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Chapter 1


 


They say what happens in
Vegas stays in Vegas, but what the hell do they know?  Twenty-two year
old Aaron Pilan could testify from experience that significant gambling losses––or
winnings––definitely follow you home.


After three weeks of hitting
the gaming tables, he was practiced at the fine art of gambling.  He knew the
truth behind the veil of glamour.  As P.T. Barnum said, “There's a fool born
every minute.”  Many a fool arrived in Vegas with a wad of hard earned cash fantasizing
about winning big and coming home to boast of the thousands they reeled in during
their brief stint as a high roller.  


He joined the foolish masses
in their desire to hit it big.  He fully intended to beat the odds and walk
away from the gaming tables, winnings intact.  It looked damn good for him at
the moment.  Of course, being an exceptionally gifted telepath afforded him a
decidedly unfair advantage –– definitely contributed to his good luck.


Another caveat to the Vegas
rule would be murder.  An untimely death by strangulation definitely puts a
kink in the high roller status.  Aaron read his opponent Alexander
Demarco’s mind as the man contemplated this very thing.  Poor Demarco had been
suffering the systematic and thorough fleecing of his poker chips.  He was a
very unhappy man.


 


* * * *


 


Demarco envisioned a number
of ways to kill Aaron Pilan, starting with the quick and dirty double-tap bullet
to the back of the head.  Upon further consideration, that seemed almost too
merciful, too quick and easy.  He graduated to fantasies of Aaron begging and
pleading for his life out in the Vegas desert.  He imagined Aaron hog-tied at
the bottom of a six-foot pit as the dirt hit his face while being buried
alive.  Demarco had personal experience with both methods of murder.


He finally settled on a
slightly more violent alternative.  Strangulation would be the most
satisfying method of killing the punk.  He imagined the strength of his own
hands wrapped solidly around Aaron’s throat, squeezing out his life as he
flailed about feebly.  God I wish I could do it right now.  He had
always preferred the ‘hands on’ approach.


I know that son-of-a-bitch
is cheating somehow.  His gut
instincts were rarely wrong in these matters.  The punk always knows exactly
when to fold and when to call, he’s impossible to bluff.  He could smell a
con from the end of the room.  No way could Aaron clean him out so consistently
by pure chance.


His intuition was sharply
honed from the years he spent hustling on the streets of west Humble Park
Chicago, between Grand and Arlington, smack dab in the center of Latin Kings
territory.  He bore his gangland battlefield scars proudly, a soldier displaying
badges of merit.  The dog-eat-dog survival-of-the-fittest lifestyle was second
nature.  He couldn’t enter a building without staring down every person in sight
and watching all the exits.


This punk can’t weigh more
than a hundred sixty pounds.  I could
take him any day of the week.  He sized up Aaron, measuring him against his own
two hundred ten pounds of lean muscle and six foot frame of a professional
athlete.  Why am I lettin this white devil bitch run the show?  I wonder if
he’s a Fed?  Maybe this is a setup.  He had an overwhelming feeling he was
being taken for a ride.  He much preferred being the one doing the taking.


By sheer luck and opportunity
he’d been one of the select few who escaped the Federal Racketeering indictment
leveled against the Chicago Latin Kings when he moved to Vegas in 2004, a year
before the indictment was issued.  Everything changed when he setup operations
in Vegas.  He graduated from small time movements of heroin and cocaine by the
gram to major deliveries measured in kilos.  His buddies back in Chicago became
the end consumer.  Long gone were the days of pushing dime baggies out on the
street.  Now he sold wholesale, fat transactions with sweet profit margins and far
less risk of being snitched out by a punk ass junky popped off for banging a
gram in a public bathroom.


And here he was a high
roller, a shot caller, a badass, punked-out for thousands of
dollars by a pinche gringo white devil with a smug smile.  He scowled at the
pair of fives in his hand and continued fantasizing about murdering Aaron.


 


* * * *


 


Aaron was well aware of
Demarco's malicious intents.  He read all the sordid details in his mind as he
raised the pot, smiling at Demarco all the while.  He knew his pair of kings
would win the hand unless the last card pulled a surprise.  Not having learned
his lesson yet, Demarco foolishly called his bet and slid another stack of
chips forward on the table.


When the dealer laid out a
queen, Demarco's losses tallied up to $26,000.  More than enough to justify
murder.  Demarco had once beaten a man to death over a thousand dollars' worth
of cocaine on the streets of Chicago.  He now had twenty-six reasons to kill
Aaron.


When his hand won again, Aaron
knew it was time to leave the table.  He bid everyone a good night, collected
his winnings, and winked at Demarco.  It was the wink that finally did it. 
Demarco literally saw red.  The color of everything around him turned a violent
shade of pinkish red as his blood pressure skyrocketed, hitting his temples in
a pounding throb.  The white devil had given him a migraine.  He folded his
hand and sat there fuming.


Aaron walked away tens of
thousands richer.  Worse, a drop dead gorgeous blond wrapped herself around the
white devil as if she would bang him right there.


“You left them with their
pants?”


“Yes love.  Shirts.  The
phrase is ‘lose your shirt’.  I feel merciful tonight.  They’re still fully
dressed.”  Aaron caressed Michelle’s face as she cuddled with him, aligning her
curves to all his sharp angles.


Demarco’s mind broadcast
clearly as he watched Michelle holding Aaron intimately.  Demarco seethed with
a rare combination of envy and hatred.  In his opinion, a woman like that
deserved a real man, not some arrogant young prick.  Back in the ghettos of
Chicago, Aaron was what they called soft.


He glanced over his shoulder
at Demarco with a look.  It was not a soft look.  In this one instance
Demarco's instincts were dead wrong.  He was young, but not soft.  Not
by anyone’s definition of the word.


He scanned Demarco's mind one
last time before walking away.  Green-eyed jealousy consumed his every
thought.  They always want what they can’t have.  Aaron had become
accustomed to this reaction.  He and Michelle were a strikingly attractive
pair.  He knew onlookers considered his dark haired, dark eyed, five foot eleven
frame of model caliber, but Michelle was a whole different level of
attractive.  If not for her petite five-foot two, she could have been a world
famous runway model.  Her lazy golden curls framed flawless pale skin and vibrant
green eyes.  Her shapely hourglass curves could win international beauty and
swimsuit contests.


All who crossed paths with
the couple felt the effect of the magnetic attraction they exuded.  They had a
phenomenal stage presence drawing the eye of any observer.  As several sets of
eyes tracked the couple, Aaron remembered his first night spent with Michelle. 
Just five weeks ago, he awoke to her angelic face and adorably incomprehensible
French accent explaining, "This is the magnétisme animal of the vampires."


 


* * * *


 






 

 


 


Chapter 2


 


Demarco's covetous eyes
followed Aaron and Michelle as they left the poker table, heading to the
elevators.  They obviously had a room at Caesar's Palace.  This convenient
little tidbit of information was all he needed to know.  His partner in crime,
James Kramer, ran the security staff at Caesar's.  Kramer would have the
complete rundown of who, what, where, and why on the smug little punk who walked
off with his money.


 


* * * *


 


Ascensión Celino Gutiérrez,
“Oso” to all who knew him, received a text message from his boss Demarco,
interrupting his concentration on video poker.


Demarco: 
Time to go see Kramer


“Chingao!”  He hurriedly
texted back.


Oso: 
Done so soon? Que Paso?


Awaiting an answer that never
came, he assumed the boss must not be doing so hot at his own poker game.  He sent
another text as he walked away from the video screen at the bar, a couple
hundred lost to the merciless machine.  Dat shit ain’t random, I know it’s
rigged.


Oso: 
Ya me voy


He caught up with Demarco as
they headed towards the elevator, “Que Paso Jefe?  Cuanto tu ganastes?” How
much did you win?


Demarco didn’t bother to
answer.


“That bad eh?  Maybe you
should quit gambling?  They say that shit’s an addiction!”  Oso’s massive
shoulders and man boobs jounced up and down as he chuckled.  “Que mala suerte
tienes.”  What bad luck you have.


Oso was one of the only men
working with Demarco who would ever dare tease him.  He outweighed the boss by
a good hundred pounds.  The strength of their five year working relationship
could withstand the occasional joke at Demarco’s expense, as long as no one
else was around.  He began to realize just how pissed off Demarco really was. 
He’d seen him like this several times before.  Somebody’s gettin fucked up
hardcore.  He wished he’d noticed before he opened his big mouth.  He found
it unwise to provoke the boss at times like this.


He tried to smooth it over.  “Just
say the word Jefe, whoever it is, we fuck em up.  Whatever it is, we’ll take
care of it.”  He waited, and waited some more, but Demarco didn’t respond.  It
must be really bad.  He hadn’t seen the boss this angry in a long time, not
since that idiot in Chicago tried setting up Demarco in a controlled buy FBI sting. 
Demarco caught on before it was too late––barely, and authorities found
the snitch dead in a dumpster a few hours later.  A very convenient overdose.


Oso tried one more time, “Who
is he?  Who we takin’ down?”


“We’re gonna find out right
now Essay!”  Demarco growled as he pounded on Kramer’s office door.


 


* * * *


 


James Kramer eyed Demarco
speculatively, wondering if there was any validity to his complaints about Aaron
Pilan’s poker game.  He wasted not a second pulling up the five separate
security video feeds with various angles of view on Aaron as he played at the
same table for the past three hours straight.  He zoomed in on Aaron from
multiple camera views, checking his ears, hands, eyes, his every move, twitch
and gesture.  At various points when Aaron turned to gaze at the surrounding
room Kramer switched to other camera angles to find a potential accomplice.


“There––see––right there––he
looked over there.  Check it out.”  Demarco hunched over the computer monitor.


Kramer hit three other camera
angles in the direction of Aaron’s line of sight.  Nothing, no one.


Demarco tapped the computer
screen repeatedly exclaiming, “There––check that out!”


No matter how many times they
tracked Aaron’s gaze to various parts of the casino floor, the result was
always the same––nothing.  It appeared Aaron played a straight game, albeit an
uncommonly skilled one.


He wasn’t overly concerned. 
The casino security and surveillance procedures made it virtually impossible to
cheat at any game.  Probably a combination of dumb luck and some marginal
card playing skill accounted for Demarco’s losses.


He had seen it all, having
worked in casino security for over twelve years.  “I understand how you feel,
but so far I haven’t found anything strange.”


However, the blond
accompanying Aaron was an entirely different story.  She had that unique factor. 
Kramer enjoyed his share of beautiful women.  And like all good things of
limited supply, he could never get enough where women were concerned.  Women
flocked to Vegas pursuing entertainment, sexual fulfillment, romance, riches,
work.  He could make a list of reasons as long as Vegas Boulevard that kept
them coming.


He looked over at Oso,
winked, then looked Demarco straight in the eye.  “I’ve set up an alert on
Aaron Pilan.  We’ll be watching his every move.  I haven’t seen anything yet,
but I’ll have the boys review the footage and see if they can catch something.”


Kramer spent a few more
moments digging through data.  “He’s not a cop or a Fed.  He doesn’t show up on
any of my databases.  He’s just a kid from New York.  Gettin awful lucky though,
eh?”


“Luck’s got nothing to do
with it,” Demarco grumbled.


Kramer pointed at the screen.
“But check out the blond.”  She merited some special attention.  “Look
at that body.  She’s something else.  I’ll bet she takes it in the ass, too.  That
one can handle whatever you dish out.  Now, she’s casing the room.”


He had watched Michelle’s
comings and goings from the casino floor several times over the past three
weeks.  She flirted outrageously, and the men flocked to her.  She invited it. 
He had watched her being propositioned repeatedly.  He took notice of the one
time she followed two men up to their room, leaving an hour or so later.  He
knew the score.  She was up for rent, for sale by the hour, one of the
multitudes of escorts found in Las Vegas.


“You want me to give her some
special attention?  I can hook her if you like.”  Demarco offered with a
knowing smirk.  “She’s just your type, and the new product from last week packs
a real punch.”  The high purity china white heroin they dealt in was so
addictive that a girl could be easily hooked in one or two nights of
partying.


Kramer admitted, “Be a shame
to let an ass like hers get away.  I think that’s a wonderful idea.”  He
smiled.


Demarco smiled back.


A new agreement had been
formed.  It wasn’t anything they hadn’t done before.  Demarco had hooked several
different women at his insistence.


Kramer drummed his fingers on
the desk thinking, then shot a look of consideration at Demarco.  “How about I
invite them to a VIP dinner here at the hotel.  Let me get a feel for Pilan.  And
we’ll go from there.”


Demarco sat up all attention.
 “And you’ll let us take care of the punk when the time is right?”


He thought long and hard.  They
shared expenses and profits in the cocaine import trade, but he remained
conveniently detached from Demarco’s back-alley methods of problem solving.  “I
really can’t be tied to that sort of thing.”


“If you want her, you
gotta get rid of him.”  Demarco stabbed his finger at the image of Aaron
Pilan frozen on the security monitor.


“Look, let’s do this a step
at a time.  We’ll talk about it again after I meet them.  Let me find out what
makes him tick.”


Demarco and Oso nodded
reluctantly in unison.  It wasn’t an easy sell.  Kramer sensed Demarco’s barely
contained rage.  But he knew his partner would keep a cool head as long as
there remained the potential to get what he wanted so badly.


“I appreciate your help, but
I think you’re gonna find out I’m right.  And if you want my help with her, I
need your cooperation with him.”  Demarco had just modified the agreement.


They eyed each other for a
moment.  We’ll see about that.  He felt confident he could work his
magic on Michelle and pull her out of Aaron’s sphere of influence without
Demarco’s ‘help’.  Enough of this shit, on to more important business.


“Alright then, Juan Carlos
will be here in two days.  We’ve agreed on twenty thousand per kilo.  He says
its premium grade uncut product.  We’ll have to see for ourselves when he
arrives, but I think we can trust him on that point.  We’re taking delivery of
five kilos for now.  I assume you can move that all at once with your crew in
Chicago?”


“Of course, but we’re gonna
cut it first.”  Demarco stated the obvious.


“I assumed as much.”  Kramer
nodded.


“We should get at least eight
kilos by the time its cut.  If the price is right we can unload it all in one
shot.  What kinda price did you have in mind?”


He who mentions price
first loses.  He put it back on
Demarco.  “What do you think they’ll pay?”


“I’d say we should expect
twenty-five thousand apiece if we want them motivated enough to take all eight. 
That leaves enough value on the table for them.  I think we could hold out for
more money with a little patience, maybe sell them individually for thirty
thousand each.”


He shook his head.  Only
fools sit on their product for a couple thousand more.  He always went for the
quick buck, unload the product immediately.  A smaller profit right now was far
better than a larger profit later, less hassles and bullshit, less risk.


“No, I’m good with selling it
at twenty five a kilo if they take it all.  That’s two hundred thousand minus
the hundred we paid Juan Carlos.  Minus ten thousand to your driver, we catch
ninety thousand.  Forty-five apiece.  Not bad for a couple days effort.”


 


* * * *


 


Aaron received the invitation
at the door of their hotel suite, reading it over while Michelle changed her
clothes.


“We have been cordially
invited to a special dinner for VIP guests, where we will be introduced to
hotel management and learn about VIP platinum privileges,” he announced
frowning.


“Your success in the casino has
attracted too much attention,” Michelle yelled out the bathroom door.  “We left
New York to get away from the attention, and now you bring it again with these imbéciles at the poker table.”  She had lectured him repeatedly
from day one of their strange relationship.  Attention equaled trouble ––
deadly trouble.


They emigrated from New York
to Las Vegas three weeks ago, to avoid the mere possibility of attracting
attention.  Their disastrous confrontation with two of New York’s finest had
become a smoking hot investigation.  They were supposed to be lying low.


“I warned you.”  She’d been
on him for days about being too good at poker.  He’d won over $300,000
on the high-stakes Texas Holdem’ tables in only three weeks’ time.  The dealers
all knew him on a first name basis.


From the tenor of her
thoughts, he knew she wouldn’t let this slide by without an I-told-you-so. 
“Now they know we are here.  I assure you they are watching.  There is no such
thing as privacy in Las Vegas.  Ils te passeront aux cribles.”


He couldn’t be a hundred
percent certain, but he thought she said something about them going over his
ass with a fine tooth comb.  Technically, she led and he followed.  As boss,
Michelle preferred a quiet unobtrusive nightlife.


Time to change the subject.  “What do you think?  Should we attend this VIP
thing?”  He spoke to her backside as she shimmied out of her skin tight jeans.  She
revealed an enticing set of curves split by a rosy pink freshly shaved center. 
She rarely wore underwear.


He fought the urge to impale
her right then and there, bending her over the bathroom sink pounding her ‘till
she screamed his name.  Another urge took precedence –– the need to feed. 
That’s what he kept telling himself as his erection strained to escape his
pants.  She could make him hard in five seconds flat with that fabulous view.  Michelle
had an ass to die for.


“I think it will be good to
meet people.  We are so new here.  If we choose to stay, we will need some
contacts.”  She looked back over her shoulder with a spark of arousal in her
vivid green eyes.


Through the psychic bond they
shared, emotions and thoughts dashed back and forth between them.  She clearly
read his desire to bury himself in her deep and hard.  He knew she considered
taking a few moments to catch a satisfying pounding from her slave-lover.  Aaron
envisioned his rock hard cock sliding up in from behind.   She licked her lips
savoring his mental picture.  This was the beauty of their deeply intimate
psychic bond––the silent communication could be extremely intense.


This was one of several
facets of their unusual relationship.  He’d met her barely five weeks ago, and
that fateful meeting changed the course of both their lives forever.  Fatally
wounded by a stray shot from a crooked police officer, he would have died if
not for the introduction of Michelle’s blood into his system.


A whole shit-ton of unintended
consequences accompanied her rash decision to save his life.  Psychically bonded
to Michelle, she was now his master.  Though they were complete
strangers at the time, they had learned to deal with this level of intimacy, to
actually enjoy it.  Things progressed quickly.  Affections bloomed, aggressions
exploded, two NYPD detectives were brutally murdered, and now they were here in
Vegas, a neat, new couple happily in love.


And his hunger for blood
demanded satisfaction.


His colorful imagination
refused to cooperate with his thirst.  In his mind’s eye, he continued to
ravish Michelle’s behind as she bent over completely, touching her toes.


“Just a quick one?”  She
taunted with her tongue flicking in and out provocatively.


She reached back and slid her
finger in between her thighs to tease, exposing her wet inner folds in further
invitation.  She wasn’t playing fair, but then she never did.  Michelle read
Aaron’s steadfast insistence to feed rather than fuck, along with his desire to
enjoy the concert compliments of Caesar’s Palace.


She stood up and stuck her
pouty bottom lip out in disappointment.  “Are you sure you want to see this
concert?  Is so loud!  J’ai mal à la tête.
 I get the bad head!”


“We’re not gonna miss the Red
Hot Chili Peppers.  You can’t change my mind with those doe eyes.  Your
hypnosis doesn’t work on me.  And neither does the guilt trip.”


He caressed her pale creamy
ass cheeks, running his hands down to the very bottom curve of her inner thigh
as she applied a touch of makeup in the mirror.


She sighed.  He knew she
wanted more, wanted him to keep going.  But he stopped, whispering in her ear. 
“I am so dry.  This desert makes me very thirsty.  Hurry up.  We’re gonna be
late.”


He swatted her ass almost
causing her to tweak the lipstick she applied in the mirror.  He thoroughly
enjoyed teasing her.


She slipped into a tight
black Prada number that almost covered the bottom half of her butt, stretching
just barely over the top of her nipples.  One of the many designer outfits she
owned.  The girl dressed to impress, and impress she did.


She acceded, “Oui mon cheri, I will go for you, because I love you, and I am so very
hungry.”  She licked her lips.  “You have the tickets?  That was very nice of
them to offer for free.  I just love Las Vegas, the nightlife is so active.  Never
a dull moment,” she purred in her adorable French accent.


As they exited the hotel
heading out to the Vegas strip, the security cameras scrolled along to follow
and recorded their every move.


 


* * * *


 






 

 


 


Chapter 3


 


Anastasia adjusted her dress
to show slightly more cleavage while she waited for her roommate, Trina to
change her clothes.  Trina spotted Ana making herself even more beautiful than
she already was.  The healthy level of envy she held for Ana creeped up a few
more notches.  How do women get so damn beautiful without even trying?


Raven black straight hair, soulful
ice-blue eyes, awesome clear white skin, Ana was a knockout.  Trina thought it
a shame Ana couldn’t find a boyfriend that hadn’t tried to knock her out.  This
last guy had seemed decent, but then he turned stalker after Ana decided she’d
grown bored with his antics.


Ana had a real thing for
assholes.  Trina watched as Ana dabbed cover up on her arm to hide the latest
bruises from her ex-boyfriend.  A strikingly beautiful shit-storm of trouble––Ana
attracted trouble like no one else.  “You know he’s still out there looking for
you.  Why don’t you file a protection order against him?”


Ana sighed, “He’ll get over
it.  They usually do after a month or two.  The cops told me last time they
didn’t want to see me back in the station all beat up.  They think I’m some
kinda freaky masochist!”


Trina stared at her.  Well
aren’t you?


“Why are you getting all
dressed up?  I thought we made a pact, no more assholes!”  Trina wished she looked
half as good as Ana on a bad hair day.


“Yeah, but that doesn’t mean
I’m sworn off men!  They can’t all be assholes!”


That’s Ana, the perpetual
optimist.  Trina thought she needed a
reality check.  Ana never saw the rotten apples littering the ground as she
continually reached for the rare golden apple on the tree.  Ana had stepped in
a lot of rotten apples in her lifetime.  She should have learned by now.


 


* * * *


 


Ana looked sharply at her
roommate, sensing the undertones of negative tension, the jealousy.  It was a
common emotion in her life.  The men she dated were often jealous to the point
of violence.  She wished she didn’t have to deal with it from her roommate.


She had a very acute sense of
intuition; some might even call it a latent psychic ability.  Her father
believed himself psychic, descended from a long line of crystal ball wielding
fortune tellers.  She had accepted the fact she could intuit many things from
the people around her.  It was an essential survival skill in the whirlwind
mess of her daily life.


She sighed again, hoping this
wouldn’t become a repeat of other situations she was all too familiar with,
jealous girlfriends turned catty because their boyfriends spent way too much
time gawking at her.  She couldn’t help her beauty.  Some days it seemed more a
curse than a blessing.


Trina snapped at her with a
heavy dose of cynicism.  “Sure baby, they aren’t all assholes.  I think the
actual statistic is ninety nine percent.  But I’m sure you’ll find that special
one percent guy at a Red Hot Chili Peppers concert!”


“There’s the spirit!  You
betcha, I’m gonna find that special one tonight.  I gotta good feeling about
this!”  The intuition kicked in hard.  Ana felt certain tonight would bring
someone very important into her life.


 


* * * *


 






 

 


 


Chapter 4


 


The September night air felt
slightly brisk, but still far warmer than the New York climate at this time of
year.  Hand in hand, Aaron walked Michelle from Caesar’s to the Luxor.  He had
to hand it to her.  She managed those five inch Manolo Blahniks very well.


The massive, shiny black
pyramid of the Luxor could be seen from miles away, but up close it bore a
sheen of midnight blue mirroring.  The lighted apex pierced the night, a
sweeping beacon of commercialism and a world renowned symbol of the decadence
of Las Vegas.


As they passed through the
throngs of concert goers Aaron recognized several faces of the rich and famous,
rock stars, Hollywood actors, and professional athletes.  These poor souls were
pursued endlessly by the paparazzi, photos flashing non-stop, hounded by a
barrage of questions.  The glitz and glamour of Vegas was out in full force
tonight.


After a twenty minute wait
the crowd filed into the concert and made their way to the general admission
area near the stage.  The press of bodies directly in front of the stage
reduced movement to a stifling squeeze and shuffle.  The forced intimacy of
tightly packed flesh kicked their bloodlust into high gear.  Little drum
patterns of pulsing heartbeats brushed his skin as he passed through the
crowd.  He could hardly wait for the music to begin before feeding.


Looking to Michelle, he
watched her pupils dilate in eagerness.  Inhaling her prey’s scent her lips
parted in expectation of the sensual feast to come.


“Je meurs de faim.”  She
spoke directly into his mind.  Dying of hunger.


He read her intent to gorge
herself on the glut of willing prey.  The space immediately surrounding her
filled with men, attracted to her like bees to a blooming orchid.  Her prey had
no hope of escape from her pheromonal cloud of enticement.


She exuded sexuality almost
tangible, like ink obscuring the waters around the octopus before it strikes.


As he separated from Michelle
the bodies surrounding him pressed intimately to his back, arms, and chest were
now 100% female, each stealing furtive caresses as they brushed up against
him.  An especially striking woman of jet black hair, creamy skin and bright
blue eyes attracted his attention.  The play of contrasts between the
white-black-blue hues stopped his roving eye.  This ‘Snow White’ held his
attention as she drifted closer to his sphere of influence.  He reached out
telepathically.  A jumbled mix of thoughts, feelings and emotions from the
women nearby assaulted him.  He sifted, filtered, and flowed past them to reach
Snow White about twenty yards out.


‘Anastasia’ jolted at his
telepathic probe.  Her ice blue gaze pierced him as if she knew who invaded her
mental privacy.  He caught the unique flavor of her mind.  She sensed him in
her mind, sensed him nearby.  His invasive probe drew her in.  He tasted the
unusual tang of her powerful intuition.  He wanted her, wanted to learn more of
what made her tick.


They were cattle, good
for little more than feeding, but not this one.  This one was special.


Before he could delve deeper,
a blare of music assaulted his acute hearing and the lights dimmed.  He hadn’t
noticed the entrance of the band.  Snow White and the surrounding prey had
consumed his attention.  When he looked back in her direction she was gone. 
He’d lost sight of her in the blast of noise and madness from the music.  The
whole crowd jumped and jostled back and forth.  Snow White had vanished.


He refocused on his partner
in crime.  He caught a sense of Michelle’s blood euphoria leaking through their
psychic bond.  She had bitten down into her chosen victim at the start of the
music.  He located her fifty yards away, giving her attentions to a massive,
tattooed brute whose big-gun biceps locked around her petite torso.  The brute
held her intimately, reacting to the erotic hormonal stimulation of Michelle’s
venom by squeezing her ass and grinding on her.  She drank deeply, allowing the
man free rein with his roving hands.  She let him cop a feel as long as she got
what she wanted.


Aaron looked back in the
direction of his vanished Snow White.  She fascinated him.  In a world of
bovine, herd-like people, Snow White stood out.  Regretfully, he focused his
attentions on the surrounding women.  They waited not-so-patiently for him to
look their way.  An attractive red-headed ginger with cute freckled
cheeks and golden-hazel eyes had been rubbing up on his thigh accidentally
for several minutes.  As he sifted through her mind, he sensed her eager, wet
flesh, throbbing with hot anticipation.  Her mind filled with vivid imaginings
of him atop her naked body, screwing her long and hard, whispering sweet
nothings.  The girl was high as a kite on Xanax.  He imagined taking her right
there.  He hardened thinking about flipping up her skirt, bending her over and
plunging in over and over.  Images of Michelle’s rosy pink slit flashed through
his mind.  He could do it.  Little ginger wouldn’t care.


It was tempting, but unwise. 
He wasn’t above screwing the food once in a while.  His relationship with
Michelle was not monogamous.  They still occasionally moonlighted as escorts,
high paid prostitutes, but that nasty incident with the NYPD detectives halted
most of their dating activities.  He had become exceedingly
overprotective of Michelle ever since their mutual near-death experiences.


The ginger began to get more
aggressive.  Her semi-casual rub became a caress.  She slid her hands across
the crotch of his pants as he locked gazes with her.  Her cute, puffy lips
reached up, ready for a kiss as she continued her massage, working him to full
length.  Clad in thin black designer slacks, she stroked the contour of him
through the light fabric.


The crowd shifted with the
music, shoving the red-head up against him, pushing her into his embrace.  She
conformed to his body, wrapping her inner thighs around his left leg.  She
looked him in the eyes with expectation, a flush in her cheeks.  His bloodlust
kicked into high gear.  The mesmerizing power of his gaze struck her
speechless.


Leaning in close, he bit into
her neck with a wet chomp.  He could easily have been whispering something in
her ear, telling a joke, or perhaps just hugging her.  None watching would ever
know how quickly and effortlessly he consumed her life’s blood, injecting her
veins full of rapturous venom.


As euphoria took hold, she
pressed and ground her silky moist center up against his thigh, humping his leg
like a dog.  Her dress hiked up exposing white satin panties and a wet spot on
his pants.  He drank deeply, experiencing her ecstasy of orgasmic release
through blood and telepathy.  The gush of her sex dampened his pant leg,
pulling a cry from her lips as he released her mercifully.


Not too much, not for too
long.  Very dangerous to over-feed. 
He timed his feeding precisely as Michelle taught him, thirty to sixty seconds,
no more.


He leaned back to look at the
ginger as she shuddered, convulsing on his leg with one last pelvic grind.  She
clung to him for support in acknowledgement of the intimacy they shared.  It
was always like this with the cattle.  They enjoyed being victimized,
couldn’t get enough of it.  The ginger would cling to him all night long if he
let her, a grave mistake.  Theirs was a solitary life, no room for
relationships.  People died too easily, severely injured in a momentary loss of
control.  Michelle had zero flexibility on that point, no bloodslaves, no
pets.


Michelle had taught him to
separate from their victims and move on to the next target.  He looked over at
her to see how she fared.  She practiced what she preached.  She had moved on
to another man of more normal stature and fed deeply from his neck.  He liked
to keep close tabs on her.  He’d almost lost her three weeks ago.


Fiercely independent,
Michelle lived solitary for many years prior to meeting him.  He couldn’t dictate
her comings and goings.  Subject to her compulsory commands, Michelle ran the
show.  But that didn’t stop him from worrying, from checking on her constantly.


He extracted himself from the
ginger with a direct stare and hypnotic suggestion, “It’s time for me to go.”  He
felt her looking longingly in his direction as he weaved through the crowd, moving
away from her.


Traveling a healthy, anti-stalker
distance from the ginger, he spotted a new target.  A curvy Mexican girl looked
him up and down, a challenge in her eyes.  She was part of a group of Latino
girls, probably friends and family.  The entire group circled him in subconscious
reaction.


He slid into position
face-to-face with La Mexicana and embraced her as though they’d known each
other all their lives.  Her mind told him she welcomed the intrusion.  Surprised,
but not put off, she hugged him back.


She experienced a gushing wet
dry hump as she came all over herself while he sucked down a couple ounces of
her precious life.  She tried to pull away from the initial sting of his bite. 
By the time he finished she’d lost it completely, shamelessly grinding her
juicy crotch all over his knee as she moaned in Spanish.  He ignited a fire
between her legs and she went off with a bang, rubbing herself with her left
hand down her pants to take it to the next level.  She grunted and cried out,
“Que rico!”


He released her after an
entire minute of heavenly bliss and worked to extricate himself from her clutches. 
Sometimes they wouldn’t let go.  Sometimes they needed a little push.


He stared her directly in the
eyes, letting his gaze bore into the depths of her soul.  Then he pushed,
“That’s enough.  Release me now.”


She immediately removed her
hand from a solid grip on his ass cheek and suckled her fingertip suggestively. 
Though they couldn’t hear over the music, she clearly communicated her willingness
to perform.  He could make her go down and swallow him whole right there in
front of her friends and family.  She’d do it without a second thought.  The
power he held over these women was immeasurable, and highly intoxicating.  He
had to get away before he forced the poor girl to do something she’d later
regret.  He respected his food.  They gave him what he needed, and in turn he
gave them respect and affection … to a limit.  He walked away leaving La
Mexicana angry yet sated, her entire group gawking as if she’d lost her mind.


He again looked to Michelle. 
She fed from a taller woman who accepted the intimacy like one who prefers
women over men.  Michelle attracted lesbians constantly.  To her it didn’t
really make much difference.  She welcomed anyone when it came to feeding.


His immediate bloodlust
sated, he scanned the crowd once more to locate his lost Snow White.  He sensed
a uniquely familiar presence at his back.  She had come looking for him.


 


* * * *


 


Anastasia had circled around
to watch him more closely.  She’d been checking him out, sizing him up.  She
studied his features, trying to ascertain why he’d grabbed her attention to
begin with.  He wasn’t really a large man, very young actually, several years
her junior.  Definitely something different about him, an undeniable power and
presence.


She watched him watching
her.  She actually felt when his mind entered hers, felt his presence. 
Just like the first time he did it.  He was reading her mind, she knew it,
could sense it as though he’d lifted up her dress to check out her panties. 
She experienced him rummaging through her thoughts like a man feeling her up,
tweaking her nipples, stroking her inner thighs, invading her.


So intimate, so weird, yet
interesting and arousing at the same time.  He would be able to understand her
like no other person on the planet.  He would know how she felt, exactly how
she felt.  How awesome, to be understood at such a deeply personal level.  And
she knew he was interested in her.  She had a feeling he might even take her
home with him.


This was the one, the one
she’d been looking for all her life.  She’d found her golden boy, and he was
everything she’d ever wanted––Sleek, fit, handsome, confident, not a muscle-bound
monster, but powerful, nonetheless.  She felt an unbelievably deep well of
power flowing off him in waves.  He radiated power.


 


* * * *


 


Aaron delved deep into her
psyche.  He sought to learn why she fascinated him so much.  Anastasia,
had a nice ring to it.  Digging down deep into her essence, he caught a vague
image of her father, same raven black hair.  He’d been of Eastern European
descent, a full-blooded Romani gypsy.  Cultural differences and other
disagreements led to the breakup of their family right after her seventh
birthday.


There it is.  She inherited a gypsy fortune teller’s intuition
and psychic sensitivity.  It took a few moments of intense probing, but he
found it.  Her unique factor, that special quality he found so damn
attractive.  She had beauty, an exotic beauty of sorts, but that was only part
of the equation.  Her sensitivity and insight made her stand out from the
cattle herding about him.  They were two people staring at each other
knowingly, communicating psychically amidst an ocean of deaf, dumb and blind
meatsacks.  Beyond Michelle, no one else could really communicate and connect
with him like this.  A very attractive proposition.


He made the decision without
once thinking of the consequences.  He had to have her, had to acquire
her.  For keeps.  He couldn’t imagine leaving without her.


 


* * * *


 


Anastasia lifted her arms in
invitation, waiting for him to decide.  He made his move, changing both their
lives irrevocably as he enfolded her in his welcoming embrace.  He whispered in
her ear, “You’re mine, and I’ll never let you go.”


All that power flowing off
him prickled her skin like static electricity.  His aggressive-possessive-ownership
response really did it for her.  She had been looking for this all her life, since
the age of sixteen, walking down the road with everything she owned in a
garbage sack.  She needed to be his, needed him to own and possess her.


She had finally found the
missing piece of the puzzle, that which could make her whole.  His dark predatory
nature meshed seamlessly with her darkest desires.  She had a nasty history of
being victimized by predatory men.  It started with her mother’s boyfriend, and
spiraled out into an inescapable cycle.  Her attraction to the wrong kind of
man had made her a regular victim of abuse.


She recognized a key
difference with this one.  He was truly the most powerful male she’d ever
encountered, but she sensed his gentleness, his reserved nature.  He would
never purposely harm her, would never beat her or treat her with the
maliciousness and psychotic abuse of the other men she’d dated.  He represented
the best of both worlds.  All that power and aggression wrapped up in neat
little mild mannered package.


 


* * * *


 


Aaron knew she was no saint. 
The girl had issues, big time flaws, and a raging drinking habit that came
along with it.  She downed liquor like water, a fish.  But he understood her
plight all too well.  Much like Michelle, Ana’s remarkable beauty incited
constant pursuit by men.  But in the men she chose it led to a very unhealthy
codependent possessiveness and violent jealousy.  Poor Ana was not made tough
like Michelle.  She needed a protector to shelter her from the envy, jealousy,
and abusive tendencies of the human cattle.


As he delved deep into Anastasia’s
soul, sifting through her mistakes and sins, a powerful urge to protect and
defend seized him.  He squeezed her tight against his body.  She accepted his
embrace and hugged him back.


“No one will ever hurt you
again.  This is my promise.” he vowed.  She’s my property now––never to be
victimized again.


She was so very tired of
being beat up by the world, by men, by life in general.  She’d gladly take all
the protection he offered, no questions asked.  Her first spoken words were,
“Thank you.”


 


* * * *


 






 

 


 


Chapter 5


 


Aaron smiled when he read how Ana perceived him as a
relatively attractive young man.  She knew his outward appearance was a façade,
a wrapper hiding the underlying truth.  She felt the caged beast lurking within. 
The creature inside called to her far stronger than any fleeting attraction
she’d had for other men.


What she sensed intuitively about Aaron’s hidden nature
arose from that nasty incident in New York.  The trauma of the massacre unleashed
something inside him, a primal consciousness, a dual personality.  This
aggressive predator had been called forth from the dark recesses of his
vampiric nature by Michelle’s desperate cry for help.


The predator didn’t go away after dispatching the detectives. 
It remained, lurking in the shadows of Aaron’s subconscious mind.  It
occasionally leaked over into his nightly life, tainting his thoughts with its
violent carnal nature.  He had to monitor himself constantly, verifying his
thoughts were truly his own, and not the animalistic drive and hunger of the
predator.


This strange desire to possess and protect Anastasia was a new
facet of the predator.  He had never experienced this urge to acquire pets.


She snuggled into his embrace with a smile.  I want her,
she’s mine.  She brought his inner beast to the forefront, bleeding into
the waters of his consciousness, an aggressive stain coloring his thoughts and
emotions.


The predator, very close to the surface now, sensed a
psychic tweak from Michelle, breaking his focus from Anastasia.  Sliding back
down through the psychic tie of his bond to Michelle, he saw through her mind’s
eye what had happened.  She’d been feeding on her latest victim, number five, a
tall man who had to bend down to accommodate her access to his neck.  While
treating the man to a nice dose of venom the brute she’d fed from earlier
decided to regain her attentions.  The hulk came up from behind, reaching one
arm around her waist and the other between her legs, pulling her in his
direction.  He obviously wanted Michelle all to himself, not willing to share.


She disengaged her bite at the last second, just as the
brute jerked her up into his arms.  If she hadn’t released she’d have ripped
the poor guy’s throat out with her elongated razor fangs.  She went along with
the brute for a time, allowing him a moment’s fun.  He pulled her up tight,
stroking her intimately with his hand up her dress.  Aaron felt it when the man
penetrated Michelle with two fingers.  The guy was determined to keep her
around for the night.


Michelle taught Aaron to tolerate this behavior during
feeding.  The intimate, sensual experience usually involved a little touchy
feely.  They accepted the affections of their victims as a token of
appreciation for the blood offering.  But there were times when it went too
far.  The Brute had hit that mark, the situation had become troublesome.


