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Prologue
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CLOSING HER EYES, SHE tasted the wind. The smells of the city were a palate of every description. The scent of exhaust, of food, of restaurants, of sweaty bodies dancing to the tunes of self-gratification. The hot lusts and appetites of the prey were rampant, concentrated into their brief span. But beneath these aromas were the darker traces, the hidden belly of the city released through this olfactory encyclopaedia - rot, decay, fear, hate, the true face beneath the shallow neon mask.

The night breeze pawed at her cold flesh, tugging at the vinyl veil of her trench-coat. The chase was underway, she could feel it. Feel the rush of adrenaline, the thrill of pursuit, the terror of the hounded fugitive.

Opening her eyes, she regarded the sprawling city below her. Amber radiance trickled up through the cracked valleys that were its streets and roads, the rooftops black, bathed solely in the glorious smile of the moon and the stars. This was her domain, her dominion; every brick, every pipe, every breath of tainted air was hers.

Beneath, the small park was a realm of shadows, barricading itself from the outside with a wall of spiked iron railings. A body lay slumped against this wall, lines of red running across the stone and into the gutter. Other than this stolid occupant, the street was empty.

Smiling, she casually stepped off the edge of the building. The air rushed around her, rippling her coat, the six stories plunging past as a blur until she struck the pavement, shattering the stone, the skyscraper heels and pointed toes of her thigh boots now surrounding themselves with a halo of zigzagging cracks.

Stepping from the craters, she walked casually across the thin road to the body. Putting her fingers to the puncture wounds that had ripped open its throat, she tasted the spilt life and gave a shudder of pleasure.

Spatters of crimson wound off to the right, dropped by the reckless diners as they fled. Straightening back up she turned and started to follow the path, the two distinct scents so pronounced that they might as well have painted arrows to mark their route.

It was time.
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Chapter 1
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THE STREETS WERE CHOKED with travellers, with people negotiating a route home after a club, a bar, an evening of food and merriment. Preened and dressed to impress, the denizens of the city failed to give her more than a second glance as she dashed past them. It was as though her grimy and bedraggled appearance was some manner of urban camouflage, a concealing layer of filth that pushed her out of the human spectrums of sight and awareness.

Weaving through their ranks as an undetected breeze, Kira continued her mad bolt through the centre of the city. Her eyes flicked to every direction, her paranoia rampant, every shadow and every face a possible threat.

The neon signs and amber streetlights painted the scene of stone metal and glass with wild hues and numerous spectral shadows - places where her enemies might be lurking in wait. The scents of the city were strong in her nose, filling her senses with smells that no longer had purpose for her.

With her attention diverted to a suspicious figure at the entrance to a store, she slammed into a group of businessmen and their dates. Kira sent the startled travellers to the pavement and she dropped to her knees, before stumbling recklessly aside and into a foul smelling alleyway.

Their curses were lost to her. She had other far more pressing matters at hand than those of apologising to incensed office workers.

The alley reeked of rank food, of stale urine and long accumulated rot and grime. Cardboard boxes were piled in mouldering heaps, dank and sagging, leaning precariously upon one another for feeble support.

The passage led back to another main street, the streams of cars streaking past ahead, the flow of people like vessels through a vein. A soft silence existed in the thin corridor, the darkness smothering the sounds from without, absorbing them.

Limping forward, she cradled her arm, the limb aching from her fall. Shaking with fright and anxiety she looked about her surroundings as she walked. The windows were sealed, either bricked up or covered with bars and mesh to stop intrusion. Five stories arose straight up around her, and then parted to offer a slim view of the dark night sky. The stars sparkled and winked at her, the moon offering a crescent apparition and glowing with silvery wrath, seeking to emulate the sun it had replaced for an all too short period of time.

A flurry of motion snapped her gaze back to the world more immediately about her. A figure had entered the other end of the alley and was rushing towards her, his feet splashing in the shallow pools of fetid water. His clothes slapped against the air, a briefcase clutched grimly at his side.

With a squeak of shock Kira looked around for a way out, a way to continue her escape. Every second carried the man closer to her, and she knew his intentions well.

