moved.

MacGregor was like none of them.

He did not have the cut body of a body
builder or gym addict. His skin was pale, but a fine sheen of thin
light hair covered his chest, with a narrow line trailing down his
abdomen to his groin. His body was powerfully built, but naturally
so, with broad shoulders and thick arms and wrists.

He moved with a fluid grace, like a hunter,
like a cat, his damp hair spilling down his back, and Miranda felt
heat spilling through her body as he approached.

She cried out weakly as he gripped her hair
and jerked her head back sharply.

“Kindness and tenderness is no part of
training,” he said in a low, rumbling Scottish burr. “You train an
animal or a child with a firm hand, and not all the lessons are
pleasant. But they are lasting, if you do things properly.”

“I-I don't... u-understand!” she moaned.

“No, nor can you. But you will one day. In
the meantime, I must sleep. And I cannot trust you out and about on
your own. So you will accompany me. It was a mistake on my part to
allow you to sleep earlier. Now you will have to exhaust yourself
in order to sleep the day.”

He scowled. “This is not cruelty on my part.
You have an active mind, lass, and being pent up here for hour
after hour with nothing to occupy it would na be pleasant for
you.”

She already felt exhausted! Though she had
no idea what he was talking about, really.

He looked deep into her eyes, and she
shuddered, then felt a surge of heat low down. She moaned and he
released her hair, then turned away, climbing into bed. He lay down
on his back, folded his arms across his chest, and went still.

“What...? When...?”

She moaned, turning her head from side to
side. The heat was like a dark and desperate itch which needed to
be scratched. Her breasts felt heavy and swollen as she knelt
there. Her wrists stretched up, attached by the chains to the post
above her head.

The lower part of the post was, of course,
between her thighs. It was very black against her pale flesh, and
she shuddered as she thrust her hips forward and up, letting out a
helpless cry of pleasure as she made contact.

She ground her sopping wet pussy up along
the leather, then down again, soft gasps and cries of pleasure
filling the otherwise silent room. She rolled her hips forward, her
upper body leaning back, pulling at the chains, her knees going
further forward as she began to grind herself with more and more
desperation.

It felt so good! It felt sooo, soooo good!
She trembled and shook as she ground herself up and down against
the leather covered post, then cried out, a long, warbling,
undulating cry of pleasure, her back arching sharply again and
again as the orgasm took her.

It was not as mind-blowing as the ones he
had given her when he'd ridden her like a bitch in heat, but it was
still incredibly intense.

Groaning, she sagged against the chains,
which bit into her wrists, trembling slightly as she gulped in
air.

She stared at him, unmoving, eyes closed.
How could he possibly have fallen asleep through that!? Yet why
should he pretend?

Then she gasped. What time was it? Was it
near dawn!? If he was claiming to be, of all things, a vampire, did
that mean... he was going to sleep there all day long!?

Then her attention was distracted by viewing
and feeling her breasts pressed against opposite sides of the thick
post. She moaned softly, and then began to grind her sex into the
leather again, taking very little time to reach another incredible
orgasm. And then another.

Groaning, she forced herself up off her
knees, but there was nowhere to go. She was still chained against
the post. And there he lay in the bed, looking gloriously masculine
and naked and beautiful and... dead.

Wasn't that what happened to vampires in the
daytime? Didn't they 'die'?!

There was no sign of his chest rising and
falling, no sign of breathing, of even the slightest movement!

Her wrists were now at the level of her
belly, but she could not drop them lower. The heat began to bubble
away within her once again and she moaned helplessly, breathing
becoming more and more ragged, the need to scratch that itch
growing more and more irresistible!

She brought her hands up to her breasts,
squeezing and kneading them, plucking and rolling her nipples as
she curled a leg around the post and began to grind herself against
it. Her heat and pleasure and passion rose into a feverish storm
and she cried out again and again as she climaxed.

But it only brought a short respite. She
dropped to her knees again, grinding herself against the post for
another orgasm, and another, then rose and threw a leg over the
footpost. She straddled it, gasping and moaning, clutching the
corner post as she rode it to orgasm after orgasm, her cries and
howls not seeming to disturb the sleeping man whatever.

Eventually, of course, mere human endurance
gave in. Exhausted, drained, she bowed her head against the post,
kneeling against it, and fell into a deep sleep which was replete
with dark erotic images and dreams.
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Miranda woke slowly, groaning in a half
sleep. Only the pain in her wrists forced her mind to fully
engage.

Not that her body didn't ache simply
everywhere! It certainly did! But the ache to her wrists was
specific and sharper edged. That was because, she realized, she was
half hanging from the shackles around them. She winced as she
raised her arms upward and the sharpness of the ache
disappeared.

She was leaning against the post, still
kneeling, and her mind was still quite bleary. It had been an
uneasy rest, to say the least. She had wakened several times to
find herself grinding against the leather covered post, only to
fall back into exhausted sleep.

She looked up and around her, but there were
no clocks on the wall, and no way to determine what time it was.
She groaned, her body sore, and forced herself to her feet.
MacGregor still seemed dead to the world, and she was more than a
little apprehensive about that. What if he was dead!? What
would happen to her shackled like this!?

He certainly had a nice body, she couldn't
help thinking as she looked down at him. Heavy, powerful looking,
and very, very masculine. She examined the chain. It was clipped to
a ring driven into the post, and there certainly ought to be a way
to get it free.

It looked like a simple clip, the kind which
had a tongue covering the open part which, when depressed, allowed
you to slip it over something. Then you released it and it was
locked in place. It had what she was certain was a tongue, but
however much she pushed on it she could barely make it move at
all.

All she did was hurt her thumb!

She examined the eye screw it was attached
to, then. It was driven firmly into the post, and once again, her
ability to unscrew it was limited by the pain caused to her fingers
as she tried to twist it free. She scowled at it, considering, then
gripped the chain in hand, carefully drawing it up and to the
right, then around the post.

She pulled hard, gripping the chain with
both hands, and succeeded in slightly turning the screw. Greatly
encouraged, she did it again, and then again. It was slow going,
and not easy, but the more she turned it the easier it got, and it
wasn't like she had anything else to do.

The eye screw came free, and with it, she
was finally able to pull away from the bed! She wound the chain up,
now afraid he would hear any noise she made, and crept to the door,
only to find it locked. It was firmly locked, and there didn't seem
to be any kind of keyhole! Kicking it in frustration accomplished
nothing. It felt hard as a rock!

She circled the room, examining the
furniture, and opened another door, which led to a large, walk-in
closet. It was interesting to note the number of suits, ties,
sports jackets, and even hats he had, including a top hat! Who wore
those any more?!

She went back into the room and over the
bed, gingerly approaching the side and staring down at him. Could
he really be dead? As in dead, dead? She bit her lower lip
anxiously, then bent over, one knee on the bed as she leaned over
him. She put her face immediately above his, trying to detect
breathing, but couldn't.

Anxiety growing, she put her hand lightly on
his chest, then lowered her head, placing her ear to his chest,
trying to hear the sound of his heart beating. All she heard was
her own heart pounding!

Then something grabbed her hair and yanked
her up and back. She squealed in shock and alarm as she found
herself on her back beside him, her feet thumping the floor next to
the bed.

“What are you doing?” he demanded.

“Ow! Nothing!” she cried.

“Nothing? I'm familiar with the concept and
it fails to describe what you were doing.”

“Ow!”

She cried out as he yanked her around by the
hair so that she flipped over onto her belly – on top of him, then
dragged her upward until her face was above his.

His other hand slapped down on her wriggling
buttocks and she yelped again.

“I-I was just checking to see if you were
alive!”

“I'm not,” he said. “How did you get
loose?”

“I-it came loose!” she gasped as he pulled
the chain up and examined the eye screw.

“By itself?”

“Uhm, well... no.

“So you mean you pulled it loose?”

“I was afraid you were dead and I'd be stuck
there!”

He rolled over suddenly, and Miranda found
herself underneath him! He jerked the chain upward, pulling her
wrists with them, then wrapped it around the headboard somehow.

“Well now,” he said, more softly. “This is
an interesting way to waken, and not altogether... unpleasant.”