She’s too damn attractive, too damn sexy.  Michelle
elicited possessiveness and other aggressive responses in the men she fed
from.  She actually preferred feeding from women for this very reason, to avoid
the issues.  The chest-pounding territoriality of some men was outright
ridiculous.  They all wanted to have her, keep her, own her.  And when denied,
as they all were eventually, the passions she evoked could quickly turn
violent.  Aaron had fallen prey to these same passions to an extent.  He knew
firsthand the sexual frustrations and aggressions Michelle could arouse.


The brute reached a hand up to Michelle’s breasts, tweaking
her nipples, all the while continuing his fingerbang routine.  She went with
the flow, grinding into his hand.  She caught another inch of penetration,
working him as he worked her.  Aaron had no jealousy over her attentions to
this man.  These frail creatures could never truly have Michelle.  Can
the lamb truly have any kind of lasting relationship with the lioness?  Michelle
played with her food once in a while, a little fun, nothing more.  


But this guy didn’t get it.  He had no intention of letting
Michelle go, ever.  The possessive nature of the man reeked of an
overbearing asshole.


Gonna have to do something about this guy.  Aaron
leaned down to Anastasia ensconced in his embrace, swaying happily to the
music.  “Lets go.  There’s someone I need to introduce to you.”  It wasn’t a request
or suggestion, it was an order.  They were going.  She was going with him.


He pulled Ana through the crowd, using his superior strength
to shove through the tightly packed masses.  He maintained an iron grip on
Ana.  No way he’d ever let her out of his sight again.  He’d lost her once this
night, and wasn’t taking any chances.  The crowd parted before him, bowling
pins jostled to either side.


He sensed Michelle’s irritation with the groping hands of
the brute.  She had her moment of fun and now wished to go her own way.  She
finished, but he had not.  Michelle debated whether or not to make a scene with
the man when Aaron arrived providing an alternate solution.  She caught his eye
sending a psychic plea.  “Thank you.  A little help, s'il vous plaît?”


Aaron acted instantly, pursuing Michelle’s desire to be free
of the man.


“You’ve had your fun, but she’s ready to leave now.  Let her
go!”  The last three words were spoken in a low rumbling growl.  The predator
skated very close to the edge of his mind.  Its aggression had begun to filter
through.


Ana flinched at the unmistakable ferocity emanating from him. 
He read her instinct to flee combatting with her desire to stay.  She’d been
involved in enough violence to develop an acute sensitivity to it.  He had her
by the arm, almost painfully tight in his grip.  Leaving was not an option.


The brute let go of Michelle, setting her aside, but not in
submission to Aaron’s request.  He freed his hands to take action.  


“I don’t take orders from bitches.  Better back the hell off
boy.”  He bunched up his knuckle-popping fists, stance wide and deep for
action.


Aaron didn’t budge.  “She goes with me now.”


Aaron read his intent and stepped inside to intercept.  He
caught the meaty right-handed fist in mid-air with his left hand in a wicked
bear-trap grip.  The predator had slipped its chains and taken the driver’s
seat, putting immense preternatural strength at his disposal.


Aaron’s grip brought the man to his knees.  He twisted
slightly and little snap-pop sounds tore a gasp of pain from the man’s lips. 
The brute’s imposing manner evaporated as the color drained away from his face
turning him a pale grey-white.  Intense agony radiated from the man’s thoughts.


Aaron gave him the chance to walk away from the encounter. 
He growled, “Its time you leave.”


He punctuated his order with another tweak of the man’s fist
eliciting a grunt of pain.  He felt the vice grip pressure the man suffered. 
Several bones were at the breaking point.  The man swallowed, sweat running
down his brow.  Pride be damned, he’d met his match, bested in a split second. 
A very emasculating experience.  Aaron read his acceptance in the nod of the
man’s head and the tenor of his thoughts.  


Aaron stepped back, mercifully releasing his bone crushing grip. 
The brute staggered to his feet, favoring the hand.  He walked away, life and
limbs intact.  He’d barely escaped without serious damage, feeling humbled by
the encounter.


 


* * * *


 


“Holy shit!  That was intense.”  Ana looked at him in
wonder, developing a serious case of hero worship.


He glanced down at her fiercely, and then seemed to remember
himself with a slight smile.


“What the hell you got in there?”  She felt his left arm up,
squeezing his rock-solid biceps with both hands.  His arm felt like a wrap of
steel tendons.  She imagined pulling the skin back to find a machine
underneath, a Terminator.


He smiled wider.  “These guns are loaded.”


She busted up laughing.  “Seriously, you’re a hell of a lot
stronger than you look.”


He leaned down to brush his wonderful lips up against her
ear with a whisper.  “I know.  Don’t tell anyone, it’s our little secret.”


I’m definitely doing the right thing.  Her choice to
stay with him filled her with satisfaction.  All the other men before him were
imposters masquerading, he was the real deal.  She had a sense that she’d only
seen the tip of the iceberg.  He had much more going on beneath the surface.


 


He looked down at her with a severe intensity.  “There’s no
going back after this.  You’re mine and I intend to keep you.”


“Okay … But I don’t even know your name …”  Her words
trailed off as he leaned down to brush his beautiful warm lips over her neck.


He whispered up against her ear, brushing her skin with tiny
electric tingles.  “Aaron.”


And then he struck.  His teeth sunk into her neck, but it
was so much more.  He stabbed down deep into her very soul.  The feeling of his
claim over her was like nothing she’d ever known.  He took from her life
essence, but gave in return something of equal potency.  He gave her the wonder
of his bite as they bonded soul-to-soul in a connection that left her forever
changed.


It was the end of loneliness.


She finally found the peace she sought in so many men’s arms
and the drugs and alcohol she abused.  He embodied all and everything she had
ever desired.  From this moment on her life would be an unsatisfied empty shell
without his presence to complete her.  There could be no existence without him. 
She gave him her heart and soul without question.


 


* * * *


 


He accepted her commitment, though deep down he suspected her
days would be short.  Human bodies were so frail, so easily broken.  Even if
she could find a way to survive the constant demands of a bloodslave, she’d
eventually succumb to the ravages of time.


He didn’t care about the repercussions or consequences.  Something
inside him connected deeply with this beautifully flawed woman.


Ana hit her venom-soaked climax quickly, and spiraled into a
multiple orgasm.  She convulsed and twitched with cries of ecstasy till Aaron
finally released her.  He held her close, supporting her weight.  Her knees had
collapsed halfway through the ordeal.  She shook with the aftershocks of a life-changing
experience.  Forever marked, hooked, an addict, a bloodslave.  He’d done
it to her on purpose, to bind her permanently.  He’d broken Michelle’s primary
rule.


Aaron transmitted the entire experience with Ana to his
master.  Intense silent communication passed between their wide-open bond.


“Ah mon
cher, what have you done?  It is a mistake.  You will destroy
what you seek to keep.  C'est
un acte horrible.  Bloodslaves face unspeakable dangers you know nothing
of.  Ah, cher, mon
cœur se brise pour toi.  Love, my heart breaks for you.”  He
heard her mental sigh of resignation.  “Ah, it is done.  C’est fini. She is lovely.” 
Her stare added gravity to the unspoken words.


He spoke loud enough to be heard above the music, “This is
Anastasia Lucilla Makarova.  Ana meet Michelle.”


Ana did a double-take.  “I never told you my name ….”


Michelle smiled at her invitingly, a hint of something else
there in her smile.  Looking more closely she could see it.  They both had it. 
Fangs.


He watched Ana looking back and forth between him and
Michelle, in wonder, awe, amazement.  She thought, “They look mostly human,
but there’s something more to them.”  She found it fascinating.  He didn’t
look at all like Michelle, but they were definitely of the same breed.


Michelle accepted their new acquisition, enfolding Ana in an
intimate embrace, kissing her full on the mouth.  She caught Aaron’s eyes again
with the stare of admonishment.  “The girl is already hooked.  She does
not yet know.”


He looked away, avoiding her blazing truth.  He focused on Ana’s
thoughts as she cuddled in between her new owners, warm and happy.  Ana’s
stomach fluttered in anticipation of the wonders yet to come.  Words were
insufficient to describe her euphoria of being accepted, understood and
protected, by these two majestic creatures.  To Ana their embrace felt like a
warm security blanket covering her body and soul.  Fear, anticipation,
excitement, longing, lust, desire, and even love, following Ana’s mind was an
emotional roller coaster ride.


Michelle sent a pointed psychic barb his direction.  “We
will talk of this tonight.  She does not know her position is the most
dangerous place in all of Las Vegas.”


Poor Ana wasn’t aware of her peril.  The girl had her
priorities seriously mixed up.


He enjoyed the rest of the concert playing with his new pet,
treating her to all the affection and attention she needed and wanted.


They returned to their room at the Caesar’s Palace at 3:00
a.m., their beautiful new pet in tow.


 


* * * *


 






 

 


 


Chapter 6


 


In the hotel room, Anastasia
wanted champagne and strawberries, but Aaron wanted to ensure she maintained
her health.  He ordered her a full course meal.  As an afterthought he added
bottled water and juice.  She would need to stay hydrated.


Michelle’s patience with the
situation had worn thin.  She watched Aaron closely, jabbing another psychic barb
his way.  “It may be too late, but she must be fully cognizant of all the
repercussions.”  


He barbed right back, “Tell
her what you will.  It changes nothing.”


Michelle stepped up to
Anastasia, holding her gently.  “There are things you should know about us,
about the life you have chosen.”


He followed Ana’s thoughts. 
She was utterly seduced by the charming French purr of Michelle’s voice.


“The feelings you have with
the bite, is from the venom.  Is like a drug.  You feel very excited, its
wonderful!  Comme
c'est merveilleux!  Is very sexual,
but also addictive.  There is no cure I know for the addiction … except
permanent separation.”


He popped up as she spoke of
separation.  “That’s not happening!”


She stayed him with a hand on
his shoulder, “She must know the truth.”


“Fine!  But she’s not
leaving.”


Ana put her hand atop Aaron’s
in reassurance.  “I’m not leaving, don’t worry.”


Michelle continued, “You
understand what we are?”


Ana shook her head.  “Not really,
no––I have an idea, but I’m not sure.”


Michelle sent a furious spike
of anger directed his way along with a scathing accusation.  “She knows
nothing of what you have done!  She knows not what we are!  Imbécile!”


She turned on him.  “Avoir une
araignée au plafond?  Something
about a spider on the ceiling.  Metaphorically she had questioned his sanity. 
Her speech regressed to French as she became emotional.


“Quelle mouche t’a pique?”  She made
reference an irritating fly, the French equivalent of what’s gotten into
you?


This was headed south fast. 
He tried to diffuse Michelle’s concerns.  “She knows more than you think, more
than she realizes.  But let’s stop dicking around about it.  Tell her what
you’ve got to say.  She needs to hear it.”


Michelle sighed in
exasperation.  “We are vampires … Oui?  You understand?”


Ana’s eyes glittered with
excitement.  He followed her jumble of emotions through a roller coaster ride
of fear, anxiety, and anticipation with a little too much adoration mixed in.


“This is so exciting, I’m not
sure I understand it all, but I wouldn’t miss it for the world.  I’m not going
anywhere!  You can’t scare me off that easily!”


Michelle eyed Aaron with one
of her murderous looks.  “She should be very afraid.”  She spoke
aloud to Ana.  “You must understand.  There is much danger to be close
with us.  This life will bleed you dry.  The passions you feel can be deadly. 
Is too easy to hurt you.  Your life will be at risk, always.”


Michelle held Ana’s hands looking her straight in the eyes,
imploring her to see reason.  It was a lost cause.


“Il est difficile de vaincre ses passions, et impossible de
les satisfaire.”  He understood her better this
time, no metaphors.  It is difficult to master your passions and impossible
to satisfy them.  She had quoted a famous line from De La Sabliére.


He kept a constant monitor of Ana’s thoughts.  She had no
grasp of the French, but she understood Michelle tried to talk her out of what
she wanted most, to be with them.


“I know he won’t hurt me, not on purpose.  I can’t explain
it, but I know it’s true!”  She looked back and forth between him and Michelle.


“Oui,
Aaron tries very hard to maintain control.  He is careful.  He is respectful,
usually.  But this should not happen.  You should not be with us.  Is a
mistake.”


He sensed Michelle’s pride in his normally rigid
self-control.  His caution and respect for women had been a complete surprise
to her.  Her only prior experience with a male vampire, her former master, had
been a harsh lesson in extreme violence and sadism.  Her master had enjoyed
abusing women, using their frail bodies to feed and pleasure himself, discarding
their corpses when he finished.


Ana continued pleading her case.  “I can’t leave you, don’t
you see?  He is the only one, the perfect one for me.  I know it.  I can feel
it.”  She picked up Michelle’s hand and placed it over her breast to feel the
beating of her heart in an attempt to explain the inexplicable.  “He knows it
too.  He knows my heart.  He understands me like no one else has ever
understood.”


Ana glanced to Aaron for confirmation.  He nodded silently,
beginning to see the sensibility of Michelle’s entreaty, yet unwilling to let
Ana go.


He lifted Ana into his lap, handling her hundred twenty five
pound weight as if she were a child.  He stroked her hair as she cuddled up in
his arms.  He refused to let her go and she refused to go.  There was nothing
for it.  Nothing could change the situation.


Michelle sighed in resignation.  “You must take care of
yourself, be careful.  Is too easy to have accidents with us.”


He stood up with Ana in his arms and walked her over to the
table, depositing her in the chair with a fatherly peck on the forehead. 
“Michelle’s right, you need to eat and drink your fill.  Room service is here.”


A knock on the door announcing, “Room Service!” proved him
correct.  He paid the bill and arranged the food on the table for Ana.  She
didn’t waste a second, immediately downing a glass of champagne while snacking
on the strawberries.  After picking at the food she got up and climbed back
into Aaron’s lap with her third glass of champagne in hand.


Michelle made a final effort to change their minds, “I know
how you feel together, is wonderful.  And I feel the same with you both.”  She
kissed them each on the lips.  “But you must face the truth.  Every moment she
spends with us is a risk to her life.  In the end she will not survive this
relationship.”


Michelle looked at the two of them sadly and embraced them
in a group hug.


Anastasia held up her chin bravely and made her pledge.  “I
don’t care.  There’s nowhere else I’d rather be than here with you.  I can’t
stand to live without you.  So it doesn’t matter.  I swear I’ll never leave!”  Tears
rolled down her cheeks with the intensity of her commitment.


Aaron followed her thoughts.  All that talk of death had
scared her good, but the idea of living without them scared her more.  She
stood behind every word she said.  Her commitment was final.  She refused to
change her mind, even if it would save her life.


Ana hopped up out of their arms, knocked back the rest of
her champagne and began removing her dress.  She intended to give them her very
best––all or nothing.  She tossed her dress to the side and stepped out of her
panties slowly, sinuously.  Her magnificent hourglass body had a tiny triangle
of trimmed pubic hair to contrast the flawless white skin of her thighs.  She
had full, erect breasts, nipples hardened at attention.


She looks better than most nude models.  He appraised
his new pet with eyes that saw much.


“You should be a model.”


She smiled, a blush creeping up her creamy white cheeks.  “I
thought that once.  But that was a long time ago.”  She looked away from his
searching gaze.


The darkness of Ana’s past poured in, a cold fog of her
personal demons.  Her survival had been at the cost of much abuse.  Her body
recovered marvelously, but her soul and destiny bore the scars, placing her
solidly on the path of self-destruction.  She did not believe in herself
anymore.


He came to her, sliding his hands around her naked body
softly.  “You’re so special Anastasia, and none can argue your beauty.”


“Arrête tes bêtises!”  Stop your
nonsense.  “You are plus
belle!”


“How could you ever think otherwise?”  He looked her
directly in the eyes.


“I know how I look.  Everyone tells me how beautiful I am. 
I just don’t think I could ever be a model.”


He and Michelle followed her lead and undressed casually,
adding to the pile of garments on the floor.


“You two should be models.”


Ana couldn’t resist touching their beautiful pale bodies. 
She stroked Michelle’s golden hair and then ran her fingers over Aaron’s
shoulders.  They responded in kind, testing her body with slight caresses. 
Michelle slid around behind, aligning her curves to Ana, feeling her up and
down.


“You like this?”  She purred in Ana’s ear.  “I know you like
it.”


Ana shivered with Michelle’s soft experienced hands flowing
over the very tips of her nipples.


He kissed his new pet, one hand sliding around to grasp her
ass and the other slipping down to test her wetness.


“Mmm, that’s nice.”  She melted around his two fingers,
yielding wet and warm as he entered her.  Michelle flicked her nipples
playfully while Aaron stroked her in and out, slow and steady.  Ana leaned back
into Michelle, burying her nose in all those sweet golden curls.


“You smell yummy.”


Michelle brushed along Ana’s inner arms and the outer curves
of her breasts, teasing, tickling, feather soft.  He caught the twinge of pain
from Ana’s mind when Michelle’s hand brushed across a makeup covered bruise.


We’ll talk about that later.


He kissed her cleverly hidden bruise.  “All better now?”


Her eyes flashed with surprise and then a smile.  “This will
make it better.”


She took him in hand, feeling how solid his erection had
become.  She worked him, stroking his velvety hardness while she cupped his
balls.  She could hardly wait to taste him, take him inside her in every way
possible.  She revised her previous opinion––not a small man at all, not
between the legs.  She relished the wonderful hurt he could give her with his
size and strength.


“I think she wants you first.  How you say, a warm-up?” 
Michelle purred over Ana’s shoulder, her hands roaming freely across her
breasts.  She tagged him through their bond, “Is better with her first.  Don’t
test your control.”


“I will be careful love, don’t worry.”  He
tagged her back.


Ana tugged on his cock, leading him.  “This way.”  She
grabbed Michelle’s hand and led her two lovers to the bed.  “I need you both. 
I want you both.  Take me, all of me.”


They flowed into bed with their pet, a writhing tangle of
slipping sliding limbs; rubbing, stroking and pleasuring each other.


This is so effin cool.  He reveled in the moment, in
bed with two of the most beautiful women he’d ever known.  Both women loved him
in their own way, lavishing their affections on him simultaneously, without
jealousy or reservation.  This will never grow old.


Flowing through both women’s minds, he enjoyed Ana’s
reactions.  She truly wanted them both together, fiercely attracted to their
aggressive predatory natures.  She couldn’t keep her hands off either of them. 
She saw Michelle as a singularly unique creature, whose sensuality transcended
barriers of gender.  Ana had known intimacy with a woman before, but thought it
a fluke.  Women didn’t really interest her that way.  Michelle became the
exception.


“Quelle
belle vue!”  What a beautiful view.  “I want you here.”  Michelle
pulled Ana onto her, arms and thighs open in invitation.


Ana kissed her passionately, tongue, lips and teeth, giving
all of herself.  She did some exploring of her own, her fingers finding
Michelle’s warm wet entry.


She whispered up against Michelle.  “I’ve never made love to
a woman so beautiful.  I want to see your eyes when I make you come.”


He slid up behind Ana, wetting his fingers inside her to
test her readiness.  He found her soft, hot, and moist.  Ana reached down to
help guide him in as she kissed Michelle hot and heavy.


“You’re so hot.”  He pushed, slid, and pushed more.  Though
hot and wet for him, he still had to work it slow.


“I’m just getting started.”  She grunted as she pushed back
against him, forcing him deeper into her tight wetness.


He gripped her hips pulling up at an angle for better
penetration.  He held on tight as he slowly, carefully, worked it in, inch by
wonderful inch.  He slid all the way to her limit.  She took it all, shuddering
with little grunts.


“Oh yeah.  That’s … that’s it.  Don’t … oh god there’s more?”


She thought he’d settled into her ribcage, he filled her
completely and then some.


He shoved her down onto Michelle with his thrusts, groaning
as he worked her slow, hard and deep.  She struggled to support herself, one
arm wrapped around Michelle’s neck and her other hand down between Michelle’s
moist thighs.  As he increased the intensity of his slamming thrusts, Ana dug
in with her fingers, one, two three fingered penetration banging Michelle.  Ana
lost focus, gripping and grabbing at Michelle’s slippery wet folds as he
pummeled her from behind.


Her back arched, hips convulsing, Michelle growled low.  “Fais-le comme ça.”  Do it
like that.


Michelle peaked hard from the violent pleasure, grinding her
hips into Ana’s fist.  She wrapped her legs around Ana’s waist to thrust and
pump in time with Ana’s squeezing hand.  Michelle returned the favor, reaching
up between Ana’s legs to find her tender nub, working her while he pounded from
behind.


“Oh damn!  That’s it Michelle!  Don’t stop!”


Harder, faster.  Bruising Ana’s hips with his wicked
strong grip, he nailed her over and over.  Ana hit her peak with an intense
explosion of ecstasy.


“Yes!  Oh God it hurts!  Keep doing it!  Don’t stop!”  Ana
popped her hips up to try and meet his slamming thrusts as he nailed her over
and over.


She gripped tightly with her hand buried in Michelle’s sex,
pulling and jerking and squeezing wildly. 


“Oouuiiii!” 
With a roar in Ana’s face Michelle reacted to the insane pain-pleasure mix,
biting down hard into Ana’s neck as her climax soaked Ana’s whole hand and
wrist.  She drank deeply of her life blood.


He slammed his orgasm home, burying it deep as he emptied
himself into Ana.  He laid all his weight atop the girls as he struck opposite
Michelle’s bite, on the other side of Ana’s neck.  Ana squealed and screamed,
writhing at the center of the parasitic sex sandwich.


“Oh God!  Oh My God!”


His psychic hook sunk deep into Ana’s emotional storm.  She
had never experienced any sensation or drug this intense in all her unusual
sexual escapades.  An excruciating mix of pain, ecstasy, euphoria.  A non-stop
explosion of joy.  Her body jerked and spasmed involuntarily as she cried,
bawling tears of joy.  They finally released their abused pet, disengaging their
bites simultaneously.  He extracted himself from her slowly and looked about to
assess the damage.


Ana moaned and twitched with the aftershocks of her cataclysmic
multiple orgasms.  His cock showed the pink evidence of her pain.  His size and
force was more than she could safely handle.  Michelle gradually unwrapped
herself from around Ana and rolled her over gently onto her back.


Ana projected waves of bliss and fatigued euphoria, her
soreness from his rough sex was negligible.  She’d been treated worse by far
less considerate men.  She had a dreamy drugged expression.  Her body lay limp
and exhausted.


“It’s okay.  I’m okay.”  She reassured with a glazed happy
smile.


He smiled back at her.  She wasn’t really hurt, just a
little sore, some light bruising.  Michelle rolled on top of Ana, pecking her
on the lips with a naughty smile.


“I will take your pain.”  Then she did what no one
expected.  Michelle leaned back onto her hands and knees between Ana’s thighs
and started licking her clean.


Ana sighed with pleasure, unable and unwilling to move, but
grinning from ear to ear at the loving warmth and tenderness of Michelle’s
lapping tongue.  Michelle’s venom saturated in through the soreness, numbing
the pain.  She felt better every second.


He watched in fascination as Michelle’s rump raised up in
the air with each of her sliding tongue laps.  Michelle administering first aid
to their new pet was one of the most erotic things he’d ever witnessed.  His
cock instantly hardened again at the sight of Michelle’s rosy pink folds and
juicy ass moving in time as she made love to Ana.


“Oh Michelle, that’s just irresistible.  You’re in for it
now.”  He stepped up behind Michelle, holding her hips steady in his punishing
grip and plunged in deep, filling her to the limit.  Michelle braced herself a
split second before he drove in, barely maintaining her balance against his
thrusts.  She moaned and grunted into Ana’s thighs tickling her with the
sound.  Michelle’s face pressed down deep into Ana’s tender flesh by the force
of his pounding.


“Oh shit!  Keep doing that!”  Ana gasped from the pressure
and vibrations hitting her over-sensitive sex as Michelle took a vigorous
punishment.


He dug in hard, grinding Michelle mercilessly.  She growled
her pleasure as her claws sunk into the mattress trying to reach a purchase
against all that power behind her.  She groaned and growled with her face
buried in Ana’s entry, licking and suckling Ana’s rosy flesh.


He angled in to hit Michelle right where she liked it, as
hard as she liked it, feeling the pound of his deep thrusts from her mind as he
hit home on her spot.  He quickly worked Michelle to a peak, following her mind
through her explosive orgasm.  As she came hard her instinctive reaction was to
bite down on all that juicy pink flesh in her mouth.  She had a second’s
consideration and turned her head sideways biting into Ana’s inner thigh
instead of her sensitive folds.


“Yes!  I love you so much!”  He cried out as he blasted his
release deep into Michelle, collapsing on her back to bite her in the back of
the shoulder.


Michelle and Ana climaxed together, over and over again. 
Their venom’s erotic stimulation and endorphin dump was like no other substance
in existence.  Michelle mercifully disengaged her bite on Ana, but continued writhing
and moaning with orgasmic spasms until he released his bite from her a moment
later.


“Oh god I love you guys so much.  You’re the best.”  Ana
slurred, heavily stoned on venom.


The three of them lay together in a tangled heap panting,
groaning, and moaning with mutual bliss.  Ana snuggled in between them both. 
He probed through her mind again to verify her condition.  Sore, but well
satisfied and very happily drugged.  For the first time in many years she felt
safe, loved, nothing and no one could hurt her with Aaron and Michelle in her
life.  Ana’s soul infused with a warm glow of contentment as he pulled her in
tighter, his body curling around her protectively.  It was an instinctive
reaction to protect his pet.  It’s what she wanted. Ana and Michelle’s buzz of
love and happiness blended perfectly with his own.  He fell asleep as the
daylight peeked over the horizon.


 


* * * *


 


Just before joining her lovers in sleep, Ana tried her best
to suppress a twinge of shame that crept into her bliss.  She hoped to hide her
dirty secret from them.  She had loved the painful sex.  Through her past
abuses she had grown to desire the violence.  It was her personal demon
following her everywhere she went, no matter who she dated.  She found it
difficult to have any kind of normal loving connection with a man when what she
desired most was to be brutalized.  It shamed her to feel so completely sated
and comfortable with violent sex.  It would be tricky to hide, since Aaron
could literally read her mind.  She feared their condemnation for her sick
disgusting desires.


So far, every lover who learned the truth had rejected her
as a freak, calling her names.  They treated her like trash for her masochistic
cravings.  She hoped and prayed that they wouldn’t do that.  She wouldn’t
survive their rejection.  She literally couldn’t live without them.


 


* * * *


 






 

 


 


Chapter 7


 


Sometime in the afternoon,
Anastasia awoke and called for room service.  Her stomach rumbled with vacancy
and her throat was dry as the desert air outside.  She drank down the
last of the champagne like waters from an oasis.  That did virtually nothing to
sate her thirst so she drained a bottle of water and felt slightly better.  The
events of last night left her taxed, burnt out, still thirsty.  She feasted on
a meal of eggs, fruit, juice, and another bottle of water on top of two cups of
coffee.


Having taken care of her immediate needs, she showered and
sat down in front of the TV to wait for Aaron and Michelle to wake up. 
Retrieving her cell phone from the pile of clothes on the floor, she noticed
Trina had sent several text messages overnight.


Tri: 
Where the Fuck R U?  3:45 a.m.


Tri:  What
R U doin?  4:50 a.m.


Tri:  When
RU coming home?  11:30 a.m.


She texted her back.


Ana:  Spent
the night w/friends.  Call U later.


She didn’t know how to
explain what had happened, so she put it off like so many other issues in her
life.  She slinked back into the bedroom to check on her lovers.  Still sound
asleep.


“Aaron, Michelle, are you
awake yet?”  They didn’t respond, didn’t move, didn’t even snore.


One sure-fire way she knew to
wake a man.  She climbed into bed next to him, reaching down in the sheets to feel
between his legs.  He felt so cool, cold to the touch.  She rubbed and stroked
his cool skin, feeling the contours of his cock.  Nothing.  He didn’t murmur,
didn’t move, didn’t make a sound.  It was super creepy, almost like he was
dead.


Lying next to him she began to
feel anxious.  She needed them to wake-up.  She needed their attention, their
affections, their bite.  She trembled, a knot of fear forming in her
belly.  She broke into a cold sweat, and her hands began to shake visibly.  Her
muscles ached with restless tension.  She stood up and paced back and forth
across the room, her anxiety increasing with every minute.  She felt feverish,
and her stomach turned in nausea.  


She tried again to wake them,
shaking both Aaron and Michelle, yelling in their faces.  “Wake up damn it! 
Wake up!  I need you!”  She slapped Aaron, but he didn’t react at all.  They
felt cool to the touch, and yet she was burning up, sweating with fever.


She lay down on the bed
between them, hoping their proximity might have a calming effect.  She ached to
feel their teeth penetrating her skin, their venom coursing through her body
with all that wondrous euphoria.   She could smell them both and she needed so
badly to be touched, loved, bitten.  Being next to them made it worse.


She jumped up out of bed and
ran to the wet bar.  She broke open another bottle of champagne from the melted
bucket of ice and downed half of it with a loud belch.  She pulled out the
little bottles of single shot liquor from the mini-fridge and tore the cap off
to guzzle down the Stolichnaya red label vodka.  Grimacing from the burn, she
grabbed the orange juice from the breakfast cart using it as chaser to down
four more shots of vodka back to back.


“That’s better, a lot
better.”  I’m such a happy drunk.  Sitting on the bar stool with empty
bottles littering the counter, she felt better.


A solid alcoholic buzz
dampened her anxiety to a tolerable level.  When she stood up from the bar it
hit her hard.  She staggered and swayed with a giddy smile.  Three sheets to
the wind, that’s what Momma used to say back in Reno.  The alcohol did its
job well, numbing her body, relaxing the anxiety.  She ate the strawberries
from the night before and sashayed back to bed to cuddle between her seemingly
dead lovers.


She had no illusions about
what was happening.  She had spent many a night partying hard enough to know
what withdrawals felt like the morning after.  They had her good, already
addicted to their venom.


 


* * * *


 


He awoke to a very drunk and
happy Anastasia rubbing up his body, kissing him intimately all over his inner
thighs.  A wonderful way to start the evening.  Ana noticed his attention fixed
on her and gave him a huge beaming grin.  She then proceeded to go down on him,
taking him full into her mouth.


Her tongue slid up and down
his whole length, the girl could deep throat.  She went all the way down,
kissing his balls.  And then she started using her hands on the up-stroke.


“Promise you’ll wake me like
this every night.”  She looked up with cock-filled smile, and did it again,
going all the way down.


The girl could swallow
swords.  And she enjoyed it almost as much as he did.  She answered him with
her hands cupping his balls, sucking hard enough to turn him inside out.


Her mouth filled with him,
her thoughts were an intense mess.  “Oh god I need him, I need him sooo
bad.  Oh God!”  She had redirected her restless anxiety into a skilled blow
job, working him with furious intensity.


“I love you Ana, come to me.”


She saw the love and sympathy
written on his face.  She shifted up onto her knees to straddle him, impaling
herself all the way.  She ground down hard, back and forth, catching maximum
pressure and penetration as she cried out “Bite me now!”


He snapped up off the bed to
embrace her while he sunk his fangs deep in her neck.  She jolted with the
shock of his quick strike move, gasping in surprise.  It hurt, slightly, but
she’d come to learn this kind of hurt led to heavenly bliss.


“That’s what I needed.  Thank
you, thank you, thank you.  I love you so much, oh my god I love you Aaron. 
Harder!  Harder!”


She ground her hips down onto
him hard.  The venom shot through her, singing a symphony of heavenly euphoria,
filling her to the tips of her toes with happiness.  She moaned and bucked,
grinding down harder.  He pulled her down tight gripping her hips.  He sensed
her dark desire to be fucked even harder, till it hurt, a lot.


Naturally, he gave her what
she wanted.  He pushed in, penetrating to her limit, slamming against the inner
wall of her womb.  She screamed in orgasm, pain, pleasure and ecstasy all
blended together in a mix that she absolutely couldn’t live without.  Everything
she’d ever wanted and then some.


He came to his senses,
realizing what he was doing to her.  Mustering every ounce of control he could
summon, he rolled her over on her back and released his bite.  


He growled in frustration. 
“Shit!”  Ana writhed and convulsed, her eyes squeezed shut from the intensity
of her experience.


He couldn’t possibly stop,
too hot and ready.  He redirected it to the only one who could take everything
he dished out.  He tackled Michelle and impaled her hard and fast.  He
assaulted her, slamming into her pelvis with bone crushing force.  


Unlike Ana, Michelle could
handle all his passion, all his animalistic power.  She was capable of sexual
marathons and rigors no human could withstand.  But it might have been polite
to wait until she was fully awake before he started ravaging her body.


Lucky for him they were tied
so tight psychically. She understood.  She accepted his punishing passions
openly, wrapping her legs around him and digging her claws into his back.  


“Oh Michelle, I’m so sorry,
but I need you!”  He pummeled her maniacally.


“Not … comp … complaining …” 
She could barely speak as he hammered her.


She bravely rode his wave of
carnality.  He pounded her stupid, hitting her with slamming thrusts that would
cripple or maim another woman.  She took it growling and grunting, a series of
sounds that weren’t quite human in tone.  They chomped down on each other’s
necks simultaneously as they climaxed with savage cries.


 


* * * *


 


Anastasia gawked at them in
morbid fascination.  It was the most amazing thing she’d ever witnessed, a
wonder to behold.  It scared her to know she could arouse such intensity within
Aaron.  He’d been holding all that at bay while she foolishly tried to ride
him.  Obviously, he had good control.  If he fucked her as hard as he slammed
Michelle, she’d be crippled by now.  Watching them inspired a queer mix of
love, fear, awe and worship.  Wouldn’t be a horrible way to go.  If I’m
gonna die, why not in the throes of passion?  Better than rotting of old age
while a twenty-something nurse wipes my ass.


She watched as Aaron
collapsed atop Michelle, a couple last thrusts for good measure.  They both
disengaged their bites at the exact same time.  They lay there heaving and
panting, exhausted.  The bleeding gashes across Aaron’s back from Michelle’s
wicked claws began to heal right before her eyes.  In a matter of minutes the
claw marks faded to tiny scabs.  Ana ran her hands over his back, flaking away
the loose flecks of blood and skin.  Fresh pink skin showed underneath.  It was
nothing short of a miracle.


She freaked, “Oh my god … is
this for real?  Am I dreaming?  Tell me this isn’t a dream!”


“Come here girl.”  He snagged
her arm and pulled her down into the tangle of loving limbs.  They flowed all
over her, soft caresses across her back, warm hands on her breasts.


“It’s real Ana.  It’s Okay,
everything’s gonna be okay.”  Aaron tried to calm her.


Michelle wrapped her arms and
legs around her.  Soft beautiful white limbs curled around Ana intimately. 
Michelle brushed her lips across her ear whispering while her hands roamed down
between Ana’s legs, loving intimate brush strokes.  “Je t’aime mon petit.”


She calmed instantly with
their loving attention.  It’s real.  It was all real and it was the best
thing that had ever happened to her.  All her prayers were answered.  She had
found her place in life.


 


* * * *


 


They embraced their pet while
Aaron communicated silently with his master.


“She’s so wonderful,
I’m afraid of hurting her.  What do I do?”


“We must be careful,
more caution.  Do not cater to her self-destructive desires.  


S'aventurer sur un terrain glissant.  You venture onto dangerous ground.  Remember last
night?  How easy you made her bleed?  You must stay in control.  She’s too delicate.”


He combed his fingers through
Ana’s beautiful satin black hair as he looked to Michelle with the silent
plea.  “How can we help her?”


“She must eat and drink
constantly.  We can hire a doctor, but nothing will change the risks of this
life.”


“I’m so sorry, but I
can’t let her go.  I want to, but she’s mine.  She needs us, and I need her.”


“Elle est notre trésor, we must value our treasure.  Take heart, you did not
hurt her seriously.”


“Thank you so much. 
Can you forgive me?  You know I love you?


“Oui, Je t’ aime
Aaron.”


With a warm smile in his
direction, Michelle focused on Ana’s immediate needs.  “Have you eaten?  You
must take in many fluids, juices and water.  Is very important to stay strong
and healthy.  Comme
il fait––As it must be.”


Ana nodded and told them of
her late lunch feast.  She mentioned the withdrawals, “It was horrible!  I
thought I was dying.  My whole body ached!  I was sweating with the shakes, a
total mess!  I had to drink up all the vodka just to calm down!”


He stroked and soothed her. 
He looked to Michelle with the unspoken plea, “What can you do to help
her?”


He caught a long-forgotten
memory of Michelle’s.  She knew of a way.  This wasn’t the first time she had
dealt with bloodslaves.  But it had been many years past, and she hoped to
never go through it again.  In her solitary life before meeting Aaron, she
refused to bring the food home with her.


She closed down the pathway
into her past, pegging him with an admonishing stare for his deep intrusion
into her mind.  “With a syringe we can collect the venom.  That will solve the problème.  But you must sleep through the day.”  She stroked
Ana’s hair, “You must match our schedule.”


He and Ana sighed with relief
at the same time.  These problems were not insurmountable after all.  He knew Michelle
had failed to mention this solution was only a temporary reprieve.  Ana’s
problems would grow worse with time.  He knew because Michelle knew, but he chose
to hope for the best.  I’m gonna do whatever it takes to keep her with me as
long as possible.


He exorcised the morbid
thought from his mind and focused on the night ahead of them.  “Hey! We have a
VIP dinner date in two hours.  We should take Ana to one of these designer
shops, get her something nice.”  He looked at Anastasia’s adorable bubble butt
and reached out to pinch her left ass cheek.


“I don’t think she’s gonna
fit into any of your clothes Michelle, she’s a little more curvy than you
are.”  He squeezed Ana’s ass, causing it to jiggle as if she were fat––she
wasn’t.  Both girls looked shocked, staring at him as if he was the rudest
crudest creature on the planet earth, and then broke into giggles at his
lopsided grin.


They bathed together, taking
a moment for a sensual soapy rub down and then headed down to the indoor
shopping mall housed within Caesar’s Palace.  


“There is one place we go. 
The other stores, c'est
sans importance.”  Michelle steered
them to Gucci.


“It’s sooo expensive here. 
Especially in the hotel.”  Ana pulled Aaron down to whisper. “I can’t afford
this store.”


He shook his head as he
dragged her into the store.  “From now on you let us worry about the expenses. 
We will be taking very good care of you, and that means you must be dressed
appropriately.”


She looked down at the
wrinkled dress she wore from the night before.  “This dress was eighty
dollars.”


Aaron smirked as she looked at
the rack showcasing eight hundred dollar dresses.  “No big deal, just one
little zero.”


“These clothes are nicer than
anything I’ve ever owned.”  She looked to him with adoration and worship,
cuddling under his arm like a good little pet.


The girls treated him to a
nice little show as they modeled their selections with their best hip swaying
pivots, turns and poses.  How did I end up here in Vegas sharing my bed with
two of the most beautiful women in the world?  It doesn’t get any better than
this.  I have arrived.