In the sombre light she saw him reaching into the case as he charged her. There was a wink of bright metal in the moonlight and Kira flung herself upward with a distressed squeak, the blade whistling with a sanguinary hack. The crates behind her were shredded, the contents splashed across the floor as Kira slapped her hands to the bars of the second floor window, vacating the area he had attacked.

Her body wrenched at the holds as gravity grabbed her and tried to bring her back to the ground. With jeopardy goading her on she scrambled upward, her body moving with the celerity of utter fear. Sparks lit the area below with a strobe pulse as her legs jolted up and away from another truculent slash, the metal edge screeching along the bricks.

A hissed imprecation of hate spilled from her pursuer's lips as she continued her assent, hauling herself up, grabbing the grilles, her arms aching from such exertion.

The lip of the roof beckoned and throwing a hand up, her fingers caught the ledge. With a scowl of labour she drew herself up and flopped over the perimeter and onto a crunching carpet of gravel.

A necessary moment of recovery gave way to a roll as she restored herself to her feet, every muscle and ligament raw within her.

Stumbling away, she wove amongst the pipes and ventilation ducts, the fans spilling warm dry air into the night about her. The other buildings of the area were an uneven landscape, rising and falling all about her, offering a possible route out, but one that would be difficult and exhausting to negotiate. No lights were on in any of the windows; the offices and businesses deserted at this extreme hour, testifying that she could move undetected.

Looking one way and then another she tried to figure where she was, which route to follow. But her meditations were cut short as there was a soft thud from behind her.

With a start she whirled to see the man slip over the ledge, dragging with him the rope of a grappling iron that had sunk barbed fangs into the stone.

'The hunt is over,' he stated grimly, and arose from his low crouch, revealing himself and his true purpose. He was a middle-aged man, his hair receding slightly at the front to reveal a few short scars. He appeared no different to any other mundane commuter, his loose suit clean and pressed, its edges like razors, his shoes polished to a mirror sheen but now spattered with mud and scuffed from his ascent.

The jacket lay open, revealing a harness over his white shirt and paisley tie, the hidden weapons now brazen in the rays of the moon - stakes, a pistol, a knife marked with eldritch runes.

In one hand he clutched a curved short blade, the small sword flickering with internal light, possessed of some eerie internal power. The other hand dropped the briefcase, leaving him holding what had been within. Stepping forward and leaving the case behind, he levelled the modified Uzi in her direction, the barrel rendered overlong and fat with a silencer and a laser scope. A red beam arced through the night and touched her chest, giving Kira a split second warning of his attack.

With a spasm she threw herself aside and behind a cluster of stout pipes. Hissing coughs rocked the air, mumbled from the assault weapon. Scintillating bursts erupted above her, bullets springing from the metal amidst dazzling plumes of radiance. Clutching her arms about her head she scurried onward, the deluge continuing to eat at her vicinity.

A pipe cracked before her and sent out a geyser of scorching steam, blocking her passage, herding her back, the sporadic bursts of her pursuer driving her, steering her one way and then another as he continued his hounding attentions.

Dropping onto her side she found herself in the corner of the building, open space on either side, places devoid of cover. She looked again and again, hoping she was wrong, praying that she not be trapped as she knew she was.

'Nowhere left to run,' stated a hateful voice, the tones harsh.

'Leave me alone,' she wailed, burying her face in her hands.

'Can't do that I'm afraid. You have to be cleansed.'

'Please, I haven't done anything,' she implored, looking over the edge at the drop into the street. A fall would cripple her, leave her defenceless against him. She had a better chance by choosing to fight him directly.

'No, but you will, you won't be able to resist your thirst,' he testified, the sound of his steady footfalls continuing to close in on her.

'Thirst? What do you mean? You're insane.'

'Maybe. But killing vampires is what I do, and killing you serves that vaulted purpose.'

'Vampires? You're mad, there's no such thing,' she cried, trying to convince herself he was in error. 'And even if there was, I'm not one. I work in a department store for Christ's sake. I have a mini, I have two pet tube mice called Mook and Chook!'