His eyes slid down to her breasts then as
his fingers slid through her hair. He pushed himself upright, then,
though still atop her, straddling her body.

Miranda gulped, her eyes dropping down the
length of his chest, following that slender line of dark hair along
his abdomen to where his cock lay atop her abdomen, pointing up at
her! Her eyes widened and her pulse began to race.

Not that she hadn't had a lot of familiarity
with male organs over the past few years. But there was something
much more... intimate about this one, more familiar somehow.

His big hands slid in against her breasts,
squeezing them up together.

“And did you have a good rest?” he
asked.

“N-No! Oh! Oh! Don't!”

He had released her breasts only to catch
her nipples between his thumbs and forefingers. They were already
stiff and tingling but now began to burn as he squeezed them and
pulled upwards, stretching them out. Her back arched helplessly as
she moaned at the hot, sharp ache.

Then he released them, only to roll them
softly before his fingers spread wider and cupped her breasts once
more.

“You have very soft skin, lass,” he said,
his hands moving down along her waist and hips.

He edged himself backward, shifting his
knees, then grasped her thighs, spreading her legs up and back. He
held both legs back against her chest, crossed at the ankles, his
big hand holding both ankles together as the other caressed her
sex.

“Very neat, very clean, very soft, and a
delight to the fingers and eyes both,” he said.

He licked two fingers, and Miranda squeaked
as they slid into her. They were very large fingers, and the
penetration sent a rush of heat through her body and mind. Too much
heat too quickly for such a thing!

“Wh-what are you doing to me!?” she
moaned.

“Arranging things,” he said, his fingers
sliding slowly in and back.

“I-I don't know what that means!” she
gasped.

“I dinna know exactly. If you are going to
be staying here, you must be a certain thing.”

“What kind of thing!?”

“I dinnna know exactly. Tis that I'll know
when I see it.”

His thumb began to stroke casually across
her clitoris and Miranda cried out helplessly. She felt raw and
tender there, for she'd ground herself frantically against the
leather covered post half the night! Her insides still ached from
the muscle spasms of all those monster orgasms!

But like a drug addict, the thought of
feeling that rush again, that high, that incredible burst of
pleasure, overrode all other concerns and considerations. The
thrumming energy began to rapidly build up within her again, so
that she felt overheated and shaky, gasping and moaning as his
fingers casually massaged her.

“Do you know how to please a man with your
mouth, girl?”

She moaned dazedly, hardly caring what he
said, until, of course, he stopped touching her.

“Wh-what?”

He snorted and then turned and slid off the
bed, dropping her legs. He gripped her hair and she gasped as he
turned her head to the side, putting a knee on the edge of the bed
as he leaned into her and pulled her mouth upwards.

“Oh!” she gasped, eyes widening.

He wasn't entirely hard. That was the
remarkable thing. He was thick, swollen and long, yet she could see
he wasn't hard yet! She opened her mouth as he pushed himself into
it, moaning around it as it slid along her tongue and deep into her
mouth.

It was an odd position, and uncomfortable
one, with her wrists still chained to the headboard, and yet, for
some reason, a dark flood of energy and excitement swept through
her. Then again, she'd long thought being manhandled during sex was
a breathless and thrilling experience!

Still, her scalp ached, and she tried to
twist her body around, to come closer and ease the pull. She rolled
onto her belly, trying to get her knees under her to raise herself
up a little, and succeeded even as she sucked and licked at his
rapidly hardening organ.

It wasn't like she hadn't gotten a lot of
experience over the past few years!

She tried to work her lips up and down,
pulling against his grip on her hair until he started pulling with
her. Then his hips began to work in and out in time to her own
motions.

She rolled her eyes up at him, feeling a
rising sense of sexual tension and heat, loving feeling those eyes
on her and knowing they were on her, this time, not on some other
girl, as they'd been for the previous several years!

His free hand slid down her back and over
her buttocks, then down between her legs. She gasped as his fingers
stroked up and down the line of her sex, then plunged into her wet
heat, pumping in and out as she bobbed up and down on him.

Heat and sexual tension thrummed wildly
within her! His big fingers slid in and out, turning and twisting
within her, his hand pulling on her in tandem to his grip on her
hair. And then he pulled more sharply as his hips pushed forward,
and she gurgled in shock as the long, thick length of him pushed
into her throat!

She had experience, there, as well. She'd
been drunk and drugged and helpless with too many men she'd thrown
herself at for them to be overly gentle in what they did with her.
Still, he was thicker and longer than any man she'd ever had, and
her throat ached as he pushed deep!

He jerked on her hair, pulling her up the
last inch or so until he was absolutely buried in her mouth and
throat, then held her there as her heart pounded and her pulse
raced. Dark heat rolled through her in waves, and she wriggled and
twisted against him as his fingers stabbed deep into her burning
sex!

He pulled back slowly, and her eyes crossed
as she stared dazedly at the long, glistening length of his shaft
appearing before her, inch after inch of it sliding free of her
throat and mouth until, with a gasp and a cough, she was able to
breath freely again!

But then he released her hair, shoving her
aside, in fact as he climbed into bed behind her.

Crack!

“Oh!'

“Raise your hips and spread your legs!” he
barked.

Gasping, Miranda scrambled to obey, moaning
as she presented herself to him as she had the previous
evening!

“I take you like this to convey a message,
lass,” he said, as she felt the slick, warm head of his cock
sliding up and down along the line of her sex.

Crack!

“Do you know what that message is?”

“N-No!” she exclaimed.

“It's that ye not get any misapprehensions
about the relationship between us,” he said. “Yer job is to do as I
say, and to be what I want. Yer not my girlfriend or wife or
intended.”

Crack!

“Ow!'

“Yer more like... like my slave girl,” he
said, as he pushed forward.

Miranda opened her mouth to protest, or at
least, to say something, but the feel of his thick, hard cock
pushing forward into the mouth of her sex produced a powerful rush
of sensation and heat that silenced her save for her shuddering
moan of pleasure.

Then he pushed deeper, stretching her wide,
making her ache again, the pressure building up higher as he ran
his hands over her hips and buttocks.

What followed might have been best described
as a quicky, she thought later. But it was like being ridden by a
wild animal, by a beast! His speed picked up, faster and faster,
and his hands got rougher, grasping at her, slapping her bottom,
and seizing her hair to either shove her face into the bed or yank
her head up and back!

His hips struck her bottom with bruising
force as his thick cock speared deep into her belly with hard,
powerful, savage strokes that made her cry out again and again!
Pain and pleasure tore and twisted through her, but the pleasure,
the seething, burning, overheated feverish pleasure was by far the
more intense!

Powerful rolling burst of pleasure flashed
through her system and she gurgled and screamed repeatedly, feeling
completely out of control, completely helpless as the wild man rode
her with a furious and powerful stroke!

Orgasms tore through her, one after another,
her mind filled with an intoxicating pleasure as her body flared
and burned! And then she felt... felt as if his cock was growing
bigger, thicker, filling her entire body as it drove into her!

And it felt... glorious!

*

It was some time before she realized she was
laying there on her side alone. She groaned dazedly, shifting her
long legs, wincing a bit at the aching inside her. She shifted
again, grunting, trying to sit up, but being yanked back by the
chain attached to her wrists.

She cursed, and looked up along the line of
the chain to find it wrapped around a projecting part of the
headboard. She unwrapped it and then sat up, still feeling more
than slightly shell-shocked.

“God!' she groaned.

She got out of bed, swaying a bit, then made
her way to the doors, which were now open. Muttering uncertainly,
she eased through them and padded slowly and tentatively up the
corridor to find him in a room where Bach played softly on a
stereo.

It was a library, the one he'd first brought
her to. And as before, he sat before the large window, though this
time he was reading the newspaper.

People still read real newspapers, she
thought in confusion.

She tapped discretely on the door.
“Uhm...”

“You rattle. Are you aware of that?”

“Well... no, but you're the one who put
chains on me.”

“The chains were to keep you in one place,”
he said with a frown. “I can see I shall have to try something
better.”

“Why do I need to have chains or to be kept
in one place?” she asked in confusion.