He felt like a fashion photographer
as he snapped photos and video clips of each of their stunning outfits on
Michelle’s iPhone digital camera.


$14,000 later they left,
heading to their dinner appointment.  The store delivered their purchases to
their hotel room.  Michelle had settled on a deep burgundy cocktail dress that
showed off all her magnificent physical assets.  Anastasia wore a skin tight
midnight blue dress that ended an inch below her ass with her entire back
exposed.  Both women were devastatingly gorgeous in their own unique way.


I’m the fuckin Crown Prince
of Vegas.  The girls draped each of
his arms, his very own entourage.  He imagined all the world looking at him in
envy and reveled in it.


 


* * * *


 






 

 


 


Chapter 8


 


They were fashionably late
for their VIP dinner date.  Kramer awaited them at the entrance to the
restaurant.  He greeted them graciously despite their tardiness.  Kramer was a
fit, trim man in his early forties, his head shaved clean and a tight little
soul patch of hair on his chin.  About the same height as Aaron, 5 ft 11 in.,
he carried himself with confidence and professionalism.  Courteous, he’d
obviously been dealing with the public for many years and his experience showed
in a gentile deportment.  He feigned surprise at the addition of Anastasia to
their group, pretending he hadn’t known she was with them.


This was the beginning of
Aaron’s misgivings and suspicions related to Kramer.  As he read Kramer’s mind
he learned they had been watched closely for the last 24 hours, and Kramer had
a special interest in Michelle.  He didn’t like the idea of being surveilled
and the stalker-like ulterior motives behind it.  These things alone were not
really major issues, many men would go to extraordinary lengths to get to
Michelle.  The elusive quality of Kramer’s mind bothered him.  The hint of
something nefarious beneath the surface eluded him.  Kramer’s thoughts centered
on Michelle and what he wanted to do with her, what he wanted her to do to him.


I’m gonna have to get used
to men and their foolish endeavors to get near Michelle.  She inspires extreme
behavior among the cattle.  The
predator within recognized something Aaron hadn’t picked up on.  The predator
had an itch to smash Kramer’s smooth smiling face to a pulp.  He suppressed the
urge.


He continued focusing on
Kramer’s thoughts.  Kramer envied Aaron’s inexplicable connection to these two
glamorous women dressed in the latest designer fashions, and it irritated him. 
What qualities did Aaron possess that allowed him to be graced with these
women’s affections?  In his eyes Aaron’s youth disqualified him from playing
the high roller ticket.  Aaron wasn’t famous, no obvious relation to the
girls.  Aaron must be spending enormous wads of cash, and therefore both women
were high class escorts.  Since he’d never seen or heard of them till recently,
they must be new working girls in town.  Kramer made it his business to know
the more glamorous Vegas escorts.


Kramer’s primary vice were
women.  He couldn’t get enough of them.  He didn’t particularly care for drink
or drugs or any of the other commonly abused substances.  Kramer filled his cup
with beautiful women, and of that he drank to excess.  Without mistake,
Michelle was his focus, a goal to be attained.  He addressed her first.


“Hello ladies, Mr. Pilan,
nice to meet you.  I’m always interested in meeting beautiful women.”  He
kissed the girls’ hands in a kinda-formal-sorta-creepy gesture. “I work in
administration and security here at Caesar’s Palace.  On behalf of the hotel
I’d like to personally welcome you and attend to any special requests you may
have.  We like to accommodate our VIP guests any way we can.”


Kramer sat down with them at
a corner booth in a quiet private area of the restaurant, and the waitress
attended them immediately.  He suggested, “Order what you like, it’s on the
house.  I recommend the martinis, my personal favorite, and the Chilean sea
bass or the prime rib, they’re both exquisite.”


Ana took a breath to speak
when Aaron ordered for her.  “She’ll have the prime rib, a medium-well cut with
the baked potato and a glass of merlot.”  Ana stared with her jaw open in awe. 
He’d ordered everything she wanted, exactly as she wanted it.


Kramer smiled at her.  “He
must know you very well.”


Ana couldn’t speak except to
nod her head yes.  It occurred to her that this telepathic thing was
pretty damn cool after all.  To be understood on this level was simply
wonderful.


He focused on Kramer, boring
into him with an intent gaze.  “Is this normal?  Hotel management sits down to
eat a meal with guests one-on-one?”


“Well, we do this from time
to time.  Your winnings have been significant here in our casino.  We wanted to
extend a special invitation.  There will be a group VIP party tomorrow night. 
Of course, you’re invited, all of you.”


Aaron read Kramer’s curiosity
as he caught a glimpse of the steel beneath Aaron’s boyish exterior.  Kramer
suspected there was a bit more to Aaron Pilan than met the eye.  He began to
wonder if Demarco’s suspicions were correct.  Maybe there was something
peculiar about Aaron.


Demarco.  Where have I
heard that name before?  Aaron wondered
what importance this Demarco character held in the situation, but he couldn’t
catch any more of it.  Kramer’s mind was inextricably drawn back to Michelle. 
It would be difficult to learn anything with her present.


He continued grilling Kramer,
“I thought this was a group event.  It seems odd you would meet us alone.”


Now we’re getting
somewhere.  He clearly read how
Kramer crafted this invite simply to get up close and personal with Michelle,
and size up her relationship to Aaron.  This had nothing to do with VIP
bullshit.  It was all Kramer.


Kramer tried to reassure.  “Of
course, but we only do this with very special clients.  You have been playing
the table in excess of several thousand per day.  This merits VIP platinum treatment. 
Your room tonight is one hundred percent complementary and I’ve taken the
liberty of refunding you the first two weeks of room charges.  I have a
brochure here that describes some of the many benefits and comps available. 
Did you get a chance to catch the concert last night?”


Kramer was on a roll.  The
sad part:  he believed his own line of shit.  That’s what made for a convincing
sell, the seller’s personal conviction.  Aaron sensed the evasion beneath it
all.  But again, all he caught was Kramer’s intense interest in Michelle.


Michelle started in.  “This
is normal with me in Las Vegas.  I have VIP treatment all the time.”


He caught a psychic kick from
Michelle.  “Aaron, mon choux, this special treatment is to be expected.  Do not make
waves with the managers!”  She
patted him on the leg in a motherly gesture.  “I always have the VIP.  You
can share the VIP nightlife with me, Oui?”  He
grinned and accepted the hint gracefully.


Kramer perked up.  “Is that a
French accent I detect?  Are you French?”


He followed Kramer’s mind as
the pervert envisioned all the rumors of debauchery with Parisian prostitutes,
and how especially freaky everyone says they were.  Kramer’s obsessive fixation on Michelle deepened.


“Oui! Par lez
vous Français?”


“No, no.  I wish I had taken
French classes, but unfortunately no.  Perhaps we could spend some time
together and you would be kind enough to teach me some French?”  Kramer tested
the waters, looking for their reaction to his subtle invitation.


“Michelle, his thoughts
are perverse.  He thinks you some French whore, a filthy plaything.”  Aaron
struggled against the predator’s urge to gut Kramer like a fish.


He smiled at Kramer, feigning
a bland pleasant look.  A tweak of interest kicked in from Michelle.  “Can
you not smell the blood and money?  Like you say––we will take his shirt!”


She turned her bright
gleaming smile on Kramer.  “Très magnifique!  I
would like that very much!”


“You know what he
wants.  Why are you playing with the managers?”  Aaron threw it back on her with a psychic bump of
his own.


She pinned him with a stare. 
“He is no different from the rest.  His aura shows me desire, and maybe a
little Vegas corruption.  Ce n'est pas la mer à boire––No big deal.  This kind of man pays for my attention.”


She did not have Aaron’s
unique ability as a telepath.  But Michelle did have the advantage of
discerning a special color spectrum.  The colorful aura surrounding each person
gave her insights into mood and character.  She knew what Kramer was up to.


“Michelle, lover,
you can’t see what I see.  He is a problem.  There’s some other agenda
here.  I don’t like it.  He is different from other men, you must be
careful.  Remember the detectives?”


He could tell by the flavor
of her thoughts she wasn’t concerned in the least bit.  Corrupt men willing to
pay for a few moments with her were common fare.  She sealed the deal with
Kramer.  She caressed his leg underneath the table, creeping up towards his
crotch.  His cock stiffened under her touch.


Aaron looked to Anastasia and
smiled, trying his best to ignore his master’s advances towards Kramer.  He let
it be, though he didn’t like it.


The predator growled its fury
at Aaron for being so foolish.  But Michelle had been taking care of herself
for a very long time.  Who am I to tell her what to do?  She’s the
boss.


The dinner flowed smoothly
from there on out, with small talk about the numerous Vegas acts available
through VIP perks.  Kramer mentioned ‘Carrot Top’ and the ‘Cirque du Soleil’,
everyone’s favorites.  The conversation split off between Kramer and Michelle. 
They talked of Paris and London while Aaron and Ana got to know each other
better.


He picked Ana’s brain to find
all her likes and dislikes of music and films.  They chatted about things that
couples usually knew about one another long before making the commitments they
had already made.


“How would you like to
accompany me to the casino after dinner?”  He invited her, knowing full well
she would accompany him to the ends of the earth if asked.


“Wherever you go, I go.  The
casino sounds good to me.”


She only had eyes for him.  Eyes
filled with a hero-worship kind of adoration.  He glanced at Kramer.  The man’s
obsession with Michelle paled in comparison to Anastasia’s fixation on him. 
Ana had committed her body and soul to his safe-keeping.  He hoped he’d be up
to the task of keeping it safe.


“And when will we make it
back to the room?”  Ana reached down between his legs, her eyes glittering with
mischief as she sent him vivid images of her mouth swallowing his cock whole. 
She wanted to serve him every day of her life, in any way she could.  The girl
radiated devotion.


Michelle distracted his focus
from Ana with her blatant proposal to Kramer.  “Would you like to see me later
this evening for a French lesson?”


Kramer smiled wide.  Looking to
Aaron he asked, “Do you mind if I steal her away for a little while?”


Michelle zapped him with a
psychic tag.  “You do not mind!”


After a smirk in her
direction and a wink, he addressed Kramer.  “Of course not.  I don’t mind at
all.”


The predator wanted to reach
across the table and peel the skin off Kramer’s grinning skull.


Michelle winked back at
Aaron.  “My French lessons are one thousand per hour with a two hour minimum.  D’accord?”


Kramer noted Aaron’s
non-chalant glance at Michelle.  Obviously she offered French lessons
regularly.


“Yes I think that would work
for me.  Why don’t we meet back here in an hour?”


Michelle smiled brightly and
reached across to touch Kramer’s thigh as she pecked him on the cheek
exclaiming, “Voilà!  How exciting!”


Anastasia finally caught on
to the situation.  She leaned into Aaron whispering.  “Michelle’s gonna give
this guy a coronary.  She’ll fuck him to death.”


He whispered back.  “One can
only hope.”


He decided to keep a very close
eye on Kramer and Michelle.  He didn’t trust Kramer.  He just didn’t know why––yet.


 


* * * *


 






 

 


 


Chapter 9


 


“I don’t trust him, there’s
something going on.  I haven’t figured it out yet, but he’s hiding something,
and it bugs me.  I don’t want you alone with him for more than an hour.”  Aaron
cautioned Michelle in their hotel room as she prepared to meet Kramer.


“C’est Mignon, that is so cute.  Is so sweet when you worry!”  She
kissed him on the lips cupping his face with her hands.  “I will be fine.  Don’t
worry.  And what can he hide from you?”


“I felt something there, but
he’s slippery.  He was too heavily focused on you.  The man has a dark side.  Please
be careful.”


Michelle smiled and patted
Aaron’s cheek affectionately.  “They all have a dark side, but not as dark as
mine.”  She grinned, a hint of fang showing.


Anastasia winked at Michelle.
 “I could tell he was dangerous, not like you and Aaron, but if there’s
anything I know well, its predatory men.  I’ve got a lot of experience with that,
and I know one when I see one.  Kramer’s a predator, a very slick predator.”


“Men who play with me learn
the hard way.  I am not a toy.”  Michelle winked back at Ana.


He kissed Ana on the cheek, proud
of her for trying to talk sense to Michelle.  He considered another round in
bed.  She looked so damn sexy in her new dress, and she kept touching him,
running her hands all over him.


“You want me.”  Ana rubbed on
the bulge of his crotch, picturing in her mind the wicked things she wanted to
do with it.


He smiled.  She had learned
to play the game.  She knew full well he read the imagery straight from her
thoughts.


“Would you have me beg for
it?”  She got down on her knees and unzipped his fly, running her tongue across
her lips and teeth.


His cock stiffened
immediately.  She played this game a little too well.


He cleared his throat. “We
better wait.  I know you’re still sore.  You need time to recover.  You’re
tempting me, but you can’t hide the truth.”


He watched her as she tried
her best to suppress that depraved need welling up.  She’d have to wait a
little longer to be punished.  Averting her eyes, she tried to direct her
thoughts towards something else.


“I’m not hiding.”


 


* * * *


 


Michelle thought it best to
make her escape while Aaron played with his new pet.  He’d been crowding her
lately.  His protective nature could be stifling at times.  She had almost
ceased attending her regular dates since they arrived in Vegas.  She itched
to play with someone new.  Kramer’s perverse nature fit nicely with her needs.


“I’m so very hungry.  I need
to feed.  Kramer will have a very good time tonight.  I don’t want to wait
another minute.  I send you a text when I’m finished.  Don’t worry.”  With that
she exited, no chance for further warnings and attempts at changing her mind.


When they met at the entrance
to the restaurant, she studied Kramer closely.  No hints of violence colored
his aura.  He showed anticipation.  She pleased him by arriving on time.  He
had a healthy measure of desire and some possessiveness, like a man preparing
to test drive an exotic sports car.  All these things were fairly typical.  She
saw nothing out of the ordinary to be concerned about.


While Kramer’s aura leaked a
little corruption, sexual perversion, lust and greed, these traits were normal
among her clientele.  This kind of man could afford and was happy to pay for
her attentions––at her price.  He appeared no more dangerous than any of
the wealthy customers she dated in New York.


 


* * * *


 






 

 


 


Chapter 10


 


Aaron and Anastasia observed
the roulette table as it spun, the little white ball bouncing until it randomly
found its notch on black nineteen.  They watched the wheel turn over and over
and over again.  The gamblers placed their bets of stacked chips on various
numbers.


“See … they bet on the big
payout, the eight to one or seventeen to one. That’s a fool’s game.  You can’t
beat the house.  The smart game is to play with the flow of probabilities and
plan to lose three out of five bets,” he whispered into Ana’s ear.


“But how can you win if you’re
losing all the time?”  Ana puzzled.


“It’s your money management
and betting strategy that makes the probability of winning much higher.  You
bet on the same color all the time.  When you lose, keep doubling the next bet
until you win.


Her brow furrowed in
confusion.  He explained further.  “Look at the bar tracking all the bets.”  He
pointed to a vertical score bar that showed the last 20 spins of the wheel by
color and number.  “See how the red and black goes in strings of no more than
two or three in a row?  If you bet all one color, you will always win your
money back by the fourth or fifth bet.  This strategy has a ninety two percent
probability of winning.”


He demonstrated by betting
fifty on black, and the ball hit red.  He lost.  He winked at Ana and put down
a hundred in chips for another bet on black.  The stubborn little white ball
landed on red yet again.


He was unperturbed.  “Watch.” 
Putting down two hundred in chips on the same color, he won four hundred when
the little white ball finally landed on black.


He stepped away from the table
with his earnings.  “Did you count how much I lost?”


She did the math in her head
quickly and blurted out, “Three hundred fifty.”


“And how much did I win?” 


“Four hundred.”


“I won fifty.  The rest was a
recoup of losses.  Each time I bet I’m betting double to regain my loss, but
the initial bet is my actual gain, fifty dollars.”


“Oookaay.”  She accepted what
he said, but was still slightly confused.


“Come on, I’ll show you how it
works with a card game.  It’s basically the same.”  He led her over to the
Baccarat tables.


“There’s only two ways to bet
in Baccarat, it’s a binary game, just like betting red or black in roulette. 
Here you bet on the player or the bank, a fifty-fifty chance of
winning.  Same exact strategy applies.”


She looked to Aaron
beseechingly, “Oh please, can I try?  That sounds so fun!”


He could never deny her.  She
held his heart strings within her smile, tugging on them with her enthusiasm.


“How about we start out with
$500?  That’s a good conservative first bet.”  


He smirked as her eyes popped
out in surprise.  He enjoyed challenging her delicate sensibilities about
money.


He sat down with her at the
table with a wink of assurance and turned to the dealer.  “What’s the maximum
bet?”


“Ten thousand.”


“Good.  Here, start with
this, and pick a side.”  He pushed five hundred dollar chips at Ana.


Ana placed her chips on player
and promptly lost the hand to bank.  She glanced at him nervously,
instantly wondering if he would beat her when they returned to the hotel room. 
He smiled reassuringly and set another ten, hundred dollar chips on the table
with a single word, “Again.”


She made a second bet of a
thousand dollars on player, and lost to the bank again.  She looked
up at him with fear in her eyes and a tremble in her lower lip.  She just knew
he would hit her for losing all this money, they always did.  She’d been beaten
several times for losing-spending someone else’s money, but never as much as
$1500 at once.  It was a lot of money to her.


Aaron put his hand on her
shoulder calmly.  “Its fine, don’t worry.  You can do this.  One more time.” 
He dropped four, five hundred dollar chips in front of Ana and gestured for her
to continue.


Her hand trembled as she
pushed the chips forward to the player side of the bet for a third go
round.  The player won this time paying Ana four thousand dollars.  The
dealer asked, “How would you like that?”


Ana stammered, “Um … hundreds
I guess.”


As soon as the dealer slid
the chips at her, she scooped up her money and stood up quickly, ‘Thanks.”  She
backed away from the table with a massive sense of relief.  He took her into
his arms trying to calm her down.  She was almost hyperventilating.


“Oh my god!” she whispered in
his ear.


“Its fine, relax, you won. 
See I told you so.”


“Oh god I was so scared!” 
She looked wide-eyed, clinging to his arm as they walked away.


“It can be kinda intense when
you’re throwing around that much money.  We’ll stick with smaller bets next
time.”


He stopped and turned to
her.  He pulled her chin up forcing her to look him in the eyes.


“Ana, I know what you were
thinking.  Lets get something straight here, I will never ever hit you.  You
have to trust me when I say that.  I know you’ve been with men who hurt you,
but I’m not one of them.”


As he spoke he recalled how
he’d hurt her the night before, inadvertently.  “I may be a little rough in
bed, but I’m not trying to hurt you.  You understand?”


She nodded.  He clearly saw
the vivid memories in her mind, of those times before when she’d been
irresponsible with money.  She fought against the fear.  Blended into the mix
was another emotion she tried her best to hide, anticipation.  She expected to
be abused.  She tried to swallow down her depraved desires and think of
something else.


“I kinda have a way of
getting into trouble with men, especially with money.”


“That’s like saying I kinda
have a thing for drinking your blood.  You are the master of understatement
Ana.”


“I think there’s a target painted
on my face or something.  Especially here on my cheek, they always get me right
there.”  She touched her fingers to her right cheek.


He covered her fingers with
his own and pulled her hand away to kiss her cheek.  “All better now?”


Smiling brightly with wet
unshed tears she nodded yes.


“Okay.  Now it’s my turn. 
Let’s go play some poker.”


Her dirty little mind
immediately recalled the moment she’d helped to guide his cock up inside her
from behind, a vivid memory from last night.  She had a different kind of poker
on the brain.


“You are sooo naughty.”


She licked her lips.  She had
begun to truly enjoy this telepathic thing.


He shook his head chuckling
as led her towards the poker tables.  “Another rule that seems to make sense in
gambling is to change tables about every 20-30 minutes.  Not so much with
poker, but in the games where you play against the house, the longer you stay
at a table the higher the odds you’ll lose your shirt.”


“That happened to me before
in Reno.”  With this she sent him yet another memory of several years ago. 
She’d been thrown out into the snow in nothing but her panties with a broken
nose, locked out of her apartment by the son of a bitch she’d been dating for a
month.


“You are a disaster waiting
to happen girlfriend.”  He inspected her nose as if it had happened yesterday. 
She did have a slight scar to one side.  Running his finger over it brought
another one of her flashbacks to mind.  Her own mother.  The night she was
thrown out of her house at the age of sixteen.  Her mother packed a solid right
cross punch.


“I think we need to get you
to a psychiatrist girl.  You got some serious baggage you’re carrying around.”


“Aren’t psychiatrists just
messed up people trying to minimize their problems by pretending to identify
with everyone else’s?”


She had seen a couple
different shrinks.  One she dated for a time diagnosed her with all sorts of
four and five syllable psychobabble terms.  In the end he proved an asshole.  His
particular brand of abuse had been psychological rather than physical.


“Let me take your baggage
Ana.  Unload it on me.  There’s nothing you can show me that will change how I
feel about you.  Nothing.”


“I … I trust you.  But I’m
not ready for that yet.”  It was so tempting to let him be a confessional, but
she couldn’t stand to see his condemnation.  She quickly tamped down those
pesky little flashbacks and focused on the night ahead of them.


She’s been hurt too much. 
It will take some time to undo all that hurt.


“How about some Texas Hold
‘em?  You ready to watch me win a few thousand?”  She agreed happily, wrapping
her arm in his like a little girl on a night out with daddy.  Her trust in him
filled every corner of her mind.  Even though she was twenty six and he only
twenty two, she viewed him as much more worldly and mature.  He seemed to have
the self-assurance and grace of a far older man.


He smiled at her warmly.  “My
poker game relies heavily on getting inside their heads.  I’m not really using
a system, just common sense.  If the odds are against catching the card I need,
then I fold.  But I know what they have in their hands, and that helps a lot. 
This is a spectator sport for you, do you mind watching?”


After her nerve-wracking
episode with Baccarat, she happily agreed to let him take the risks.  She shook
her head emphatically, “No, you play!”


Before sitting down to play,
he reached out through his ties to Michelle.  He caught a momentary glimpse of
Michelle’s hot encounter as she rode atop Kramer pounding and grinding into an
orgasm.  He didn’t see anything to be concerned about, so he reeled his mind
back away to give her some privacy while he entered the poker game.


 


* * * *


 


Kramer wasted no time getting
Michelle up to his room to have his way with her.  He didn’t mess around with
small talk, opting instead for the direct assault on her with kisses and heavy
petting.  His hands were up her dress and reaching between her legs as soon as
the door closed.  She had no underwear to impede his search.  He dipped his
fingers into her moist heat, stroking her slippery wet entry while he massaged
her clit with his thumb.


“Ahh, très bien,
c'est bien comme ça.”  That’s good, I like it like that.


He worked her faster, her
words driving him on.  She grew impatient with the sexual pace.  She undid his belt
and unzipped his pants as he added another finger into her slippery wetness. 
When his pants were tossed aside like so much useless wrappings, she gripped
him tightly.  She tugged and pulled on his cock as she wetted his whole hand.


"Il révèle les
mauvais côtés de moi.”  He brings
out the worst in me.


She wanted to bite him sooo
badly.  She maintained control, barely, groaning into his chest as she pumped
him by hand.


“I don’t know what you’re
sayin, but you’re speaking my language.”  Kramer gave as good as got, working
her into a frenzy.


He took her to the edge.  Impatience
got the better of her.  She tore his shirt off and flung her dress to the
side.  She almost picked him up bodily to throw him on the bed, but controlled
herself, pushing him till he got the hint and lie back for her.


“You are so damn sexy!  Why
hasn’t some lucky bastard married you yet?”


It was rhetorical question,
but she answered in a sexy half growl, “I don’t like complications!”


She punctuated her growl with
a short hop into the air, landing straddled over his hips, sinking all the way
down into deep penetration.  It was one fluid move accompanied by a sexy little
grunt as she bit her own lip.  She always gave her paying clients their money’s
worth.  She performed like no other woman could.  She knew he’d been bedding
showgirls and strippers renowned for their agility, so she took it up a notch.


Watching his aura, she could
see his awe as she rode him, pumping, pushing, grinding and curving her pelvis
around his cock like some wild animal.  Had he known this was only a fraction
of her sexual ferocity he’d probably have sold his soul to the Devil to have
her.  Through furious sexscapades with Aaron, she developed the habit of being
far more aggressive than usual.  Normally she was ultra-careful with humans in
bed.  They’re too easily broken.


She could wait no longer for the
much needed feeding.  As she sensed him reaching that magic moment, she
struck.  She bit deep into his neck while grinding down onto him as far as she
could go without crushing his feeble pelvic bones.  He came hard, blasting his
fluid into her, bellowing as her venom’s massive endorphin rush rocked his
world.


Her bite maintained his cock
hard and ready as she ground in harder and faster, working her way through a
multiple orgasm.  She tried to exercise a little restraint, but Aaron had been
spoiling her with his punishing sex routines.  Hard to find satisfaction with
these feeble bodied humans.  She released her bite after a minute, her feedings
perfectly timed through years of practice.


In the course of several
painfully disastrous relationships she had learned the hard way to be
conservative in feeding, and to avoid feeding from the same person repeatedly. 
Sixty seconds per feeding, never more.  To continue was to invite the addictive
condition Anastasia had entered into, a bloodslave.  Michelle never
created bloodslaves, not since those horrible days in France a lifetime
ago.


 


* * * *


 


The raw strength and force of
her performance amazed and intimidated Kramer.  She literally fucked him raw. 
He wondered if perhaps she was something more than human, or maybe wired on
crystal meth.  Meth whores were rumored to fuck like rabbits all night long. 
Perhaps she was some kind of sexual demoness, a succubus.  She had milked him
dry, siphoned every last ounce of fluid he could produce.  Time to break out
the Viagra to keep up with this girl.


Laying beneath Michelle,
cuddling with her, he knew he had to have her for keeps.  He wasn’t the first
man to feel this way and probably wouldn’t be the last.  What they all failed
to realize until it was too late, is no one could ever own Michelle.  She owned
them by the hordes, in every city and every place she traveled.  They were hers
for the taking.  It could never be any other way.  How can the lamb attempt to
lay claim to the lioness?  It was against the laws of nature for such a powerful,
dominant creature to subjugate to a lesser being.


Kramer foolishly vowed to
find a way to make her his.  The problem manifested quickly when she extracted
herself from atop his bruised and spent manhood and made to leave the bed.  He
grabbed ahold of her arm.


“Please stay with me for the
rest of the night.  I’d like you to stay.  I can pay you more.”


 


* * * *


 






 

 


 


Chapter 11


 


Aaron’s winnings had reached over thirty thousand thus far
and there was no stopping him.  He had a pair of pocket queens with a queen
face-up on the table.  None of the other players had so much as a pair.


‘Cool Hand Luke’ on the other side of the table wanted to
continue his bluff.  He had a large stack of chips going, over eighty grand.  As
a rule of thumb in poker, the big stack eats the little stack, much like life
in general.  The big stack can often bluff through a hand, pushing the bet
higher than anyone’s willing to go.  A foolish mistake when playing against a
telepath.  The fool kept on rolling with his bluff by raising the bet, hoping
to scare Aaron off.


Aaron took a moment to reach out and reconnect with
Michelle.  What he saw disturbed him.  Kramer argued with her to stay the night,
and had offered to pay another two thousand as incentive.  Such obsessions with
Michelle were a common occurrence, but dangerous with authority figures.  Men
of authority had a tendency to bend others to their will.  Things can get ugly
when they don’t get what they want.


Aaron decided to end the bluff game with Cool Hand Luke.  He
needed to finish up quickly.  Instead of taking his time to slowly squeeze and
milk the hand for a few thousand more, he raised the bet by ten thousand. 
Everyone folded.


He snatched up his chips now totaling over forty thousand,
and flashed a look to Anastasia letting her know there was a problem.  Highly
in tune with him, she jumped right up, flowing towards the elevator without
question.  He became angrier with every step, wishing Michelle had never accepted
Kramer’s invite.  He felt like bending steel around Kramer’s neck to make a
collar it would require a blow torch to remove.  He thought it an appropriate
ornament for the unruly dog Kramer.  The man needed to learn his place.


Through their intimately entwined bond, he knew exactly
where Michelle was at any given time.  She could never be hidden from him. 
Sitting in her mind, he watched Kramer attempting to keep her in his bed.  She
had thus far avoided tossing him around, but she was fast losing her patience. 
She didn’t like revealing her true nature to men of authority, the consequences
were too unpredictable.  Aaron followed her conversation as she tried talking
her way out of it.


“I am sure you don’t need me for the entire night, are you
feeling unsatisfied?”  She flashed her eyes in challenge, willing Kramer to
acknowledge the truth.


“I’m fabulous, thank you very much.”  Kramer kissed her in expression
of his gratitude.  “I would like a chance to get better acquainted.  Perhaps we
could have a couple drinks and go dancing?  I can get us into the Flamingo
VIP.  We wouldn’t have to wait in line like everyone else.  I know the manager,
Kino.  He’ll let us in immediately.”


“Excusez moi,
I have plans tonight.  Maybe another time.  You have my cell?  You can send me
a text?  Oui?”  She
didn’t intend to ever meet him alone again.  He’d gone total stalker, way too
creepy-needy.


She saw it all the time.  Kramer exhibited the classic
signs.  First the possessive body language, followed by demands for her time. 
Occasionally men would go so far as to beg and plead.  Offers of wealth and
extravagant vacations were not uncommon.  It was a credit to her control and
respect for human life that she denied them.  Though they wanted her bite,
attention and affections, in the end she brought them only death.


 


* * * *


 


Aaron emerged from the elevator into the hallway and headed
straight for the door of Michelle and Kramer’s room banging loudly.  As
security cameras tracked his every movement, Kramer’s assistants noted Aaron’s
destination and sent two security guards on an intercept.  Everyone in Kramer’s
office knew he was not to be disturbed while entertaining guests in his room.


 


* * * *


 


“Look, we’ve had some fun here.  All I’m suggesting is we
have a little more fun together, a night out on the town.”  Kramer repeatedly
failed to charm Michelle into spending the night.  He had begun to show some
irritation.


Aaron watched Kramer become progressively more insistent,
less smooth and patient.  Upon hearing the unexpected banging at the door,
Kramer’s irritation flared to full blown anger.


“Who the hell is that?”


Aaron waited a couple seconds and then slammed the door once
more BANG BANG BANG.  He knew Kramer was coming to the door, and he sensed
Michelle’s relief at his arrival.  He’d provided her an easy out.  She could
walk away gracefully without getting violent, without revealing more of herself
than was prudent.


Kramer finally answered the door frowning heavily, looking
regal in his monogrammed silk robe.  His frown deepened to a scowl as he found
Aaron to be the source of interruption.  


“I don’t know how you found my room, but I’m gonna have to
ask you to leave immediately.”


Kramer’s tenuous grip of the situation had slipped away. 
Security guards arrived in the nick of time, reestablishing his control and
authority, or so he thought.


“Sir, is this man bothering you?”  A six foot, three hundred
pound Samoan with a neck as thick as Aaron’s waist inserted himself in between
Aaron and Kramer at the entry to the hotel room.


Aaron answered quickly, trying to avoid the impending
violence he felt coming.  “I’m only here to escort the lady.  She was just
leaving.  We’re not looking for problems.”


Michelle stepped toward the door, Kramer blocked her. “One
minute here, we’re not done yet!”  Kramer’s eyes flashed with aggression.  He
was back in control and flexing his muscles of authority.


Kramer addressed the bull Samoan, “You can take Mr. Pilan
with you.  I’m aware of the problem with him at the tables.  He’s needed for
questioning.”


Kramer had gone too far.  Aaron growled a warning, “Don’t
touch me!”


With Kramer’s edict, a second security officer arriving on
scene moved in from the other side.  A good ole boy, two hundred twenty pound
ex-marine, fresh out of the service.  Both guards flanked Aaron.  The predator
kicked into gear, assessing the thought patterns and intentions of all persons
in the immediate vicinity for potential threats.


Anastasia began backpedaling.  She sensed the waves of power
buildup radiating off Aaron.  It scared the shit out of her to be so close to
someone with that much caged aggression.  She was very sensitive to his energy
flows.  She’d attuned to him like a radio dialed in specifically to his
frequency.


Ana mumbled, “You better not touch him.  That’s a big
mistake.”


Michelle also stepped back several feet, looking forward to
the show with a nasty smirk.  She liked having Aaron deal with these
ridiculously small minded fools.  It gave her a new sense of power to have such
a fine warrior at her beck and call.


She yelled to Aaron over Kramer’s shoulder, “Don’t hurt them
too much.  A short lesson, nothing more!”  She issued the warning, but it
carried no authority of compulsion behind it.  She much preferred Aaron act of
his own free will.  They had issues in the past when she abused her authority
over him.  It was better all the way around to avoid it.


Aaron gave one last shot at diplomacy, “We are leaving now,
just let us go…” In the middle of his speech the Samoan made a move.  The
predator escaped its mental prison, whipping into control.  The Samoan reached
out his hand and promptly had his arm broken in three places with a lightning
strike downward chop.  Ana squeaked at the sound of crunching bones as the
Samoan stumbled back a pace into the hallway with a red-faced grunt.


The predator would’ve advanced on the Samoan if not for the
marine.  Gung-ho made his move.  The marine was fast, but not fast enough.  He
stepped towards Aaron reaching to put a hold around his neck.  The predator
whipped out his elbow smashing gung-ho in the ribs.  The strike made a crackle-snap
sound of broken ribs with a wheeze of air from the marine as he collapsed where
he stood.


The predator geared up for war.  His aggression levels
increased with every move the guards made.  Aaron was fast losing his ability
to control the predator’s lethality.  The predator still recognized a threat. 
He didn’t wait for anyone else to act.  He snapped forward whipping out an open
handed palm strike direct to Kramer’s chest.  The blow put Kramer on his back,
breathless from the impact.


Anastasia did a little hop as she clapped and giggled.  “This
is so awesome!”  She was highly entertained by the violence.


Kramer gasped and huffed, trying to catch his breath.  The
Samoan kept backing away with tears trickling down his face, favoring his broken
arm.  He was a tough one.  Beyond the initial grunt of pain, he hadn’t made a
sound.  The predator read the man’s submissive body language––threat
canceled.  The marine was completely out of commission on the floor, he no
longer presented any danger.


Aaron gradually regained control of his inner beast as the
situation subsided.  The predator went back into its cage, begrudgingly, for
the moment.


Michelle stepped around Kramer where he lay on the floor,
strategically placing herself between him and Aaron.


Kramer wheezed as he regained his feet.  “I’m sorry … huh …
please accept my apologies.  I was in the wrong.”


Michelle helped him to his feet. “Yes that was very rude,
but we accept your apology.  Of course, there will be no further problème with security?  Oui?”


She played mediator to diffuse the situation.  Kramer had
enough power and authority to cause them serious problems.  A little diplomacy goes
a long way to avoiding the attention of the authorities.


Aaron followed Kramer’s straight-line logic as he perceived
the fact that Michelle could unleash her dog on him, at any moment.  He assumed
Aaron was the hired muscle to her little game.  Kramer decided to play nice, for
now.


“Yes, yes, this was all a mistake.  Really, I’d like to make
it up to you.  Would you accept my invitation to a VIP party tomorrow night? 
All our VIP clients will be there.  It’s a great chance to network.  I can
introduce you to some very wealthy and influential people.”  He glanced at
Aaron over Michelle’s shoulder with a healthy look of fear.


You should be very afraid.  He fought hard against
the predator’s urge to tear into Kramer with claws and teeth.  The predator
very much wanted the feel of Kramer’s shredded corpse in its hands.  The only
thing standing between Kramer and certain death was Michelle.


Michelle smiled at Kramer, sending a powerful zing down the
psychic line.  “We should have sympathy for him.”  She saw him as
a victim.  The cattle were too easily seduced.


“We leave tonight!”  He blasted back at her.


“Non! 
I have the situation under control!  He will be useful.  Kramer deals in the
currency of influence.”


Aaron knew she ignored her own instincts to decline Kramer’s
invitation.  She felt it wiser to placate Kramer to avoid problems and gain
favor.


“Oui,
that would be very nice.  You can send the invitation to our room, merci beaucoup!  There are no
more problèmes, non?”


Kramer seized on the moment, “Of course not.  As a matter of
fact I’ll see to it personally your room is complimentary for the rest of your
stay.  It’s the least I can do.”


Aaron wanted out of the hotel now, right this very moment. 
He didn’t like the idea of this creep watching their every move.  Michelle
caught his emotional spike of displeasure and sent back a psychic flash.  “It
is finished.  We go now.”


“Tres
magnifique!  And now we must be off.  Au revoir!”  She pecked Kramer on the cheek
platonically and then turned and snatched Aaron’s arm to pull him down the hallway
with Ana scrambling to catch up.  Aaron hauled Ana up tight.  She did a
double-step-hop to keep up.  The Samoan wouldn’t look any of them in the eyes.  Aaron
caught a taste of his humiliation bleeding through the pain of his injury. The
Samoan fully expected to be fired shortly.


In the elevator Michelle faced his scowl.  “We could not
leave the situation without resolution.  Kramer would have brought the police. 
This is unacceptable.  N‘est-ce
pas?”  Is it not so?


He nodded, but added, “Un hunh, and if you had listened to
me before, we wouldn’t be in this situation, Oui?” 
He mocked her cute little accent with his curt reply.


Ana giggled at his parody, pecking him on the cheek.


“Oui mon
amour.”  Michelle agreed with a look that begged forgiveness.  “C’est la vie!”  Such is
life, or in this case shit happens.


She hugged him, kissing his other cheek opposite of Ana. 
They made an Aaron sandwich, both of them conquering his foul mood with their
infectious charms.  He could hardly stay irritated with all this going on.  He
warmed to their allure, allowing his tension to flow out into their warm
embraces.


“Come, I’m still hungry.  I know a good night club.” 
Michelle licked her lips in anticipation.  She usually tagged several victims a
night.  He couldn’t argue with her logic.  The desert environment left him
feeling especially parched.  The threesome exited Caesar’s Palace to explore
the Las Vegas nightlife.


 


* * * *


 






 

 


 


Chapter 12


 


They arrived at the Flamingo around 1:00 a.m.  The line
outside the club stretched out like a massive snake, weaving past bushes and
landscaping to a length of over a hundred feet.


Anastasia lamented, “Oh gaaad, I hate this!  Why don’t we go
somewhere else that’s not so packed?  We’re gonna be here for an hour waiting
to get in the door, it’s ridiculous!”  She rolled her eyes and slumped her shoulders
with a look of disgust.


Aaron kissed her into silence and whispered into her ear
seductively, his lips brushing her ear lobe.  “Watch, listen and learn.”


Michelle spoke to the valet parking attendant standing
nearby the massive lineup.  She rubbed her breasts all over his arm, brushing
against him while she captured his soul with her eyes.  The poor boy never had
a snowball’s chance in hell.  Seduced in seconds, he’d probably open up a vein
for her right there if she asked.  Fortunately, her simple request didn’t
require bloodletting.