The footfalls started to draw close and Kira huddled into the corner. She didn't have the strength to flee any more, and her will to fight was flagging rapidly. She couldn't go on. Her life was shattered, broken and lost to her, and hounded for days, she just wanted it to end.

There was a crunch and the hunter stepped out from behind a stack of exhaust vents. Kira looked up with tears in her eyes, shaking with terror as he looked blankly upon her.

'Come on then, you fuck!' she growled, the salty trails from her eyes dark with dirt. 'End it! Get it over with!'

Kira caught the faint trace of blood and then her eyes snapped to his shirt, a pool of darkness creeping across the collar, spreading like a staining cancer. The weapons drooped in his grasp and then fell to the gravel with a crunch. He dropped to his knees, put fingers to his neck as his face drained of expression, and with a faint smile he keeled over and landed with an indolent thud. His legs twitched for a moment as the crimson pool continued to grow around him, and then he went still.

Eyes wide with confusion, Kira stared at the area he had emerged from, wondering who had performed this deed.

A heeled boot stepped out into the hesitant moonlight, the polished stiletto turning slightly as Kira's eyes flowed up the burnished thigh boot, following the shapely limb to find the rest of the owner.

The woman emerged with a graceful turn, one hand holding the pipes to steady her. She was an apparition of desire, the most gorgeous expression of feminine beauty Kira could have predicted, and what was even more startling, was that Kira had seen her before.

The milk-white skin of the woman shone like ivory against the night, her elegant face wreathed with long albino hair that shimmered in the soft breeze. Her dark eyes winked with ferocity and power, her lips were stained red, her bared incisors wet with the blood of the hunter.

Her tall and glorious physique bore a thin studded choker, a gloss trench-coat open and hanging behind her as a dark backdrop to her body. A strapless latex bra cupped her breasts together, offering a deep and inviting cleavage. Fishnet covered her thighs and reached into the tall boots. Fingerless leather gloves allowed her digits to emerge, each digit tipped with a wicked, ebony talon.

'Not bad, not bad at all,' she purred, wiping the excess from her lips onto the back of her hand.

Stepping over the body she sauntered forward, flowing like liquid towards the huddled and quaking form of Kira.

'You, but how, I—' she began, her mind muddled.

'Shhhh, my little one. Explanations are for later. First we have to get you somewhere safe. Dawn is on the way.' She extended a hand to Kira, her face soft and inviting, her tone seductive and irresistible.

With trembling fingers Kira gradually reached up and put her own hand in that of the woman's. With a soft pull she was brought to her feet and into the embrace of the female, the soothing familiarity making Kira melt. She closed her eyes, the stress visited upon her by the chase, the fight, and the last few days dragging her from consciousness. Riven with exhaustion and tribulation and now given solace, Kira drifted into a faint, falling as a slack mannequin into the awaiting arms of the woman of her dreams, the memory of her reviving and returning in full.

––––––––
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THE EQUATIONS AND PROBLEMS on the page before her were starting to merge and shift, writhing like serpents, unintelligible. Her eyes were heavy, her thoughts furious at having been preoccupied for so long with the extensive homework.

It was her last year of school, it was almost over. Just a little longer and she would be free. It wasn't even her homework, because once again she had been bullied into it.

Just the mere thought of the incident had her rubbing her injured arm and scowling with rancour. Why did they keep picking on her? Her life was hard enough, she didn't need others making it even more complex.

She wished she had the strength to stand up to them, but she was afraid, she just wasn't aggressive. Sure, she would spend hours afterwards brooding on all the things she could have done, all the vicious retaliation she could have undertaken, but when it came around to another encounter, she folded immediately, compliant and weak. She hated herself for that, hated being such a victim, yet here she was toiling into the middle of the night to do their homework for them.

There was a soft click behind her and she turned to see who it was, thinking that perhaps her parents had come home early. Looking to the side, she panned her gaze through the room. The second floor bedroom was large but filled with only two kinds of adornment, each in direct opposition to the other. Everything was either fuzzy animals, posters of boy bands and frivolous toys, or books and charts of pure science and learning, academic accessories complemented by exercise books filled with her own projections and work.