He glowered at her. “Because, girl, you are
an annoyance, an irritant, a stranger thrust upon my doorstep whom
I cannot in conscious push away.”

“I'm more than willing to leave!' she said,
thought in fact, she felt a pang of fear at the thought.

“You canna lie to me, girl. I can sense
exactly what you feel and want.”

“You can read my mind?” she exclaimed.

“No. I can, however, read your
emotions.”

“How can you do that?”

“Because I'm a vampire.”

She instinctively rejected that as absurd,
but still... how was he doing the things he was doing? And how had
he lain so extremely still the entire … day, without her being able
to detect any breathing or heartbeat!? And how could he... do
things to her!?

“I don't believe in vampires,” she said
obstinately.

“And that too is a lie. You aren't sure any
more, now are you.”

She bit her lip and scowled.

“These shackles are cutting my wrists!' she
blurted, wanting to change the subject.

He motioned her forward by cocking his
fingers at her, and she flushed resentfully, but entered the room,
finally, and crossed the floor to him. He gripped the chain and
tugged, which made her half fall over the side of his chair.

“Ow!”

He examined where the metal shackles had cut
into her wrists and frowned, then pressed sharply on some kind of
stud, and removed first one, then the other.

“This comes from your pulling on them,” he
said.

“Well am I supposed to be thinking straight
when I'm uh... like... well...”

“Coming like a whore?”

She flushed.

“No, I grant you that. That would be
unreasonable. I will find something else, perhaps leather.”

“Why do I need to be tied up or
anything!?”

“To remind you of your place.”

“What place?”

“To remind you that as you stay here it is
not as an equal or a guest.”

“Why can't I be a guest?”

She knew better than to ask why she wasn't
an equal!

“Because guests expect to be entertained.
They rightly expect a considerable sum of their host's time. I am a
man used to solitude, as I said. I do not need a girl, even one as
comely as you, hovering about me all the time. Nor do I wish to
entertain you.”

“Well... what am I supposed to do then since
I'm your prisoner!?”

“This is a large apartment. I'm quite
certain you can find things to amuse yourself within it.”

“Are you quite certain I'll find clothing,
too, or am I expected to go about naked?” she demanded.

He smiled softly. “Given I have to put up
with your presence, I think the gift to my eyes of your naked body
is the least compensation I should demand.”

She snorted. “I think fucking me is pretty
good compensation.”

He yanked her forward across his lap,
causing her to yelp, startled.

Crack!

“You went to Cambridge, did you?”

“Ow! Yes!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Do Cambridge women today commonly speak
so... commonly?”

Crack!

“Do they?”

“Ow! Stop it!”

Crack!

“You will speak in a respectful manner and
not use foul language, do you understand?”

Crack!

“Ow! Yes!”

He pulled her up and back and she staggered
before gaining her balance, her hand going behind her to feel her
stinging bottom as she glared at him.

“Why should you have the right to use foul
language while I don't!?”

“I do not use foul language.”

She frowned, trying to think back on what
he'd said.

“I have told you I am from a different time,
clearly a time when manners were of more importance than now.”

“Is it mannerly for a gentleman to force a
lady to be naked and to assault her whenever he doesn't like what
she says?” she replied.

“Disciplining females and children is one of
a laird's duties,” he said with a smile.

“You're not my laird!'

“Ah, but I am.”

“I'm really supposed to believe you're
hundreds of years old!?”

“Believe it or don't, as you wish. But keep
your language proper or I'll tan your bottom.”

She opened her mouth to protest indignantly
but he pointed a large finger in her face.

“Be careful, lass, for putting my hands on
your bottom is tempting at any time. Give me an excuse and you'll
spend much of your time across my lap!”

It was a compliment of sorts, she supposed,
but a threat, too.

“But I can't be naked all the time!” she
said in exasperation.

“Not for all the time, but … for a time,” he
said with a hint of a smile. “Perhaps I shall purchase you
something to wear about the house.”

Miranda looked at him doubtfully. “How would
you even know what I like?”

He laughed. “Lass, it's what I like that
matters.”
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Dougal had several cars. They were handy for
getting around, and for carrying things in. Most stores would
deliver, but you had to be there when they arrived, which was
invariably in the daytime.

And then there was the Lamborghini. For
excitement and fun that one was hardly to be beat.

But it was becoming notorious with the local
police, so he took the Bentley instead. He had spent a good deal of
time strolling the nighttime streets of Manhattan, and had, quite
unintentionally, come to know what could be purchased and
where.

He had passed a particular store on a number
of occasions, though he'd never gone into it before. Its window
displays made its ware obvious, and he had no need of them. Or
hadn't had any need of them.

He parked the Bentley (illegally) and
entered the store. It was brightly lit, and obviously, given this
district, not low end in its choice of clients or wares.

It really was interesting, he thought, the
way sex – which had been a fairly simple and uncomplicated endeavor
for most of human existence, had scattered into dozens of fetishes
and preferences according to the particular interests of those who
engaged in it.

The sign of a degenerate society, no
doubt.

Certainly in his time there had been no
women clamoring to be tied up whilst engaged in it!

He made allowances, guilty allowances, for
how Miranda had become enamored of that particular fetish, given he
was the cause of it. But what cause so many others to want to be so
dominated and chained? Was it that so many modern men failed to act
like men, and caused women to long for a domineering, powerful male
presence?

The thoughts flitted across his mind, of no
real consequence or concern, as he examined the merchandise on
sale. He had spoken quite truthfully to the girl. He did not want
her as a house guest or girlfriend. In fact, if modern women longed
for a man who could dominate them it was because they were so
damned independent minded.

He did not want an argumentative chit of a
girl interrupting him every hour on the hour! Modern women simply
did not know their place, and he was determined to put this one
into it very firmly indeed, so she had no mind to be an
annoyance.

He wanted her to be filled with the
awareness that he was the clan chief, he was the laird, and she,
she was the scullery maid, at best! Prisoner? Ha! He had sensed her
trepidation, her anxiety when she'd told him she was willing to
leave.

Not that he blamed her, he admitted. Orgasms
were glorious to have, but not out of the blue and unprepared for
them! He felt guilty about that, and still didn't quite understand
how he'd done it.

But a prisoner who did what she was told,
well now, that was what he was looking for. He had met a few girls
who liked to play that sort of thing as a game, and struck him now
as it had then, what a wonderful game it was – for men, at least. A
woman who ceded control of her body, would obey at once and shut up
on command!

Even in his day women were not so meek,
especially ones you married.

He looked at row on row of collars, some
narrow, some thick, some studded, some meant to look like jewelry
Each had a matching group of restraints, for who in this day and
age would want mismatched chains and shackles?

“May I help you, sir?”

He had, of course, sensed the sales clerk's
approach. She was not unattractive, except for oddly short hair. He
sensed in her the wariness he often felt in mortals who were
considerably smaller than him, but no hint of interest beyond a
desire to help a customer.

That meant she was homosexual.

He was not being immodest in his assessment.
All heterosexual women, in his experience, of whatever age or
marital status, appreciated his looks, his physical dimensions, and
he could sense their appreciation. There was none in this girl.

“I want something to restrain a woman, but
without harm. Without bruising or cutting the skin, however much
she throws herself about.”

He sensed her startlement. He supposed he
was considerably more … open, and less embarrassed about such
things than most clients.

“Well, we have various levels of padding on
the interior of the restraints depending on their purpose,” she
said. “These, for example –,” She picked up a heavily padded
restraint. “ – are for suspension purposes.”

She put it down and picked up a smaller
pair. “These are more lightly padded, but the padding softens the
edges as well so a sub can pull on them without pain.”

“Very well. I'll take four of each.”

He sensed her startlement again, but this
time mixed with pleasure for they were not cheap. Also, he was
looking at other merchandise, which promised further sales.

He picked up a few chains, lighter,
stainless steel versions of the one he'd attached to her shackles
earlier, then examined rows of soft, bondage rope in multiple
colours, shaking his head as he did.

“Rope made especially to tie someone up
without harming the skin,” he said.

Definitely a depraved society.