“Bonjour,
would you be so kind as to do me a small favor?”  He nodded with the
slack-jawed smile of an idiot.  “I would like to speak with the manager Kino. 
Tell him we were sent by Mr. Kramer from the Caesar’s Palace.”  She stroked the
man’s arm smiling sweetly.


He stammered, “Oh yes, right away.  I’ll take care of it
immediately!”


She squeezed his arm and pecked him on the cheek.  “Merci beaucoup.”  He took off
jogging into the club.


Ana and Michelle looked absolutely fabulous, dressed in top
form.  A cream short sleeve top hung loosely about Ana’s hips complementing
black, skin-tight boy shorts.  Michelle wore a purple see-through top––no
bra of course––and a black skirt that barely covered her ass cheeks, very
little left to the imagination.  Both women displayed yards of smooth white legs
accentuated by provocative curves.


Scanning the crowd in line, Aaron caught blatant gawking
stares.  The men in line salivated over his arm candy.  They would’ve given
their left nut to be standing in his place.  Although he wore only simple black
slacks and a red dress shirt, he held everyone’s attention via the company he
kept.


Michelle’s name dropping routine produced results.  A stout
Hispanic with the standard issue Latino fade haircut and mandatory chin strap
facial hair came out the side door and ushered the threesome into the club
discreetly.


Michelle greeted him warmly, pouring on the charm to cement
their VIP status, “Bonjour
and good evening.  You must be monsieur
Kino?  Oui?”


She shook his hand and rubbed her perky nipples on his chest
and arm as she kissed his cheek.  Old-school European etiquette, but for her it
doubled as a form of seduction.  Her see-through top had the anticipated effect
of mesmerizing both Kino and all other men in her vicinity, a howling beacon
for testosterone.


Kino smiled wide, “You got da right man.  Any friend of
Kramer’s is a friend of mine.”  His teeth were blinding white as he grinned at
Michelle––obviously bleached.  She had snatched his soul already.  She
could teach classes on how to seduce a man in 10 seconds or less.


“My name is Michelle, and these are my friends Aaron and
Anastasia, we appreciate your help very much, merci
beaucoup!”


Aaron and Ana shook hands with Kino who moved a little too
close to Ana, rubbing up on her with the greeting.  After a moment of
admiration Kino led them to a VIP table for four and excused himself.  “I’ll be
sure to catch up with you later.”  He looked right at both girls with the
veiled statement.  “If you need anything give a holla at the bartender or one
of the waitresses.”


They hit the bar immediately, the gypsy princess needed a
drink.  Ana ordered Patron tequila with Squirt and lime.


“She’ll have an orange juice to go with it.”  Aaron modified
her bar order.  He answered Ana’s squint, “You need to replenish lost fluids.”


Michelle took off for the dance floor on her own, impatient
to begin the hunt.  A tall massive ‘linebacker’ picked her off right away.


While Ana downed her liquor like nothing, ordering another
right behind it, Aaron explained, “We need to feed from at least two to three
people a night.  Small nips, just a few seconds of contact.  I can’t rely on
you alone.  You won’t last very long trying to keep up with my needs.”


“You mean you’re going to do it to these other women?  What
you do to me?”  Her accusatory eyes bored into him.  He read her instantaneous
visceral jealousy.


“But its so … intimate.  I want you to feed from me.  Now.” 
He read her pain as her heart twisted into a tight knot.  Feeding was such an
intimate act.  The idea of him doing it with another woman seemed a whole lot
like cheating.


“Ana, you know that I love you very much?  You know you’re
mine till the end of your days, and nothing will ever change that?”


He held her face, her eyes entrapped in his power.  He
willed her to understand.


“The others are just flesh, nothing more.  They don’t
matter.  They are not you.  You’re the only one coming home with us tonight.”


She nodded, all sad puppy dog eyes.  “Okay.  If you say
so.”  The hint of unshed tears glistened in her eyes.


She was so damn adorable.  He wanted to bend her over the
bar till she screamed his name, forgetting all about these unpleasant
realities.  But he needed to feed, and Michelle was going at it.  He hated
being left behind.


“I want you to be with me for as long as possible.  If I
drink from you constantly, you’re not gonna last a week.  You understand, don’t
you?”


 


* * * *


 


Anastasia had always known deep down he could never truly be
hers alone.  It wasn’t possible to claim ownership of such a proud and majestic
creature.  He stole her sadness with a small nip in the neck, sinking his fangs
in just enough for a small touch of venom.  Enough to let her know she was
still his, marked for life.


He escorted her onto the dance floor whispering, “Come hunt
with me, we’ll do it together.  They are all so drunk it’s like shooting fish
in a barrel.”


She danced in his arms for a time, feeling all that caged
power wrapped around her.  He wasn’t a large man, but his arms held and
unbelievable strength.  She imagined doing this every night.  How wonderful it
would be to dance her life away in his arms, lights flashing, music pounding.


Her dreamy moment came to a close as they worked their way
inside a group of women dancing together in a cluster of protective shielding. 
She looked around to notice Aaron was the only man in the whole bunch.  The men
dancing nearby attempted to work their way into the mix with the girls, but
were artfully deflected.  Her and Aaron had slipped into their circle without
resistance.


“That one.”  He nodded towards a cute blond in tight jeans
and a white top.  Aaron ushered them over and they made a neat little sandwich
of the girl.  Aaron squeezed her front and Ana her back.  They undulated to the
music while Aaron captured her eyes.  It only took a few seconds to mesmerize
the girl.  He leaned in and fed deeply, sucking down all he could take.  Ana
decided to have her own fun, reaching her hand up between the woman’s legs to
rub and stroke her moist hot mound, feeling the contour of her sex through her
jeans.


“Oh my god what are you doing to me?  Oh god don’t … don’t
stop!”


The girl spasmed and jerked while they rode her, grinding
along with the music while she orgasmed right there on the dance floor.  By the
time he let go, she was dry-humping on Ana’s hand.


They held her for a time, allowing her to regain
equilibrium.  The blond kept her head down, wouldn’t look either of them in the
eyes.


Ana whispered in her ear from behind, “It’s okay.  He does
it to me all the time.”


After catching her breath she exited quickly to the bathroom
to clean up.


Aaron resumed dancing with Ana, cupping her face in his
hands.  “See, I told you it wouldn’t be so bad.  Admit it.  You’re having fun
with this.”


She nodded and smiled wide.  Aaron looked off in Michelle’s
direction.


“Look at her go.  That’s number four.”


Michelle had wrapped intimately around another football
player type, a large swarthy man with dark curls of hair and bulging muscles. 
She liked her donors healthy.  She drank from his neck pulling him down into
her embrace.


Smiling down at Ana, Aaron twirled off into the dance-floor
looking for a new target.  “Let’s catch up to her.”


A few seconds later Ana recognized a man, her latest
stalker, ex-boyfriend Roger.  Oh shit, shit shit shit!  She twisted
around to steer Aaron the opposite direction.


She yelled up against his ear, “That tall blond guy with the
black T-shirt and khaki pants, I don’t want to talk to him.  We dated for a
couple weeks.  He’s a total creep!”


She hugged Aaron close and ducked her head into his rock
solid chest.  All that strength and power there just under the skin.  He would
protect her.  He had promised.  She tried her best to hide behind him.  After a
moment of playing ostrich, curiosity got the best of her.  She peeked over
Aaron’s shoulder.  Roger looked in her direction with a squint of recognition
and surprise.  As he spotted her, he immediately headed towards them.


“Oh shit!”  She pulled hard on Aaron trying to drag him away.


He went rigid, halting her flight as he shook his head. 
“We’re gonna deal with this here and now.”


As he spoke, Roger arrived.  He grabbed her by the arm.  “Ana,
where the hell have you been?  I’ve been calling you!  You haven’t been home
for two days!”


She looked to Aaron, hoping for understanding and
forgiveness, but mostly for protection.  She clung to him as the creep tugged
on her arm.  She yelled back over the music, “I told you to stop calling me! 
Leave me alone!”  She rolled her eyes in disgust.  “I don’t want anything to do
with you!”


 


* * * *


 


Anastasia turned to Aaron, begging with her eyes, “I broke
up with him days ago, honestly!”


That’s when he caught a glimpse of the truth in her mind.  The
bruises on her arms the guy left her the night they broke up.  Much like he was
doing right now with his punishing grip on her.


Aaron had seen and heard more than enough.  His possessive
instincts raged, the predator rattled the cage to be let loose.


The fool made the situation worse by opening his mouth.  “Why
didn’t you answer my calls?  And who the fuck is this?”


Aaron stepped up, his gaze and mind boring into the man.  Roger. 
Roger liked to push his weight around, especially with the women he
dated.  The predator ripped open the bars to its cage and flooded Aaron with
unbridled aggression.  He moved in the blink of an eye, snapping out to break
Roger’s hold on Ana.  He shoved her behind him, creating a protective wall of
his own body.


Roger shook his hand in pain.


He got in Aaron’s face, not the smartest thing to do at the
moment.  Aaron growled low and menacing.  He tried to keep a grip on the inner
beast, but it was hard.  He and the predator were of the same mind on this,
they both wanted Roger’s head on a platter.


He read it all plain and clear in Roger’s mind, a severely
unhealthy obsession with Anastasia.  But she hadn’t been the first.  Roger was
a serial stalker.  It figures Ana would latch onto a guy like this.  Highly
confident and arrogant, Roger exuded a false power.  He had been stalking Ana
for a month straight before he made his move to date her.  Ana’s particular
pathos was exactly what he looked for.


Ana barked over Aaron’s shoulder, “Roger go home!  I don’t
want to see you!  Its over!  I’m here with my fiancé, we’re getting married!” 
Just a little white lie, but not so far from the truth.  Her commitment to
Aaron and Michelle was for life, till death do us part.  Saying it aloud
to discourage Roger didn’t make it any less true.


“What the fuck?  She’s with me dude.  We’ve been dating for
weeks!”  Roger protested.


Two weeks.


Roger sneered down at Aaron––he had a couple inches on him. 
“Let me guess, you just met her yesterday and already she’s telling you how in
love she is, how you should get married.  How much money has she taken you
for?”


Aaron looked over his shoulder to Ana as she gasped.  Shock
and disbelief flitted across her face followed by denial.  She shook her head ‘no’
emphatically.


“You son of a bitch!”  She cursed Roger.


Aaron watched her closely, following her reactions.  Was
it really a strangely wonderful instant connection forged between them?  It
had all happened so fast.  And they had taken her shopping to the tune of several
thousand dollars.  Roger’s accusations were a little too close to reality for
comfort.  Ana’s face twisted in fear.


“No it’s not true.  You have to believe me.”  She pleaded.


He dug into her mind to get to the truth.  The idea that
Aaron might think her capable of such a thing cut her deeply with a sickening
fear.  She feared losing him.  He was the most important thing in her entire
world.  She couldn’t live without him.


Aaron read the truth in both their minds, a very different
set of truths.  It fired his rage to see Ana’s insecurities exploited so
skillfully.  Roger was good.  He’d been manipulating insecure women for a very
long time.


The predator reacted.  He whipped out an open-handed bitch
slap across Roger’s face, knocking him to the ground.


Roger shook his head to clear away the daze.  He never saw
it coming.  He regained his feet for another lesson.  The fool reached around
Aaron towards Ana, a glutton for punishment.  Aaron reached out to snatch
Roger’s groin in an iron grip.  His claws cut through the khaki pants, a razor
spiked pincer on Roger’s family jewels.  He gasped and looked down at Aaron’s
hand in terror.


The predator stepped up into Rogers face growling, lips
peeled back over fully exposed fangs like an animal.  Roger blanched pale white
as Aaron’s grip drew blood.


“She’s mine!  Don’t touch her!”  Aaron squeezed harder.  The
blood flowed freely down Roger’s legs.  Blood and urine.


“You get it yet?  Are you feelin me?”


With perfect timing, Kino arrived on scene.  “Is there a
problem?”


The predator snapped to, pegging Kino with a murderous
intensity.  Kino stepped back a healthy distance.  Remembering himself, Aaron
removed his hand from Roger’s crotch.  In a flash he’d returned to smiling,
happy Aaron.  Predator all gone now.  He gave Kino a million dollar
‘Crown Prince of Vegas’ smile.


Kino looked back and forth between the two of them.  Aaron
smiled and glanced at Roger.  The guy looked pale and sweaty, a sickly pallor
to his skin.


“Roger was just leaving.  He’s not feeling well.”


Aaron pegged Roger with a look.  Roger quickly nodded in agreement. 
He slid his arm around around Roger’s shoulders, smiling, wiping the bodily
fluids off his hand on the back of Roger’s shirt.  Everything’s just peachy
here.  No death and dismemberment.  No problems.


Kino didn’t look like he was fooled by the false camaraderie,
but he let it be.


Aaron whispered in Roger’s ear, “You’re leaving now, and for
your sake let’s hope we never meet again.”  Roger shied away from him, limping
off towards the exit.


He turned to Anastasia, digging through her head to see what
kind of new emotional fallout the situation had created.  She was conflicted. 
She wanted to be rid of Roger, wanted to see him punished.  At the same time
she didn’t want him maimed.  Though she’d been frustrated enough to scream, in
the end she felt sorry for Roger.  In her pity she prayed Aaron wouldn’t hurt
him too bad.


She let out her breath in whoosh of relief as she watched
Roger’s backside walk away.  Disaster had been averted.  Her love and respect
for Aaron grew immeasurably by his show of restraint.


Kino seemed glad to see the problem resolved.  He pointed an
index finger at Aaron.  “Remind me not to fuck with you.  Ever.”


“No problemo senor Kino.  It’s all good.”  Another gleaming ‘Crown
Prince’ smile.


“Okaaay … did you need anything else?”  Kino asked.


They both shook their heads in unison.


“Let me know if you need anything, and relax, have some
fun.  Live a little.”


Kino walked away shaking his head.  Aaron scanned after him
to find out how much he’d actually witnessed.  Kino wondered to himself if what
he’d seen wasn’t a trick of the lighting.  That handsome smooth young man had
looked like something wholly inhuman for a split-second, and it seemed
surreal.  He wondered if maybe he should lay off the cocaine for a few days, he
was starting to have hallucinations.


Aaron and Ana made their way near Michelle who was feeding
from yet another athlete.  She had hit paydirt with a local semipro football
team in an after-game celebration.


He buzzed her.  “Is everything okay?”


“Oui, I would ask the same.  Your problème is resolved?”


He nodded curtly.


“The women, they are always like this!  Essuyer les plâtres!” 
Something about dealing with the problems of teething.


“Whatever.”  Satisfied, he moved on.


He and Ana made their way back into the mix on the dance
floor seeking a new target.


They targeted a large girl who stood above the crowd, a
big-boned bohemian woman dancing with two girlfriends.  She looked nice and
healthy, ready to be tapped for at least half a liter.  They danced and weaved
their way into proximity of the target.  As they slid up on the Bohemian, the
girl took an instant liking to Ana.  She rubbed her ass on Ana’s belly, spooned
up on her.  He slipped in to sandwich her from the front, maintaining his
entrancing gaze.


With her height, her neck lined up perfectly to his mouth––as
though she was made to be bitten.  He struck quickly, guzzling down all that
juicy goodness pumped out by her strong heart.  She reacted, grinding all over
Anastasia.  Sunk deep into the woman’s mind while feeding, he felt when Ana
went for a handful of fun.  With her hand up the bohemian’s skirt, underwear slid
aside, Ana plunged in with two fingers.  What a perfect pet.  Ana had
already learned her place in the feeding game.


“Ooh yes!  Yes!””  The woman came hard––twice over––wetting
her thighs and Ana’s hand.


 


* * * *


 






 

 


 


Chapter 13


 


Upon returning to the hotel Aaron ordered a full meal with
orange juice and champagne for their beautiful pet.  She ate her fill and
downed two glasses of Cristal silently as she brooded on the confrontation with
Roger.


“Hey girl what’s up?  Talk to me.”  He held her chin in
hand, looking into her wonderfully expressive deep blue eyes.  She knew he
rifled through her thoughts.  She couldn’t hide her fears from him.


“I’m fine, nothing’s wrong.”  She shook her head and tried
to look away with her denial.  As if not looking at him could somehow keep him
out of her head.


“Talk to me. I already know what’s bothering you.  We need
to get it out in the open.”  He kissed her, and she closed her eyes and nodded
in agreement.


“What Roger said … about me … do you think it’s true?”  She
looked up at him with eyes full of heart-wrenching sadness.  She asked a
question that was potentially devastating in its answer.  If Aaron and Michelle
abandoned her based on Roger’s lies she knew she’d be dead within 24 hours.  If
she didn’t die of a drug overdose, she’d probably kill herself from the depression.


“Ana listen to me carefully.  I don’t believe a word of his
bullshit.  Not.  One.  Word.  I know things seem to have moved too fast between
us, and that might be suspicious to someone else.  But not to me.  I see you
Ana.  The real you.  What we have between us is the real thing.  It always has
been from the start.  From the first moment we met.”  He smiled, caressing her
face with his fingertips.  She smiled back but the fear and insecurity was
still strong.


“What about the money?  I mean, you know I don’t have any
money.  I don’t even have a job right now, but I could get one.  I can earn
enough to pay some rent and my own expenses.  You don’t have to buy me clothes,
I have my own clothes.  I have an apartment and a roommate …”


Tears streamed down her face.  Money had always been a problem
for her.  She’d worked as a stripper years back and more recently as a cocktail
waitress.  She’d even sold her body when all else failed.  She hated the idea
they might think she used them for money.


“Anastasia, my beautiful Anastasia, come here.”  He enveloped
her in his embrace, soothing her by touch.  “Money is not an issue.  We need
you here with us.  I need you here.  You don’t need a job.  I want you close at
hand always.  Stop worrying about all this bullshit from Roger.  Your fear is
creating problems that don’t exist.”  She felt Aaron there in her mind, a sense
of calm and acceptance radiating off him.  He was somehow tethered to her
psychically.  It must have happened from all the times he’d bitten her.


Michelle joined them in a group hug.  “Listen to me, this morceau de merde, Roger, he
is nothing.  Don’t think of this anymore.  We need you with us always.  There will
be no more questions.  You belong here.  Aaron has all the money we need.  I
have money.  This will never be a problème.”


Though they never said, it occurred to her that Aaron and
Michelle must share a psychic connection of some kind.  Michelle always knew
things he knew, unspoken things.  It put a smile on her face to be loved and
accepted by such amazing creatures.  They held her till the insecurities
drifted away, dissolved by affection.


She kissed them both.  “Thank you so much.  I’m the luckiest
girl alive to be here with you.”


They exchanged one of those silent communication looks.  They
are talking to each other right now, about me.


Michelle stood up from the bed and grabbed a tumbler glass
from the wetbar.  She turned and gave Aaron that look.  He sighed and stood up,
resigned to whatever it was she wanted from him.


Ana helped herself to more Cristal, fascinated by the
procedure Michelle demonstrated to Aaron.  Michelle held the tumbler glass up
underneath Aaron’s upper jaw.


“Visualize the feeding.  Focus on your hunger.  How good it
would be to bite me right now.”


As Michelle spoke, Aaron’s upper canines elongated into
wicked little points, hanging just barely over the lip of the glass.  After a
couple seconds, a clear fluid trickled down into the tumbler glass, liquid
magic.  Colorless, tasteless, odorless, but magic nonetheless.  Pure venom, the
most potent drug she had ever known, and that was saying a lot.  She’d done it
all, coke, heroin, acid, exstasy, benzos, oxys, Xanax.  There wasn’t a commonly
abused substance out there she hadn’t tried multiple times.  His bite had them
all beat by a mile.  That glass with its little dribble of clear liquid was the
only thing that could abate her withdrawal symptoms until they awoke at sunset. 
Nothing else could truly replace his venom.


A couple minutes passed in awkward silence, Aaron’s jaw
opened inhumanly wide, fangs fully extended, while Michelle held the cup to
collect his nectar of the gods.  When she felt there was enough she set the cup
down and extracted the fluid into a one cc syringe they had bought at the
Walgreen’s down the street in a diabetic kit.  Michelle sealed the liquid magic
up in the kit and put it away for tomorrow.


They all bathed together, teasing and playing with slippery
soapy caresses.  They tumbled into bed nude and squeaky clean, smelling of
strawberry kiwi bubble bath.  Ana crawled atop Aaron, calling out enthusiastically.
 “Me first.”


He snickered, “I need to work off some aggression
girlfriend.  I’m not really able to do that without hurting you.  You
understand, don’t you princess?”


She pegged him with her disappointed-child look, as though deprived
of ice-cream before bedtime.  “Why are calling me princess?” She asked with her
face scrunched up.


“Because you’re our gypsy princess, our Snow White.  What do
you think?  Doesn’t she look like Snow White?”  He asked Michelle.


“Oui,
the eyes, and that beautiful black hair.”  Michelle teased by reaching down
between her legs to twirl her fingers into Ana’s jet black pubic curls,
stroking her sensitive folds playfully.


She sighed in pleasure, but she wasn’t distracted so
easily.  She pinned Aaron with her crystal blue puppy dog eyes, the accusation
hanging unspoken.


“Don’t look at me that way!  We’re still gonna have fun, but
we have to be a little more careful … okay?”


She agreed quietly, nodding assent.  She tried to redirect
her thoughts away from the dark need that arose, the need for punishment.  It
became difficult to think of anything else as she lay there staring at his
fully engorged erection.


Michelle smiled wide at Aaron, something silent shared
between them.  “Oh, that will be perfect!”


 


* * * *


 


Michelle took action by rolling over atop Aaron and took him
whole in her mouth.  His unusually strong hands lifted Ana into position
straddling his face, her warm satin folds settled down onto his waiting tongue.


“Oh yeah.  Mmm, yes!”  She squealed and rubbed down into his
face, working with his tongue.  She gritted her teeth, humping his face with
all the concentration she could muster.


She glanced back over her shoulder, momentarily distracted
by Michelle’s freaky long tongue in action.  Michelle slurped and licked up and
down the length of him.  The girl could probably tie shoelaces with that thing.


Aaron growled into Ana’s flesh, thrashing around.  He
devoured her like a starving man, lips, teeth and tongue going at it.  Michelle
had worked him into a fit.


“That’s it!  Don’t stop!”  Ana begged Aaron as he pulled her
hips down.  “That’s it!  Yes!”  She started to peak.


Suddenly Michelle hopped up and executed one of her inhumanly
perfect moves, sinking down to squat into full penetration atop Aaron’s cock.


“Ugh.  J'aime monter à cheval!”  She liked to ride.


She ground her pelvis hard, happily impaled with a series of
grunts and groans.  “Oui! 
Oui!  Oui!”


Michelle ground, pounded, and hunched into it, working all
that meaty length with every ounce of strength and intensity she had.  She
worked out his aggressions and a few of her own, growling and grunting like an
animal in heat.  In his excitement he grabbed Ana’s thighs, pulling her down
tight, shoving her wet sex hard against his lips and teeth.


“Oh shit!  Yes!”  Ana squealed with delight, grinding her hips
harder and faster, midway through her orgasm.


He thrust up into Michelle as she bounced and pounded him,
an award-winning porn star performance.  She clawed at his chest hitting her
peak.  “Oui Aaron! 
Don’t stop damnit!  Don’t stop!”


Awash in her orgasm, Michelle bit the nearest target, Anastasia’s
plump juicy ass.


Ana screamed her explosive orgasm, hitting full release with
Michelle’s venom streaming through her body.  With Ana bellowing out her climax
at the top of her lungs, he could no longer fight off his instinct to bite.  He
turned his head sideways and chomped down on Ana’s inner thigh, drinking down
her ecstasy and blood.


Ana hit peak after peak after peak, writhing and screaming
with tears of joy.  The entrapment of their steely grips and razor fangs
triggered another panic response.  She squirmed and fought, trying her best to
crawl away.  No matter how hard she fought, she couldn’t get loose until they
released her.


Finally freed of their clutches, she convulsed, cried and
shuddered as she came again and again.  She tried to crawl away, but simply
couldn’t function.


“Oh god, oh god, oh god.”


They tried to sooth her, holding her gently, calming her
panic.


Heaving, breathing in gasps, she moaned, “I think … I died …
and … went to heaven.”


She lay there slobbering and whimpering, her hips still
convulsing involuntarily.  After a moment she came to her senses and smiled a
lazy drugged grin.  It was all good.  Maybe a little too intense, a little too
freaky, but very good.  Just enough abuse to hit all her punishment buttons.  Just
the way she wanted it.


 


* * * *


 


Seeing Ana’s glazed smile, assured she was okay, he slid
atop Michelle.


“Now it’s my turn!”  He growled as he trapped her legs over
his shoulders and slid it in to the hilt.


“Je t’ aime Aaron!” 
She professed her love, in that husky French, pushing him to new heights of
arousal.


With his master beneath him, utterly exposed and vulnerable,
he took full advantage of her, pounding into her pelvis with abandon.  He bit
her breasts and neck as he pummeled her soaking wet entry with a painfully
wonderful strength.  Ana had brought out the inner beast with her dark desires
and victim-food-prey fear reactions.  It was a subconscious trigger for the
predator, driving him to act out Ana’s desires on the only person who could
survive such treatment.


“Ah! Ah!  Eee!  Oouuuiii!”


She screamed with inhuman tones as he hit home harder and
faster than any feeble-bodied man could ever give it to her.  She curled up between
her legs in a contortionist’s snake-bite, latching onto his shoulder while he
continued his super human thrusts.  He actually hurt her, bashing into her sex
enthusiastically, but she’d recover quickly.  By tomorrow night Michelle would
be right as ready, sore, but good to go for another round.


He roared in release, collapsing atop Michelle who embraced
him quivering and moaning.  He meshed into her mind, feeling all that wonderful
love pouring over him like a soothing warm shower.  She was hurting, but loved
every painful minute of it.  Kramer could never do this to her, no man could
make love to her like Aaron.  For that and many more reasons, she loved him
like she’d never loved any other.


He looked over to catch Ana smiling at them, a whole new
pile of love and affection just waiting for him.


She gushed, “I love you guys so much.  You’re the best thing
that ever happened to me.”


After catching his breath for a moment, he pulled Ana in
tight.  They curled around their abused pet as she fell asleep.  They were an
inseparable tangle of limbs sleeping soundly as the sun came over the horizon
for the new day.


 


* * * *


 


Bright and early, Kramer dialed Demarco’s number from his
cellular contact list.


Demarco answered, “Hola Senor Kramer, and how was your dinner
last night?”  His voice betrayed an uncommon level of anticipation.


“It’s complicated, but we’ll have things under control by
tonight.  Why don’t you come over to my office at about one o’clock.  We need
to discuss how we’re gonna handle this.  I’d like you to see the security
footage from last night.  I think you’ll find it interesting.”


“Okay … so we’re gonna have both of them tonight?  You’re
okay with letting me handle the punk?”


Kramer admitted, “Yes, I think I’ll have to concede to you
on this one.  Your instincts were right on the money.  We have to deal with
him, and it looks like your way is probably the best way.”


“I really want to say I told you so, but I won’t.”  He could
hear the smile on Demarco’s face in his voice.  “So … how many guys will I
need?”


“I’ll leave that up to you, but I’d say at least two men,
and … well you’ll see when I show you the recordings.  But hey, this has to
come off clean.  I don’t want this interfering with our business tomorrow
night.  I just spoke with JC, and he confirmed we’re on for tomorrow.”


“Yeah, yeah … we’ll talk about it when I get there.  Listen,
I’ve got Oso, and I can bring Miguel, the new guy, you’ve met him before?”


“Ahh yes, I have.  He’s the body builder right?”


“That’s the one.”


“Okay good, see you soon.”  Kramer hung up the phone,
wondering if it was a mistake to get involved in Demarco’s vendetta.  Then he
recalled the encounter with Aaron outside his hotel room.  Two security guards
down and out, both collecting sick pay, and the marine still in the hospital. 
And then there was Michelle.  I definitely need to hit that a few more times. 
But if he was to have her on his terms, Aaron Pilan needed to be removed from
the equation somehow.  Might as well let Demarco handle it.


 


* * * *


 






 

 


 


Chapter 14


 


Anastasia awoke to a parched dry thirst and a splitting
headache.  She was horribly dehydrated and anemic from low blood volume.  She
fought to untangle herself from her lovers’ tightly cocooned embrace of naked
limbs.  Their lovingly entwined intimacy gave her the warm and fuzzies, but
nature called.  How wonderful, I can’t escape, they’ve got me trapped.  I’m
gonna piss the bed.


After several feebly ridiculous attempts, she flipped,
flopped, and tumbled off the bed.  The onset of a pounding headache ruined her
lovely cherished feeling.  She dragged herself off the floor to drain a bottle
of water and a glass of orange juice before hitting the restroom.  She’d hoped
the fluids would chase off her headache, but it intensified.  She felt drawn
back to the bed, back to them.  She needed them like an infant needs its
mother, like a dying man needs a priest.  Ana kept glancing back at her naked
lovers who seemed dead to the world.


She suspected they weren’t really dead, just sleeping … like
the dead.  Very soundly asleep.


She hit the minibar and went straight for the vodka
murmuring, “Hair of the dog that bit me …”  After three shots back to back and
a grimace from the burn, her headache started dying down.  She ordered room
service and wolfed down eggs, fruit, sausage, and heavy wheat toast.  She was
ravenously hungry.


In the bathroom, after her shower, she stood before the
mirror, assessing the damage.  Her eyes looked a little sunken, she’d lost some
weight.  They were sucking the life out of her, literally.  That’s when it hit
like punch to the gut, she needed them…NOW!


Her hands shook, her belly rolled over in nausea, and she
broke into a cold sweat.  The closer she got to their bed, the more hysterical
she felt.  “Fuck!  God dammit!”  It was 4:30 p.m., at least another hour
till sunset!  “Oh gaaad help meeee!”  She cried, tears streaming down her
face.  And that’s when she remembered.


The injection!  Michelle set it aside last night! 
She raced to the shelf, tearing open the diabetic kit to remove the needle with
shaking hands.  She needed a tie-off, something to tie her arm off.  Ana yanked
one of Michelle’s belts from a dresser drawer and cinched it down tight on her
left arm just above the bicep.  The belt holes didn’t line up.  She pulled it
tight with her teeth as she smacked the inner crook of her elbow with two
fingers to watch the vein pop out in her left arm.  With hands shaking and sweat
pouring down her forehead, she carefully inserted the needle into her vein.  Slowly,
oh so slowly.  She mustered enough control to gradually-carefully depress
the plunger all the way down.


Dropping the belt from her teeth, it hit her all at once. 
The venom punched her entire body, rocketing to her erogenous zones in
milliseconds, dumping massive endorphins all along the way.  She rocked and
spasmed.  Her back arched as she screamed her delight.  She climaxed over and
over, soaking through her bathrobe onto the plush hotel armchair with her
gushing wetness.  Unnaturally concentrated, the punch hit much harder than the
usual effect of Aaron’s bites.


The blast of injected venom was pure heaven, like sex,
heroin, and cocaine all rolled into one.  Absolutely no way on earth, heaven,
or hell she would ever break this addiction.  She’d give up her first born
child to have it.  She was irreversibly, indisputably hooked, hard and fast.  She
began to realize some decisions cannot be undone no matter how hard you try.  She
didn’t even want to try.  Her life now depended on access to their venom.


She came to her senses eventually, cleaned up in the
bathroom and climbed back in bed to snuggle into Aaron’s unconscious embrace. 
She was snoring in minutes, full of the contentment of a babe in her father’s
arms.


 


* * * *


 


The vampires arose at sunset cuddling close together
nuzzling with their new pet, giving her all the affection she craved and
needed.  Michelle noticed the party invitation slipped under the hotel room
door.


“We are cordially invited to the VIP party at nine.  Complementary
buffet and drinks.  How nice of Mr. Kramer to think of us.”


She winked at Aaron as he scowled at the news.  He knew she
intended to go to the party.  He had a bad feeling about this.


Michelle smiled at him reassuringly, “Don’t worry.  If there
is a problème we can
take care of it.  These cattle are no match for you!”  She kissed him.  He
agreed silently.  Her reasoning seemed sound, but the predator’s instincts
raged against all reason and logic.


They dressed and headed down to the party arriving late. 
Kramer greeted them like old friends.  He immediately introduced Michelle to
several prominent guests, exactly as promised.  Aaron tried to read Kramer to
ascertain his intentions, but all he caught was a vague plan to introduce
Michelle to a friend who wanted a date with her.  Aaron sensed something devious
afoot, but as usual, Kramer’s mind focused on all things Michelle.  He stayed a
couple moments, smiling and shaking hands, but Anastasia drew his attention.


She had taken off to the bar.  Gone for only a few minutes,
a huge Mexican had moved in on her.  She had a blast guzzling red wine and
snacking from the buffet while she chatted it up the guy.  Aaron frowned as he
watched the Mexican following her around.  The guy seemed a little too
appreciative of her beauty.


He left Michelle to Kramer’s devices in trade for rescuing
Ana.


She turned to Aaron with a smile and a wet kiss on his cheek
as she introduced the Mexican, Miguel, who supposedly worked as a stuntman in
Hollywood films.  Her eyes had already started to glaze.  Ana had a good buzz
and seemed completely unaware of the menace standing at her elbow.


Aaron wrapped his arm around Ana, snugging her up tight
against him as focused on Miguel.


“Hi, nice to meet you … How do you like Vegas this time of
the year? … Wonderful weather …”  The inane pleasantries dragged on and on.


There was definitely something off about Miguel.  The man’s
thoughts centered on a completely different matter from the cordial chitchat. 
He really needed to get Aaron to follow him to another room where somebody
named Demarco awaited them.


Aaron recalled hearing the name before, something to do with
Kramer.


Anastasia distracted his mental game of connect-the-dots
squirming under his arm.  “Don’t take off on me.  I’m going to the restroom. 
I’ll be back before you know it.”  She pecked him on the cheek again, leaving
him with Miguel.


Aaron felt he was getting close.  He really wanted to pursue
this Demarco thing.  He knew it related to Kramer.


“So, what brings you to Vegas?”  He bored into Miguel as the
Mexican tried to feign a casual answer.


“Ah well, you know, a little fun in the sun.  I like the
nightlife too, is muy bueno.”  He lives and works in Vegas, not a tourist at
all.


Miguel looked nervous, a completely unnatural anxiety for
such a large physically imposing man––over six feet tall, near three hundred pounds
of muscle.  He didn’t add up.  He appeared to have some money, appropriately
dressed for VIP status, but he wasn’t there to party.  He was there
specifically for Aaron.  How interesting.


“So you’re a stunt man eh?  Films and stuff?”


“Yeah.  I do that live wild-west show.  You know, stick em
up gringo!”  He grinned wide, making a pretend pistol with his thumb and forefinger
pointed at Aaron.


Miguel had actually worked a show like that in the past, in
California.  But that was not his current profession.  Miguel was a hired thug
for Demarco.


 “Hey, there’s someone you should meet.  He’s a personal
friend of mine.”  He tried to be casual as he directed Aaron to follow him
through a side door into an adjoining room.


Under different circumstances he would never follow a guy
like this, but he wanted to meet Demarco.  He wanted to get to the bottom of
this mystery as bad as Miguel wanted to take him there.  He played follow the
leader without a word of question.


 


* * * *


 


Upon entering the room, Miguel closed the door behind them
and stepped off to Aaron’s side, gesturing in the direction of two men across
the room.  Aaron scanned and studied the man who threatened him with a pistol. 
He recognized his profile and a certain familiarity to his thought patterns.  Demarco,
the man who lost all that money a couple nights ago.


Demarco aimed the strange looking pistol directly at him
with an evil smile of gloating triumph that left no mistake of his character or
intentions.  The monstrous bear of a Mexican standing next to Demarco sneered
at Aaron, “Te cargo la verga––you’re fucked.”


Demarco fired as Aaron snapped into action twisting sideways
to avoid the shot.  The strange gun made the slightest puncture noise like a
tire popping.  He was almost successful at removing himself from the line of
fire.  Had the shot been a slug from a standard pistol, it would have barely
grazed the triceps of his left arm.


Since it was a dart from a dart gun, it stuck him right in
the triceps muscle where it hit.  Demarco and his goons had the remarkable
foresight to employ darts loaded with tetrodotoxin extracted from blowfish by a
local sushi chef.  The toxin, 10,000 times more lethal than cyanide, was one of
nature’s deadly wonders.  By inhibiting the nervous system’s ability to function,
the toxin caused rapid paralysis, typically resulting in death.  In addition,
Demarco loaded his darts with an animal tranquilizer called ketasec, special
K, in sufficient dosage to drop an elephant.


Demarco bagged himself some big game.  The double punch
slammed Aaron immediately, instant numbness dampening his senses.  Thick,
smothering molasses coated each limb, inhibiting movement.  His tongue swelled,
filling his mouth.  Time came to stand still, nothing moved.  Gloating smiles
twisted and distorted in his face, Cheshire-cat grins stretching wide.  Like a
great tree felled by the stroke of the axe stroke, his equilibrium slid off
kilter.


He fought a losing battle with every last ounce of strength,
simply to remain standing.  Falling on his face, he accomplished one thing.  He
delivered a smashing blow to Miguel’s left thigh, sending him flying across the
room to tumble off the floor into the wall.


As his vision faded to black, he concentrated hard on
Demarco.  By the time he ferreted out all the details of Demarco and Kramer’s
plans, it was too late to warn Michelle.  He passed directly into heavily
sedated oblivion mumbling a quiet promise, “You are soooo dead, you don’t even
know….”


 


* * * *


 


Ana returned from the restroom seeking Aaron.  She didn’t
see him at the buffet, and couldn’t find him in the immediate vicinity.  She
hit the bar, taking full advantage of all the free Patron tequila.  She drank,
the bartender poured.  They were fast friends.


“Ya gotta love an open bar with free drinks.  I don’t care
who ya are.”  She winked at the bartender.


Several shots with lime and salt kicked in a solid buzz. 
She continued to scan the party for Aaron or Miguel with no luck.


She noticed Michelle still in conversation with Kramer and
gang.  They only had eyes for Michelle, those disgusting filthy looks old men
are capable of when no one else is around to notice.  She shivered at the nest
of vipers surrounding Michelle.  Then it hit her, how funny they all
looked.  These predatory business men who were accustomed to victimizing others
for profit were now being sized up as prey for a real live predator in the
flesh.  There’s always a bigger fish.


These wealthy old lechers were a school of tiny piranhas who
had unwittingly entered shark infested waters.  They chatted it up with a
lethal blond mako shark who viewed them as a tasty little morsel.  No longer at
the top of the food chain and they didn’t have the first clue.


Ana giggled at the analogy and downed another shot of
Patron.  Getting snookered pretty fast.