There was no one there, so she dismissed it as a product of sleep deprivation. As she regarded her room she caught herself in the mirror, the frame decorated with fluffy toys and simpering saccharine concessions to the image her parents held of what a wholesome young girl should find appealing.

Her ice-blue eyes were rimmed with red, a shade to match her curling ginger locks, the strands hanging in tight spirals but dishevelled from lack of trained attention.

She was still in her school uniform, having lacked the time and effort to change because of the workload she faced this night. Her parents were out again, socialising with their clique, bragging about how important they were, how much they earned, and all those who were subordinate to their every whim.

Kira would readily trade all their prolific and grandiose gifts and purchases for some actual genuine attention from them. They bought her such things just to make her more valuable, like adding a pool to a house to increase its intrinsic value. It was because she, like everything they had, was just another bauble to impress and add to their standing - the daughter in the most prestigious school, whose grades stood out over all others.

They didn't care about her.

'You're a total fuck up,' she accused at her reflection. 'You're going to be a doormat all your life. No one will love you, and death will end up being the only thing you'll look forward to,' she continued, and then closed her eyes tightly, tears welling in the corners.

'I hate you, I hate you, I hate you,' she chanted, and then sniffled back her distress.

It felt good to drop her eyelids, the orbs beneath them requiring a break. Kira decided to lay her head down, just for a while, just a few minutes so she could rest and then revitalise herself a little before finishing up.

A gust of wind rushed over her face, cooling her skin and making her jolt up from her slouch. Her eyes focused and she saw that the window was now open before her, the night breeze wafting through and making the curtains dance.

Leaning forward, she grabbed the handle and hauled it closed, the glass suddenly reflecting the image of someone standing behind her. With a squeak of shock she turned, catching a vague image of the woman before she was grabbed and hurled aside.

Careering across the room she collapsed onto the pink sheets of her bed, bouncing upon the mattress, disorientated by her brief flight and from being awoken so suddenly.

The woman dropped across her chest, pinning her down, her black-nailed hands snagging Kira's wrists and shoving them into the sheets. Kira whimpered and struggled weakly, her eyes fixed to the visage of the woman.

Her long snow-white hair was tied back into a ponytail, the silken locks fixed with a midnight ribbon. Her dark eyes were wreathed by a token application of brooding make-up and her lips were painted a deep blue, stretched wide upon an amused grin.

She wore a latex basque, the material hugging her body, presenting her breasts within sculpted cups. The suspenders reached beneath her high thong and grabbed fine denier stockings that poured across her legs and into knee high zipped boots, the patent footwear armed with a dagger heel. Opera gloves rolled along her arms, the fabric rippling as her muscles kept Kira subdued, the fingers of the gloves severed.

Kira opened her mouth to scream for help, but as she sucked in a deep gasp to unleash, the woman dove in and clamped her mouth across Kira's.

Panicked wriggling joined her squeal of protest and she fought desperately as her arms were hauled up over her head, her wrists being crossed before the woman's left hand ensnared the connection. Kira tugged fervently, but the strength of this woman was more than a match for her, and she could do nothing to resist.

The freed hand wandered down and cupped Kira's breast, gently hugging the budding flesh as a tongue reached into her mouth. A finger teased across her nipple and she gasped with pleasure, suddenly pausing in her battle to get free. Then her eyes rolled back as the hand continued its work, bringing forth a wonderful flood of sensation, washing away her resistance.

The pointed toes of the woman's boots reached in and hooked to her inner thighs, the stranger forcefully making Kira splay her legs wide.

Kira panted through her nostrils as the woman continued the kiss, curling against Kira's petrified tongue, seeking to bring it to life with such tenderness. She could not believe this was happening; she had to be dreaming.

Against reason she let her tongue emerge, stretching out to meet the intruder. They coiled upon one another, slippery and eager to play. She shivered as the stranger ran her tip across her lips, tickling the skin before slipping back in, probing deep.