Still... with an eye to keeping the girl
occupied while he figured out what to do – yes, they could be
handy. He tossed a number of them to the girl, who caught most,
picked up the rest, and brought them quickly back to the counter as
he moved along.

His eyes gleamed at the racks of whips,
crops, straps and spankers. Just the thing to show a spoiled modern
woman her place! He let the sales girl explain which would be
lighter, which would be least likely to damage the skin – for the
lass had very lovely, unblemished skin, and he had no interest in
changing that.

Then he laughed as he caught sight of a row
of male penises sitting on shelves.

“We're having a sale on dildos and vibrators
this week,” the girl said helpfully.

He grinned. “Those are for women who have no
man,” he said.

“Not necessarily. Perhaps for women whose
man travels, or is very busy, or sick, or uninterested.”

He halted. A woman whose man is busy? Well,
if these would help keep the girl occupied and out of his
hair...

He nodded.

“What is a vibrator?”

The girl looked at him in amazement.

*

Miranda wandered freely. He had made her
promise not to try to leave the apartment, then given her that
deeply penetrating, and now scary stare when she'd agreed.

Could he really sense when she was telling
the truth?!

Anyway, as if she was going to run away
without any answers or cure when she's spent three years trying to
find him!

The apartment was as impressively large as
he'd said. But a lot of it looked like no one but the cleaning
staff had been there for years. There were a number of empty
bedrooms, for example, very nicely decorated but with as much soul
as a hotel room. No one had stayed in any of them for years.

There was a large games room with crystal
chandeliers hanging from the ceiling, containing the sort of
stand-up video games which had been popular forty years or so ago.
Honestly! Did he still play these!? Had he ever!?

There was a billiard table, a table tennis
table, darts, a card table, and even a football game – or soccer as
they called it here, complete with little men on metal handles
which could be used to kick the little ball around.

But no computer!

She found a large room which was apparently
meant as a ballroom. It was a good hundred feet long and fifty
wide, again with crystal chandeliers overhead, but more of them.
The floor was highly polished, and there wasn't a hint of dirt or
dust about, but if he'd held parties recently, there was no sign of
them.

The kitchen was enormous and of glossy wood
with stainless steel appliances. Did vampires eat, anyway, other
than drinking people's blood? There was a family dining room with a
table for ten, and then a huge dining room with a long, antique
table which seated twice as many. And there was a greenhouse.

The greenhouse was lovely, filled with
artfully arranged flowers, hedges, bushes, shrugs, and small trees
– that is, trees growing up to thirty feet high, for it was a very
tall greenhouse. There were a number of small ponds and babbling
brooks and waterfalls so that the sound of burbling water was a
constant, and the sound of small birds in the overhead trees.

Did he look after all this?!

At the far end was a square pool with a
wooden deck around it. It was about twenty feet in length, except
that it appeared that it went under the glass wall and then
continued outside. She found a door and discovered this was, in
fact, the case. There was another sixty feet of it out on the
deck.

The deck itself was almost the length of the
building, with a wooden floor, wooden framed flower boxes, and a
number of conversation nooks, as well as the pool area, which had a
variety of chairs and lounge chairs and tables.

The view was... spectacular, though she was
hesitant to go to the edge. Yes, it was night, but she felt extra
naked outside with the breeze playing across her skin! Still, the
only buildings from which anyone could have seen her were too far
for peeping toms to make out anything, unless they used a telescope
perhaps.

And she had to try the pool!

She waded into it at the low end. It was
heated, but not hot. She slid forward into it with a feeling of
sensual pleasure as the water caressed her naked body. Being naked
out of doors had, of course, always been a sort of forbidden
pleasure, and had always tended to arouse her as she did something
'naughty'.

She let her mind toy with the idea of
staying here for some time. It certainly was a lovely place! And
the sex with MacGregor couldn't be beaten! He might think he could
hold their relationship to some sort of arms length Lord to Serf
affair, but that wouldn't last, she was sure.

How old could he really be? Or was he just
crazy? Yet he could do some amazing things so... what if he really
was that old? Hundreds of years old! He was so not a vampire! That
was ridiculous! She wasn't sure what he was but that couldn't be
it! He was some kind of... freak of nature!

But if he really was some sort of nobleman
from centuries past, she supposed she could understand his
arrogance. Even if the idea was absurd. Yet could he really be some
sort of many times removed ancestor of hers?

Well, the idea wasn't any crazier than
anything else!

She inspected the cabana, while dripping
wet. It contained, as she'd suspected, towels, and also a makeup
mirror with sink and various toiletries. It also had a good quality
hair dryer, which someone with her generosity of hair needed.

She wandered back through the house,
afterward, inspecting and exploring. Could there really be no
computer here? That was ridiculous! Who didn't have a computer!?
How did you even look anything up!?

Well, she had her phone, of course, and
speaking of which... She spent some time sending texts back and
forth with her family to let them know she was all right. She told
them she was making progress, but didn't inform them of the
details.

She had no intention of talking about her
new vampire lover!

She made herself something to eat, though.
He had plenty of food, so she guessed that vampires, if that was
what he was, did indeed eat. Though why they needed to, she didn't
know. She needed to, though, and after that wild day, she was
famished.

It felt oddly sexual being naked all the
time, especially in places like the kitchen, where it would be both
abnormal, and impractical. At least she wasn't frying anything,
though, and it didn't interfere with her eating!

Afterward she spent some time trying to get
the TV to work. It had a complicated remote having to do with a
satellite dish, but she was able to find more than enough shows to
click through in search of entertainment.

She sensed his approach. It was like a
building sense of... pressure in her mind. She looked up, staring
across the room towards the front hallway. His progress was slow at
first. Then she knew he was approaching rapidly.

The door opened! She was already out of her
chair, clutching a Romanesque floor to ceiling pillar against her
chest as she peered around it. But he was alone, and carrying to
large shopping bags!

She eased out from behind the pillar as he
walked past.

“Did you buy me some clothes?” she
asked.

“I bought a number of things, lass,” he said
over his shoulders. “They should interest you greatly.”

That seemed like an invitation to her, so
Miranda hurried after him, putting an arm across her breasts as she
did. They tended to wobble uncomfortably otherwise, if she moved at
all fast.

“It probably won't fit anyway,” she
muttered.

“Oh, they'll fit,” he assured her.

*

Five minutes later she was scowling, looking
at herself in the mirror clad in the studded black leather collar
and matching restraints. The restraints went around her ankles as
well as her wrists, and while they were padded they were still...
restraints.

And yet, she was of two minds about it. The
intellectual side of her was indignant. She was here of her own
free will, after all! The emotional side of her felt a bubbling
sense of heat at being so clad, at looking so... helpless and
submissive in the collar and leather restraints!

“I was hoping for something to wear a little
beyond this,” she said.

“I got a number of things. A most
fascinating establishment.”

“Uh huh,” she said doubtfully.

“Womens underthings have certainly changed
over the past century.”

She rolled her eyes doubtfully up at him. It
was still almost impossible to think this man, who looked perhaps
half a dozen years older than her, was hundreds of years old.

“And the sorts of toys people use in order
to excite themselves, well, those are quite interesting indeed.
Have you ever used any of them?”

“No!” she said indignantly. “And it's not
polite to ask a lady such a thing.”

“But you're not a lady, you're my... hmm, my
slave girl,” he said with something like a smirk.

“I'm not your slave girl!” she protested,
despite a thrum of heat down low.

“I like that concept very much. A girl
available for my sexual pleasure who will do whatever she's told
and not bother me at other times.”

“Maybe you're the one who should be buying
sex toys,” she said.

“But I have you, my dear,” he said
smugly.

“I'm not a sex toy,” she said, despite
another hot little thrum down low.

“We both know better,” he said.

She bit her lip. Could he really sense her
emotions? Could he sense what she felt when he said things like
that!? She'd had an insanely sexual time in his bedroom as he'd
lain there, where she'd been unable to achieve relief despite
orgasm after orgasm. She was still feeling faintly dazed, with the
memory of all those powerful orgasms still resonating through her
mind, if not her body!

“But for now, I have things to do, so you
need to occupy yourself doing something else.”

“Doing what else? You don't even have a
computer here. If I can't go outside you at leasy need to have the
internet!