 


* * * *


 


Miguel and Oso shuffled along carrying Aaron’s dead weight
out the service elevator and hefted him up into the trunk of Demarco’s Black
Chevy Tahoe.  Aaron’s last action left Miguel’s right leg black and blue from
the hip all the way to his knee.  He walked with a painful limp.


“Here, this is where you’re gonna dump him.  See the dirt
road goes off the highway for several miles, that’s where I want you to leave
him out in the open.”  Demarco scrolled through a map of the Nevada desert north
of Vegas pointing out the location to Miguel.  “I’m sending this to your cell
now.  Got it?”


“Yep.”


Demarco figured if Aaron’s body was ever found and
identified from dental records or DNA, there would be no real flesh or tissue
remaining to test for chemical traces that might reveal the true cause of
death.  The coyotes and desert scavengers would pick Aaron’s bones clean within
a couple days.  Not as gratifying as the strangulation he had originally
envisioned, but it would have to do.  After watching the security videos of
Aaron’s encounter with the two guards outside Kramer’s room, they decided it
best to be more cautious in handling the boy.  This wasn’t the first time
Demarco had done this to remove an obstacle in his business affairs, but it was
the first time he had killed for what amounted to personal reasons.


He exited the service elevator returning to the party to
implement the next phase of the plan, catering to Kramer’s obsession with the
little blond whore.  He could see, any man with eyes could see, she was
gorgeous.  Did that justify murder?  Nope.


He didn’t understand it from Kramer’s point of view, but he
didn’t really care.  He had his own reasons for doing it, $26,000 worth of
reasons.  And he intended to get back every dime of it by working Michelle’s
tight little ass off.  At two grand a pop, the profits would roll in pretty
fast.  Kramer had the perfect setup at the casino to run a revolving door on
Michelle.


He couldn’t understand Kramer’s deep-seated obsession with
the Frenchy.  He had never seen his partner lose it over a chic like this.  It
didn’t make sense.  Kramer had his shit together, a cool motherfucker in all
walks of life.  Why go head over heels for this tramp?  He could buy a dozen
whores just like her any day of the week, had been doing so for years.  I
gotta see this puta.  What was so damn special about her that she captured
his business partner’s soul so completely?


He found both Kramer and Michelle talking with a group of wrinkled
old men who were all entranced by her.  It looked like they planned to auction
her off to the highest bidder.  This girl’s gonna make some damn good money. 
If she didn’t give the old buzzards a heart attack first.


“Ah, just the man I’ve been looking for.  Demarco this is
Michelle.  Michelle this is a close personal friend of mine named Alexander
Demarco.  This is the man I’ve been telling you about all evening.  He’s
interested in getting to know you more intimately.  I have taken the liberty of
advising him of your hourly rates.”  Kramer brought Michelle into an embrace
with Demarco, they exchanged cheek pecks.


“Bonjour,
is so nice to meet you.  Kramer tells me you work with international
shipping.”  Michelle focused her vibrant green gaze on Demarco, drawing him in.


“Yes, among other business ventures, I do some imports.  And
what brings you here to Vegas?  Business or pleasure?”  He didn’t like to talk
about his business with strangers.  He redirected the conversation instantly to
her.


“A little bit of both Oui? 
I find much pleasure in my business.  Is one and the same to me.  I also need a
little vacation.  Is so exciting, all the wonderful shows.  People are so crazy
in the casinos when they are winning!”  He winced at the painful memory of his
losses to Aaron.  It was not something he would soon forget.


 


* * * *


 






 

 


 


Chapter 15


 


“If you’re available now, why don’t we head out to my
place?  I’ve a full-size hot tub and a fresh bottle of champagne.”  Demarco’s
question was mostly a courtesy.  With an arm around Michelle, he steered her
towards the elevator.  She stopped him with a pat on his thigh.


“Excusez-moi,
I must speak with my friends, one moment please.”  Polite, but insistent.


Michelle found Anastasia at the bar with a drink in hand.  She
looked worried.


“Is there a problème?” 
She curled around her pet affectionately, whispering in her ear.


“Aaron’s gone.  I can’t find him.  He’s not here.  Where did
he go?” Ana whined.


She reached out to him through her psychic bond.  A complete
blackout.  He seemed unconscious.  Nothing to be learned from his mind.  He had
traveled down to the ground floor of the hotel.  This gave her pause.  Why
would he be in this situation?  Obviously something was wrong.


The need to feed took precedence for the immediate moment. 
Better take care of her needs and then pursue Aaron.  She’d be in position to
act with her thirst sated.  Besides, what’s the worst that could happen? 
Aaron was very capable of taking care of himself.  He wasn’t in any pain at the
moment.


Demarco stepped up impatiently.  “Is there a problem?”


“Non. 
One more moment please.”


She turned to Ana with a kiss, stroking away her tears with
her fingertips. “Listen ma chérie. 
Aaron will return soon.  Don’t worry.  I will return to you shortly.”  The
tears started again.


“I can only give you one hour.  I must return quickly.”  She
pegged Demarco, her eyes uncommonly intense.  He nodded acceptance.


“Sure thing.  That should be enough time.”


She focused on Ana.  “See?  I will return in one hour.  Do
not cry mon petit.  If
Aaron is not back we will find him together.  D’accord?” 
She smiled brightly, willing Ana to be calm and have faith.  Ana visibly
relaxed under her powerful confidence and influence.


Ana whispered as they hugged goodbye.  “Okay.  I’ll call you
if he shows up before you get back.”


 


* * * *


 


Oso drove Demarco and Michelle to Demarco’s home in the
Camden Estates gated community twenty minutes off the Vegas strip.  The
subdivision was one of many birthed in the boom of 2004-2007 when developers
made millions in a couple years instead of the usual five to ten year
turnaround for resale.  His southwest style home, like all others on the block,
rose two stories high in tan and cream stucco with a dark red clay tile roofing. 
Demarco ushered them around to the back patio where his in-ground hot tub
awaited.  Oso made himself scarce, disappearing into the house.


Demarco removed the cover from the hot tub, kicked on the
bubbles and offered her a drink from the outdoor kitchen-gazebo.  She refused. 
As he frowned at her abstinence, she wasted no time, stripping off her cocktail
dress to stand before him completely nude.  She hadn’t bothered with underwear.


“Damn woman!  You don’t mess around.”  He’d forgotten all
about whatever had made him frown.


She was truly fabulous, a sight to behold.  Her perky little
handful breasts stood erect, nipples pointed straight at him.  She was a dainty
hourglass.  He began to see what had grabbed Kramer’s attention.  She made him
hard in a few seconds, uncomfortably hard.


She licked her lips like she had something planned.


He definitely couldn’t fault Kramer’s taste in women.  If
you’re gonna fall for a girl, you couldn’t go wrong with Michelle.  He knew
she was the type to ruin a man, steal his heart, his money, his balls, and
everything else that wasn’t nailed down.  But it sure would be a hell of ride
to be ruined by her.


She jumped into the hot tub and beckoned to him.  Her perky
little breasts bounced up and down joyfully, as if to say, Come on in, the
water’s warm.  No denying her.  Were he a captain at sea, his ship would
surely smash upon the rocks answering her siren’s call.


Demarco removed his clothes down to his boxer shorts and
managed to pull his eyes away from her long enough to fix himself a tequila
sunrise, a double shot.  On his way to the hot tub he grabbed a bath towel with
a syringe of heroin in solution he’d prepared earlier in the evening just for
this moment.


A point three gram blast of high purity china white was
triple what most junkies considered a decent dose.  She’d be toasted hard, his to
control from this point forward.  He had four more doses of the same to
maintain her through the night.  His experience with two girls he’d done this to
previously, taught him she’d be begging for more by this time tomorrow.


He sat on the edge of the hot tub laying the towel close at
hand, legs dangling in the water.  “Come here girl.  Let me show you some
magic.”


He twirled his fingers and waved her over.  She accommodated
him, shimmying her ass between his legs, the small of her back rubbing up
against his hard cock.


As he rubbed her shoulders, listening to her purr with contentment
in her exotic French lilt, he began to think maybe this was a mistake.  She was
so awesome.  A wonderful little piece of ass like her shouldn’t be abused.  She
had some indescribable quality.  He was so damn hard it hurt––just from rubbing
her back and teasing her luscious blond hair as his fingers worked up the lower
part of her scalp.


They shouldn’t be doing this.  It was a mistake.  He
realized the truth too late.  He’d already committed to this course of action. 
Business was business.  Sometimes unpleasant things must be done for the sake
of business.  He needed to keep Kramer happy.  He couldn’t afford to jeopardize
his relationship with his partner over a twinge of conscience.


But it felt so wrong.  As he reached for the needle in the
towel, it felt like he was about to drug a race horse, an unnecessary act
carrying far more potential for damage than benefit.


Instead of listening to instinct, which had served him quite
well till now, he committed the biggest mistake of his life.  He stuck Michelle
straight in the jugular vein and depressed the plunger.  She twitched from the
initial poke of the needle, but didn’t react until a couple seconds later.


 


* * * *


 


The cylinder emptied into her veins sending a massive rush
screaming through her system.  She roared into the night and leaped twelve feet
in the air, spinning and flipping around like an Olympic gymnast to land on the
far side of the hot tub in a splash.


“What the fuck?”


He stood up and walked around to her side of the hot tub. 
She was there in the water, pale white skin and blond hair, floating face
down.  “Holy shit!  Please don’t let her be dead!”


He reached down to grab her.  She came up out of the water
growling in an attack crouch, claws splayed out to the side, jaw unhinged and
wide open with full size fangs on display.


Her true predatory nature had been unmasked.  Eyes wild and
crazed, her wicked claws flexed, itching to be buried in something meaty.  She
hissed at him menacingly.  The sound held promise of violence.


His knees weakened, heart pounded.  His world turned gray as
the tunnel vision of terror narrowed everything down to her.  If he hadn’t used
the bathroom recently, he would’ve shit as his sphincters flexed and piss ran
down his leg.


She launched at him.  He tried to back pedal.  Every instinct
in his body screamed RUN, but she moved like lightning.  No sooner had he taken
a step, and then she was on him, a blur of blond hair, claws, and fangs,
hissing and snarling like a feral beast.


She slammed him up into the air and down onto his back on
the tiled patio.  He learned of her inhuman strength the hard way, as she held
him down like a child.  She bit his neck and chest, digging her claws into his
shoulders for purchase as she pinned him.  She bit him over and over and over
again.  He flailed and bucked and tried to get her off.  Useless struggles. 
She was far stronger than any person he knew.


Fire raced through his veins, raping him with orgasm after
orgasm.  His brain exploded in a euphoric rush as organ after organ reacted to
the liquid magic injected into his bloodstream.  He became one raw nerve
stroked into crescendos of sexual climax.  He succumbed to the euphoria of her
bite, unable to fight anymore, rocked with the intense high and repeated
orgasms.


All the carefully constructed rules of behavior and
etiquette she’d adhered to for decades were gone in an instant.  She was raw
passion, ferocity, and hunger.  All inhibitions and caution abandoned.  She
tore off Demarco’s boxer shorts and mounted his erection, pounding him
furiously, biting over and over.


He convulsed, shuddered, and screamed.  “Oh God help me! 
Oso!  Help!”  Overwhelmed with pain, ecstasy, shock, and euphoria mixed into an
indistinguishable blend.


She rode him through a series of excruciating pelvic
grinding orgasms, growling and grunting like a beast.  He cried from the deluge
of sensations, tears streaming down his face for the first time since he was a
teenager.


Demarco knew he had unleashed a demonic entity bent on
bleeding and fucking him to death.  If she couldn’t kill him with her razor
talons, she’d surely crush his pelvis with her soaking wet thighs grinding him
relentlessly.


 


* * * *


 


Writhing, impaled on his cock, slamming down onto his hips
with insane fury, his pathetic whimpers penetrated her drug-hazed mind.  She
realized he had been begging for long minutes as she pounded him into the hard
tile.  .  She exercised what small measure of control she could muster.  She
extracted herself from his bruised thighs and stood up, licking his blood off
her lips.  Standing spread eagle over him she assessed his condition.  He lay
there dazed and wheezing, mewling for help from his friend, unable to move.


“What did you do to me?”  She swayed on her feet, barely
able to maintain her balance.  Tracers slid past her vision.  Ribbons of
colored light floated and twirled through the air in front of her as she
spoke.  Her own voice sounded foreign.


“I shot you …”  He groaned.  “I shot you up …”


She staggered, trying to step away from him as she stared in
shock at his condition.  His bloody shoulders bore evidence of her long talons.
 Scores of deep scratches ran from his elbows to his collarbone. His clothing
hung in rags where it remained on his body at all.  He stared at her with fear
and loathing.


“Mon dieu! 
What have I done?”


She turned her head sideways, trying to focus to see his
aura.  His aura pulsed crimson, the color of agonized pain then throbbed purple
streaked with black, intense fear.


She pushed her toe at his ribs, trying to rouse him from his
stupor.  He grunted and attempted to stand up, but lost balance.  She caught
him at the last second, jerking him to his feet with one arm.  “Did I hurt
you?”


“You’re a demon from hell, that’s what you are!  I can
barely walk you crazy bitch!  You tried to kill me!”


Fury, instant blinding fury.  She snatched up his sorely
abused balls, pinching in tight with the tips of her claws.  She reached up
with her other hand scratching a trail of bloody welts down his
blood-splattered chest.


“Aaahhh Fuck!”  He tried to back away, but she held him in
place, anchored by his most sensitive flesh.


“Listen to me fils
de salope!––son of bitch.”  She swayed again, his face
swimming in and out of focus.  Her own voice sounded strange, slurred, like
someone else speaking.  It was a credit to her extraordinary will power that
she could function at all.


“You did this.  What did you do to me?”  The strange lilt to
her slurred question sounded like a completely different Michelle.


He pointed at the empty syringe lying on the tile at the
edge of the hot tub.  “Heroin.”


 


* * * *


 


Oso and Camacho sat in Demarco’s den watching a martial arts
action film.  Camacho had the sound cranked up loud enough for the coffee table
to vibrate with the base reverberating through the surround sound subwoofers.


Camacho yelled over the noise, “This is better than the
theater.  A little coca, unas cervezas.  Can’t do that shit in the theater
man.”  Oso snickered as he finished snorting a line off the coffee table’s glass
surface.


“This shit’s all fake.  Nobody can fly through the air like
that, its nothin but wires.”  Oso complained.  He snatched up the remote and
turned down the volume to a more tolerable level.


“Fine!  Ima go check on the boss.”


“It’s your ass Essay.”  Oso smirked, “You know he don’t
wanna be messed with when he’s gettin busy.  Just wait a little while.  You’ll
get your turn with the guerra.”


He laughed at Camacho again.  He had been bragging about the
blond ever since they arrived.  Like a kid on Christmas morning, Camacho
couldn’t wait to get his hands on the new toy under the tree.


“Why don’t you go see how she’s doin.  Make sure she’s
okay.”  Oso tried his best to keep a straight face.  


He knew Demarco would be goin at it with her for the rest of
the night.  Camacho would have to wait till tomorrow for a round of sloppy
seconds.


“Yeah, I’m just gonna take a little peek.  Make sure she’s
still alive.”  Camacho took off down the hallway from the rec room to the
sliding glass door leading out to the tiled back patio.


 


* * * *


 


Camacho stood at the sliding glass door peering through the
vertical blinds at Michelle’s backside as she humped Demarco, grinding and
popping her hips like a porno played in fast forward.  He had caught a semi,
and wondered how the hell he’d be able to match such ferocity when she stood
up, Demarco lying on the ground beneath her.  He watched as she staggered to
one side, losing her balance, swaying like a reed in the wind.


“Dis chick is already faded.”  He snorted.  I’m gonna
make her take it in the ass.  She won’t stop me.


Then she toed Demarco, and that’s when he noticed all the
blood.  It was everywhere, on the patio, on her hands, in her hair, all over
Demarco’s chest.  And Demarco hadn’t gotten up.


“Oso!  Ven!  Oso!”  He ran back to Oso yelling at the top of
his lungs.


“She’s gonna kill him!  La puta está loca!  Vamos!”


Oso and Camacho raced out onto the patio to a scene of insane
carnage.  She stood face to face with Demarco, holding him by the balls.  She
snapped her head to attention, snaring Oso and Camacho with her feral gaze. 
She looked at them like they were plump, juicy Thanksgiving turkeys for the
feast.


She gave them a look of hunger, the look a starving cougar
gives to a ripe young fawn.  They stood there pegged by her intensity, deer
in the headlights.  She was completely nude.  Her hands, face, and breasts
dripped with Demarco’s blood.  Blood ran down her belly to stop at her clean
shaven rosy wet center.


Camacho didn’t think before he reacted.  He hurled all five
foot, five inches, 160 pounds, into a full bodied hook punch.  His struck
true.  Her head snapped back sideways with a crack.  She staggered back,
letting go of Demarco.  With a ferocious roar of fury, she blinked out of
sight.


Staggering pain streaked through Camacho.  He looked down at
himself in shock.  His shirt torn open wide, blood and viscera oozed from a
deep gash starting at his navel and ending at his sternum.  His knees grew weak
and he slumped to the ground.


“Oh Dios mío.”  He whimpered.


Nobody moved.  Nobody made a sound.  Even the crickets
silenced for this one moment.


“Oso help me!  Oh God help me!”  He cried out in a sickening
whimper.


 


* * * *


 


“Qu'est-ce que j'ai fait?”  She
slurred.


They looked at her in terror as she looked back and forth
between them and man on the ground.  She whispered horrified, “What have I
done?”


No one moved to help the man.  She dropped down to his prone
body.  Her hands shook as she reached out to touch him.  “S'il vous plaît Dieu me pardonne.” 
She asked God’s forgiveness.


He lay there at her knees crying and shaking.  He looked
into the face of death as she mesmerized him with her gaze.


“I don’t wanna die Oso, help me….”  His pleas trailed off
into a whisper as she gained control of him, leaning down an inch from his
face.  “El Ángel de la muerte.”  He whispered.


“I cannot save you, but I can take your pain.”  She cried,
tears of blood running down her face with her offer.  “It will be quick.  I promise.” 
She whispered.


He nodded in silent acceptance and began whispering a prayer
in Spanish.  Her hands caressed his face gently.  She looked up at Demarco,
hating him, hating herself for what she’d done.  For what she was about to do.


She struck, biting down deep into his jugular vein.  He
twitched and then stilled in her embrace as the wonders of her bite spread
throughout his body, replacing shock and trauma with euphoria.  She held him
tightly sucking and sucking and sucking, her naked torso undulating as she gulped
down his life.


Camacho died in utter ecstasy.  His angel of death delivered
him to heaven’s gates in his dying moment through the euphoric nirvana of her
bite.  Demarco and Oso didn’t make a move, not one twitch or sound.  They watched
silently as Camacho died in her embrace.


 


* * * *


 






 

 


 


Chapter 16


 


Demarco caught Oso’s gaze and nudged his head in the
direction of the wet-bar.  Oso glanced back down in horror at the naked woman sucking
the life from Camacho.  Demarco whispered in a hiss.  “Get another one quick!”


Oso edged over to the wet-bar, his eyes glued to Michelle
the whole time, sweat pouring down his face.  He came away from the wet-bar
with a shiny little syringe in hand.


“Tírame la!”  Demarco hissed.


Oso threw it to Demarco who snatched it out of the air.  He
slipped off the needle safety cover and stabbed it into the side of Michelle’s
neck, depressing the plunger with his thumb.


She let go of Camacho and fell to the floor heaving and
convulsing with grunts and growls.  She flew up off the ground in a flash,
tackling Demarco, tumbling across the patio in a scuffle.  She came out on top,
roaring in his face in victory.  He tried to shove her off.  She grabbed his
arms, pinning him down with that inhuman immense strength he simply could not
overcome.  Seated atop his chest, she stared at him face-to-face, unhinging her
jaw.  Her naked breasts heaved as she breathed heavily, her glazed eyes rolled
around wildly out of focus.  She shook her head, as if she could shake off the
effects of the drug.


 


* * * *


 


She cocked her head sideways trying to focus her vision on
that special spectrum of light/energy she alone could see, auras.  Were they
trying to kill her?  Demarco’s aura streaked through with fatigue and pain,
but not too bad off.  She looked up to see Oso staring at her wide-eyed, scared
shitless.  He wanting to bolt, but fear held him in place.  They didn’t appear
threatening.


She snapped her wide open jaw shut in Demarco’s face and
looked back at Oso.  “Why are you doing this to me?”  She started to sit up,
releasing her punishing grip on his arms.


Demarco squirmed beneath her, his naked hips sliding around
between her legs in his struggle.  It felt good.


“I like it.”  She slurred into his face with a glazed smile.


He smelled so wonderful:  fear, adrenaline, sex, blood.  She
liked it when the food got frisky.  All those wonderful scents made her hungry
for more than blood.  Demarco struggled, bucking his hips to dislodge her, his
cock sliding around her inner thighs.  She wanted it.


“Get off me you crazy bitch!”


 “I like it when you fight.  Rendez-le plus dur.  Je le veux plus dur.  Make it harder!”


Giggling as he struggled, she bit him to make sure it would
be nice and hard.  As he wiggled around she latched onto him tightly and
reached down between his legs to find what she wanted.  It was already nice and
hard.


He stilled when her fingers wrapped around his erection.  In
a split second she squirmed her hips in place and slid down onto all that
wonderful hard flesh.  Releasing her bite to sit up for better reach, she
worked down onto him.  Within a few seconds his hands stopped trying to push
her away and moved to her hips, pulling.  He thrust up into her as she rode
him, grinding down on all that wonderful meaty goodness.


She closed her eyes tightly in concentration.  Slick,
sliding, pushing and grinding.  She rode hard, trying to find that force and
rhythm Aaron could give her.  She found her spot, the spot she liked.  Aaron
always knew how to hit it.  This one didn’t know.  She had to do it for
herself, arching and grinding to get that thick cock right where she needed it.


She looked down at him through hazy blurred vision going in
and out of focus.  He didn’t smell right, all soft and meaty, none of the
hard-sharp angles of Aaron’s body.  This was not Aaron.  This man could not
perform like Aaron.


After a time he began to tire.  She saw the exhaustion in his
aura, and some pain.  She had been hurting him.  She ground down onto his hips
one last time, finding that special spot she wanted to hit.  With a shudder and
a growl, she lay her head down on his chest, licking at his nipple.  She
stroked him softly with her fingertips, trying to sooth.  “Did I hurt you?”


He breathed very hard, panting even.  She must’ve been too
rough.


“I don’t have words for what you did to me.”


She looked up, a glazed dilated smile.  She kissed him, his
own blood on her lips.  He kissed her back hesitantly.


“Chingao madre, he’s still alive.  I thought you fucked him
to death.”


She noticed Oso standing a few feet away, looking
concerned.  His aura bled through with fear, but streaked with a heavy color
band of lust.  She looked down at his pants, at the bulge.  In his hand was
another one of those shiny little needles.


“What is that?”


“This is the good shit right here.”


She was up in a flash standing in front of Oso, her hands
undoing his belt to reach down in his pants.  In a second her deadly claw
wrapped around his erection.  She licked her lips.  She caught a glimmer of
moonlight reflecting off the needle as he held it up.  Wicked fast and strong she
grabbed his arm.


Anchored by his cock and his wrist, she threatened.  “Don’t
ever try to surprise me with the needle.  I am a vampire you imbéciles!  Don’t play with
me or I will play with you.”  She tugged on Oso’s cock and flicked her head in
the direction of Demarco laid out on the patio, limp and exhausted.


“You won’t like the way I play.”


Oso’s aura held the dark swirling colors of fear with an
edge of yellow boldness.  He offered, “You want this don’t you?”


What did she want?  She wanted more.  More fun, more
blood, more sex.  But she missed her beloved Aaron.  Where did Aaron go? 
Why wasn’t Aaron here to join the fun?  She tried to reach out for him,
but he was gone.  Nothing but black emptiness.  He’d gone far to the North,
many miles away.  He’d left her.


“Where is Aaron?  Why did he leave me?”  She felt like
crying with the horrible well of disappointment.  Would he ever leave her? 
Could ever leave her?


“He is mine forever.  He cannot leave.  Take me to him!”


Oso’s aura streaked with another spike of reddish-black fear
and anxiety.  “Here, this’ll make it better.  Let me give you this.  And then
I’ll take you wherever you want to go.”


She could smell the drug in the needle, the smell of
wonderful reckless abandon.  It wouldn’t hurt to let him give it to her.  Then
he would take her to Aaron.  “Oui. 
I like that very much.”


“You gotta let go.  I need both hands.”  She had been
holding his wrist and cock the whole time.  She let go of both.


“Je
veux plus.”  He didn’t seem to understand her.  She growled, “I want
more, and then you will take me to Aaron!”


He smirked, fear and boldness intertwining in his aura.  “Give
me your arm.”


She did.  In a moment he had slipped the needle in and given
her a fantastic blast of happiness.  He was right there in her face as she growled
and moaned, leaning into his chest.  She could smell his fear and arousal.  His
pants were undone.  His heart beat strong and fresh against her cheek.  His
hands reached around to hold her close, erection pressed hard against her belly. 
Time to play with Oso.


 


* * * *


 


Michelle stood up from atop Oso’s lap and stared down at him
as he huffed and wheezed, exhausted after their latest round of punishing sex. 
She swayed on her feet, so high she could barely walk.


“Où est Aaron? 
Take me to Aaron.  Why can’t I find him?”


She staggered three steps before slipping on the wet tile to
fall into the hot tub headfirst.  She splashed and flailed around in the
water.  


“Pinche puta loca.”  He groaned and rolled over to pull her
out.


She tugged him into the water giggling, wrapping around him
with her hands between his legs.  He felt the wonderful sting of her tiny
little razor sharp teeth as she bit him on his chest for the gazillionth time. 
She held his cock as it hardened in her grip.  Her glazed dilated eyes stared
at him.


Blazing wonder and euphoria spread from his chest out across
his whole body.  She could give him nirvana with the tiniest prick of her teeth. 
She needed only a little blood in exchange for a dose of her wonderful venom. 
Not a bad deal really.


Her teeth sunk in, pumping all that wonderful sensation
straight to his cock.


She licked his blood from the cuts on his chest with that
same hungry look in her eyes, the one that always preceded sex, violence, or
some combination thereof.  She pulled and tugged, coaxing his flaccid member
back into shape.


“Je veux plus.  Je veux Aaron.”  She had said it numerous times over the past couple hours while fucking
him raw.  He knew what she meant.  More.  She wanted more.  More blood, more
sex, more heroin.  She wanted Aaron, the punk.


Her eyes turned dark and
brooding.  She flipped personalities in an instant, going from lovey dovey to
psycho bitch without warning.  And she had become very angry at Aaron’s
absence.


He called to Demarco,
“Darle más ante que ella recupere y nos matamos!”  Give her more before she sobers up and kills us.


He had begun to panic.  She
rubbed her breasts on his chest and spread her legs wide to sit astride his
lap.  His cock in one hand, she ran her other hand down his jawline in an
implied promise of something yet to come.  He looked into her inhuman angry
stare and knew fear like he’d never known before.


“Take me to Aaron.”  She whispered husky in his ear. 
Somehow, the quiet tone was more ominous than any of her growls, howls, or
screams had been previously.


He nodded to Demarco.  “Get another dose Essay!”  Desperation
evident in his voice.  With her hands between his legs, he readily imagined how
quick and easy she might slice right through his cock.  A very sobering
thought.


Demarco stepped up, taking her attention off Oso’s bruised
cock.  “We used all the premade doses, but I got another five grams we can cook
up.  If you want I can get you a whole fuckin kilo.  Whatever you want,
whatever you need, I’m your man.”


 


* * * *


 


As he cooked up several more doses for Michelle, Demarco shook
his head at his predicament.  He now understood far better than Kramer what the
‘big deal’ was with Michelle.  God had created her as the perfect seducer of
men.  When it came to sex and sensuality, no man alive could resist her.  She
was Eve, the embodiment of original sin, everything a man ever wanted but could
never truly claim as his own.  To try would be his downfall.  His perfect
little world had been shattered by this beautiful creature.  It would never be
the same again.


He knew that if Michelle entered into the walls of the
Vatican, she’d corrupt every single clergyman within, causing them to forsake
their vows in trade for a few moments with her.  With one glance men would
happily follow her to the bowels of hell and swim across the lake of fire to
get to her.


 


* * * *


 


Michelle glanced back and forth between them, Oso’s rigid cock
held tightly in her lethal grip.  She read the color of fear in their auras. 
She owned them.  But unlike Anastasia, they were not beloved pets.


Demarco worked feverishly fast at the wet bar preparing
another dose.  In seconds he came to her with that wonderful little needle held
out like a white flag peace offering.


“This is what you want right?  I got it right here ready to
go.”


“I want Aaron.”


“Sure, whatever you say.  We’ll do whatever you say
Michelle.”  He was very very afraid now.  Almost terrified.  Taking her to
Aaron scared him very badly.


She stood up out of the water.  His fear smelled so
enticing.  She liked the taste of adrenaline in the blood, so much sweeter. 
She leaped on him, knocking the needle out of his hand to land in a furious tumble
on the tile.  He tried to fight, holding her down, but she flipped him over
like nothing, pinning him down on the tile.


“You take me to Aaron now!”


A slight stinging poke in the back of her shoulder …
wonderful joy spread everywhere at once.  She lolled over sideways atop
Demarco, barely able to hold herself up from the assault of the drug on her
senses.


“Lets play some more Michelle.”  Oso spoke quietly in her
ear, lifting her up from Demarco.


His hands slid down between her legs, massaging her inside
and out.  She purred into his embrace.


“Him too.”  She pointed at Demarco as he swam in and out of
her blurred vision.  Demarco stared at her in utter fascination.  She knew she
owned both of them, fun new toys to play with.


 


* * * *


 


Demarco had never before used the heroin he sold.  He feared
becoming an addict.  As he watched Michelle riding Oso up against the wall, her
claws dug into the exterior stucco siding, he resigned himself to the fact that
the course of his life was irrevocably changed.  He knew the indescribable
sensations from Michelle’s bite must be akin to heroin, and just as addictive. 
She had bitten him more times than he could count, and yet he already wanted
more.  She had doomed him to this addiction, which he artfully avoided all his life,
until now.


Many had tried to convince him to shoot up his own material. 
He had faced peer pressure and even threat of death by those suspecting him of
being an undercover cop because of his refusal to use.  The irony of his
predicament did not escape him.  He chuckled at the sheer ridiculousness of the
situation.  He always paid a price for ignoring his instincts.  He should never
have shot her up.


 


* * * *


 






 

 


 


Chapter 17


 


Michelle’s cell phone hummed from the vibration of an
incoming call.  Oso didn’t react fast enough to get out of her way.  He’d been
humping away with her down on the floor, her legs up in the air over his shoulders. 
She removed him in one fluid movement, untangling her legs from his shoulders
to shove her knees into his gut, pushing off with her hands.  Quite a sight to
see three hundred fifty pounds of naked fat Mexican launched into the air,
screaming and flailing.  He landed in a perfect belly flop on top of Demarco,
crushing the lawn chair beneath them.  They spent a couple minutes cursing, disentangling
themselves from one another in the twisted lawn chair as Michelle answered her
cell.


“Hello, Qui est à l’appareil?”


Anastasia bawled like a child.  She could barely understand
her.  “Ooohhhh gaaad!  He’s gone!  He left me!  Where is he?  I know you know
where he is!”  Michelle couldn’t get in a single word in.  “The party’s over! 
He left me.  You left me here all alone!  Ohh gaaad it hurts Michelle!  I need
him sooo baaad!”


“Ana listen, calmez-vous ma chérie.  It’s alright.  Where are you?”


“I’m here at the hotel, why didn’t you come back?  You
promised!  I need you Michelle!  It hurts, please help me!  Don’t leave me here
to die!”


Ana’s intoxicated speech slurred heavily as she cried into
the phone.


“Ana … Ana listen.  I will send you the address here.  Take
a taxi.  I am waiting for you.”  She couldn’t deal with the drama anymore.  She
cut off the call.


Demarco and Oso had crawled into the hot tub to sooth their
aching abused bodies.  The pain killer of her venom only went so far.  Their
adventures with her on the ceramic tile patio and abrasive stucco walls had
caught up with them.  She slipped into the hot tub, cell phone in hand, and
growled at Demarco.


“Send her a text with the address to the house!  Dépêche-toi!”


 


* * * *


 


Demarco couldn’t believe Michelle had spent the entire
evening buck-ass naked.  It was one of the most unnerving aspects of the ordeal. 
Neither he nor Oso could get over their fascination with this insane naked sex
goddess.


Oso hadn’t said much since being reduced to her sex slave,
but Demarco knew they were both in way over their heads, completely obsessed with
her.  She owned them heart and soul.  She had them doing things they’d never
believed themselves capable of.  They spent hours with her naked, double-teaming
her.  She had a thing she did where she was atop one of them; sucking cock like
no tomorrow, while the other one nailed her from behind.  She had the inhuman
coordination to rise up with her ass and hips to meet each stroke and then drop
back down to deep throat the man beneath her.


In the last hour Oso lost his erection and couldn’t continue. 
He begged her.  “I can’t do it no more!  If you gonna kill me, do it!  But I
can’t fuck you no more!”  It would have been hilarious if he wasn’t so
pathetic.


From that point forward Demarco carried the torch alone.  He
had long ago reached the limits of his endurance.  There seemed no end in sight
to this horrible night.  She had already consumed six doses and they planned to
give her as many more as it took to survive the ordeal.  He wished to god he’d
never given her that first blast of china white.  A mistake he would regret for
the rest of his life, that is if he survived for much longer.


He finally caught a break when Oso yelled out, “Somebody’s
bangin at the door!”


 


* * * *


 


Anastasia staggered out of the cab, peering at the text and
the brass plate with the house address. This is the place.  One unsteady
footstep followed another until a white door swam into view.  Small insects
crawled up her skin, into her hair, over her face.  No, no, not real.  God,
Michelle, I need you!  Aaron where are you? 


She beat on the door to Demarco’s house crying and yelling
loudly.  “Michelle!  Open the door pleeeeese!”


Demarco answered the door in a blood splattered white
bathrobe.  She stumbled inside, swaying on her feet, roaring drunk, mascara and
makeup smeared down her face with tears.


Her stomach flopped, fever spiked, cold sweat and shivers
all down her arms.  They’re not here!  Where are they?  She squinted at
Demarco, remembering he had taken Michelle.


“Miiicheeelle!  Aaaaaron!  Where are you!  I neeeeed you! 
Ohhh gaaad I need you!”  Unable to hold it in anymore, she doubled over and
vomited all over the floor of Demarco’s immaculate clay tiled entryway.


“What the fuck!”  He balled up his fist and cocked his arm
back.


Michelle swayed up to the doorway just in time to catch him. 
She lashed out like a whip, smacking him down with an open-handed bitch slap.


“Don’t touch her!  Elle est pour moi!”  She is mine.


Ana looked up at Michelle, blinking through tears, trying to
focus.  She was completely nude, streaked with blood, her beautiful golden
curls wet and matted with gore.


“Michelle?  What happened?  Are you hurt?”


Michelle scooped Ana off her feet, cradling her like a
child, and bit her affectionately while carrying her off to the back patio and
directly into the hot tub.  She walked straight into the water with Ana,
ruining a brand new $1300 red Gucci dress.  She stroked Ana’s hair from her
forehead, lovingly wiping away the tears and mascara.


 


* * * *


 


Anastasia writhed with the contractions of her orgasm,
bucking her hips in the water as though having sex.  Michelle reached down
between her legs and accommodated her, slipping two fingers into her wet folds.


“Oh Michelle, I missed you so much.  Oh!  Oh!  Yes!”


She caressed Ana delicately, bringing her to climax once
more with a soft little bite.  Ana squirmed through her back-arching orgasm. 
She reached between Michelle’s legs to return the favor.


“Oui!  Donnez-le-moi!”  Give it
to me.


They played with each other for a time, enjoying the hot tub
in mutual masturbation.  Ana eventually curled up into her protective embrace
like a kitten.  She stroked Ana’s hair and listened to her whine and cry.


“Where’s Aaron?  He left me there all alone.  You both left
me.  Don’t you love me anymore?”


She tried to calm Ana with kisses while reaching out through
her psychic bond to touch Aaron’s mind.  Blackout.  Nothingness.  He’d moved
much farther to the north.  In the desert somewhere.  She didn’t understand the
how or why of it, and there was nothing to do but wait for his return.  The sun
would rise very soon.  She could feel it coming on.  No way to find him now, it
would have to wait for tomorrow night.  He left us.


The painful melancholy settled in.  At least I still have
Ana, my beautiful Ana.


“Calmez-vous ma petit.  Je t’aime.  Aaron will return soon.  All questions will be answered.”  She
lied to her pet.  The truth of his absence was too painful to admit.  “Tu es
mon femme.  C’est pour toi je suis la’.”  She
tried to tell her she loved her, and would be there for her, but the French
obscured the message.


Michelle’s sing song voice and loving affection seemed to
help, the meaning of love conveyed.  Ana relaxed, fully sated on sex, venom and
way too much liquor.


She worried about her new pet.  Poor Anastasia had been
neglected, abandoned, and obviously in painful withdrawals.  With Aaron gone,
she would be so very lonely without Ana.  Must take better care of her in
the future.


“Demarco!  She needs food and drink!  Now!”  She growled at
him through the open sliding glass door.


“Fuck!  What the fuck now?”


“Morceau de merde, va te faire enculer!”  She cursed him.


Her patience with their antics evaporated as she started
coming down off the heroin for the first time in many hours.


 


* * * *


 


Though he didn’t understand her words, Demarco caught the
menace in her voice.  Better get my sorry ass movin if I want to keep it in
one piece.  He hopped to and took off down the hallway back towards the
kitchen yelling, “I got it coming.  I got it.”


He brought soup and a sandwich for Ana and set it up on the
back patio dinette table.  Michelle carried Ana out of the water, stripped her
ruined dress off and wrapped her in one of his white terry cloth bathrobes. 
Ana ate her fill like a good little drunken pet.


Oso had recovered enough to get up out of his lawn chair and
fix himself a sandwich, opting to sit with Michelle and Ana at the table.


He shot Oso a what-the-fuck-are-you-doin look, as if
he were a traitor who had joined the rival gang.  Oso shrugged his massive
bruised shoulders, “Que paso?  Tengo hambre guey.  I’m hungry.  Leave me
alone!”


Michelle glanced at the both of them staring each other down
and snapped at Demarco. “Go cover the windows in your bedroom.  No light.  Not one
sliver of sunlight.  Maintenant!”
Now!


Shaking his head at Oso, he jumped up and did as ordered.