The hand started to slip lower, releasing breast and migrating, making Kira's breath quicken with every second that passed of its voyage until she was panting frantically. Clawed fingers hooked the base of her skirt and started to haul up, raising the curtain of fabric to expose her panties. The same hand began to sneak under the front, stealthily entering and then letting a fingertip brush her clitoris. She was already damp with desire, the flames of a long-forsaken libido suddenly erupting into volcanic fervour.

The finger began to circle and tickle, caressing the tender bud. Kira almost swooned from rapture, her body breaking into a cavorting fit, the woman staying atop her body as though it were a bucking bronco ride.

Manipulating her loins, her legs held wide by the demanding boots of the stranger, pinned down and subjected to a passionate kiss, Kira surrendered herself in full, melting with prurient desire.

The hands left their captives and the woman sat up, arching her back, her breasts straining against the taut fabric, making Kira's eyes burn with wonderment.

'Who... who are you?' she whispered, licking her lips, the taste of another person's saliva strong upon her palette.

'No more than a figment of your imagination, Kira,' she purred, her voice silken, an enticing delicate sound with a hidden core of darkness to it.

The hands of the woman closed into the front of her shirt. There was a brief pause where her eyes met Kira's and kept a momentary exchange, then with a wrench she tore it open, sending the small buttons dancing across the bed. Reaching back in, she took the folds of her bra and broke the centre, allowing her to peel back the soft satin fabric and expose Kira's breasts in full.

'A luscious sight indeed, but not quite ripe,' she uttered, almost to herself, yet with her stark gaze fixed to her subject. 'Not yet, but soon.'

Abashed worry crept into Kira's mind and she moved to try and cover herself, unused to being put on display for others. But the hands of the woman flashed out and captured her wrists once more, stopping her in her task. Kira's breath froze, afraid that this encounter was to become a violent one, but the woman merely grinned her wicked grin and transferred Kira's hands to her own rubber coated mounds.

Kira felt the smooth fabric pass beneath her palms, the woman moving Kira's hands in circles across the delicious assets. It felt wonderful; it was a vision of awe that had her devoting herself to more substantial play, to indulge this encounter to its fullest extent. Dream or not, a charm had been laid upon her and she was helpless to resist.

The woman let Kira feel her hardening nipples lurking within the basque, and then slowly drew the young hands down her sides, following her contours until they cleared her hips. The latex gave way to soft flesh, the skin cool, almost cold to the touch. It enforced that this was a dream, for no normal person had such a body temperature.

Kira felt the firm buttocks, squeezing the skin, her own loins moist with complete intoxication.

'That's it, go on,' crooned the woman, as though Kira were a student who had finally succeeded in learning an elusive lesson.

The woman released Kira, letting her continue as she wished, running a hand around and across the latex of her stomach, holding to a breast as she sought to fill her senses with the physique of the stranger.

Her enigmatic partner leaned back, presenting an open plate for Kira's hands to dine upon, her taloned hands peeling back the obstructing cloth of her underwear. Letting one set of fingers explore Kira and tickle her clitoris, the other captured a sheen of moisture and used it to steal entry into her rear. A finger kissed the puckered opening and started to slither in, causing Kira to gasp at the alien sensation, the woman probing in and out, circling as Kira sobbed with rapture. The steady stimulation of rear and sex had Kira throwing her head from side to side, striving to endure such intensity while also seeking to try and keep her eyes on the portrait of beauty before her. She was determined not to miss a second of it, not even to blink, for to do so might dispel the dream.

Kira's hands were wild and random, groping and fondling with passion, the smooth panes of midnight fixating her fingers, the scent of the rubber sifting through her nose.

The woman lifted up and started to shuffle back, removing herself from Kira's stomach and instead settling between her splayed thighs. A moment of hesitation struck and Kira tried to close her lewd pose, only to have firm hands slap to her thighs and keep them there.

Looking up from her reclining position, Kira saw the woman lowering her head, an iniquitous smirk ruling her features. Kira could see what was going to happen, her breath once more breaking into chaotic fits. 'Oh God,' she whispered with trepidation.