He pursed his lips thoughtfully. “I have not
felt the need, but if you desire it, simply call up whoever sells
such things, and order it.”

She rolled her eyes. “You don't order it! I
mean, you order the internet, yes, but you need a computer,
too!”

“So buy them. You can purchase such things
on the telephone, I take it?”

“Well, yes of course but – .”

“Then do so. Purchase whatever you want,” he
said grandly. “Simply put it on my account.”

“Your account?

“I have a number somewhere on a plastic
card. It's on my desk in the office.”

“You mean a credit card number.”

“Yes, I believe that is the
terminology.”

“How old are you, really?”

“Don't you mean, how old are you
master?”

“You want me to call you master?
Seriously?”

I think it would help to put you into the
right sense of what our present relationship is in terms of who
does what they're told and who tells them what to do.”

“You're appallingly arrogant.”

He shrugged. “I've given you permission to
go and buy things. You may do so.”

“It's too late to buy anything! The stores
are all closed!”

“Then we'll have to find something else to
occupy your time,” he said far too mildly.
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Miranda was aroused, very aroused, but she
was also indignant. It felt as though he'd simply come up with a
way to put her aside somewhere out of his hair (his long, lovely
hair) while he did whatever he considered to be more important!

In this case he'd put her in one of the
empty bedrooms. More specifically, he'd hung her upside down from
her ankles, with her wrists locked together behind her back. He'd
also gagged her, somewhat apologetically, telling her he had very
good hearing.

The gag filled her mouth, forcing her lips
and teeth apart, but strongly muffled any sounds she might make.
Her long hair hung on the floor below her as she stared across the
room at the upside down door – or what appeared to be an upside
down door in her upside down view.

He had hung her from the ankles with her
legs spread quite wide, and then, incredibly, had produced several
sex toys, which he'd evidently just bought on the recommendation of
a sales girl. Two of them were oversized dildos which he'd slid
into her so that she felt utterly stuffed inside!

She didn't generally like anal sex, and,
when sober, rejected it, but as she'd been upside down, bound and
gagged, hadn't had much option when he'd pushed the dildo into her
bottom. It didn't really hurt, though, and now that she was used to
it she simply felt oddly full, stuffed, front and back, her insides
pulsing and throbbing around the two sex toys.

He'd also hung a vibrator, a large, handled
thing with a bulbous top, from the ceiling between her legs. It was
a plug in type so the batteries wouldn't wear out, and it hung
slack from a rope, the bulbous rounded head resting against the
front of her sex, which was to say, where her clitoris was.

Needless to say, there was no pressure
behind it. It simply hung there from the rope, but while it was
touching her it was adding a distinct flavor to the dark thrill she
felt at merely being hung upside down in the first place.

It didn't take much to arouse her these
days, so him hanging her upside down was more than sufficient. The
gag sliding into her mouth was a unique and darkly exciting
experience, too, and that was without taking into account the big
dildos which stuffed her belly.

The vibrator was really taking things too
far! And the worst part was that it rested so lightly against
her!

That didn't make her indignant. What made
her indignant was the sense that he'd taken her, as one would a
small, annoying child, and put her in the other room with her dolls
or something else to keep her quiet, while he set about whatever he
liked to do in the middle of the night – alone!

No, the vibrator frustrated her. It
frustrated her very, very, very much! It rested lightly against the
top of her sex, buzzing powerfully, driving her crazy! And she kept
trying to push herself against it, either purposefully or
instinctively. Of course, she couldn't. It hung from a rope. It
would simply push away with her movements!

At first, she'd already been so hyper
sexualized that she had still climaxed, simply from the combination
of things. But since then it had simply kept her lower belly
buzzing and churning, kept her body thrumming with energy and
pulsing with sexual hunger – and left her like that!

She couldn't even complain, couldn't yell,
for with the gag and closed door he wouldn't hear her! All she
could do was hang there, burning feverishly, moaning helplessly
into the gag, her body writhing slowly, twisting, arching, her hips
desperately seeking to grind themselves against the vibrator – to
no effect.

Was he trying to torture her!? To
drive her insane!?

Because hanging upside down for so long was
doing weird things to her head to begin with! The continuous,
intense sexual frustration was baking her mind in a soft, bubbling
heat which never went away! She wanted to scream in
frustration!

She was so sensitive down there from that
long, long, endless torment she'd felt while he 'slept' that the
vibrations seemed to have a much heavier impact on her sensitive
nerve endings. Or maybe that was the way it was supposed to feel.
She was at a loss, never having used such a thing before!

But she so wanted to come! She was desperate
for an orgasm!

Instead her body went on trembling and
burning as she hung there, moaning and gasping and whimpering
helplessly.

And cursing him, of course, sometimes
silently, sometimes not.

Hours passed. She felt numb. Numb, and
trembling, on a razor's edge.

Until he finally showed up, sauntering into
the room all-too casually.

“Well now, I trust you've enjoyed yourself,
lass,” he said.

She glared at him furiously.

“Hmm. Not so? I thought this would be right
up your alley, as they say. You didn't seem pleased. Does the
device not function as described?”

He gripped the handle of the buzzing
vibrator, pressing the end more heavily against her and rubbing it
casually from side to side.

He wouldn't have needed any particular
degree of special insight into her mind to guess her reaction to
that! Her body jerked violently and she cried out in response to
the sudden jolt of sensations rippling through her body!

“Ah, you did enjoy that,” he said,
curiously. “Doctors used to use similar devices long ago to treat
female hysteria, you know.”

Miranda neither knew nor cared. But she was
going to be in hysterics soon if he continued to lightly rub the
thing back and forth against her sopping sex!

Then, as if he were experimenting, he
abruptly shifted directions, grinding the vibrator up and down
while pushing in harder.

Miranda cried out again, hips bucking as the
sensations blasted into her!

“Yes,” he said slowly. “This certainly does
have an effect.”

He gripped the vibrator in her sex, pumping
it in and out as he moved the vibrator in counterpoint, and the
orgasm tore through her like a violent storm. She thrashed and
twisted from side to side, crying out into the gag, head thrashing
wildly as convulsions wracked her body.

“Yes,” he said softly. “Very interesting
indeed, not that I couldn't do it on my own, of course, but that
takes effort.”

He let the vibrator go as her orgasm faded,
leaving her gasping and dazed, and moved around behind her. She
felt him grasp the other dildo, the one in her bottom, and slide it
out and free. Then she felt penetrated again, by something warmer
and softer – yet still quite hard.

It was hard, but with warm flesh around it.
And she shuddered dazedly, realizing he had gotten hard and that it
was his cock sliding down into her ass.

The thought it was dark and dirty and made
the fastidious side of her mind squirm, but the penetration didn't
hurt, though she felt even more stretched, more full. And as she
recovered her breath she felt a sense of wonder and excitement at
the dark, nasty, kinky sex she was experiencing.

With him! With the man she'd sought so long
and hard!

Speaking of long and hard... She moaned as
he drove himself so deep into her belly that cramps rippled through
her. He eased back, pumping slowly, his thick shaft sliding in and
out of her as her mind pulsed with dark heat.

“There are many ways to use a sex toy,” he
said.

She moaned, and then cried out as she felt
him grasp the handle of the vibrator once more and press it firmly
against her! His thick shaft plunged down into her again and again,
more and more forcefully, as he ground the vibrator against her
clitoris, grinding it down and back against the dildo impaling
her!

Another orgasm tore through her, much more
intense, rising and falling like a roller coaster as he used her
body, as he played her body like an instrument, as he drove his
cock deep into her belly with hard, deep, powerful strokes.

Miranda's mind swam in ecstasy, and no other
thought or consideration but her own pleasure could possibly
matter. She cried out continuously, her cries rising and falling as
the intensity of the orgasm, or was it multiple orgasms – ripped
her mind apart.

*

“When I said I wanted something to wear,
this wasn't what I had in mind,” Miranda said.

“I think you look fine.”

She sighed. He'd clearly been to a sex shop
for the leather restraints. That was where he bought the sex toys,
and had come across the white lacy top and bottom he'd had her put
on. The top was a mostly see-through halter, not that it's being
opaque or not really mattered since it curved under her breasts,
leaving them entirely bare.