Michelle carried her half asleep pet into his bedroom, laid
her gently on the bed, and turned on him.  “Tomorrow we find Aaron!  Go to my
room at the Caesar’s Palace and gather all the luggage.  Bring it here.”  She
handed him a room key from the hotel.  “Have this ready by sunset.”


With this she crawled under the covers next to her pet and cuddled
up, ignoring him completely.  He considered himself lucky to be rid of her
attentions.  If he ever let her sober up, he’d be in for it big time.  I’m
gonna have to maintain this psycho bitch on a perma-high.


He joined Oso out in the hot tub, relaxing away his aches
and pains.  Oso shook his head.  “She ain’t been gone ten minutes, and I wish
she was here right now, suckin on my neck.  Me estas chingando Essay.  She got
me hooked.  I know she got you too.  What the fuck we gonna do?”


“I don’t know.”  He ran his fingers through his hair,
thinking.  “We gotta keep her high.  As long as she’s busy fuckin and suckin,
she ain’t trying to drag us off to look for the punk.  And who knows what she’s
gonna be like when she’s sober.”


“She’s gonna kill us if she finds out what we did to the
punk.”  Oso shook his head again.


“You think I don’t know that?  We oughta just kill her right
now!”


“Fuck you Essay.  I need what she’s got.  You ain’t touching
Michelle!  You hear me?”  Oso splashed water at him as he pointed his finger,
dead serious.  He’d never seen Oso so vehement about anything, or anyone.


“Well aren’t you the big man?  You think you can tell me
what to do because you got her suckin on yo neck?”


“You in the same way as me.  Don’t tell me you ain’t thinkin
bout goin back in that room right now to wake her up so she can bite your ass
all day long.  Don’t lie to me Essay!  I know you in this shit same as me.”


“We should get rid of her.”  Demarco tried staring him down.


“Look at it this way.  If we keep her around, imagine how
much money we can make off her ass.  She fucks all night long Essay.  And they
all gonna want another taste of what she’s got.  We find us some rich gringos
and we milk those putos for everything they own.”


“Yeah I been thinkin about that too.  You think we can
control her if we keep her high?  I think she’s already got a tolerance to the
china white.”


“So give her more.”  Oso shrugged his massive bruised
shoulders.  “I’m tellin you, a couple rich high rollers get hooked on her, we
gonna have all kindsa money.”


“I think you’re right.  That’s exactly how we do it.” 
Demarco nodded his agreement.  He didn’t feel anywhere near as confident as he
sounded.


“What we gonna do when Juan Carlos gets here tomorrow
night?”


“Shit!”  He’d conveniently forgotten about all the other
responsibilities in his life.  What the fuck am I gonna do?  He tried to
project a semblance of self-possession to Oso.


“We gotta find a way to make it happen.  I’m sending Miguel
back out to the desert to get rid of Camacho.  We’re gonna have to shoot her up
real good before she wakes up.  Maybe take her with us.  She can wait in the
car with the other puta.”  He spoke with a conviction he did not feel.


Oso shook his head again, not falling for the bravado.


 


* * * *


 






 

 


 


Chapter 18


 


Aaron awoke with a heavy, drowsy feeling and a horribly dry
itchy thirst.  His mind was clouded and groggy.  He couldn’t think past the
overpowering instinctive drive of the predator pushing him to get up and go. 
He lay in the dirt near a patch of dry brush, a hillside a few feet away.  He smelled
the arid aromas of cactus and weeds.  The mineral tang of dust floating on the
desert breeze coated his tongue.


He heard rustling nearby in the bushes.  A rabbit took off
running at the sound of a coyote’s yipping and barking.  The predator’s
unshakeable will and instinct goaded him to rise to his feet.  I’m sooo
tired.  Let me go back to sleep.  The predator would not let him be.


He arose looking around him.  His vision wouldn’t focus
properly.  He kept going blurry, tracers of color following every movement.  He
couldn’t see a single building or sign of civilization.  Nothing but desert and
scrub brush.  A set of tire tracks leading off into the distance provided the
only clue as to how he had come to this place.  The predator seized on the
tracks as a pathway out and kicked Aaron into action.  Groaning with the lazy
effort his lethargic limbs put forward, the predator forced him to jog through
the desert following the tracks.


As he ran an intense anxiety overtook him.  The predator
knew the sunrise was coming, he had a powerful compulsion to run and hide.


He ran dirt, rocks and brush sliding past in a blur.  He ran
faster, losing sight of the tracks as they twisted around the hills and washes. 
He spun and backtracked.  Dirt and more dirt swirled in his vision as he fought
to focus on the tracks.  The predator urged him on.  Faster, faster, we can
go much faster than this.  Go now.  He finally reached a low rise where he
saw the blurry black line of the highway several miles away in the distance.  He
also saw the light in the sky signaling the impending sunrise.


His body screamed with tension and fatigue.  He needed to
find a place to rest – a sanctuary – but there was nothing.  No immediate
shelter to be found.  He looked about frantically, trying to find something,
anything to hide from the sun.  He spotted a sliver of shade at the lowest
point of a water drainage washout at the bottom of the hill.  The coming light
would not reach those shadows.  Yet.


His exposed face and hands burned in the UV of the
twilight.  The rest of his body covered by clothing itched as though the dim
light penetrated right through the fabric.  He raced downhill and dived into
the shaded wash, terrified of what would happen in a few minutes when the sun
came up.  He suddenly recalled something Michelle had once told him of her days
in France during WWII.  She mentioned she’d been forced to hide in ‘holes in
the ground’.


He realized what he must do and began digging frantically into
the side of the dry creek bed.  He dug with both clawed hands, flinging dirt
out behind him.  As the sun breached the horizon, the line of shade receded. 
He had tunneled four feet into the sidewall of the creek bed when the sun ignited
the back of his legs, blazing in ultraviolet glory.  He screamed in agony as his
legs blistered and smoked. The stench of his own burnt flesh invaded his
nostrils.


The predator’s primal survival instinct took over, punching
a massive surge of raw power through his body.  His pain lessened to a degree
from the intense adrenaline rush that was the predator in full control.  He
rocketed into high speed boring into the earth at super human velocity.  The
thick cloud of dust and sand flowing out behind him helped to obscure the sun
as he dug in deeper and deeper.  When the dust finally settled, he’d burrowed
fifteen feet in with several inches of loose dirt covering his entire body.  He
lie submerged in the darkness, his only exposure to the air being his mouth and
nose for breathing.  He passed into the blissful oblivion of unconsciousness to
sleep like the dead in the bottom of his hidey hole.


 


* * * *


 


Demarco began to feel withdrawal effects at around 11:00
a.m. as he unrolled the door to his storage unit where he kept several kilos of
heroin and cocaine within a safe.  In another safe he held over $150,000 cash
used for transactions or emergencies.  He considered pulling the $50,000
now for his half of the deal with Juan Carlos, but he hated carrying that kind
of cash around.  He decided it best to return later in the evening.


“Cash later, but these babies are goin with me right now.” 
He grabbed both of his matching Desert Eagle .44 magnums, setting them aside.


He had expected to feel some kind of hangover as a result of
last night’s excesses, but he hoped it would be mitigated by the Oxycontin he
brought along.  Two 40 mg pills should do the trick.


As his hand shook and his head pounded, he complained aloud,
“Oh shit.  That woman is somethin else.  She’s got me strung out like a god-damn
hype.”


Headache, nausea, cold sweats.  Yep, I’m a damn hype for
her bite.  “Shit!”


He sat down for a few minutes trying to relax and give the
Oxy’s a chance to kick in.  Soon enough the opiate buzz began to chase away his
aches and pains.  I need a nap.  He wanted to catch a good six hours of
sleep.  Not happening.  Michelle’s “TO DO” list had to be met.


He weighed out a kilo of the china white Michelle had become
so fond of and wrapped it up in wax paper.  Working the scales, he toyed with
the idea of giving her a killer dose of a whole gram or more in hopes she’d hit
the floor doin’ the funky chicken like anyone else.  Probably wouldn’t work. 
Not only would she survive, she’d probably castrate him for trying it.  Even
worse, she might actually like that large of a dose.  Then he’d really have a
psycho bitch on his hands.  Better to take my chances with the evil I know
rather than risk the unknown.  That creature is way too volatile.  Don’t wanna
end up like Camacho.


Besides, if she died, how would they get what they needed? 
That wonderful little bite of hers, he wanted it right now.  “Oso wasn’t lyin. 
That bitch got me hooked.”  He wanted to rush back home to her right this
minute.  It’s a ‘catch-22’.  Damned if you do and damned if you don’t.


Feeling nice and fuzzy on the oxy’s, he lay down for a quick
cat nap on the futon in the storage unit.  He had a little home away from home
setup.  He figured he could shake off enough fatigue to get through the day.


He awoke to the buzz of his cell phone.  Kramer––Shit! 
Ignoring the call, he checked the time.  Shit––2:30!  He rushed off to
meet Oso at the hotel.


 


* * * *


 


Oso avoided Kramer as he packed up Michelle and Ana’s stuff
in the hotel room.  He packed all of Aaron’s things as well.  He didn’t want to
disappoint Michelle, and she didn’t know he wouldn’t come back.  He had a
healthy fear of incurring Michelle’s wrath.  He did his best to anticipate her
wishes ahead of time.  She had him hooked hardcore.  Hard to believe how drastically
his life had changed in one night.


The Oxycontin he took earlier started to wear off.  His bruised
and beaten body let him know just how much it hurt.  He popped the last two 40
mg pills Demarco had given him and sat down at the wet bar in an effort to calm
the panic attack brought on by withdrawals.  He felt a sickening need to bolt
for the door and get back to Michelle.  A wholly irrational need.  He downed
two shots of rum from the mini-fridge and snorted a fat line of coke for good
measure.  That’s better.


As he sat there in chemically induced happiness, it hit him
like a smack to the face.  Aaron moved really fast, just like Michelle.  He’s
the same thing as Michelle!  He’d seen Kramer’s video footage with Demarco
yesterday afternoon.  Aaron was one wicked son of a bitch in a fight.  It all
started to make sense how Aaron tossed Miguel around like a lightweight.  He’s
a fuckin bloodsucker!  I gotta tell Demarco!  Holy shit, is he even dead?  The
‘Special K’ and the blowfish toxin probably didn’t kill him!


Oso almost fell off his barstool with the realization.  Just
when he thought he was completely fucked, imagining Aaron barging through the
hotel door to tear him a new asshole, he recalled Michelle’s thing about
daylight.  She can’t handle the sun.  She’s dead asleep right now, and so is
he!


Oso leapt out of the barstool with a yell of triumph,
throwing his fist in the air.  “Yeah motherfucker!  Eat sun!”


He’s out in the desert with nowhere to hide from the
sun!  He’s toast!


Oso dialed up Demarco’s cell and explained it all to him.


Demarco sounded curt, pissed off.  “I’m calling Miguel right
now.  He’s gotta go back out there and light that kid on fire.  I’m not takin’
any chances with these fuckin vampires!”


“That’s a real good idea, Essay.  Ten cuidado
con esa madre.”  Oso agreed.


 


* * * *


 


Demarco had a sickening feeling in his gut.  His life had headed
into a seemingly inescapable downward spiral.  Oso had thrown him quite a loop
with the news about Aaron.  He was slipping, should’ve figured it out for
himself.  How easy is it to kill a vampire?


And what if Michelle finds out they’d killed Aaron?  They’d
be dead meat for sure.


Kramer called again.   He’d already left three voicemails
and two text messages.  I’m gonna have to call this SOB.  He finally
called him back at three in the afternoon, as he walked in the door to Caesar’s
Palace to meet Oso.


“Hey what’s up?  I’m really busy right now.  I don’t have time
to talk.  Make it quick!”


 


* * * *


 


Demarco spoke too abruptly, much more so than usual.  Kramer
could tell immediately something was very wrong.  Demarco never lost his cool
like this.  His rudeness was out of character.


“What’s the status with Aaron and Michelle?  Did everything
go as planned?  I expected you to call last night.”  His cool voice became a
little more terse than usual.  “Did you get my message about tonight?  We’re a
go with JC at ten o-clock.  He’s on his way to Vegas now.”


He let Demarco’s rudeness slip this once, hoping they had
accomplished their mutual objectives.  What he most wanted at the moment was
another round with Michelle, but he hoped for a more submissive and
controllable Michelle, hooked on heroin.


“Listen man … that woman is really something else.  You
wouldn’t believe it if I told you.  I can’t go into details right now, but I’ll
say this, she likes the china white!”


He winced at Demarco’s slip of the tongue over the insecure
cellular lines.  Demarco didn’t even seem to notice his mistake.


“I guarantee she’ll be faded when she wakes up.  That’s for
damn sure!”  Demarco laughed snidely.  “Don’t worry about the kid, he’s been
taken care of, and we’ll be ready for tonight’s meeting.  No problem.”


Demarco’s tone of voice told a different tale.  They had a
problem.  Demarco was trying to hide that problem.


“Okay … good to hear.  So, when should I expect to meet up
with our golden girl?”  He couldn’t hide his anticipation any better than
Demarco could hide his anxiety.


“Ahh …. well … she’s not quite there yet.  It’s too soon. 
Give me another night and we’ll see where she stands.  I’ll touch base with you
on that later.  Okay?”


No surprise there.  What is he not telling me? 
“Alright, I guess I can live with that.”  It’s not like he gave me any
choice.


“Hey, you’ll have to forgive me if I’m being rude.  I’ve got
a lot on my plate right now, and … last night was pretty wild.  I didn’t get
any sleep.  I’ll catch up with you tonight.”  An apology from Demarco? 
Something is definitely wrong.


“I guess I’ll trust your judgment.  We’ll talk tonight.” He
hung up the phone, a funky feeling settling in his gut.  He hoped whatever the
problem, it wouldn’t interfere in tonight’s business.


 


* * * *


 


Anastasia arose to Michelle’s naked embrace.  She slept in
later than usual.  It had been a rough night.  She smiled.  I’m starting to
match their schedules.  The comfort of being held so lovingly felt nice and
cozy, but Michelle’s embrace couldn’t erase her pounding headache and parched thirst. 
Her mouth tasted horrid.  She could only imagine how bad her breath must be.


She fell out of bed, her head hammering with the jarring
impact.  She staggered to the kitchen and chugged down a quart of milk.  She
devoured Demarco’s cottage cheese and topped it off with buttered toast.  With
a little sustenance she began to feel better, but the withdrawals started
kicking in hard.  Her bones ached, and she felt magnetically drawn back to
Michelle.


It seemed worse than the previous two nights.  She was
struck with the conviction that she would die from this addiction very soon. 
Her heart filled with melancholy depression from the surety her time on this
earth was limited.


She missed Aaron so much it hurt.  Beyond his bite, she
needed him here.  She could never be whole without him.  His absence left a
soul deep emptiness.  If he didn’t return soon, she didn’t know how she’d
survive the night.


She didn’t consider herself religious, but she’d been raised
with the basic tenets of Christianity.  The moment felt right for prayer.


“Dear God, please bring Aaron back to me.  I just need a
little more time with him before it’s over.  Please, please, please bring him
back to me.”


She hit paydirt while digging through Demarco’s medicine
cabinet in the bathroom off the master bedroom.  Oxycontin.  Maybe there is
a god.  She popped three without a second’s hesitation.  If that doesn’t
do it nothing will.


She vaguely recalled a wet-bar outside by the hot tub.  That’s
the ticket, a stiff drink.  As she cracked open the unopened bottle of
Patron tequila, she smiled.  Yep, there definitely is a god.  Fixing
herself a double tequila with Squirt, she settled into the hot tub to let the
wonderful bubbles, drug, and drink work their magic.  After finishing off another
double mixer and feeling no pain, she wandered back to check on Michelle.  Her
golden haired lover looked so inviting, naked, out cold, vulnerable.  She
crawled into bed to hug Michelle tightly.  Just might make it through
another night without Aaron.  Oxy’s and liquor pack a nice punch.


 


* * * *


 


Oso and Demarco returned home just before sunset carrying a
kilo of heroin, all Michelle’s luggage, and an armful of groceries.  They both
raided the medicine cabinet for another dose of Oxy’s.  It was the only thing
that seemed to help.  Oso sat down to fix himself a sandwich and stuff his
face.


Demarco checked on his house guests who slept soundly in his
king-sized, hand-carved mahogany four-poster bed.  The sexy little black-haired
tramp was butt-ass naked wrapped around the nude vampire.  One of the most
provocative sights he’d ever seen.  His cock strained against his pants as he
stood there committing this picture to memory.


Time to get to work.  He cooked up ten shots of china
white and set them aside.  Eight hundred dollars of product when cut and sold
on the streets of Chicago.  The bitch would probably blow through it before
the night was over.  She had a hundred dollar an hour habit.  He shook his
head at the ridiculousness of his predicament.  Here he was giving away stupid
amounts of heroin to a creature that had no concept of its value or how many
years in prison he might do if caught with it in his possession.  He’d actually
stabbed a guy over this much product.  This new life was going to be a hard
adjustment.


“Oso, cook up the stir-fry for me would ya?  And make enough
for the puta.”  Sitting at the kitchen counter watching Oso do his thing, he
fantasized about the evening to come.  I’m gonna get a piece of that girl. 
What was her name … Ana.  I’m gonna watch her swallow.


Then he remembered, Miguel.  “Shit!  Oso, did Miguel
ever call you back?”


“No Essay, he’s probably on his way back now.  Call him.  I
got my hands full.”


Five rings and Miguel’s voicemail kicked in.  He must be out
of the area still.  It’s a cellular dead zone up north… Isn’t it?  I
hope that’s all it is.


“Here, I got a feeling we might need these.”  Demarco pulled
out both loaded pistols from a zipper pouch and handed one to Oso.


 


* * * *


 


Miguel spent the entire afternoon hiking through the desert
looking for that punk ass gringo.  They popped him with a wicked ass cocktail. 
No way the gringo survived.  Even if he did, he’d still be out cold.


He found Camacho’s body easy enough, right where he dumped
it early this morning.  It looked like it had been chewed on by desert
scavengers.  Little buggers don’t waste no time taking advantage of a free
meal.


So where the hell is the gringo?  No bones, no blood,
no clothing.  His leg and hip throbbed with the nasty bruise Aaron left him as
a parting gift.  Limping around out in the hot sun was not his idea of fun.  He
resorted to yelling across the empty desert.


“Hey gringo, come out and play!  Where the fuck are you! 
God damnit, where the fuck are you puto!”


Demarco’s gonna be pissed as hell if I don’t find this
puto.  The newest of Demarco’s little troupe, Miguel was still trying to
prove himself and earn his pay.  He definitely didn’t want to end up like
Camacho, a chewed up carcass left in the desert to rot.  He never did get a
decent answer out of Oso about what had happened to Camacho.  That bugged him.


This job was pretty cush.  Most days he didn’t have
to do anything more than stand around and look intimidating.  His menacing size
usually sent the intended message.


When Demarco asked if he minded torching the gringo’s body,
he shrugged it off.  “Just a little barbecue!”  But marching through the desert
to find a dead man sucked big time.


Twilight hit, and still no sign of the gringo.  Ain’t
gettin nowhere in the dark.  He headed back to the Tahoe.  Gonna have to
hit the carwash.  This thing is covered in dust.  He recalled how clean
Demarco like his vehicles as he drove back towards the highway.


He hoped maybe he’d get lucky and run across the gringo
making his way to the highway.  He imagined the look on the kid’s face as he
begged for a ride.  He smiled at the thought of blasting the punk point blank
in the face with a nine millimeter hollow point slug.  That’s what they
shoulda done to begin with, no fucking around.  If you want to get the job
done, do it right the first time.


 


* * * *


 






 

 


 


Chapter 19


 


Aaron awoke entombed in dirt.  The taste and smell of it
coated his mouth and throat.  He was so parched with thirst, the dead sage
brush next to his hidey hole held more moisture than his mouth.  He heard the
sound of an approaching vehicle.  His wide smile cracked dry lips.  How
convenient, dinner delivered with perfect timing.


The predator skimmed the edge of his consciousness, a shark
whose dorsal fin cut through the surface of the water just before striking.  He
could barely keep a grip on the animalistic feeding impulse urging him to
attack the moving vehicle.  He took position at the high point atop the hill,
overlooking the path of the oncoming black Chevy Tahoe.


When the predator identified the man behind the wheel of the
black SUV, Aaron lost all restraint.  He streaked down the hillside, a raging
blur of lethality.  He leaped straight through the driver’s side window, blasting
through the glass.  He smashed into Miguel, displacing him to the passenger
side, flowing out the passenger window together.  Their momentum continued as they
flew another fifteen feet to land in a tussle on the desert floor.  The
predator tore out a chunk of Miguel’s throat and drained him dry.


Miguel’s final thoughts as he died were that his mother was
right.  She had threatened he’d go to hell for leading a life of sin.  He
thought of how smug her face would look when she found out her predictions came
true.  He’d been laughing her off for years.


The predator reveled in his feast, drinking his fill,
draining every last ounce.  As he sated his intense thirst, Aaron regained some
measure of self-control, shoving the predator back into its cage.  Time to
go.


The Tahoe had stalled out.  It waited in a pile of dead
brush, an invitation to catch a free ride back to Vegas.


 


* * * *


 


“She’s feels cold.  Maybe she’s dead Essay.”  Oso slid his
hand up Michelle’s naked thigh.


“You into that kinda thing?”  Demarco snickered at him.


“Callate guey.  I ain’t gonna get it up for a week.  My shit
hurts.”


Demarco snickered again and then stared intently at Michelle. 
“Ima give it to her anyway.  The sun’s setting right now.  I ain’t takin no
chances.  You know what.  Ima give her two shots.  I think she already got a
tolerance for this shit.  Fuckin vampires.”  He shook his head.


 


* * * *


 


Michelle awoke to rapturous euphoria screaming through every
vein in her body.  She roared with the joy of it.  Her back arched up off the
bed as she wet herself in a multiple orgasm.  Panting and grunting through her
release, she looked up to Demarco and Oso’s lecherous smiles of anticipation. 
They stared at her and Ana, who slept cuddled up against her.  Through a blurry
haze she saw their auras swirled with extreme anxiety and a taint of lust. 
Demarco held two syringes in hand.  She could smell it from there, heroin.


One last grunting shudder, and she curled around her
beautiful, nude pet, reaching between Ana’s legs to find her warm, wet, and
inviting.  She cared not for the men.  They wanted her, her bite, but she
wanted Ana.


 “We need you Michelle, please don’t make us wait any
longer!  Please?”  Demarco’s voice cracked as he spoke.


They’d been awake most of the day, over ten hours without
her venom.  It had driven them to the edge of sanity.  She smelled the drug oozing
out their pores.  They were high on something, using it to fight off their
withdrawals.  Demarco came to her, running his hands up her thighs, up between
her legs.  He slipped two thick warm fingers up in, working all her juicy
wetness.  He swam through her cloudy vision to appear right in her face as he stroked
her.


Ana hadn’t awoke yet, and he was there, warm and inviting,
his big strong hands working her into another orgasm.  She heard the anxiety
driven beat of his heart as he leaned over her.  She clamped onto his neck
violently, accepting his offer.  He fell into her embrace, willingly giving
himself up to her savagery.


Once, twice, a third time, he climaxed over and over
convulsively.  “Holy shit, oh my god that’s good Michelle.  That’s just what I
needed.”


She held onto him, humping on his hand till he slumped in
her embrace.  He’d passed out.  She released him.


“Qui s'y
frotte s'y pique.”  Play with fire and you get burned.


He slid off the side of the bed like an empty container
falling away after its contents are consumed.  His heart did a stutter-step
pattern, a painful spike in his chest before normalizing its beat.  The
evidence of his multiple orgasms created a dark stain at his crotch.


 


* * * *


 


Anastasia awoke to Michelle’s purring French and her hands
roving across her breasts and down in between her legs.  She was very playful
and frisky.  Still hazy from drug and alcohol, Ana tried hard to focus on
Michelle.  She looks totally wild.  Michelle smiled at her and dipped a
finger inside her, rubbing around Ana’s sweet spot with her thumb.


“I should wake up to this every day of my life.”  Ana
sighed.


Michelle’s golden curls stood out in a tangled snarl, a
fitting complement to the tempestuous insanity of her eyes and the barbaric
aspect of her fangs on full display.  Ana was awestruck with love, fear,
respect and wonder at this magnificent creature making love to her.


She didn’t know what had put Michelle into such a state, but
she didn’t really care.  She needed it now, bad.  She rolled over atop Michelle
to embrace her, whispering in her ear.


“I need you, love me.  Michelle, bite me!”


Michelle seemed to calm somewhat.  The skin on skin contact
and loving embrace helped.  Michelle bit her softly, holding onto her pet with
great care and affection.


She let go her bite, gushing with affection.  “Je t’adore ma petit.  Tu es pour
moi la plus belle!”


The meaning wasn’t totally lost on Ana, she understood she
was loved and accepted.  She basked in the love and sensations, soaking it all
up.  It was wonderful, but there remained a missing element to her joy. 
Aaron.  Her unconditional love for Michelle felt out of balance without Aaron. 
It had been a package deal, two for one.  She needed them both.


She kissed Michelle, stroking her face, neck and breasts. 
“Where is he?  I miss him so much.  Did he leave us?”


“Non ma petit, ce n’est pas grave.”
 At her puzzled look Michelle realized she hadn’t been speaking the same
language.


“He will never leave us ma
chérie.  Don’t worry, he will return soon.  All is well.”  Michelle
rocked Ana like a baby, petting her long black hair.


“Chingao madre.  Soy un pinche desperado.”  Michelle
and Ana looked up to see Oso holding out his arm with an unmistakable
expression, “begging to be bitten”.


“Please?”  The one word said it all.


Ana hadn’t really even noticed he was there.  He’d been so
quiet and unobtrusive till now.


Michelle nodded and Oso came to sit beside her on the bed
while Ana covered herself with the sheets, embarrassed in her nudity.  Michelle
struck without warning.  Fast and wicked as a snake, she clamped onto Oso’s fat
neck.  She held onto him for a very long time.  The big man twitched and
moaned, gripping Michelle’s ass tightly.  She held him till his hands let go. 
He’d gone totally limp.


She let go and he rolled off the bed, slumped on the floor
in a heap.  She leaned over to poke at his shoulder.  He didn’t wake up.


“Mon dieu!”  She turned to Ana with a wild-eyed horrified
look.  “What have I done?”


Ana leaned over the bed to discover Demarco on the floor
next to Oso.  “Holy shit!  Are they dead?  What’s wrong with them?”


“I drink too much.”


“Will they be okay?”


Michelle crawled down off the bed onto Oso, putting her left
ear against his chest.  She pet his belly softly, like petting a dog.


“S'il te
plaît pardonne.”  She kissed him on the cheek.


Michelle crawled over to Demarco, sniffing him and putting
her ear down against his chest.  She looked up at Ana with another wild smile.


“They will be okay, I think.”


“Are you sure?”


Michelle looked confused, but then she smiled again.  “Aaron
is coming soon.  He will fix everything.”


Michelle looke at Ana with her head cocked sideways.  “You
are hungry.  Come, you must eat.”


“Do I smell hungry or what?”


“I can see it, the colors.”  She twisted her hand in the
air, twirling her fingers.  Suddenly she was up and moving, swaying on her feet
like a drunk as she flung open the closet door.


“These will do.”  Michelle handed her a white terry-cloth
bathrobe from Demarco’s rather large collection, and snatched her hand leading
her out to the kitchen.


Ana dug into Oso’s delicious pork stir-fry and slurped down
orange juice while Michelle kept pouring her refills and trying to put more
food on her plate.


“I’m good, no more please.”  She looked closely at Michelle.
 Her eyes looked funny, dilated and glossy.  She kept swaying and staggering,
losing her balance.


Michelle jabbered on in her barely understandable French
accent.  “Aaron is coming now.  When he arrives, all the problèmes will be dealt
with.  He is not happy with Demarco.”  She flung her hand carelessly in the
direction of the unconscious men in the bedroom.  “But don’t worry.  Aaron will
take care of everything.”


As she listened to Michelle, watching her closely, she
realized something was really off.  “Are you okay?  You’re acting funny,
did Demarco give you something?  Drugs?”


“Oui,
but this is no problème. 
The heroin cannot hurt me.  Is très
magnifique!  I like it very much.”  Michelle gave her a fang-filled,
insane smile reinforcing the fact she was stoned out of her mind.


Suddenly she took off, moving with inhuman blurred speed
down the hallway back to the bedroom.  Ana heard the crack sound of
Demarco being smacked around and Michelle’s voice as she interrogated him about
where he kept his needles.  He mumbled something and a second later
Michelle zipped back to the kitchen table.  She came to a dead stop in front of
Ana with a wild grin and tossed a handful of syringes on the table.  They were
already loaded with doses ready to go.


She gasped, looking back and forth between the insanely
smiling vampire and the needles.  Michelle stood there full of happiness and enthusiasm,
like a used car salesman hocking his wares.


“Oh My God!  I’ve never seen that much before!  That’s gotta
be several grams!  You could overdose!”  As soon as she said it she realized it
might not be true for Michelle.  None of the rules applied to Michelle.


But what would it do to her?  Would she become an addict? 
Would she be able to retain sanity?  She looked closely at her again.  She’s
totally faded!  It all clicked into place, why they were staying in this
house instead of the hotel.  Michelle was pounding smack with these
assholes!


Just then the assholes shuffled into the room looking pale
and sickly, their eyes sunk in, encircled by dark rings.  She began to notice
their necks, arms, and faces were mottled with discolored bruises and cuts. 
She imagined what Michelle had been doing with these losers.  It served them
right!  That’s what they deserve for getting Michelle all drugged up!  She
snorted with laughter.


“Look what the cat dragged in!  You guys look like total
shit!”


She couldn’t help but laugh at them.  They got a hell of a
lot more than they bargained for when they shot Michelle up thinking they would
have their way with her.  Been there and done that before!  She knew
exactly what men like Demarco and Oso did to girls after getting them all high
and stupid.


Demarco looked at her with obvious distrust, as if she
conspired to ruin his life.  Oso squinted at her, trying to be menacing.  He
looked constipated.


“What’s so damn funny?”  Demarco snapped.


She never had a chance to answer him.  Aaron slammed through
the front door, damn near taking it off the hinges.  He looked like a demon who’d
clawed and tunneled his way up from hell to land at Demarco’s doorstep.  He
seemed a completely different creature from the man she knew and loved.  His
designer clothing hung off him in shreds.  He was covered in bloody gore and
dirt congealed in a dark cake of mud reeking of death.


She had never seen such a vicious look of malevolence in all
her brushes with violent men.  It struck terror into her heart.


Demarco cried out.  “Oh hell no!”


 


* * * *


 






 

 


 


Chapter 20


 


Demarco took one look at Aaron’s face and his horrendous
appearance, and he knew the gig was up.  He surmised the blood covering Aaron had
once beat through the heart of Miguel.  If Aaron could cut down Miguel the same
way Michelle tore through Camacho, his own chances of survival were slim.


“Shoot that motherfucker!”  Demarco screamed as he pulled
his .44 from the holster at his back, firing off rounds into the wall where
Aaron had stood a second before.


Oso pulled his pistol to send several rounds flying at the same
empty space.  Aaron dashed at Demarco in a flashing blur and Oso took off
running, praying the whole way.  “En el nombre del Padre, Jesus
Christo, y Espirito Santo!”


His oversized bulk cruised down the hallway faster than Demarco
ever thought he could move.  Though he wanted to, Demarco never got the chance
to follow Oso.


 


* * * *


 


The predator flashed through space and time to land directly
in front of Demarco delivering a smashing blow to the side of his head. 
Demarco flew across the room to bounce off the wall with scrunch of crushed
drywall.  The predator flashed again, a blurred movement down the hallway to
smash into the back of Oso’s head.  Oso sailed down the length of the hallway
straight through the sliding glass door to slam face down on the back patio.


“Holy shit!  Oh My God!  Did you kill them?”  Ana stood
there stunned.


The predator turned on her, still pumped full of adrenaline,
rage, and the insane need to kill.  Ana looked upon the gruesome visage of her
lover, not realizing how close he was to tearing the flesh off her bones.


Michelle read his misdirected fury and acted.  In her
drugged haze, she did the only thing she could think of.  She put herself
between the predator and the offending Ana with one those blurred teleportation-like
moves.  She stepped into harm’s way to save their beautiful little pet from
inciting the beast.  She had just enough clarity of thought to issue a compulsory
command, forcing Aaron to submit to her involuntarily, “Stop!” 


This was the first time since the slaughter of the NYPD
detectives, that she had used her authority over him.  Her single spoken word
echoed through his mind with its enslaving power.  He froze in position, unable
to move forward towards the girls.  He snarled at her in frustration.


She then did something so foolish that she’d later look back
on this moment in lament, blaming herself for the unintended consequences of
her actions.  She grabbed a syringe of heroin off the table, stuck it in
Aaron’s jugular vein, and depressed the plunger.


As the china white screamed through his body spreading
euphoria in its wake, he roared in Michelle’s face, a savage cry that echoed
off the walls of the room.  His unsatisfied rage and bloodlust blended with the
overwhelming storm of sensations, mixing up a wicked recipe for violence. 
Aaron grabbed ahold of the nearest sack of flesh available to meet his savage needs.


He leaped to Demarco’s unconscious body and plunged deep
into his chest.  He tore through flesh and bone and cartilage to reach the
juicy red center still beating rhythmically.  He ripped Demarco’s heart out,
drinking down all its warm juicy goodness, squeezing it dry like a sponge.  He
tossed it aside when he finished.  Staring at the girls as though they were
next, he roared his pleasure.  He dashed down the hallway to Oso and repeated
the ritual.


 


* * * *


 


Anastasia watched the carnage unfold before her eyes,
speechless with the horror of it, not wanting to see, but unable to look away. 
She heard a keening wailing sound over the top of the meaty bone-crushing
flesh-tearing noises, unaware it came from her own mouth.  She fell faint to
the floor, wailing and moaning in denial her wonderful lover could commit such
an atrocity.


Michelle noticed the condition of their pet and acted.  She
scooped Ana up off the ground as she shook and cried like a baby.  She took
their pet out to the hot tub, past Oso’s shredded corpse, and straight into the
healing bubbles.


 


* * * *


 


“Shhh … calmez-vous ma chérie.  Oh pardonne tant
que l’oh aime.”  She crooned to Ana a famous quote
from Francois de La Rochefoucald––we pardon to the extent that we love.


“All the problèmes
are solved now.  Aaron has returned to us.”  She tried to explain, but she
couldn’t properly articulate the complexity.


Aaron stepped out onto the back patio, standing in broken
glass and blood, slowly realizing what he’d done.  “Imbécile!  She is traumatized!  She may
never forgive your actions!”


“I’m sorry.  I … I don’t know what to …”


Ana bawled and cried in Michelle’s embrace, she wouldn’t
look at him.


Feeling like a monster and an inconsiderate ass, he
discreetly removed the dead bodies to the garage, laying them unceremoniously
in a heap.  He returned out back to the hot tub to strip out of his filthy
clothing.


“Ana.  I’m so sorry.  I didn’t think about … how you would
feel.  They were trying to kill me …”


She looked at him with fear and trepidation.  He looked down
at his blood-drenched hands with vision blurred from the strong drug.  “Can you
ever forgive me?” he slurred.


“You should be so lucky.”  Michelle spit back at him with a
piercing look.


He looked away from her accusing eyes.  He washed the death
and filth from his body in the warm bubbling chlorine water to emerge a healthy,
clean, light-skinned young man.  Monster all gone now.  He read Ana’s mind to
see where he stood.


She glanced at him, still cuddled in Michelle’s embrace. 
Ana found it difficult to reconcile the actions she’d just witnessed to this
beautiful, smooth skinned man she loved with all her heart.  He reached out his
arms to Michelle for Ana.


“I need her.  Please?”


“Would you go to him?”  She asked their pet.


Ana looked to her beautiful clean white-skinned man with
fear in her eyes.  “He won’t hurt me?”


They both shook their heads no simultaneously.  They spoke
over the top of each other.


“I love you …”


“He loves you …”


Ana looked back and forth between them.  “You guys are both fucking
faded!  How am I supposed to trust either of you?”


“Because we love you.”  Exact same words spoken at exactly
the same time by both of them.


“Okay … that’s just plain creepy.”  She finally broke a
smile.


“Go to him.  You need each other.  All wounds heal in time.” 
Michelle pecked her on the cheek, a token of their love.


They exchanged custody of their precious pet.  He tucked Ana
into his lap, burying his face in her wonderful black hair.  He spoke softly as
he cradled her.


“I love you, and I’m so so sorry you had to see that.  But
it’s alright now.  Nothing can hurt you.  I’m here to protect you.”  And
it’s a damn good thing Michelle had been there to protect Ana from me.


He searched through her mind to assess the damage.  Would
she ever trust him again?  Could she see past this moment to know how much he
truly cherished and loved her?


Michelle slid up next to them in the hot tub, her hands
flowing around Ana.  They held her together for a time, group hug in the
healing bubbles.


She silently absolved Aaron.  “I forgive your
weakness.  Their deaths were just and righteous.  Cela devait arriver.”  It
was meant to be.


He nodded to Michelle in acceptance of her forgiveness.  He
bit Ana affectionately, trying to erase the bad with the good.  Awash in love,
fear, and anguish, she wrapped herself around him, accepting his offer,
accepting the escape of his wondrous bite.  She quickly warmed to his effect,
and took the initiative by reaching between his legs.


He knew what she wanted.  His sole instinct was to please
her.  He flipped her around in his lap as if she weighed nothing, and gave her
exactly what she wanted.


 “Oh yes.  That’s it.  That’s … oh god.”  She shuddered atop
him, groaning as he worked his erection up in.  Their reunion began as he
slipped up into her slowly,  pushing hard against her restriction, inch by
delicious inch.  He hit her limit, but it wasn’t enough.  He knew she wanted it
harder, deeper.  She couldn’t feel enough of him.  He gave her what she wanted.


Michelle slid atop Ana’s lap face-to-face.  She wrapped her
pale lithe limbs around Ana in an embrace.  Just the way Ana liked it,
sandwiched between her lovers.


As he rammed it in harder and faster, giving her exactly
what she needed, she cried out.  “Oh yes!  Oh god it hurts!  Don’t stop! 
Dammit don’t stop!”


Some small part of his drug hazed mind told him to stop,
slow down, take it easy.  The voice of caution became lost as he buried himself
in Ana, immersed in her psyche, their connection growing stronger every second.


Michelle worked her hand down between Ana’s legs to the
sensitive nub of her sex.


“You like this.  Oui,
I know you like this.”


Ana did the same, reaching between Michelle’s legs grasping
and sliding, delving in and around her wonderful silky flesh.


“I love you both so much … I missed … you … Aaron … Oh shit
Michelle don’t stop!”


She panted and gasped as Aaron hit her spot deep and hard
while Michelle worked her to a peak.  Aaron bit down on Ana from behind, back
of the shoulder, sending her into a screaming orgasm.