A cool tongue burrowed into her loins, taking a flitting kiss of her clitoris that made her jolt, her legs tensing and fighting the restraining hands of the woman. Kira immediately cried out, dropping her arms and taking firm fists of the blanket, hauling at the fabric, every muscle and ligament taut beneath the skin as she shook with bliss.

The cunnilingus had her mind melting with sheer rhapsody, her thoughts scrambled and insensible, everything pushed from her mind and body save this unprecedented bliss. It was as though the woman knew every part of her, knew exactly how and where to achieve the best results, even more so than Kira herself. To label the oral attention as unparalleled would have been an injustice to it, and Kira bit her lip until she feared it might bleed, so pressing was the need to shriek her glory and shake the heavens with it.

Kira's legs were released and the fingers reached up, tracing light routes up her body until they were once more upon her breasts, tickling them, applying swift pinches to the nipples, the sharp sensation melting into the hedonistic hurricane.

Time melted amidst the woman's expert attention, the tongue continuing to burrow and fawn upon her, the fingers treating her breasts to treasured manipulation.

Without word the woman retreated and lifted one of Kira's legs, flipping her over onto her front. Reaching up, the female grabbed Kira's wrists once more, one hand capturing both extremities and pulling back, lifting her front from the bed, her breasts thrusting, her shoulders aching from the contortion, the limbs used as reigns to control the girl.

Her eyes bulged and she released shocked purls as the woman's face burrowed between her buttocks. She tensed in alarm, but the stranger gave a jerk to the captured arms, sending a chastising flare of pain into the joints to correct her behaviour. A resounding smack from the other hand dropped to her rear, the spanking hand adding four more strokes, the applause ringing out, sending stinging shocks through her buttocks.

Kira whimpered and did as she was instructed, releasing the barring flesh so the woman might enter and kiss her rear, the lips peeling back to let an eager tongue stab through her orifice. Kira set loose a prolonged moan, pulling weakly at the armlock just to feel its existence, of being so ruthlessly controlled but so gloriously pleasured. The feel of the organ pouring into her, lapping at her insides, was a sensation more delightful than she would ever have thought possible.

'Please, please let me taste you too,' she mewled through racing gasps.

The face withdrew for a moment.

'You are sure?' it quizzed, making Kira commit herself with greater dedication.

'Yes, I do, please let me,' she rasped, her most pressing wish now being to attend this woman, to do the things that had been done to her, to explore further, to know another woman as she herself had been experienced.

'You'll do anything for me then? To earn this reward?'

'Yes, yes, anything you want, anything,' she blurted.

The stranger rose from the bed and stood beside it, hands on her hips, her glower dropping down on Kira as she lay huddled and in shock from the session.

'First, stand over here, and take off all your clothes before me,' she stated with authority. 'I want you to perform.'

Kira sprang from the bed, stepping into the middle of the room, her hands jumping up to her tie to begin tearing it off with harsh yanks.

'Slowly,' warned the woman, settling back onto the bed, seating herself and crossing her legs, propping herself up on her arms as she regarded Kira with exquisite menace.

Kira reduced her speed, stifling her impetuous haste. It was suddenly harder to comply; the deliberate displaying of this strip something that was less easily acceptable to her. But the sight of the woman, her beauty, the promise of being able to attend her, outweighed and eased her troubled young mind.

The only other token against performing was that her efforts would be as nothing compared to her partner's. She had never done this before, so would the woman become frustrated or mocking as to her feeble efforts? She wanted to please her, but did she have the necessary skill? Beginner's luck was her only hope, and it was a cliché she doubted would assist her.

The knot unravelled and she dropped the tie aside. The torn folds of her shirt slipped from her arms and fell to the floor, leaving her torso bare save for the ruined bra. Removing the straps from her shoulders, she dropped the white underwear and reached back to the button of her pleated skirt.

Keeping her eyes lowered for a moment, she opened the fastening and let the material sheath drop to her feet. Stepping from it, her bare feet touched the carpet and she folded her arms about herself, stood only in her panties, displayed for the viewing pleasure of the woman.