The only significant coverage for the halter
was across her back and shoulders, as well as a few inches below
her breasts and at the top of her chest. There was a matching lacy
G-string, which consisted of a very small, narrow V of material
between her legs, and thin strings angled up across her hips.

Even what slight coverage the G-string would
have offered was defeated by the fact he'd insisted on thrusting a
slightly uncomfortably thick dildo into her, one too long to fully
disappear within her. The bottom two inches protruded, pushing down
on the crotch of the G-string very obviously.

“I'm not your sex toy!” she insisted,
frowning.

He smiled and she gulped, taking a step back
as a wave of heat rolled up her body from down low, and she
momentarily lost her breath.

“S-Stop that!” she gulped.

“Stop what?”

“You know what!”

“You're supposed to be calling me master,
aren't you?”

She snorted disdainfully, and he glanced
across at the other things he'd bought at the sex shop, including a
number of small straps, switches and crops. As, usual, the thought
of him 'punishing' her sent a swirling mix of dark heat and anxiety
through her.

“Fine! Master then!”

“And yes, you very clearly are my sex toy,
at least for now.”

“Are you even looking into how this... this
link between us was formed and how to get rid of it?”

“The only way to, as you say, look into such
things is to ask people, and only a very few people can be trusted
to answer such questions in anything approaching an honest fashion.
The only thing I am sure of is that either or both of us could die
if I break it.”

“I thought you were already dead,” she
muttered.

“I don't wish to make it final as yet.”

“How can death not be final?”

He shrugged. “When you're a vampire.”

“I don't believe in vampires.”

Another wave of heat made her stagger, and
her hands instinctively clamped down on her crotch. She moaned as
her hand pressed against the bottom of the dildo, instinctively
pushing it up, making the head grind against what must surely be
the absolute back wall of her sex!

“Y-You obviously have some kind of... of
psychic abilities,” she gulped shakily.

“Master,” he said.

“Master,” she tsked.

“You're being a disrespectful little chit of
a girl.”

“I am not!” she protested.

He reached down and caught at her nipples,
gripping them between the pads of his thumbs and forefingers,
rolling and squeezing them gently.

“D-don't!” she squeaked.

He released them only to spin her around
and, so fast she could barely comprehend it, jerked her wrists back
behind her and fastened the restraints together, then spun her
around once more.

It was unbelievably fast! She had just
staggered as she realized he was spinning her around when she was
spun back again, and he had her nipples in his fingers once
more!

“You are definitely being a naughty girl,”
he said.

He pinched her nipples harder, raising them
up, stretching them out as they burned hotly and her breasts began
to distend upward.

“Oh! Oh! Don't!” she cried, raising up onto
the balls of her feet, then her toes as her nipples burned!

“You forgot to say master again,” he said
mildly.

“Master! Master!” she squeaked.

He moved back, and she was forced to totter
along on her toes, gasping and yelping as her nipples stung
fiercely! He led her towards the high backed leather chair beside
the table. It had high, curving arms, as well, arms which started
low near the end, and rose up higher towards the back.

“Oh! Oh! Please!” she gasped as he pulled
her forward against it.

Her right knee had to bend as he pulled her
forward, even as she bent over. It hit the seat of the chair while
her left leg continued on alongside the chair. That, of course,
left her sex, and the dildo protruding from it, pressing firmly
against the arm of the chair. And the more he pulled her forward,
the harder it pressed.

“Oh! Oh! God! Ow! Don't! That hurts!” she
cried as the dildo was slowly forced up even deeper into her
body.

She felt a deep ache within her, even as a
wild rush of heat tore through her and made her gasp aloud. Wild
pleasure twisted and tore through her mind even as the ache between
her legs grew worse! She felt the dildo almost... grinding its way
up through her vitals as her weight pushed her down against the
base!

She cried out in dazed pain – and pleasure,
as he released her nipples, at least, only to seize her hair and
bend her further over. Then he picked up one of the straps and
brought it down against her bottom with a resounding smack.

Crack!

“You you have quite a lovely bottom, girl,”
he said.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! Please!”

“Master,” he said calmly.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Master! Master! Please, Master!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“What is it, slave girl?”

“P-P-Please!” she gasped.

The blows were striking her bottom slowly
but sharply. Each one produced a sudden stinging jolt of pain, but
then a burst of seething pleasure followed instantly afterward!
Miranda had no idea how or why but her mind was battered back and
forth like a mouse between the paws of a sadistic kitten as
stinging jolts of pleasure struck her bottom and then were
instantly reflected through her body as a wild, burning
pleasure!

The heat rose within her, and she cried out
repeatedly, dazed, gasping, trembling, but sinking into a dark
storm of lust and passion even as the pressure of her sex against
the arm of the chair forced every last inch of the dildo deep into
her aching belly!

Her hips began to grind frantically against
the arm of the chair as the strap continued to snap down across her
now quite red bottom and explosive bursts of pain and pleasure tore
through her mind and body!

He released her hair, and she slumped down
along the arm of the chair, straddling it, trembling and shaking as
her hips ground her sex desperately into the leather, bucking
violently with every blow of the strap as a fierce rush of pleasure
followed every stinging jolt of pain!

“Oh! Oh! Omygod! Ohmygod! Oh! Oh god! Oh!
Oh!” she gasped, her breasts rolling and squeezing against the
chair now as well.

“You are quite a …. responsive girl,” he
said, his voice a little shaky.

He moved to the side of the chair and seized
her hair again, then jerked her head up and back and to the side.
Her mouth opened wide, her eyes wild, and his trembling cock, thick
and hard once more, pushed through her lips and along her tongue,
before driving deep into her throat.

He held her head more or less in place as he
thrust into her using deep, hurried strokes, his own excitement
inflamed by what he sensed from her, the heat he had created within
her reflected back against him and bringing his own hunger into
raging heat with startling speed.

Miranda's orgasm took her, pleasure
exploding up through her body and out through her mind – and into
his. He cried out, gasping, gripping her hair and head in both
hands as he drove himself into her faster and faster.

The crackling sexual electricity engulfed
them, rolling back and forth between the two of them as a hurricane
of sensation filled their minds. Miranda shook violently, twisting
and writhing in the grip of the howling energy released within her,
her eyes glassy as she stared sightlessly into his groin, as he
buried himself in her throat with his own frantic hunger.

Black dots danced before her eyes as,
lacking breath, she began to black out as the storm crackled around
her, and finally, with a cry of heated pleasure, he half collapsed
across her, gasping himself as she trembled and shook.

 


 





Chapter Ten

 


 


 


 


The problem, as far as Dougal was concerned,
was that the girl was too responsive. He wondered if several years
of exposure to the intense physical pleasure given off by the other
women he had been with had made her that way, or if it was natural,
or a product of their distant blood relationship.

Whatever the cause, the girl was constantly
aroused, and given he could sense her emotions and moods, that was
influencing him if he was anywhere near her. Also influencing him
was that the peak of her pleasure was so intense, that when it
washed over him it was like a drug, an exhilarating thrill ride
into a wild rush of pleasure the likes of which he could hardly
remember experiencing!

The former would suggest he keep his
distance from her in order to not be constantly distracted, but the
latter meant he found it very hard to stay away...

She was also admittedly quite beautiful,
both in face and body, and that was attractive enough to distract
him, without even adding in her constant arousal. He was a man who
prided himself on his self-control, on his cold, icy logic and
sense.

He found himself thinking about her often,
and considering what any of a myriad of experiences he'd had over
the course of his long life might do to her, how she would respond
to them. She was like a new toy he was enjoying playing with, but a
toy which radiated an incredible degree of heat which he was far
from immune to.

He was not a teenage boy to enjoy being
enveloped in hormonal arousal all the time!

Yet it was a tremendous temptation, and he
still couldn't get rid of the girl, not in any conscience. He
resented the position in which he found himself, and while he would
readily admit it was his own fault, well, it was easy to
reflexively blame her instead, and then to punish her.