“Oh shit!”  He slammed it in hard.  Pain.  “Oh shit!”  He
slammed it harder.  More pain.  “Oh dammit!”  He slammed it in as hard as he
could, lifting both women up in the air with his powerful thrusts.  “It hurts! 
It hurts too much!  Oh god I love it!”


Screaming her release, Ana’s hand clenched up tight on
Michelle’s sex.  That was all it took.  Michelle struck from the other side of
Ana’s neck, clamping down tight around her to ride the sexual frenzy.


They all hit at the same time, and hit again and again.  They
orgasmed together, slipping and sliding and splashing and biting their pet over
and over till the hot tub turned pink with Ana’s blood.


“Stop!  Oh god stop!  Let me go!”


What had begun as love and sex and fun ended in a crazed
assault.  They were everywhere at once, her breasts, neck, thighs, up inside
her both front and back, invading her very mind and soul.  She reacted
violently, clawing, scraping, and scratching, fighting to get away from their
unbreakable grips.  All her dark dirty memories of sexual abuse flooded back,
triggering a fight/flight response.  She fought and clawed at them, even as
they simply held her whispering assurances.


“It’s okay.”


“Everything’s okay.”


“It’s alright, c’est
bien.”


They let her go and she crawled out of the hot tub crying
and whimpering to land splayed out on her back.  She cried from the pain, the
fear, but mostly from shame.  She had enjoyed it, every bit of it.  The thrill
and insane adrenaline rush of the violent assault really did it for her.  She
felt filthy and humiliated now her lovers knew the truth.


 


* * * *


 






 

 


 


Chapter 21


 


It all came back to her in a flash, those painful poignant
memories from her teenage years.  Aaron flowed down into the recesses of her
mind as she relived those moments that would forever shape the path of her life
and taint her relationships with men.


Ana and her mother Stephanie had led a relatively normal
existence, struggling by on her mother’s income as a waitress.  Everything
changed with Arturo Lehman.  French Canadian by birth, Arturo swept Ana’s
mother off her feet with his gregarious wit.  He brightened both mother and
daughter’s days, and soon thereafter, their nights.


His wit and obvious affection for both mother and daughter
had them convinced he was the perfect addition to their little family.  He
treated Ana like the daughter he’d never had, lavishing time and attention on
her.


The situation came to a head on Ana’s sixteenth birthday. 
They had gone out for pizza, and returned home minus Stephanie who worked the
night shift.  At home, Arturo fixed a mixed drink for Anastasia, a strawberry
daiquiri with copious amounts of rum.  She thought it would be okay, just this
once, for her birthday.  One led to two, which led to a third.


Ana was staggering drunk by the time Arturo helped put her
to bed.  As these situations often go, he took advantage of her fully.  At some
point in the midst of it she realized this was horribly wrong and tried to
fight him off, but it was too late.  He had his way with her.


The next day she came to him furious.  “I’m going to have
you arrested and thrown in jail!  You’re nothing but a sick pervert!”  He
smiled back.


“You know what Child Protective Services is, CPS?  They’ll put
you in a foster home.  Your mother will have to fight in court to get you
back.”


“At least you’ll be in jail.”


He laughed.  “I’ll be out on bail.  But it won’t be so fun
for you.  After talking to therapists, cops, counselors at school, they’ll put
you on the stand.  You’ll have to testify before a jury of twenty something people. 
And they’re going to find it hard to believe you were raped.  No bruises, no
lab tests, no evidence.”  He shook his head at her with a smirk.


“And your mother, imagine how much you’ll hurt your mother. 
You’ll destroy your family and your life trying to prove the improvable.”


She believed him.


“It’s better for everyone if this is our little secret.  No
one has to know.  Nothing to worry about, life goes on as usual.  You know why
I did it … don’t you?”


Wrung out emotionally she couldn’t speak except to shake her
head.


“I love you.  I have loved you since the first day I saw
you.  You are so beautiful Anastasia.  I could not help but love you.”


She cried those first few days, withdrawn from everyone,
staying in her room.  Arturo kept coming to her, apologizing, professing his
love.  A very handsome and charming man.  It didn’t take long for him to work
his way back into her heart.


A week later he came to her again in the night, while she
was half asleep.  She awoke to his hands and kisses.  She didn’t struggle as
much this time around.  An experienced lover, he knew how to play her body like
a harp, tweaking her strings skillfully.


Over time she came to know and love him as a man, not a
father.  The more he visited her bed, the more aggressive he became in their
lovemaking.  He ravaged her body with relish.  And though it hurt, it also felt
good.  He awoke in her certain dark passions as she learned to find pleasure in
his violence.  He trained her to crave the masochism, the pain and pleasure
blended together.


Several months later Stephanie came home early one night
from work to catch Ana and Arturo in the act.  She stood in the doorway of the
bedroom watching her sixteen year old daughter do things she’d seen in hardcore
porno films.  It broke her heart and shocked her to the core.  They looked like
they were fighting while having an animalistic kind of sex.  Stephanie screamed
her denial and vomited in revulsion.


Arturo tried to calm her down, but she’d gone insane.  She
screamed and clawed at him, turning on Ana in a rage, knocking her out cold
with one solid punch.


Ana awoke to the noise of her dresser drawers being emptied
into a garbage sack.  Her mother threw her out of the house with nothing but a
bag of clothes.  She was sixteen, homeless, penniless, a broken nose, cold and
hungry.  She had lost the only home she’d ever known and the only two people
she’d ever loved.


Within weeks she was selling her body on the street to
afford to eat.  The local homeless shelter only provided one meal a day.  All
her wonderful plans to finish high school and go on to college were abandoned
for the simplicity of survival.


She left Reno for Las Vegas with the idea she could make a
decent living as a stripper.  She worked at several different strip clubs on
and off for a time.  Her late teens were spent moving from one train wreck
relationship to another, a downward spiral into self-destruction with abusive
men, alcohol, and drugs.  The fact she liked the abuse usually made it worse.


By her early twenties she’d had enough.  She tried her best
to clean up, get out of the party lifestyle, live normally.  She barely made it
as a waitress, surviving on generous tips, trying to avoid too many disasters
in her personal life.


The cycle of abuse and disrespect never changed until the
night Aaron and Michelle adopted her into their lives.  For the first time
since the age of sixteen, she truly felt loved, cherished, respected.  And the
best part, they catered to her darkest needs, giving her all the painfully rough
sex she could handle.  Perhaps more than she could handle.


 


* * * *


 


The sheer magnitude of betrayal and abuse Ana had survived
shocked Aaron deeply.  It was a miracle she’d lived this long.


“I hate them Ana.  All of them.  They’re nothing but animals
taking their sadistic pleasures at your expense to leave you with nothing in
return.  They did horrible things to you, and I hate all of them.”


Ana was a perpetual victim in a never-ending search for a
victimizer.  If she continued her course, she’d be crippled, maimed or dead
soon enough.


“Arturo was the worst of them.  I could hardly walk after he
finished with me.  I didn’t understand it at the time, but he hurt me really
bad.”  She looked up at Aaron with eyes filled with pain.  “I can never have children. 
That’s what he did to me.”


She bawled like a baby in his embrace.


“It’s okay Ana, I’ve always known, there’s nothing you can
hide from me.  I love you completely.  Every little mistake, and imperfection
only adds to your beauty.”  She cried into his neck burying her face as he held
her gently.


“It hurts, Oh God it hurts.  But I love it.”  She cried and
shook with her confession.


“I know, I understand.  I accept you as you are Anastasia
Lucilla Makarova, and I will never stop loving you.”


“You won’t leave me again?  They always leave me.  They look
at me like I’m some kind of freak!  If you leave me I’ll die!  Please don’t
ever leave me.”


He held her and promised over and over to be there till the
day she died.  She finally calmed in his embrace, her sobs dying down.


“Now I must ask your forgiveness.  They tried to kill me,
Ana.  They tried to take advantage of Michelle with drugs.”  Ana looked towards
Michelle in the hot tub.  She flashed a fang-filled smile.


Aaron continued, “You understand they had to die?  There is
no other kind of justice in our world.  We can never be involved with court
systems and police.  You understand?”


She looked at him with despair in her eyes.  Ana hoped to
pretend it never happened, but she couldn’t suppress the issue when he shoved
it in her face like this.


Michelle added her two cents, “They were abusers of women. 
This was not the first time they used drugs to take their pleasures.  Tell her
what they planned.”  She nodded at Aaron.


“The fools thought they could pimp out Michelle to Kramer’s
rich casino clients.”


Ana snorted with laughter, “Are you serious?”


He and Michelle nodded in unison.


“They had to die.  If Aaron had not done so, I would have
killed them myself this night.  They chose this fate with their actions against
us.  Oui?” 
Michelle’s gaze bored into Ana, forcing her to see the ugly truth.


“Yes, I understand.  There could be no other way.”  Ana
agreed, looking away, avoiding their direct gazes.


She radiated waves of pain.  He had been way too rough, but
she’d wanted it.  And now she paid the price.


“She’s hurt Michelle.  She won’t admit it, but she’s
hurting.  What do I do?”


His heroin hazed thought processes were not exactly running
in straight-line logic.  Much like Michelle, he functioned on pure instinct.  His
instinct was to please her, and she was pleased when he hurt her.


Michelle smiled, licking her lips.  “I can help.”  She
crawled out of the hot tub onto Ana as Aaron rolled out of her way, leaving her
to Michelle’s care.  On all fours, Michelle nestled between Ana’s thighs.


Anastasia smiled down at this wonderful creature bringing
her joy and love with her dexterous tongue.  Michelle made love to her gently,
licking away the pain to replace it with pure pleasure.  As she came hard,
gushing onto Michelle’s lapping tongue, she held Aaron’s hand.


“I thank God I am so blessed to have you in my life.”  She
radiated waves of joy and love towards them both.


“It helps.  Our venom helps to heal small cuts and wounds
much faster.”  He smiled at her and she smiled back, both high as kites. 
Michelle spoke up, breaking their moment.


“You know how to do the needles?”


 


* * * *


 


Anastasia laughed.  They just stared at her, the both of
them.  “You want me to shoot you up?”  They both nodded their heads in unison.  Creepy.


They looked at her expectantly, as if they both wanted a
dose, as if they both had asked the question.  They are definitely linked
psychically.


Might be a mistake to do it, but then, it surely wouldn’t be
her first.  She nodded, “Yes, I know how.”


And then Michelle hopped up, zipping off into the house to
return in a flash with a fistful of syringes from the kitchen table.


Ana took two of the preloaded doses.  “I bet this is some
good shit.  You guys are totally faded.”


Way far gone on Michelle’s special brand of venom, Ana
smiled.  She was game for anything they wanted.  In no time at all she shot up
each of her lovers, and then sat back in a patio chair to watch them tackle
each other in a rough and tumble sexual marathon.


Aaron pounded Michelle every way possible,
front-back-top-bottom.  She took him in everywhere he could fit, enjoying all
that he had to give.  They bit and rolled and hunched and humped and bit
again.  It was like watching Angels make love––or perhaps demons.  They managed
feats no human could survive or had the strength to perform.


She grabbed the Patron tequila from the wet bar and started
doing shots with lime and salt, the Mexican way.  


“Oh man, this is awesome.”  She slammed five shots back to
back enjoying the show.


They put on one hell of a show for her.  The vamps went at
it non-stop, demolishing the patio furniture in a rambunctious sexual wrestling
match of the gods.  She finished off the last of the Patron and snatched up a
bottle of Shiraz circa 2001, drinking it straight from the neck of the bottle. 
We don't need no steenking glasses, she murmured to herself in a cheesy
cliche Mexican accent.


Then the idea hit.  “Hey guys!  I know what we should do
tonight!  Let’s go out on a limo tour of the town!  I know a limo service!  They
got a bar and everything.”  It ain’t free, but they got lotsa money.  Let’s
have some fun!


Both vampires stopped their sexual acrobatics long enough to
stare at her in amazement.  From the intensity of their reaction, you’d have
thought she just solved all the world’s problems with a simple party
suggestion.


 


* * * *


 


Juan Carlos was not pleased. 
“What’s up with your compadre?  Is he coming?”


Kramer assured, “He’ll be
here soon, I’m sure.  It’s probably traffic or something.  No big deal.”  Traffic
at ten at night?  I can’t even lie convincingly.


His shirt collar tightened
uncomfortably as sweat dripped from his armpits.  Columbians.  What
possessed him to get into bed with Columbians?  Everyone knows they’re nuts. 
Doesn’t the U.S. government have some cartels on a terrorist watch list?  They’d
just as soon kill you as look at you.


“Maybe he’s not buying from
us anymore eh?  Maybe he got another connection?  This is the purest shit on
the west coast cabron!  Where’s Demarco?”  Juan Carlos slammed his hand down on
the table causing the briefcase full of cocaine to wobble.


“Let me call him again. 
He’ll be here.”  He scrolled through his recent calls to redial Demarco for the
fifth time.


“You been callin’ him!  He
ain’t comin’!  I know how dis shit go down.  Nobody do business like this.  He
got another connection.  I’ma find out who!”


He wiped his brow, speaking
to Demarco’s voicemail.  “We’re here waiting, its 10:30, you were due a half
hour ago.  Our friend is getting very upset.  You need to be here.  Call me
back!”  He feigned an angry authority he didn’t have.  This is getting out
of hand.


He eyed the kilos of cocaine
sitting in the open briefcase.  He knew it was good shit.  The white compressed
flakes glittered in the light.  Some called it “fish scales”.  Pure, uncut. 
Hadn’t even been broken into powder yet.  His gums went instantly numb when he
tasted it a half hour ago.  The best quality product he’d ever seen.


“Okay, listen.  Why don’t we
go to Demarco’s house and see what’s going on.  I’m sure it’s just a simple
mistake.  He should be there.  We’ll get this straightened out right away.”  I’m
babbling like an idiot.  What the hell am I gonna do if Demarco’s
screwed us?  Are they gonna kill me?


JC stared hard, stripping
away all the bullshit with his eyes.  “You should be afraid gringo.  We don’t
get this shit straight, we gonna have a big fuckin problem.  Me entiendes puto?”


 


* * * *


 






 

 


 


Chapter 22


 


The limousine appeared to be as long as a commercial
jetliner.  Definitely the largest stretch limo Anastasia had ever been in, and
of course, the wet bar was fully stocked.


“If heaven doesn’t have you guys and a limousine, I’d rather
stay put right here.”  Ana wiggled her ass seated atop Aaron and Michelle’s
laps, a fresh tequila sunrise in hand, surrounded by plush black leather.  Having
the time of her life.


The vamps were pretty well toasted.  They had just received
their third blast of Demarco’s premade doses.  They enjoyed her company as much
she enjoyed theirs.  The tour was sheer entertainment and hilarity.


“Stop here!”  Ana yelled to the chauffer.


Pirates fought and canons blasted with pyrotechnics and
special effects as they watched the Treasure Island show from the street.  They
all three stood in the open sunroof, squeezed together in awe.


Aaron pointed, “Over there!  Look!”


He dragged them back up into the sunroof again as they drove
past the dancing waters lighted fountain show in front of the Bellagio.  They
oohed and aahed like any other tourist.  They cruised past the old strip,
Freemont, necks craned to see the overhead light show, gawking in child-like
wonder.


“What’s going on tonight, what’s to do?”  Ana asked the
chauffer.


He rattled off a list of live music shows, but Michelle vetoed
this right away.  “Too loud!”  He suggested a couple strip clubs and a few of
the more well-known cathouses, but this didn’t catch anyone’s interest.


The chauffer shook his head in consternation, “No trip to
Vegas is complete without a strip club.  How about the Cheetah?  There’s a
Jell-O wrestling competition.”


Michelle jumped out her seat, “Oui!  This is good!  Let’s go!”


Ana doubled over laughing.  “She’s gonna tie some poor
sucker in knots!”


Both vamps looked directly at her with a knowing smile. 
Aaron had picked the imagery from her head and shared it with Michelle.  They
are linked!  I knew it!


They arrived at The Cheetah in style, front door service, as
though they were celebrities stepping out onto the red carpet for a glamorous
star-studded staggering entry.  Everyone entered via the same red-carpet, but
this little detail didn’t diminish the moment.  They stopped and bowed low in
reverence to a massive shiny Buddha shrine with burning incense just off the
entry.  She took a moment to reflect and genuflect on her fabulous fortune to
be here with these two amazing creatures, sharing in their wonderful lives. 
She felt like she’d reached the pinnacle of her life. 


She dropped down onto her knees before the bronze fat man.  “Mister
Buddha, I know you know how happy I am.  I don’t need anything from you Mister
Buddha.  I just wanna say thanks.  God, Buddha, whoever, whatever, thanks.  I
appreciate it.”  It doesn’t get any better than this.


Aaron, picked her up off the floor giggling and hugged her
tight as he hauled her into the strip club to follow Michelle.  She steered
Aaron towards the bar.


“You said you’d always be there, and I’m gonna hold you to
it.  I’m never letting you out of my sight.”  She planned to keep him in her
presence for every waking moment of her life.  She clung to him non-stop, a
permanent fixture on his arm.


“If you insist.”  He smiled wide, a hint of fang showing. 
He was having trouble hiding his true nature.  A little too toasted to maintain
the façade.


Michelle made a beeline for the Jell-O event.  She
immediately located the arena, a circular stage about 50 feet across, filled
with gallons upon gallons of shiny red Jell-O.


The sign read:


 


JELL-O WRESTLING!


TONIGHT ONLY!


$50.00 PER PERSON


12 P.M. TO 2 A.M.


TROPHIES TO THE WINNERS!


 


Ana and Aaron made their way to the event arena to find
Michelle with her tickets already in hand, a gleaming smile of anticipation on
her face.


““Look!  Look!  I have tickets.  I fight them both!  Merveilleux!  You bet on me!  I
win.  Ce’st Vrai!  Two
trophies for moi!”


She had signed up for both events, one against a female
wrestler, and the other with a male wrestler.  The poster next to the sign
pictured the semi-pro wrestlers in black thong bathing suits flexing their
hard-earned muscles in classic body builder poses.  Ana squinted hard to read
the fine print at the bottom of the sign.  It said something about winners
being determined by the length of time in the arena without getting pinned. 
Two trophies would be handed out, one for each event.


“This is gonna so much fun.”  Aaron wrapped his arms around
Ana, slurring as his glazed eyes looked deep into her soul.  She wanted him. 
He licked at her neck as though he would bite her right there in front of
everyone.


“Not here.  Wait.”


“That’s not what you want.”


“I know silly, but you can’t always give me what I want.” 
She giggled into his chest.


The announcer called out the first contestant, an overweight
middle-aged guy with a hairy chest, clad in nothing but Harley Davidson Boxer
shorts.


“Oh look!  She’s so buff!  She’s gonna kick his ass!”  Ana
pointed.


Harley shorts faced off against “Luna Loca”, a buff little Hispanic
female wrestler with a tramp stamp tattoo on her lower back and jet-black hair
slicked into a tight pony tail.  Clad in her black thong bathing suit with plenty
of cleavage, muscles greased up to a shine, she was an instant crowd favorite. 
The crowd hooted and hollered in anticipation.


Aaron leaned down whispering to her and Michelle, “He thinks
he’s gonna bang her after he pins her.”  She crinkled up her nose, squinting to
focus on Harley shorts.


She shook her head, “Un uh!”


Michelle agreed, “Il est complétement débile!”


Aaron winked at her and translated, “She said he’s a moron.”


This was a really good idea.


“We should get you a tattoo like Luna’s, right here.”  Aaron
rubbed his hands down Ana’s belly to the tiny patch of hair just above her
crotch.


“If that’s what you want.  I’ll even put your name on it.” 
She held his hand trapped between her legs, right where she wanted it.


The bell rang, pulling her attention away from Aaron to the
circling wrestlers.  The DJ started off the event with a ripping guitar riff
from the classic rock tune, “We are the Champions” by Queen.


Michelle’s eyes glittered with excitement.  “That is my
song!  I will be the champion!”  She jabbed her fist in the air along with the
music.


The Jell-O was thick enough to restrict fast footwork. 
Harley shorts made a move to grab onto the oily-skinned Luna, lost his balance
in the lunge and went down.  Luna was on him in an instant, leaping on his
belly, knocking the wind out of him.  He scrambled and struggled, but she cinched
down a clamp of her thighs on his chest.  She snatched one of his flailing legs
and cranked on it like a lever, using it to hold him down against the floor of
the ring.  She trapped him for the referee’s three-count.  The match had lasted
all of a minute.


Luna stood up with her hands raised in victory to the cheers
of the crowd.


“I would have done better.”  Michelle snarled, a competitive
squint in her eyes.


“Watch what he’s gonna do.”  Aaron spoke up against Ana’s
ear, brushing his lips across her earlobe provocatively.


As soon as Aaron spoke, Harley shorts got his petty
revenge.  He snagged the back of Luna’s top and tore it loose with a ripping
sound.  He slipped and slid through the Jell-O as he ran off hooting at the top
of his lungs.  She handled it well, smiling at the crowd, her healthy breasts
proudly on display.  Harley shorts kept her top as a consolation prize, tying
it around his forehead like a bandanna of victory.


Next up was a slight lean man who probably weighed less than
Luna.  He wore nothing but his grey brief underwear, so drunk he could barely
walk.  He downed the rest of his beer and entered the arena, slipping and
sliding all the way to the center.  Luna jumped up and down, gathering support
from the crowd as her breasts bounced along with her enthusiasm.


A solid wall of spectators ringed the arena, standing room
only.


“She will eat him alive.” 
Michelle growled, licking her lips as though she wanted to do the same.


“I’m not taking that bet, he
won’t last more than a few seconds.”  Ana shook her head.


The music shifted to the
infamous “Stayin’ Alive” by the Beegees.  The DJ obviously had a sense of
humor.  The String Bean slipped and skidded along, seemingly in time to the
music.  His struggles to maintain balance ended in vain.  He lost his footing
as Luna tackled him.  They tumbled and slid through the Jell-O, a slippery
struggle.


“He doesn’t want to win.  He
wants just wants to get it on with Luna.”  Aaron flicked his tongue in Ana’s
ear as he whispered.  “Watch.”


String Bean did exactly as
Aaron predicted.  He ripped off Luna’s black thong bottoms, leaving her
completely nude.  His victory with her clothing cost him the match.  Luna
pinned him with her thighs, wrestling in the nude like Greeks of old.  His face
shoved in her crotch, she held him down for the three-count.  She arose butt
naked from the Jell-O to declare her victory, shouting along with the cheers of
the crowd.  String bean hadn’t lasted but a minute and a half.  His enjoyment
of the match showed in his Jell-O soaked briefs as he slipped and slid his way
out of the arena.


“Marché de dupes!”


Aaron translated, “A fool’s
bargain.  He gave up the match to play with Luna naked.”


“Now is my turn!”  Michelle
squealed gleefully.


She didn’t waste a second
when they called her name.  She slipped right out of her skimpy blue cocktail
dress and Prada heels, handing them off to Ana for safe-keeping.  The crowd
screamed and hollered at the top of their lungs, going wild as Michelle boldly marched
into the arena butt-ass naked, a wild hungry look on her face.


Oh my god!  She’s gonna
eat this chick alive.  Aaron smiled down
at her.  “Yes she is.”


He had begun to answer her
thoughts without any consideration for the fact she hadn’t spoken.


Michelle glided through the
Jell-O with inhuman grace and agility, her unwavering focus on the enemy.  With
perfect timing the DJ kicked on “Barracuda” by Heart, the heavy 70’s base riffs
grinding as Michelle growled in challenge.  Both wrestlers crouched down,
circling with ferocious determination.


“Maybe she can take her, look
how buff she is.”  Ana pointed at Luna’s tightly coiled biceps.


Aaron shook his head and
swatted Ana on the rump.  “Oh ye of little faith.”  He nipped at her ear like a
dog chastising its mate.  “She’s about to slam her right now.  Watch.”


In queue with Aaron,
seemingly synchronized with the screaming guitar riffs, Michelle dove at Luna,
tackling her down to the Jell-O.  Luna exhibited her agility as she attempted
to take the top position, but Michelle locked her wicked strong legs around her
in an intimate embrace.  Growling and snarling, the girls twisted, tumbled and
spun in the Jell-O.  The only way to distinguish one naked body from the other
was Luna’s golden tan and Michelle’s bright blond hair.


“Can you see it, she just bit
her.  It’s almost over now.”  Aaron’s hand was permanently glued to Ana’s ass,
right where she wanted it.


She glanced to the onlookers
surrounding the arena.  None realized Michelle had bitten into Luna’s neck.  From
there on the bout devolved into an erotic play of naked women rolling, twisting
and sliding, even humping on each other.  The crowd gasped and cheered,
starting to recognize the girls were having some kind of violent sex in the
Jell-O, right in front of everyone.  It appeared Luna had stopped fighting in
exchange for straight humping.


“Wish I’d signed up.”  Aaron
sighed with disappointment.


“No way!  You’re not getting
in there with Luna!”  Ana jabbed him with an elbow.


“Watch this.”  He pointed to
the arena.


Michelle released her chomp
on Luna’s neck and pulled a whip-fast hop-twist, landing atop Luna in the
classic ‘69’ position.  She leaned back, pulling Luna’s legs up, shoving
herself down into Luna’s face.  The poor woman was trapped and probably
suffocating via Michelle’s thighs.  She struggled valiantly, but each move
caused Michelle’s grip to seat tighter, grinding her pelvis into Luna’s face. 
The referee mercifully gave Luna the three-count and indicated to Michelle to
let her up.


Ana screeched, “Yeah
Michelle!  Right on!”


“I told ya so.”  Aaron
gloated, brushing his lips on her ear again.


Upon the referee’s
declaration she’d won, Michelle hopped up, standing spread eagle over the
conquered wrestler.  Someone yelled loudly, “Get that girl a strap-on!  Let’s
get it on!”


Michelle gallantly reached
down to help Luna to her feet as the crowd screamed and hooted their praise.  Watching
the two naked Jell-O slick women standing in the arena, the sexual tension in
the room was so thick it stole Ana’s breath away.  There isn’t a limp dick
in the building.


When the DJ/announcer called
out Michelle would be the first challenger to take on Carl Janke ‘The Crusher’,
the crowd went apeshit, screaming, whistling and howling.  “Give it to her! 
Put in her butt!  Take them shorts off!”


Oh God this is so cool!  Ana downed another tequila sunrise as The Crusher
entered the ring.  A solid erection tented his black trunks as he slid-shimmied
out to the center of the ring, his eyes glued to his opponent.  Michelle, the
Jell-O soaked sex goddess, stood nude before the throngs of aroused onlookers,
staring down her challenger ferociously.


Ana ordered another drink
from the waitress.


“Take it easy girl, they’re
not gonna run out of tequila.”


“Shut up and bite me.”


And so he did, a little playful
nip, just enough to let her know he cared.


Licking her blood from his
lips he asked, “Who you think’s gonna win?”


“I don’t know, he’s so huge. 
And his muscles are big too.”  She giggled as Aaron swatted her rump.


“She can take him, and his
muscles.  Wanna bet?”


“I’m not betting against
Michelle.”  She shook her head.


The bell rang and the
wrestlers began to circle in a crouch, gliding through the red goo.  The DJ
further exhibited his sense of humor with a song by Ludacris, “My chick bad”,
rapping about how his chick’s doing stuff that your chick wish she could.


Crusher leered at Michelle,
eye fucking her with his lecherous gaze.  Then he struck.  For being such a
large man, he moved pretty damn fast.  He scooped her off her feet, Jell-O and
blond hair flying everywhere.  They tumbled into the goo, spinning, writhing,
flipping, rolling and flopping every which way.


“Oh shit!  Did you see
that?”  Ana gripped Aaron’s arm hard.


Michelle gave him hell.  For
every hard won advantage he gained, she reversed it, moving with inhuman lithe,
grace and power.  They came to a rest with Michelle on top, straddling Crusher,
her legs wide open, pressed down hard against the bulge of his shorts.  He
flipped her over, using the Jell-O to his advantage to slide out from under
her.


“He’s in for it now.”  Aaron
snickered.


Crusher ended up on top,
missionary style.  Michelle latched onto his shoulders and bit him hard.


“Watch, she’s got him right
where she wants him.”


Teeth clamped down on his
neck, with his weight laid into her for the pin, she reached down and freed his
erection.  Few could see what was really happening amidst the Jell-O obscured
action, but Ana and Aaron knew exactly what Michelle was up to.


Aaron snapped his fingers. 
“That’s it right there.”


She flipped Crusher on his
back, and mounted him, humping wildly as she remained latched tightly around
his neck.  She fucked him furiously, slamming him down into the Jell-O, as she
rode him hard.  The crowd had gone silent in awe.  Little whispers floated here
and there, a few people pointed.  They seemed to know what was happening, but
questioned if what they thought they saw was really the case.  Was she
fucking the shit out of him in front everyone?  Was she biting him?  Were they
wrestling or fucking?


Crusher’s struggles to
dislodge her position looked an awful lot like pelvic thrusts.  Small quick
flashes of humping hips and cock and balls hinted at the truth.  As the grunts
and growls of sex-wrestling peaked with the action, Michelle stopped toying
with the man.  She leaped up from atop his cock, hopping forward to wrap her
thighs around his head.  She straddled his face and held him down long enough
for a shocked-stunned referee to stutter off a three-count.


“Yes!  That’s my girl!” 
Aaron hooted at the top of his lungs with a fist in the air.  His voice rang
out across the silent arena.


Michelle stood up, soaking
wet with Jell-O, legs splayed wide atop the Crusher, his oozing come evident on
her inner thighs.  The crowd was silent in awe at the sudden turn of events,
starring at Aaron as if he was mad.  Michelle glared at them all with her
insanely wild green eyes and threw her hands in the air in celebration of the
conquest.  The crowd went insane, clapping, screaming, whistling and hammering
drum beats on the railing of the arena.  A standing ovation for the queen of
carnality who defied the laws of physics to pin a man twice her size.  The
Crusher ambled out of the arena a seemingly broken man, emasculated and dazed
from the experience.


Michelle received her
trophies in the buff, Jell-O and jism dripping off her glistening wet naked body. 
Many in the crowd assumed she was a scripted part of the show, in utter disbelief
what they witnessed was truly real.


One couple whispered as they
walked past, “Is that legal?  I mean this is Vegas, but can you have sex in
front of a crowd like that?  That’s gotta be illegal.”


Ana and Aaron received
Michelle in an embrace.  They wrapped her in a towel and whisked her away from
the adoration and fascination of the crowd.


“What are you doing?”  Ana
pushed on Aaron as he walked straight into the women’s bathroom with both girls,
oblivious to the impropriety.


“I’m not letting you two out
of my sight.”


 


* * * *


 






 

 


 


Chapter 23


 


Squeezed together in a
bathroom stall, Anastasia administered the last two remaining doses of heroin
to her vampire lovers.  They emerged from the bathroom completely lit, ready to
party like rockstars.  Shamus, the DJ-announcer, a tall thin man, approached
the three of them cautiously as they exited the women’s bathroom.  He started
to back away as he noticed the wild eyed gazes of Aaron and Michelle, but Ana
seized onto his arm excitedly, cutting off his escape.


“Oh, I’m glad I caught you!” 
That’s exactly how he felt, caught.  His every instinct was to bolt.  There was
something very wrong about them.  Aaron pegged him with a hungry look, a
predator recognizing the scent of its prey, the scent of fear.


Ana held him in place.  “We
need two dancers, girls, for a private party!”  She was on a roll with her
latest idea, “Are there any girls available to leave?  We have a limo outside.”


The vampires hugged and
kissed and rubbed all up and down each other hungrily.  As Ana made her proposal,
they both focused on Shamus, giving him the undivided attention of their
insane, heroin-blasted smiles.  He imagined they would haul him off to their
limo if he couldn’t accommodate them.


Shamus addressed Michelle. 
“Um, my boss wants to offer you a job tomorrow night, a repeat performance in
the Jell-O arena.  He loved it.  Great stuff.”  He had trouble mustering any
enthusiasm to pitch his bosses offer.  They kept looking at him like he was a
big juicy piece of steak.


Michelle’s eyes defocused,
she looked at Aaron, who looked at her.  Something passed between them, and she
pegged Robert with her entrancing gaze.


“I would like that very much!” 
She stepped up into his face and caressed his cheek with the tips of her
way-too-long, sharp nails.  “Why don’t you send the girls with us for the night
and I will consider returning for the show tomorrow.  Unless you would like to
play with me?”  She licked her lips carnivorously, reaching down between his
legs to measure his potential.


Shamus blanched.  He backed
away.  “Ah … I’ll go get a couple girls.  I’ll be … right back.”


Ten minutes later they were
escorted out the front door and down the red carpet to their waiting limousine,
two female beauties in tow.  The bisexual strippers had been chosen carefully,
explicitly warned to expect a wild finish to their night.


 


* * * *


 


Anastasia fixed shots of
Patron for her and the strippers as they cruised the Vegas strip.  All three
girls knocked back several shots apiece while the vampires proceeded to get
naked.  They had barely been able to maintain the façade of humanity in the
strip club.  Once in the limo, they dropped the act, attacking each other
ravenously.


Brandy, a short-haired blond
with a slim svelte body joined in.  She slipped off her form-fitting tank top,
exposing her perky little breasts.  The other girl, Mandy, a more voluptuous
woman with long auburn curls and freckles, proceeded to crawl across the
carpeted limo floor like a cat, working her way into Aaron and Michelle’s
laps.  She undid her bra, generous breasts with huge pink nipples burst out
into both vampire’s faces as she shared one with each of them.  Brandy slinked
her way out of her miniskirt to slide into the foray, bumping hips with Mandy
to make room atop Michelle’s lap.


Ana staggered her way over to
fall into the mix, a giggling tumble of female flesh.  Asses, tits, warm wet
thighs, rubbing-playing-carressing.  Several sets of hands vied for Aaron’s
solitary cock.  The competition was fierce for the only penis in the limo.  They
each had their turn, some more than others, some more than they could handle.


By the end, when all the
humans in the limo had their fill and then some, it came down to the two vampires
still going at it.  Aaron had Michelle down on the carpet, her claws sunk in
for purchase against his slamming thrusts from behind.  She tried her best to
maintain on hands and knees, but he shoved her down face-first, as he bellowed
with his orgasm emptying into her. 


Anastasia sat on the floor,
naked, so drunk she could hardly walk.  She mewled to Aaron, reaching out to
tug on his arm as he lay collapsed atop Michelle.  “I love you so much!”  Her
speech heavily slurred.  “Marry me, now, tonight!”


She tried to sit up, lost her
balance, flopped over on her side, legs spread eagle.  The two girls Mandy and
Brandy both gasped in horror.  Ana’s inner thighs were pinkish-red.  Yet again,
he’d given her what she wanted, wicked-rough sex, and it was more than she
could safely handle.  Michelle did what she had done from the first night.  She
administered first aid to their pet via her magnificently long tongue.


The strippers looked at each
other in silent agreement.  Things had gotten way too freaky, even for them.


“Can you just let us off at
the next intersection?  We’ll take a taxi from there.”  Brandy spoke with panic
in her voice as she slipped back into her miniskirt and tank top as fast as
possible.  Mandy was right behind her, dressing with urgency as they tried not
to stare at Michelle and Ana.


Mandy added, “We really need
to get going, we’ve got to get home.  It’s already four in the morning.  I have
a day job too.”  Her voice had gone into a begging tone.  The girls wanted off
this ride and now.


Ana giggled and smiled as
Michelle took care of her.  Brandy tapped on the glass partition separating the
chauffer and repeated her request, her voice almost shrill in its urgency.  Ana
was lost in the moment, her fingers tangled in Michelle’s golden curls, her
hips pumping in time to the tongue.


Aaron shoved a pile of
twenties into Mandy’s hand.  “Don’t spend it all in one place.”  He laughed at
her as she backed away with a fistful of money, stumbling out the door
backwards, unwilling to take her eyes off him.


Ana started in on him again
as she peaked hard in Michelle’s face.  “Please!  Marry me!  Tonight!”  She
pleaded with him, screaming with her orgasm.  He could never deny her.


He married Anastasia Lucilla
Makarova in the Viva Wedding chapel before an Elvis minister.  They made
entrance into the chapel in a convertible 1964 pink Cadillac.  Elvis drove.  It
was the classic Vegas wedding, each partner blasted out of their minds.  Ana
was trashed on liquor and venom, and Aaron faded on enough high grade heroin to
give three junkies a coronary.


Michelle laughed so hard she
cried while snapping photos of their fabulous drunken pet staggering around,
trying to straighten her veil.  Aaron scooped her up and carried her the rest
of the way to the alter, she couldn’t walk anymore.


In the limo, Michelle
instructed the driver to return to Camden Estates, Demarco’s house.  Aaron
growled, “Why are we going back there?”


“For the rest of the kilo.” 
She pegged him with the stare.  The issue was not up for debate.


They arrived at Demarco’s
house scant minutes before sunrise.  He carried his sleeping bride to bed,
removed her clothes and administered another treatment of first aid.  They
cuddled around their precious pet and slept like the dead as the sun peeked
over the horizon.  Ana dozed in peaceful contentment, her husband wrapped
around her protectively.  It was the best moment of her life.  She’d never been
happier or felt more cherished and loved.


 


* * * *


 






 

 


 


Chapter 24


 


Kramer awoke first thing in the morning.  He had to find out
what the hell was going on with Demarco.  His life depended on it.  He recalled
Juan Carlos’s blatant threats when Demarco didn’t answer the door last night.


“Dis is gonna be a problem.  You got till tomorrow night
gringo.  I’m coming back to your casino tomorrow night.  Better have the rest
of my fuckin money and some answers.  If he’s buying somewhere else I wanna
know!”  JC had left him standing there at Demarco’s front door, scared
shitless.


By noon he’d left so many messages he filled up Demarco’s
voicemail box.  He’d driven past his house three times.  The Black SUV was
parked out front, covered in dirt, both driver and passenger side windows
busted out.  Something was seriously fucked up.  He had a deep down twist in
his gut, a fear he’d never known before.  Is this how I’m going down?  Fuck
this!  I’m not dying for that piece of shit!  I’ll just have to pay the other
fifty thousand and try to find a place to unload the coke.  Demarco can go to
hell.  After much deliberation, he decided to call a personal friend and
business associate, Michael Jamison, a private investigator.


“Yello, Jamison speaking, how can I help you?”


“You still haven’t figured out how to use the caller ID? 
You can’t see it’s me calling you? Kramer?”


“Yep, that and my VCR, still can’t figure out how to set the
damn clock for auto-record.”


He snickered.  It was a standing joke between them.  Mike
employed some very pricey high tech spy gadgetry in his investigations, but he
seemed to be behind the curve on consumer electronics, still using a VCR.


“Have you taken it in for warranty work, maybe there’s
something wrong with it.”