What was her body compared to that of the female before her? How could she hope to please her, either visually or through amateur sexual antics?

'Look up at me, Kira,' demanded the woman, causing a reluctant obedience. 'Now, remove your underwear and put your hands by your sides,' she commanded, the words brooking no intolerance, possessed of an edge that made Kira hopelessly obedient to them.

With sloth she hooked her thumbs into the damp material and drew it down, revealing herself in full before stepping out of the flimsy garment.

Straightening up, she returned her eyes to those of her enslaver and put her hands to her sides, covering nothing.

The woman continued to keep her eyes to Kira's, and after a prolonged stare started to let them wander down across the presented girl, following her supple form, admiring it, concocting the deeds she wished her to perform. Goosebumps flashed across her skin as Kira felt the glare, as though it was a physical touch, caressing her skin with the lightest of ethereal brushes.

'Touch yourself, Kira,' she bade with a smile.

Kira swallowed and paused, her hands rising a little and then freezing.

'Go on, start with your breasts and then work your way down,' she commanded, clearly aware of how difficult it would be for her subject to comply.

Kira relented to the force of will emanating from the woman, and almost of their own accord her hands reached up to her teats, brushing them with her palms before closing to the flesh. With gentle effort she started to please herself as she had done many times in the night - lying beneath her covers, hidden from view, exploring, treating herself to the only real pleasure her life granted.

'Very good, keep going,' commented the woman, continuing her scrutiny.

Kira's hands started to descend, dropping and nestling between her legs. She shuddered at the first touch, the feeling of being watched, of being humbled by this forced display of something that was always so completely secret.

The woman pulled down her thong and removed it, twirling the slender fabric on a raised finger as she re-crossed her legs to hide her naked sex.

'You still want to kiss me?' she asked softly.

'Yes, please, I'll do my best, I promise,' rashly stated Kira, the pleasure she was cultivating for herself with the onanism eroding any concerns. The woman was making her do this to have her rendered more amiable to cunnilingus. The woman was playing Kira like an instrument, plucking strings to have her obey.

'First, an appetiser. Kneel before me, but don't stop your performance, it pleases me,' she stated, the confirmation that this goddess was being entertained making Kira even more eager to be compliant.

Kira settled down, her mouth watering with anticipation. The woman reached forward and pulled the thong down over Kira's head, straightening it so that the crotch hung over her nostrils. Hooking it over her ears to keep it in place, the woman leaned back, the latex clothing adorning her releasing teasing groans with the stretch and pull upon her sumptuous anatomy.

'We are going to go through the senses,' she murmured. 'You are currently working on touch, so now we shall try smell. Smell and continue, and think of what it will feel like and taste like when it comes to the real thing, Kira.'

Closing her eyes, Kira filled her mind with notions of what was to come, drinking in the smell via deep draughts, the scent of the woman's sex pouring through her like a tidal wave. Her masturbation was bringing her closer to orgasm, the stimulation of this scenario speeding the effects. The creak of latex and vinyl reached her ears again, the sound of the woman moving making Kira's heart stamp in her chest with hunger.

'It's time for sight now, so open your eyes and look while you continue.'

Kira found herself staring at the splayed legs of the woman, her pudenda on display before Kira's straining eyes, the stockings coating her pale thighs, the basque shimmering above. Looking down at her, the stranger watched with fascination as Kira stared into the cleft of the presented sex, teasing her own as she continued to drink in the smell of the underwear.

'Now, its time for taste, Kira,' she decreed, reaching over and pulling the thong from the girl's head and enclosing a fist to her hair as a reign. Using this mooring, she was steered into the awaiting meal, nuzzling in, the subtle smell infinitely stronger now simply through hunger and proximity, the flavour spilling across Kira's taste buds as she started to lap.

Looking across the stretched midnight plains of the basque, Kira peered through the twin peaks of black latex breasts and to the face of the woman. The image of her lounging back, her eyes rolling, her mouth broad with a wanton grin burned itself indelibly into Kira's mind.