It was even easier in that his punishments
seemed to only result in a churning rush of heat and excitement
through her mind and body – which then oozed out into his own mind
and body. He'd never thought of himself as a sadist, but punishing
this particular girl was bringing him a degree of arousal he could
hardly recall experiencing before.

And though he tried to justify it by telling
himself he needed to teach her respect, and to ensure she
understood, both intellectually and emotionally, the vast gulf
between them, well, there was no hiding, not from himself, that he
was doing it because it excited him, as well.

She had a delectable bottom, after all.

Even hanging from her wrists, as she was
now. Her long, lithe body hung in place, unblemished skin
glistening with a thin sheen of sweat, long, beautiful hair
bedraggled, and matted to the sides of her face in places,
exhausted, moaning into the ball gag he'd inserted in her mouth,
even drooling somewhat around it.

And writhing slowly, her mind filled with
heat and hunger and passion, almost all of which was entirely
natural, which he had stoked physically without even attempting to
influence her mind with his. That was really quite amazing!

Of course, he'd never thought before to
incorporate any of the modern 'sex toys' such as he'd purchased at
the establishment where he'd purchased her restraints. In fact,
before this girl, sex was simply a slow, lazy, relaxing sport which
took place on a bed, as on a stage, and when the play was over, the
girl promptly departed.

It had been quite some centuries since he'd
last incorporated any sorts of games or toys or unusual sexual acts
such as he was now exploring with her.

He felt another rush of admiration for the
sheer beauty of the girl as she hung there, for the way muscles
moved beneath her soft flesh, for the play of shadow across her as
she moved. She moaned softly, as if barely conscious, yet to his
senses, she burned inside!

He smiled and stepped forward, feeling a
twinge between his legs yet again. God, the girl's affect on him
was astonishing!

His left hand slid down her abdomen and
cupped her sex firmly. The lips of her sex were straining and
distended around the thick, faux male penis he'd thrust up inside
her, buried inside her burning belly. He could sense the pain
inside her as the palm of his hand pushed against that base even as
the heat swirled even hotter.

He shifted his palm, sliding his fingers
upwards enough to get his thumb against the swollen little button
at the top of her sex, then began to stroke it as his other hand
brought the strap down firmly across her bottom.

Crack!

This time he did use his mind, joining a
rush of heat – heat he felt – to the stinging of the blow, and
sending it into her mind as her body jerked to the pain.

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

He brought the belt down against her
steadily, each blow carefully timed, with a burst of wild pleasure
added to it, as he focused his thoughts on the storm of sensations
enveloping her mind.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Already she was trembling and shaking and
trying desperately to push herself harder against his fingers,
against his hand. Each blow made her flinch as a stinging burst of
pain rippled through her buttocks and echoed through her slender
body to where the base of the dildo lay even with her gaping sex
lips.

He felt the flames roaring higher within
her, felt his own chest tighten, his cock hardening despite having
already used her several times in the past couple of hours. Both
hands sped up. He flicked his thumb across her sex hard and fast as
the belt snapped down across her wriggling bottom in a blur of
motion!

She screamed into the gag as the orgasm tore
through her, and he gasped himself at its force, starting to shield
himself to keep his sanity in check as she howled and bucked and
shook through the wild flood.

But then he stopped, cursing, his cock hard
and throbbing with hunger and need as he moved swiftly behind her,
jerked the second sex toy out of her bottom, and thrust himself
deep instead! He cried out, even as she echoed it, the orgasm
flashing into his mind as he ground himself frantically against her
soft flesh!

He could feel everything she felt, as he
jerked her thighs up and wide and back, his thumbs thrusting
forward, one to press against her clitoris, the other against the
base of the dildo as he began to ram himself into her!

Her screams redoubled, her head thrashing
and jerking against his shoulder as he drove his own suddenly
burning member deep into her body again and again and again!

His own orgasm burst up and out of him,
flooding across the strange psychic channel between them to meld
with her own, then recoiling back on him as he cried out in
pleasure himself. He looked down, his eyes wild, then bent and his
fangs slid out into view as he brought his open jaw down against
the nape of her neck!

Ecstasy consumed him as he ravaged her
shaking, trembling body. Drunk on pleasure, he drank in her life
essence, swelling with energy and power, drinking in every part of
her with in a wild, drunken pleasure!

Almost, he took too much. He only barely
managed to claw his way up from the depths of the feral heat
consuming him, to break free before it was too late, gasping
dazedly as he pulled his mouth away from the now barely conscious
girl.

*

He felt guilty. He castigated himself on his
loss of control, and at his age too, for which there was no
excuse. He was forced to actually give back some of the life energy
he'd taken from her, a difficult process, but one he determinedly
got through.

Vampires were not naturally giving of
themselves, after all, rather the reverse.

“Oh god,” she groaned, laying stretched out
on the floor.

Even in his guilt he felt a sense of
admiration. What a gorgeous creature!

Of course, that filled him with irritation
again at his own stupidity, given he'd almost destroyed her! He
picked her up and carried her to one of the bedrooms, then lay her
on the bed before returning to his office. He paced, though,
consumed with indecision, and also now filled with the rush of
power.

Despite what he'd given back the feeding had
still left him feeling a new sense of energy. He considered the
time – not the clock on the wall, but the real time, his internal
knowledge of the distance to sunrise, and smiled. Yes, there was
time.

He went to his bedroom and dressed with some
care, even though few would see him. Ready, he hurried towards the
door.

“Uhm, master?”

He halted, more than slightly surprised, and
then scowling. He hadn't even noticed. What was wrong with
him!?

“You're looking well, girl,” he said.

She flushed slightly. What he meant was
she'd recovered quite quickly. Of course, he'd given her back some
of what he'd taken, but still...

“Are you, uhm, going somewhere?”

He was still drunk, or perhaps stupidly
cocky given how full of energy he was, and perhaps also feeling
guilty, otherwise he'd have known better.

“I am, though not for long. Come with me!”
he offered magnanimously.

She blinked in surprise. “Uh...”

She looked down at herself and he felt a
rush of mirth.

“No need to dress!'

He swept his arm around her and guided her
to the door.

“B-but I can't go out there naked!” she
gasped, trying to ease back.

His strength was sufficient to make any
physical resistance of hers akin to that of a house cat resisting a
tiger. He laughed softly as he swept her out the door and summoned
the lift.

“You need have no fear. No one will see
you.”

“H-How can you know that!” she gulped.

He grinned and slapped her bottom, but
jovially.

“Master,” he said. “I can know that because
I can make it so.”

His arm pulled her into the lift and he
pressed the button for the sub garage even while looking at the
camera in the corner. He knew where the camera was viewed, for he'd
viewed it himself on visits to the lobby. And while it was some
distance, he had been here long enough to come to 'know' the people
who worked here more than enough to reach out to them.

He was subtle, needing very little to
influence any thoughts away from noticing the naked girl beside
him. The closer he got the easier it was. He knew who was there at
the security desk now, the one called Eddie. He had a pliable
mind.

Beside him, he felt the anxiety of the girl,
but with it, a dark sense of bubbling excitement. He shook his head
in amusement. Did everything arouse her?

“W-where are we going? Master, I mean!”

“Just for a little drive, my girl.”

Grinning to himself, he changed his mind and
pressed another button, stopping at the lobby.

*

Miranda's eyes widened as the doors opened
and MacGregor ushered her out into the lobby. She was utterly naked
save for the collar around her throat and the leather restraints on
wrists and ankles! The doorman turned as the elevator opened,
smiling at MacGregor as she squeaked and tried to cover her body
with her arms.

“Good day, Mister MacGregor,” the man
said.

“Good day to you, Allan,” he replied. “I
would like to apologize for not informing you formally before this,
but I have a, er house guest.”

“The woman who came in to view an apartment
you mean, sir?”

“Ah, yes. I suppose it has been a subject of
discussion among you.”

“Only that we need to know who is here,
sir.”

MacGregor nodded while walking over to the
desk where another man sat, looking up at them!

Only he was looking at MacGregor, not at
her! The doorman was ignoring her too, as if she didn't even
exist!

“Yes, her name is Miranda. She'll be staying
with me for some time. She's an old acquaintance, you see. She
should be allowed to come and go as she pleases.”