“I’m pretty sure that warranty expired about ten years
back.”


“Gonna have to bite the bullet and start buying Blue Rays.”


“Do they have Fletch on Blue Ray?”


“I’ll have my assistant download it and burn it off on DVD. 
She can get anything off the web, even ‘Leave it to Beaver’.”


“Deal.  We’ll work it in on a credit with the next invoice. 
So what can I do for you?”


“I have a problem.  Basically it’s a security concern.”


“Alright, I can be there in say an hour.  You available
then?”


“That works for me, I’ll buy you lunch if you haven’t eaten
yet.”


“Sounds good, I’ll see you then.”


 


* * * *


 


Michael Jamison arrived right on time.  They greeted each
other in their customary handshake.


Kramer began immediately. “I’m glad you could make it on
such short notice.  That’s one of the things I like about you.  You’re always
right there when I need you, very professional.”


Mike smiled at the overt ego stroking.


Kramer continued, “There’s a young couple I’d like you to track
down for me.  Take a look at this security footage and tell me what you think.”


Kramer showed him the highlights of the confrontation with
Aaron from the hallway security cams outside his hotel room.  He was taken
aback as he watched Aaron dispatch both guards and then turn on Kramer an
instant later.  It all happened in a blur of movement, leaving fallen and
broken men.


From his military days and Special Forces training, he
immediately recognized Aaron as an especially formidable combatant.  Noting the
black-haired woman’s amusement, she was obviously familiar with Aaron’s physical
dominance in a fight.  The scene struck him with a sense of otherworldliness,
sending a chill down his spine.  He was intrigued.  Kramer really had something
interesting here.  After all his boring days spent chasing down the mundane, a
truly exciting mystery presented itself for his study.


He asked, “Is that in real time?”  Kramer nodded yes.


“He’s a quick little bastard.”  Kramer replayed it again,
slowing it down, but Aaron’s moves were still blurred, the camera couldn’t keep
up with him.


“That’s an understatement.  Can you slow that down more? 
I’d like a close up view.”  He scooted up to the monitor.


Kramer adjusted the video with a few deft clicks of the
mouse.


“Whoohee!  He smacked you a good one eh?”  He looked to
Kramer, who took the ribbing in stride.


“Ohh yeah.  I’m still sore from that, left me a bruise the
size of his damn hand.  But that was nothing compared to the security boys.” 
Kramer pointed to the officers frozen on screen.  One on the floor, and a large
Samoan standing back out of reach, his face a grimace of pain.


“The one he dropped, Marine, six months out of Iraq.  Kid
broke two of his ribs.  He’s on a week’s paid medical leave.  The monster who
looks like he’s about to cry, his forearm’s broken in three places.  He’s
sitting behind a desk for the next month.”


Kramer looked him straight in the eye.  “What do you think?”


He exhaled heavily and ran his hands through his hair.  “I
wouldn’t want to run into him in a dark alley, that’s for sure.”


Kramer looked at him expectantly, anticipating a more
in-depth answer.


He was gonna have to give a professional opinion.  “I
suspect he’s had some advanced combat training.  Do you know if he’s
ex-military?  Special Forces?”


Kramer shook his head no.


“Here’s the background check I did on him, just the
web-based stuff available with a few mouse clicks.”  Kramer handed him a folder
marked ‘Aaron Pilan’.  “Until a few weeks ago, the kid was nothing but a waiter
in New York, a nobody.”


“Okay.  So what do you want?”


“Find out everything you can about him and the blond, her
name’s Michelle.  I don’t have a dossier on her.  I don’t even know her last
name.”


“Is that all you called me for?  I can have a thorough
background on him in a few hours.  If that’s all you wanted you could’ve sent
me an email.”


“There’s more.”  Kramer paused, seeming to carefully
consider his words.  “I think Aaron’s responsible for a kidnapping.  A close friend
of mine has gone missing.  He was last seen with the blond and Aaron at his
home here in Vegas.  I think they have done something with him.  His name’s
Alexander Demarco, and I haven’t been able to reach him since yesterday.  He
was supposed to meet me last night, he didn’t show.”


What the hell was going on here?  This sounded hinkier every
second.  There’s something Kramer’s not telling me.  “So … you’re really
looking for Demarco.  Why didn’t you say that to begin with?”


Kramer looked away, awkward.  “Mike, the security situation
starts here in the casino.  They connected with Demarco here at a VIP party
night before last.  I’m hiring you to investigate via the hotel account.  It
all comes back to Aaron Pilan.  Track him down and you’ll find both Demarco and
Michelle.  Here’s the address where they were last seen, Demarco’s home in Camden
Estates.”


“So … they just met here at a VIP thing, followed him home,
and you expect they would still be there at his house?”  He eyed Kramer, trying
to get to the bottom of his secrets.  There was some subterfuge here.  Kramer’s
hiding something, but what?


Kramer leaned back in his chair, looking off into the distance
through the window.  “Ahh, well, she works as an escort at times.  Perhaps I
failed to mention that.  As to why she’s still at his home, of that I can’t be
certain.  It’s the only start point I can give you.  Hopefully something will
turn up from there.  You’re the miracle worker.  Work me a miracle.”


Though the situation stunk funky as hell, he was intrigued. 
Definitely the most interesting thing going on in his life at the moment. 
“Okay … you know my rates, nothing’s changed.  Five thousand deposit up front
and a hundred fifty an hour plus expenses.  I’ll bill you weekly.  Is that
everything?”


“I don’t expect this to go on for weeks, or even days.  You
can keep that deposit if you find out what the hell happened to Demarco in the
next twelve hours.  I need you to start right away, if it’s not too much of an
inconvenience.”


He observed Kramer closely.  He’d already decided to do just
that.  “Sure.  For you I’ll do it.  You can count on me.”  Guess I’m not
getting that free lunch after all.


Kramer handed him the check he’d been holding for several
minutes.  They shook on it and he headed out into the scorching hot Vegas sun
to stake out Demarco’s house.


 


* * * *


 


Mike arrived at Demarco’s house at three in the afternoon,
parking his car across the street.  He set up a digital camcorder on the
driver’s side visor and sat back to wait.  He was accustomed to whittling away
the hours doing the waiting game.  Sometimes it seemed like he’d been waiting
all his life.  For what?  Who knew.  This is why I make the big bucks.  Nobody
wants to sit out here for hours on end doing nothing, waiting for something
that may never happen.


As he sat listening to the quiet murmur of the radio, he
mulled over his conversation with Kramer.  His ability to discern the
undercurrents in people’s hidden lives was integral to this line of work. 
Kramer had some serious undercurrents going on.  Desperate.  Kramer had
seemed like a desperate man.


The security footage bothered him.  Aaron moved way too
fast.  And he had that look about him, a ferocity matching his speed and
force.  It brought to mind a quote from Shakespeare:  “Imitate the action of
the tiger; stiffen the sinews, summon up the blood.  Disguise fair nature with
hard-favored rage and lend the eye a terrible aspect.”


He had a hunch Aaron was probably a killer.  He decided
right then and there he’d never be foolish enough to face Aaron Pilan without
first stacking the situation in his favor.  Fifty yards of distance and a
good sniper rifle oughta do the trick.  Any closer and that kid would
surely get the best of him.


 


* * * *


 






 

 


 


Chapter 25


 


“I’m supposed to sit here and wait for you to get off work to
go see this cabron?  No.  We go now.  I want to know where the fuck he is and
what the fuck he’s doing with my money.”  Juan Carlos sat there tapping his
fingers in irritation on Kramer’s desk.


He had surprised Kramer, showing up at the Caesar’s Palace
unannounced at 4:30 in the afternoon, far earlier than expected.


“I got you covered on the other fifty.  Forget him.  Deal
with me.  I can have the other fifty thousand by tomorrow.  Fuck Demarco.” 
Kramer spoke boldly, but he had no balls to back it up.  He thinks I’m lying
to him.  He doesn’t believe me.  I’m so screwed.


“You know what gringo.  I’m not worried about the money.  I
know you got money.  In your house.  In your Lexus.  In your retirement plan. 
I wanna know who dis estúpido cabron is buying from.  If I find out you playin
me, I’m gonna fuck you up gringo.”


His stomach flopped, butt-hole puckered.  I’m gonna shit
myself.


Kramer flinched as Juan Carlos slammed his hand down on the
desk.  “Okay!  I believe you.  Come on.  We gonna go check his house, inside
and out.  See what we gonna find.  Vamos a ver!”


 


* * * *


 


Anastasia awoke an hour before sunset.  Her head pulsated
with a throbbing pain.  The slightest move pounded a tiny little hammer against
the insides of her temples.  As soon as she sat up  she broke into a cold sweat. 
I need to throw up.  The punishing synergy of hang-over, extreme anemia,
and withdrawals was worse than any sickness she’d ever known.  It took her
several minutes to untangle from her lover’s limbs.  Moving presented an almost
insurmountable challenge.


After what seemed like an hour, she made it off the bed and
dragged her sorry ass to the kitchen.


Her eyes scanned the contents of the refrigerator.  Apple
juice, yeah, that’s good. Now something to eat, maybe that cheese.  She
rifled through the drawers looking for a knife to cut off a hunk of the cheddar
cheese, latching onto a short paring knife.  The stiff block of cheese resisted
the small blade.


Ouch! God damnit!  She watched the blood well from
her slashed fingertip.  She giggled.  “Where’s a vampire when you need one?”


The food and drink settled her stomach, but now the aches
set in.  The very marrow of her bones radiated an ache throughout her whole
body.  She needed their bite.  NOW.  She stumbled to the bathroom, smearing
blood all over the medicine cabinet from her cut finger as she dug frantically
for the Oxycontin.


“Thank you God, oh thank you, thank you, thank you!”  She
tore open the bottle of Oxy’s and downed three forty mg. pills.  The effect of
withdrawals still strong as ever, she headed straight out to the back patio to
grab another bottle of merlot.  In minutes she had guzzled over half of it,
belching and smiling as the buzz overtook her jitters and anxiety.  The opiates
started kicking in nicely as well.  Bottle in hand, she sashayed back to check
on her lovers who were still out cold in bed.


She crawled in to cuddle up against her new husband’s cool,
naked body, feeling no pain, and quite happily sedated on Oxy’s.  Just as she
drifted off to sleep on the haze of strong drug and drink, a powerful hand seized
her foot and yanked her out of bed to fall on the floor in a thud.


“What the fuck?”


Two sets of hands jerked her to a standing position.  She
could barely see through her blurry focus.


“What the fuck is going on?  Who killed all these fuckin
people?”


The man had a thick Spanish accent, and he was very angry. 
He smacked her hard.  She squeaked.  Her head rocked back from the blow.  It
didn’t really hurt.  Her face felt like rubber.  She was way too high to feel
much pain.


She saw two faces.  Whoopsie!  He looks so funny, angry
and stuff.  She giggled.  “You like it rough tough guy?  So do I!”  She
laughed in his face.


“This fuckin puta is high!  Isidro––get her dressed.  Take
her out to la trocka.”


He handed her off to another short dark-haired Hispanic guy.


“Noooo.  I’m not going with you!”  She slurred, trying to
push him away as he dragged her off.


He tightened his grip, locking down on her wrists.  “You can
go nice, or you can go the hard way.  A mí no importa.”  She got the message.


 


* * * *


 


JC turned on Kramer with menace in his eyes.  “Who the hell
did this?  Esa chingadera está bien malo!  This is some fucked shit!  What the
hell you gettin’ me into?”


Kramer shook his head looking clueless.  JC pointed to the
bed where the two pale naked bodies lay, seemingly asleep.  “Those
motherfuckers are dead!  Some overdose or somethin, and you got them other two
in the garage!”


He stammered, “I don’t know!  Oh God, I don’t know
anything!  You gotta believe me.  I had nothing to do with this!  The whole
world has gone insane!”


“Are you settin’ me up?  You got the cops waitin for me
outside?”


“NO!  NO!  NO!”


“Cálmate guey!  Tell me who could do
this.  Somebody into serious shit here.  You know something puto.  Tell me!”


“I don’t have a clue!  But I bet she does!”  He pointed to
Anastasia dressed in her navy blue Gucci dress from the night before.  “Those
two must have killed Demarco and Oso, and then she poisoned them or something,
I don’t know.  Maybe they overdosed.  I do not know!  We’ll get some answers
when she comes out of it.”  He kept pointing at Ana, who stuck her tongue out
at him.


“Fuck you too Kramer.”  She giggled at her own snarky reply.


JC grabbed Kramer to pull him up close nose to nose.  “Listen
to me pinche gringo motherfucker.  We gonna talk to this puta.  We gonna find
out what happened.  We gonna find out where the fuck my money is.  And if you
lyin to me, I’m gonna cut off your balls and shove em up your ass.”


He let him go, shoving him off and turned to yell at his other
sidekick Pedro.  “I want her purse, her cell phone, everything.  Vamos a ver!”


 


* * * *


 


Aaron awoke to the lingering scents of sweaty bodies, old
blood, and the familiar, noxious odor of ‘Nautica Oceans’ aftershave.  He and
Michelle looked at one another, “Kramer,” they said.  “Recently.”


Michelle spoke what he already suspected to be true,
“Anastasia’s gone.”


His jaw clenched, a grinding snap-pop sound.  He glared at
her and spoke what they both knew to be true.  “Someone’s with Kramer, and
they’ve taken her.”


“I promised I’d never leave her.  There’s no way she’d ever
leave me.  It’s not possible.”


“She will need you now.  Her withdrawals would be severe.” 
Michelle’s eyes held understanding.


She reassured, “We will find her.  Don’t worry.  She is your
bloodslave and she cannot be hidden from you.  You have a very special
connection.”


He never realized the truth of it, but now that she said it,
he knew it to be so.  He did have a feeling.  “She’s still here in Las Vegas.”


He reached out with his mind, picturing Anastasia in all her
brilliant glory, her smile, her laughter.  She was there, not far away.  “They’re
moving north, heading out of town.”


He sensed her mind, a foggy haze.  “She’s heavily drugged,
but unhurt.”


“We will find her, I promise.”  Michelle hugged him close,
lending strength with her love and support.


He tensed up in her embrace.  “She is much more than a
bloodslave.  She’s my wife.  We’ll get her back tonight.  If I have to kill
every man in Vegas to find her, we’ll get her back!”


 


* * * *


 


Kramer’s cell phone buzzed.  “Hello?”


“Bonjour.  Monsieur Kramer?”


“Yes!  Michelle?  Is that you?  You’re
alive?  We … I thought you were dead!”


“Non. 
I am very much alive and well.  What are you doing with Anastasia?”


“Uh …”  Juan Carlos snatched the phone out of his hand.


“Who the fuck is this?”


“Michelle.”


“Chingao madre.  What the fuck is going on?  I want answers!
 We got a big problem.  I don’t get the truth, some people gonna get hurt real
bad.”


“I want Anastasia alive and unharmed.”


“Ala verga.  Dis bitch está bien brava!  Everybody
wants something.  I want something too.  I want my money and I want some
answers.  If I don’t like the answers, I’m gonna start cutting little pieces
off dis bonita putita with the pretty black hair.  Me entiendes?”


“There is no need to make threats.  We will cooperate as you
say.  How much money?  Where?”


“Hay que bueno.  I want my fifty thousand, all of it.  Then
we gonna have a little talk about you, and the people you workin for.  We gonna
get dis shit straight or somebody’s gonna get real fucked up.  Meet me at the Truck
stop on Highway 15 and 93.”  He ended the call.


JC tossed the cell back at Kramer and turned around in the
front passenger seat to face Anastasia in the back seat.  He reached out and
brushed his fingers across her cheek softly.


“I know you got something to tell me.  You talk to me now,
and you can go home all nice and pretty.  You keep quiet … ain’t gonna be so
good for you.”


Anastasia looked him in the eye, her gaze dilated and glossy. 
“He’s coming for me.  He’ll be here soon.  You guys don’t even know.  You’re so
fucked.”


He smacked her across the face with a backhand.  Her head
snapped sideways, a trickle of blood sliding down her lip.  She licked it away
and smiled.  “I can forgive you, but he never will.”


 


* * * *


 


Aaron and Michelle arrived at the truck stop in Demarco’s
black Tahoe at precisely the appointed time.  An arm reached out the driver’s
side of a white extended cab truck, waving them to follow.


They followed the truck onto a dirt road turn-off until the
gravel path hit a dead end.  Like a scene from a gritty Hollywood film, Juan
Carlos stepped out of the white truck with a semi-automatic pistol held to
Anastasia’s head.  His two sidekicks Pedro and Isidro were heavily armed with
AK-47’s, standing to either side.  Kramer slinked out last, hiding behind JC
and Anastasia.


Michelle stepped out first, then Aaron.  They had dressed
simply, Michelle in a sleeveless top and cutoff shorts, he in a white t-shirt
and blue jeans.  They could have been a young couple out for a day at the
beach, surfers, tourists.  They had purposely dressed not to impress,
wolves in sheep’s clothing.


JC sent Pedro to frisk them.  Pedro shoved both of them
against the Tahoe.


“Stay there, puta, if you know what’s good for you.”


He ran his hands over Aaron briskly then turned to Michelle
with a salacious smile.


“Now you, conchita. Spread your legs.”


Pedro’s hands lingered at Michelle’s breasts and crotch. 
Pedro finally nodded to JC indicating they were clean.


“Where’s the money?”  JC yelled as Pedro returned to his
side, sniffing his fingers with a smirk.


“Ana first, then the money.”  Aaron yelled
back.


“No te pases la verga cabron!  The
money or she dies!”  JC cocked the pistol against Ana’s temple.


Aaron grabbed a black leather briefcase from the front seat,
and walked towards them.


“Ala verga!  No!  Throw it to me!  You stay right there
puto!”  He turned to Pedro with smirk.  “Somos Colombianos guey. 
No te juegas con nosotros!”  We are Columbians, don’t play with us.


Aaron caught Ana’s eyes.  She felt an impression.  Drop
now.  She dropped.


Aaron flung the suitcase hard and fast, nailing JC solidly
in the face.  Pedro and Isidro raised their assault rifles and opened fire on
nothing but air.  Aaron and Michelle were already gone, closing the distance
inhumanly fast.


As JC tried to draw down on him with his pistol, Aaron tore
out Isidro’s throat, knocked the rifle from his hands, and lashed out at JC. 
He smashed JC hard in the left side of the head.  He went straight down onto
the truck, head bouncing off the wheel well.


Michelle hit Pedro with an open-handed slash, tearing into
his belly and tossing him back three feet to land in the dirt.  He lost the
rifle struggling to keep his guts from spilling out.


As soon as the shooting began, Kramer screamed like a girl
and took off running the opposite direction, deeper into the desert.  Aaron hesitated
for a couple seconds, debating whether or not to give chase.  Michelle decided
it by taking off in pursuit of Kramer.  Ana rose up from the ground, rushing to
be reunited with her husband.  As he intercepted her, JC regained his senses
enough to take aim and fire off four shots at Aaron.


He dodged the first three shots, twisting out the way.  The
fourth shot hit him in the back shoulder through and through.  The bullet continuing
on through Anastasia’s left breast and heart, and exited, leaving a gaping
wound out her back.


Aaron dropped to the ground sheltering Ana.  He rolled and
leaped up to slice through JC’s torso from pubic bone to sternum, claws fully
extended, cutting his belly open wide.  JC’s intestines snaked out, coiling
about his feet.  Juan took two steps forward and tripped over his own
intestinal tract, falling to his hands and knees.  The remainder of his
internal organs poured out onto the dirt.  His hands worked frantically,
cramming his guts back inside, dirt, sand, mud, and all.


Aaron picked up his beautiful bride from the dirt and held
her cradled gently in his arms.  He bit her without feeding, solely for the
purpose of sharing his venom.  Ana gurgled, blood coming out her mouth as she
fought to breath.


“Aaron … I love you … hold me … so cold.”  Her body
temperature leaked out as she bled through his arms onto the desert floor.


He knew she wouldn’t last long.  He could smell death
encroaching.  He saw the acceptance of her fate in her mind and spirit.  She
was happy, awash in the wonderful euphoria of his bite and the joy of being together
with him one last time.  As he released his bite, his beautiful wife’s heart
beat stuttered.


“Michelle help me!  Can’t we save her?”  He
cried out, speaking both aloud and straight into her mind with his plea.


Michelle, occupied in the hunt, sent him a psychic blast
directive, “Feed her your blood now!”


He brought Ana’s lips to his chest, where he bled profusely
from his own injuries.


“Drink my blood, Ana.  Please, baby, drink it!”


She gasped and choked for air, struggling to breath as he
rubbed her lips around on his chest.  He pulled her away so she could breath. 
She spoke in a whisper.


“I … love … you … my husband.”  With this exhale her heart
stopped completely.  He followed her mind as she experienced the sublime
serenity of letting go of this existence and all the struggle and pain that came
with it.  Her parting thoughts were of him, gratitude.  She was grateful for
the wonderful bliss, floating off in a tranquil sea of venom induced heaven.


“Oh god Anastasia, my wife, I love you.  Don’t leave me.  Please
don’t leave me.”  He held her, rocking her lifeless body, crying tears of blood
onto the desiccated Nevada soil.


 


* * * *


 


Michelle caught Kramer, slashing at his back with her razor
claws.  He went down hard, tumbling through the dirt screaming in pain.  The
skin on his left shoulder flapped, exposing muscle and bone.  He tried to get
up, but his ankle twisted in the melee.  He crawled on hands and knees for a
couple feet till she kicked him hard in the gut, flipping him up into the air
to land on his back.


She straddled his chest, shoving him flat.  Her jaw
unhinged, a gaping maw wide open in his face, as though she’d swallow his head
whole.  Her fully elongated fangs snapped shut with an audible ‘clap’ a scant
millimeter from his nose.


He knew true terror for the first time in his life.  She
read it in his aura as his bowels evacuated.  She smelled it, the scent
heightening her bloodlust, driving her instincts wild.  She bit down hard into
his neck, sucking massive gulps of his lifeblood.  Screaming and beating at her
head and shoulders, she brought him to orgasm after terrified orgasm.  In the
middle of his sexual ecstasy, she reached down between his legs, sliced through
his designer slacks and seized his convulsing ballsack.  His climax wetting her
hand, she squeezed and yanked hard and fast, pulling his scrotum and testicles
out by their bloody roots.  She tossed the useless flesh aside.  He didn’t need
it anymore.


Kramer screamed till he lost consciousness.


Aaron’s overwhelming grief slammed into her psyche,
distracting her from finishing the job.  She cried out in the night in anguish,
feeling all his pain and sorrow along with her own.  Tears of blood running
down her face in rivulets, she rejoined him to mourn Anastasia’s passing.  They
held their dead lover together, each expressing the grief of the two combined
via their wide open psychic link.


They stayed there for a time, wrapped in a cocoon of sorrow
and shared pain.  Seeing Aaron’s growing weakness, she focused on priorities.


“You must feed.  You’re too weak.  Your wound is serious.” 
She examined his shoulder.


He cried out in anguish.  “I won’t defile her body!”


She pointed to the Colombians.  Aaron noticed Juan Carlos
was still alive.  “He’ll do.”


Juan saw them coming for him and started crawling away
frantically.  Without his hands to hold them in, his guts fell out into the
dirt again, tangling at his knees as he crawled.


“Son demonios.  Vete detrás de mí Satanás.”  They
are demons.  Get thee behind me Satan.


Aaron snatched him up off the ground by his hair to pull him
up face-to-face with one hand.  “You owe me your life for hers.  You can never
bleed enough.  There is not blood enough in this world to make up for her life.”


He tore out JC’s throat with his teeth and drained his body
of every last ounce of blood.  Isidro had died earlier from his injuries.  Pedro
survived just long enough to die in both Aaron and Michelle’s arms as they fed
from either side of his neck––exsanguination––cardiac arrest from high
volume blood loss.


She led Aaron back out into the desert to find Kramer.  Surprisingly,
the man had survived, lying in the blood-soaked dirt in obvious agony.  “Please
kill me, I can’t take it anymore.  I don’t want to live like this.  Please.”  His
voice broke with the plea.


She shook her head.  “No.  He dies slowly.”


She grabbed Aaron’s hand and led him away.


 


* * * *


 






 

 


 


Chapter 26


 


Mike Jamison watched Aaron and Michelle drive way from
Demarco’s shortly after Kramer and the other three Hispanic men left with the
black-haired beauty.  He recognized her from the video security footage Kramer
had shown him earlier in the day.


He waited for a few minutes and then followed in the
direction they traveled.  He didn’t need to follow directly.  He had placed a
GPS tracker under the Tahoe earlier.  He drove down highway 15 till he reached
the dirt road turnoff.  He parked a mile to the north.  With his smartphone
tracking app, he pinpointed their location off in the desert and took off
hiking with his night-vision goggles.  Reaching a nearby rise, he heard the
telltale rat-a-tat-tat of assault rifle fire.  Sounds like AK-47’s.  He
knew the sound well.  A common weapon all across the Middle East, any militant
group on a tight budget went for the AK-47.  The Mexican mafias relied on it so
heavily they had a nickname for it, cuernos de chivo, horns of the
devil.


He took position atop the hill and sighted in on the action
with the goggles.  He stayed to watch it all, the murder, the cannibalistic
feeding ritual, and even the funeral pyre when they burned the black-haired
girl’s body.  Obviously her death had meant something more to them than the
others.


The things he saw chilled him to the bone.  As they returned
to Vegas in the Black Tahoe, he raced down the hill back to his car.  Badly
shaken, he wanted to keep a healthy distance.  He felt like an interloper
slinking around amidst some kind of ritualistic sacrifice.  He had no desire to
share the fate of the others.


He sat in his car, drinking a warm soda, trying to calm his
nerves as he watched their GPS location settle on the La Quinta Inn off Highway
15.


 


* * * *


 


Mike awoke at 11:00 a.m., showered quick, and raced out the
door with coffee and toast in hand.  He drove straight back to Demarco’s house
and parked down the block.  He casually strolled right up to Demarco’s house
and jumped the fence into the back yard.  He was about ninety nine percent
certain no one was home, at least not alive, considering the events he
witnessed last night.  He stood there for a moment looking at the busted glass
of the back door and telltale bloodstains on the patio.  Looking up he noted
the patio security camera neatly disguised within the motion detector spotlight
lamps.  He had installed that very same model in several homes.  Few people
could tell it was a closed circuit wireless security cam by looking at it.


Inside, he found all the grisly evidence he suspected he
might find.  He spent an entire hour looking for what he came for.  His
painstakingly thorough search paid off.  He found it in the master bedroom, a
false wall in the back of the walk-in closet.  A small room about six ft.
square housed the closed circuit wireless cameras recorded onto a hot-swap hard
drive.  A fairly state-of-the-art system several years ago.  Probably installed
when the house was built.  He pulled the hard drive out by the handle,
wrapped it in a nearby Rolling Stone magazine and walked out the way he had come. 
I should write Rolling Stone a letter thanking them for all that useless
print.


He considered calling 911 right then, but the cops would get
in the middle of the flow of information, making it difficult to find the truth
of the matter.  He very much wanted to know the truth on the hard-drive.  Last
night’s show, while shocking, hadn’t been all that enlightening.  The mutilated
bloated corpses in the garage had one hell of a tale to tell, a story he wanted
to watch as it unfolded on video.


He arrived at his home-office at 1:30 p.m. and hooked the
hard drive to his laptop.


“This occasion calls for a little something special.”


He cracked open a bottle of fifteen year Balvenie scotch, a
birthday gift from his brother-in-law in Seattle.  He’d been saving it for the
right moment.  He poured a liberal dash into a glass on the rocks and sipped
the soothing spirit, savoring its rich flavor as he settled in to watch the
video footage that would forever change his life.


 


* * * *


 


Three hours later Mike sat in the same chair staring at the
LCD screen of his laptop.  The vivid black and white image frozen in place
could have been something from a gruesome horror film.  There stood Aaron in
all his magnificent fury, Alexander Demarco’s heart in hand.  Aaron’s jaw had
opened inhumanly wide, long evil-looking fangs bared, preparing to chomp down
on the juicy meal.


Mike’s entire world had been turned upside down in the last
twenty four hours.  He kept returning to the events on the hotel security tape
and Demarco’s hidden cameras, culminating with the episode out in the desert
night.  An endless loop in his mind’s eye, playing over and over again.  No
matter how many times he analyzed these events, he couldn’t discount the
supernatural aspects of it.  There was no denying what he’d seen.


He forced himself to face the facts.  Aaron and Michelle were
not human.  The rewriting of fundamental paradigms and beliefs was not an
enjoyable process.  His head ached with the circular logic that folded back in
on itself, the inescapable truth.  The scotch helped keep his throbbing temples
down to a dull roar.


They’re not human.  They look human and sometimes act
human, but they are not.  So what the fuck are they?


He eventually came to the conclusion that was most logical
and yet still sounded insane when he said it aloud, “They’re vampires.  Real
fucking vampires.”


This being said, the question became what should he do?


His client was dead, the object of the investigation,
Alexander Demarco, also dead.  The police wouldn’t handle this kind of
situation very well.  Certain facts would surely be swept under the carpet.


He had put most of it together rather quickly.  Aaron was
the newbie in the deal.  He’d been a nobody in New York a few weeks ago, and
suddenly he’s here in Vegas, a rip-roaring badass.  Michelle must be the
catalyst.  She came into his life and made him what he was.  Which meant their
condition could be passed on, acquired.


In the police investigation, these creatures would probably
become the subject of a manhunt … but is that what he wanted to see happen?


“No.”


His own answer shocked him.  He no longer cared who they had
killed, or even why, though he had deduced more or less the why.  What mattered
at the moment was the answer to a different question.


How does one become a vampire?  That answer mattered
more than anything else.


 


* * * *


 


“It’s my fault she died.  We never should have stayed at Caesar’s
Palace.  We should have left Vegas.  You were right.”  Michelle lamented, her
face down in shame on Aaron’s chest.


“I was supposed to protect her.  I promised.  But I was too
high and stupid on heroin.  I let you bring us back to Demarco’s house.”


“I gave you the drug.  Is my fault.”


“The first time, but then after that?  We were both stoned
out of our minds Michelle.  You didn’t force me to do it all night long.”


“I brought us back to the house, because I wanted more
heroin.”


“Michelle, I let it all happen when I walked right into that
trap like an idiot.  I was so arrogant.  I thought I was untouchable.  And now
she’s dead.  I lost my wife.  I miss her so much Michelle.”


“Make love to me Aaron.  We are still alive, we have each
other.  Je t’aime.  Fais-moi l'amour.”  Michelle
took the initiative, sliding under the covers to swallow him whole.


Lying together in bed at the La Quinta Inn, Aaron and
Michelle consoled one another in the only way they knew how, physically.  They
made love, slow, languorous, sentimental love.  They made love like there was
no one else on the planet earth besides them, lost in one another.


Resting, hunger gnawing at his belly and calling him out
into the city, Aaron’s thoughts inexorably returned to Anastasia.  Everything
about Vegas reminded him of Anastasia.  To set one foot out the door of their
hotel was to travel the streets they had come to know with her by their side.


“Let me show you something.”


Michelle brought him out of his morosity with her cell phone
in hand.  She scrolled through photo after photo of their lovely pet in all her
brilliance and splendor.


“And look at this.”  Michelle replayed a ten second video
clip of Ana twirling and smiling as she showed off one of her brand new dresses
at the Gucci store.


“Remember the first night?”  She took hold of Aaron’s head
in her hands as she broadcast to him a vivid memory of Ana standing gloriously
nude for their inspection after having pledged her devotion to them both.


Aaron sent a memory of his own to Michelle via their bond,
of Ana laughing and clapping after he bested the security guards in the hallway
outside Kramer’s room.  He shared his memories of their special moments.  Ana
holding him close as they danced beneath the strobe lights in the nightclub.  Ana
smiling beautifully, her eyes closed, her fingers tangled in Michelle’s hair
while she administered loving first aid between her thighs.  Ana grinning from
ear to ear beneath her bridal veil as they said their wedding vows standing
before Elvis.


The wonderful memories poured in; washing away the
melancholy with the love they felt for her and each other.  They shared
memories back and forth across their psychic bond for hours.  They replayed and
relived Ana’s moments of ecstasy, pain, joy, and above all, the unconditional
love she bestowed upon them both.  She’d been one of the most tortured souls they
had ever known, yet her flame had burned so very brightly in their lives for
their short time together.


It was decided.  They would leave Vegas.  Michelle decided
it for them.


“We go to Paris.  I will show you my homeland.  Is très magnifique!”


The vampires fled Las Vegas the following night via airline
to New York and on to Paris.


Michael Jamison followed.


 


* * * *


 


The End


 


* * * *
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THE SHEPHERD


By T.W.
Luedke


 


Skate punks, a kleptomaniac vampire, clairvoyant visions
and reincarnation.


A teen is stalked by a young girl who believes he is her
dead fiancé reincarnated.  Their mutual obsession leads to violent
consequences.


16 year old skater Mike Evans has issues.  His alcoholic
father's unemployed and he's stuck living in a white-trash trailer park after
the foreclosure of their family home.  The last two years have sucked royally,
one disappointment after another.  Worse, he's plagued by clairvoyant visions
of strange-grisly events with an annoying tendency to come true.  Mike lost his
best friend, ex-girlfriend treats him like a leper, and his only remaining
friend Anita wants to get in his pants––he's clueless.  Since his mother died
at birth and his father doesn't give a damn, Mike's on his own.


His fortunes begin to change after helping a 13 year old
girl named Nadia, the victim of a hit and run on the highway.  A bond is forged
between them through an intense night of ministering to her injuries.  He
suspects Nadia is homeless.  An unusual relationship develops as she sneaks
into his room nightly for a place to stay.


Mike starts living a double life.  His daylight hours at
school are filled with his new girlfriend, skating, and working part-time.  His
nights are spent with Nadia.  She's a secret friend, keeping him company all
night, listening to his problems when no one else will.  Strangeness abounds as
they develop a codependency crossing all the boundaries of friendship.  Nadia
is not your average little girl and she's obsessed with him.  He suspects
things, but ignores the obvious signs of danger.


The situation comes to a head as Mike struggles to avert his
latest vision of gruesome death.  He can no longer ignore the evidence leading
to the undeniable conclusion that his secret friend is much more than what she
appears to be.


 






 

 


 


Prologue


 


Thursday
September 9th, 9:15 p.m.


Heavily faded on 40 milligrams of Oxycontin stolen from his
mother's prescription in the medicine cabinet, Justin Shelby felt pretty damn
good.  His judgment, questionable even in sobriety, was that much further impaired
with intoxication.  Goaded on by his friend Tommy Schroeder, one of the
wrestling elite of Moses Lake High School, Justin was inspired to new heights
of idiocy.  He quickly scaled the side of the outdoor playcenter at McDonald’s.


Justin typically spent his free time skating through
downtown Moses Lake and the skatepark across from the Aquatic Center, harassing
the bathing suit clad girls, enticing them into conversation and who knows what
else.  Like most skaters, he was thin, toned, and moderately athletic with a
strong sense of balance and equilibrium forged by endless hours of skateboarding. 
Climbing up the playcenter wasn't really any more dangerous than the myriad
skate stunts he and his friends attempted while recording videos for posting to
YouTube.


Justin quickly reached the apex, standing exalted atop an
airplane shaped plastic toy.  A seven year old kid gawked up at him from the
inside.  Tommy encouraged Justin's antics with loud catcalls, laughing at every
step of the way.  Justin proclaimed his status as king of the hill, arms held
up high.  A flagrant violation of the rules posted at the entry gate (rule #3: 
no climbing outside the play center, rule #4:  no children over the age of 14
allowed).


“Yeah bitches, hell yeah!”  Justin yelled and hooted at the
top of his lungs, pumping his fists in the air.


His antics were observed by another, one Mike Evans, who was
once so close a friend to Justin they called each other BFFs––Best Friends
Forever.  Their relationship had suffered as of late since Justin began hangin
with Tommy, who hated Mike.  The feeling was definitely mutual for Mike, he’d
begun to hate them both.


Parked in the McDonald’s drive-thru awaiting his dollar
cheeseburger, Mike leaned out the window of his 87 Geo Tracker for a better
view of Justin bellowing like an inebriated idiot.  Mike shook his head,
laughing at Justin––not with him––wondering what could have brought on this
latest spell of insanity.  Then Mike noticed Tommy Schroeder's up turned face
and wicked grin, and the why and how of it became obvious.


Justin was putting on a show for his new buddy.  Tommy was
cool, popular, and wealthy, he also happened to be one of the biggest arrogant
pricks in the 10th grade.  Justin's induction into the cool crowd via
friendship with Tommy was fairly recent.  Justin was still in the
something-to-prove phase, being extra obnoxious at times … like right now.


Unable to resist a jab, Mike called out to Justin, “Hey ass
munch, get down before you break your neck!”


Justin's head whipped around to the sound of Mike's voice,
causing his body to sway with the movement.  He spotted Mike and a nasty smirk
bloomed across his face.  In a moment of sublime inspiration Justin dropped his
pants to moon Mike with a show of lily white butt cheeks.  In raucous laughter,
Tommy yelled, “How about a double McAss burger Mikey?”


The girl delivering Mike's cheeseburger had her hand over
her mouth to cover her braces as she giggled and snarfed at the sight of
Justin's naked rump shaking back and forth while he taunted, “It’s a full moon
out tonight Mikey, hope you enjoy the view!”


Mike got in the last dig, “That'll make a killer Facebook
video!”  He held up his cell phone-digital-camcorder to record Justin.


Justin looked back over his shoulder in surprise, attempting
to pull up his pants at the same time.  The knee-jerk reaction caused him to
lose his delicate balance atop the cupola apex of the plastic airplane, and he
fell onto his right-side hip, sliding down off the playcenter.  Justin let go
his pants, hands splayed out wide across the airplane seeking something to grab
to slow his fall.  There was nothing to catch except smooth plastic.


Justin slid inexorably down the side of the playcenter,
pants and underwear still down around his thighs.  He tried rolling over onto
his belly to get positioned for a feet-first landing.  The maneuver would've
worked if not for the fence positioned so close to the playcenter.  The bright
yellow powder-coated aluminum fence that aided his climb to the top now blocked
his landing on the way down.


Justin's momentum came to an abrupt halt as he hit the top
of the fence ass first.  He emitted a blood curdling shrill scream of agony as
the two inch long three quarter inch diameter aluminum tubing extended above
the top crossbeam of the fence impaled him where the sun don't shine.  He was
pegged right in the holiest of holies, two inches of aluminum post going in
through the out door.


Mike saved the twenty five second video clip of Justin's
playcenter adventure on his Motorola cell phone and promptly emailed it to a
group of friends in his contacts list, mostly skaters who knew both him and
Justin.  Within fifteen minutes the video clip networked its way to over 100
students at Moses Lake High School and had been posted to dozens of Facebook
profiles.


 


* * * *
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