The closer she brought herself to climax, the more energetic her tongue became until she howled into the sex of the woman, the orgasm more potent than any she had previously enjoyed. Thrashing on the floor, she tried to keep her actions steady, but it was so difficult, the pleasure was crippling.

As the heat withdrew all life seemed to dribble from her body and she dropped back, collapsing onto the carpet, shaking with wild spasms.

The woman arose and settled beside her, lovingly stroking Kira's hair as she shook with residual bursts of feeling.

'Shhhh, my sweet one, everything will be fine, just you wait and see,' she purred, the lullaby promise causing Kira to drift into an exhausted snooze. 'Be patient, and be ready when I come for you.'

––––––––

[image: ]


WITH A SHOUT SHE JERKED upright in bed, throwing her gaze around to try and find the woman who had filled her to the point of overflow with glorious pleasure.

But the room was empty. Seeking conformation, she jumped from the sheets and dropped to her forsaken school uniform. Her heart sagged in her chest as she lifted up her shirt. The buttons were all in place. With a furious burst of effort she rummaged through the rest. The bra was still intact, her underwear still clean and fresh.

She wondered if it had all been nothing more than a dream. Torn by the vivid nature of her memories and the physical evidence denying the event, she dropped back into bed, dragging the covers over her.

Dwelling on what she had done, and what had been done to her, she let a hand snake between her legs and once more start to tickle her loins. As she masturbated to a new but lesser climax, she filled her mind's eye with the image of the woman, the latex-clad succubus that had ambushed her in the night and seduced her with wicked vice.

She had never before thought of herself as inclined sexually in any particular way, it was not something that ever seemed pressing in her life, but now she had tasted another woman and been reformed by it, even if it had only been a phantasm in her own mind.
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Chapter 2
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THE AIR WAS THICK OF moisture, and when she breathed in she could feel the damp pouring into her. Strong light was seeping through her eyelids, and as she tried to open them the intensity proved too painful to tolerate.

She had dwelt solely in darkness for several days now, and any sort of light was alien to her eyes. The exact time she had been on the streets was unknown, her recall hazy and corrupted, affected by the savage delirium that had taken over her psyche.

Awakening suddenly from sleep, she had been afflicted with a hunger the likes of which she had never known. Once, when she was a child, she had been placed in hospital to have her tonsils out. The sentence of nil by mouth had left her mad, her awareness of her surroundings lost as she begged and lied, tried any deceit to gain water. She had burbled a need to go to the toilet so she might steal water from a tap, steadfastly refusing bedpans, unable to rise, needing help but gaining none. The new thirst that had torn into her was similar, though far more intense and consuming.

There were a few recollections of stumbling recklessly through slum areas, of finding herself caked in grime from her dizziness. Blood was found upon her without explanation so she hid, and when she felt the sun kiss her body she scrambled into sewer, drain or stinking festering pit to evade it, the merest lick of golden light instantly searing her skin.

What had happened to her life? She was no doubt fired. Her rent would be well overdue if she had been away long enough, and she could well be evicted.

Lifting herself up, Kira found her body stiff from lack of use and overlong rest. Her eyes had accustomed a little better, and rubbing them, she started to peer through the dazzling sheet of white, bringing the blurred images into greater focus.

Looking down she discovered herself in a loose white gown of silk, all her other clothes removed. The hastily compiled layers of coats and scarves that helped hide her from view and from the agonising touch of the sun had been lost, removed while she slumbered.

Squinting, she discerned movement and as her eyes gathered full strength once more, she found herself located in opulent splendour.

The circular hall was a vast pool chamber that had been modified steadily towards being some sort of gallery, for the tiled walls were set with flowing mosaics of incredible detail and artistry. The walls had marble pillars placed along them, hiding sections of the spiralling Celtic patterns that curled around equally spaced silver wall sconces. Clusters of candles were set upon the elaborate baroque arms of these fixtures, helping spread an amber haze along the outermost perimeter of the hall. It was this light that had pained her so much, a level of illumination that should have ordinarily been gloomy to her, but because of her recent nocturnal lifestyle and her dwelling in absolute darkness, even this had been an estranged sight.
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