“Of course, sir,” the other man said. “We'll
write it down, and I can give you a temporary key for her if you
like.”

“That would be excellent,” MacGregor
said.

It wasn't like they were trying to avoid
her, Miranda thought in disbelief. It was more like... like they
really couldn't see her! Which was impossible! How could they not
notice her!? She was standing right there!

Naked!

She eased her arms slowly back, then back a
bit more, just to see if their eyes shifted, if they had to fight
not to look her way. But there was nothing, no sign of anything.
Astonished, she dropped her arms, cringing a little, but there was
still no recognition whatsoever!

She was standing there naked in the lobby
and neither man seemed to even see her!

The doorman suddenly turned quickly and
pushed open the door as an older couple entered the lobby.

“Good evening Mister and Mrs Conway,” he
said in an unctuous voice.

“Good evening, Allan,” the man said.

He nodded his head to MacGregor as he and
his wife headed for the elevators. Neither seemed to take any
notice of Miranda at all! She stared at them, shaking her head
slowly. How was this even possible!?

MacGregor headed back to the lift, and she
scurried after him, not daring to speak until they were back
inside.

“How – ?”

“I suppose you simply are quite
unnoticeable, my girl,” he said.

“I don't understand!”

“Clearly.”

“But – !”

“Your eyes see everything but your mind does
not take note,” he said. “Its quite simple to … cast a shadow, so
to speak, over a certain object and convince the mind that it's not
worth paying attention to. Both those men saw you, but they simply
didn't notice you were there.”

“How is that possible!?”

“It's not, of course, like vampires.”

They went down several floors and the doors
opened again. Barefoot, she padded after him, more than slightly
dazed and discomfited by being out and about naked as he led her
through an open area to a series of doors, then unlocked one and
took her through.

This was a garage, but a small one. It held
half a dozen cars, three of them incredibly fast looking sports
cars.

“This is a Lamborghini,” he said, guiding
her to one and opening the door.

“Uh...”

He ushered her inside and closed the door,
then went around to the drivers side and got in.

The car started with a trembling growl as
the door ahead of them opened. MacGregor pulled out into a larger
garage beyond as she stared around her at the luxurious interior of
the sports car, then up at the garage as they passed through,
winding their way up.

“Where are we going?”

He reached out and pinched one of her
nipples, and she yelped.

“Master,” he said. “We're going for a
drive.”

“Don't vampires fly?” she asked
uncertainly.

He laughed softly. “Vampires can do a number
of things, but having fun is what we enjoy the most.”

The car pulled out onto the road. It was
late at night, or really, early in the morning, so traffic was
relatively sparse. Then she yelped as the car shot forward, pushing
her back heavily into the seat. Her eyes widened as they sped up
the road at an astonishing speed. The tires squealed and they
rounded a corner, turned down another road, and increased speed
again.

“Y-You're speeding!” she gasped.

“True.”

“The... the police – !”

“Are most unlikely to catch me. They never
have before.”

The car made a series of rapid twists and
turns, going faster than any car Miranda had ever been in, then
found its way onto what she thought was probably the Henry Hudson
Parkway, where it really picked up speed!

She gaped at the cars flashing by as the car
thrummed like a live thing, easily dodging from side to side to get
around them.

“You're going to kill us both!” she
gasped.

“Most unlikely,” he said blithely.

They flashed past a police car, and its
lights lit up behind them.

“Oops,” he said.

He spun the wheel and the car followed suit,
cutting across at the next turn as he accelerated. He always
enjoyed being chased, finding it a challenge, though hardly a
threat. It could be exhilarating as the car raced through the
night.

The police cars, he knew, hadn't the speed
to catch him. And even if they had, their drivers didn't have the
reaction speed to move through traffic the way he did without
crashing. All they could do was call ahead, which meant all he had
to do was keep changing directions so he couldn't be boxed in.

And the Lamborghini was very good at
changing directions.

Unfortunately, he'd neglected to consider
the difference this time. He had a passenger, one without a clear
understanding of his intent, and moreover, one not strapped in or
completely ready for the sudden twists and turns. His own strength
easily kept him in place against the g forces as he threw the car
into hairpin turns.

Hers, of course, was not quite up to the
task, and when he spun around a sharp corner to avoid a bus the
pressure threw her against the door, then, as he turned again, she
rebounded, half falling across him, and causing him just sufficient
distraction to send the carefully calculated turn into a disastrous
skid.

The quarter million dollar car had all the
latest safety features, of course, not that they'd ever concerned
him before. As the car hit a curb while skidding sideways at just
over a hundred miles an hour it flipped, doing cartwheels across a
pair of flower boxes, across the sidewalk, through a fence and some
bushes, and came to rest on its roof in an empty parking lot.

MacGregor was able to hold himself in place,
and even reached up to snatch the girl as she almost flew past him
and out the window, pinning her against his chest with one arm.
Even so her body was flung about like a rag doll, her head striking
the roof before he caught her.

He kicked the door open and slid out,
dragging her with him, then threw a shield around themselves and
carried her quickly away from the wreck, which he knew would soon
draw a great deal of unwanted attention.

His clothes were rather mussed, but he was
not, of course, harmed. The loss of the car was regrettable, but
not of tremendous importance. It couldn't be traced to him and he
could get another easily enough.

The girl on the other hand... he castigated
himself for forgetting how fragile humans were, for forgetting how
fragile the car was, for that matter. He simply hadn't put such
things together. He'd been a fool, and, he admitted, showing
off.

“Idiot,” he cursed as he looked at her
now.

She didn't seem to be overly harmed as he
held her there in the alley, but he knew better. His senses were
not merely capable of informing him on a person's emotions but on
their health. He could hear hearts beating and pulses race. He
could trace the flow of blood under the skin and through the
body.

Her head was bleeding. On the inside. And it
was severe. Her life, as brief as it was, was greatly endangered,
and had been endangered by his crass stupidity. He'd been drunk on
power and energy and showing off in front of a pretty girl like
some kind of adolescent!

For a moment, a part of him considered
whether her death might not be for the best. He'd learned enough to
decide his own life was not terribly endangered if she died. And
her existence presented a vulnerability, a danger to him should
anyone of his 'colleagues' find out about her.

But he cast the thought aside. Despite the
clan chiefs who had risen and passed on in the centuries since he'd
left the job, he still considered himself to be the MacGregor clan
chief. By rights, he still was, after all. It was a hereditary job
and only his 'death' had taken it from him.

He was being foolish and soft-hearted, as
well as soft-headed, he thought angrily, and would almost certainly
live to regret it, but he felt a sense of duty.

He set her down and lay his fingers
alongside her head, then plunged his essence into her, not merely
into her body, but into the being who was Miranda Rutherford, and
he found the faint thread of the connection between them and then,
rather then snapping it, he reinforced it.

He was angry at himself as he did it. He was
endangering himself now. Now she really was connected to him. If
someone killed her he quite possibly would die. But on the other
hand, the odds against her dying changed markedly.

For over the connection between them flowed
the strange, magical essence of what protected him, what kept him
alive, the power and energy which was drawn directly from the earth
around them. It would strengthen her immeasurably, though of
course, nowhere near his level. It would also give a tremendous
boost to her metabolism, her immune system, and to her ability to
heal herself from damage.

It would also greatly prolong her life. She
would now live as long as he did, nor would she age. Those were the
benefits of being a human servant to a vampire. But now he was
stuck with her. He couldn't ever be rid of her! A part of him fumed
at that. He was a man who valued his independence, and had had
centuries to get used to it.

She would have to learn that a human servant
was as much a slave of her vampire as the vampire chose to make
her! She would have to learn a degree of obedience and respect she
had thus shown little inclination to do more than pay lip service
to.

He stood up, scowling thunderously, with the
girl still unconscious in his arms.

Fine then! If she was to be his servant, let
her be a servant! Servants learned to leave the master of the house
alone except when they were wanted. No doubt he could instill
sufficient discipline in this little chit so she would do the
same!

He headed back to his penthouse, and no one
on the nearly empty streets even noticed the naked girl in his
arms.

 


END
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