
        
            [image: cover]
        


The Human Servant

The Vampire 2

 


By JJ Argus

 


Copyright 2015

 


Smashwords edition

 


JJ Argus has written more than 250 novels,
and been published in hardcover, softcover, and innumerable
magazines and digests. This work is the result of the long, hard
effort and creativity of the author. Please do not post or resell
it without permission.

 


This story is a work of fiction. All
characters are over eighteen.

 


 



Chapter One

 


 


 


 


Miranda woke slowly, groaning. Her head
hurt. She stared into the darkness, then gasped, remembering the
way the world had tumbled around her as the car had crashed! She
sat up, wincing, holding her head, then looked around, wondering
what had happened.

The lights were off but she could see, after
a fashion. She didn't bother to ponder the reason for that, as she
looked around her. She was in his bedroom, she decided. Yes, there
was the bed and... she was on a mattress on the floor!

Well, that was an improvement of sorts.
Certainly it was better than being chained to the bed. She rubbed
her head again. It did hurt. She wished there were headache pills
around. She was really going to have to have a discussion with him
about the way she was being locked into his bedroom during the
day!

At least, she presumed it was day given he
was laying unmoving on the bed. A tiny green light across the room
caught her eye, and she rose, padding across the floor, to find her
phone. That gave her the time. It was three in the afternoon.
Sunset was hours away. She glanced at him on the bed again.

He couldn't be a bloody vampire!

She went over to the bed and then turned on
the light. He lay unmoving, unbreathing from what she could
determine. Less shy this time, she put her fingers against his
shoulder, prodding him, pushing. That produced no response so she
slid her hand down over his chest.

It was, she realized, the first time she'd
really touched him How odd. She could not help miss the muscles of
his chest, but the skin felt oddly cold, uncomfortably so, and she
felt no heartbeat.

She pulled her hand away uncertainly.

“Hey!” she said. “Hey MacGregor!” she
shouted.

There was no response.

There was no such thing as vampires!

She didn't want to touch that cold skin
again. She went to the door, unsurprised to find it locked, then
sat down on the mattress on the floor with the phone.

“Things to do,” she said, as she opened up
the notepad. “Get him to stop locking me in his damned room every
day.”

She was relieved to see her internet
connection still worked. She checked New York sunrise and sunset
times, and added the information to her notes, then began to make a
list of things to buy, including clothes and shoes.

Shopping by cell phone wasn't the fastest
thing in the world, but then, she had lots of time. She bought a
computer with a large monitor to start. That was the easy part.
Buying clothes, well, that took a lot more consideration. That
included what MacGregor might think of it.

Keeping her naked was just some stupid male
fantasy, but on the other hand... it wasn't like she could just
ignore his wishes. Anyway, she had clothes back at her flat. She
just needed him to let her go and get them. And wear them.

But perhaps she could persuade him a little
by buying particularly sexy clothes, that was to say, particularly
slutty clothes she would only have to wear around him. So she
bought a few cute, flirty dresses with very short skirts, then some
sexy lingerie. Sometimes less was more, and sometimes more was
better.

Surely he was getting tired of seeing her
naked. A little discrete clothe here and there, perhaps partially
see-through, would add some tease to her appearance, provide a
little mystery. She didn't want to wander around in a thong but it
was better than wandering around naked. And it was moving in the
right direction.

She got up and checked herself in the
mirror. Her waist length hair was a dreadful mess! You had to care
for hair as long as hers or it tangled and frayed! Then again, her
hair didn't seem to be very tangled and frayed, just sort of...
mussed. That was a bit of an oddity. She'd been flung around in a
car! Her hair should be tangled and frayed!

She was naked, of course, and still wore the
studded leather collar around her neck, and the matching restraints
around her wrists and ankles. The mere sight of them drew a soft
pulse of arousal from deep within her. She looked like some kind of
sex kitten or... what had he called her, his sex toy?

She frowned as she looked at herself,
leaning forward and combing her fingers back from the side of her
neck. Surely that wasn't... no, it had to be some kind of... of
hickey, she thought with a rippling sense of shock.

It couldn't be bite marks! There was... no
such thing as a vampires!

But what if he was!?

She turned and stared at him anxiously.

It was impossible!

But what if he was!?

What happened when a vampire bit you!? Well,
aside from you losing some blood, obviously.

She returned to the mattress and began to
Google vampires, reading on various things they were alleged to be
able to do. Some of them, like turning into a bat, seemed unlikely.
The parts which talked about mind control, though, well, that
certainly seemed to have a basis in fact!

Nothing mentioned mind control to give girls
amazing orgasms, though. Mostly it was to control someone so the
vampire could drink their blood and kill them. Scary stuff, but
he'd already had her completely at his mercy any number of times.
If he wanted to kill her he'd have done it already.

She turned to look at herself again, combing
her fingers through her hair, drawing it forward to hide the …
hickey. Odd how soft her hair felt. She hadn't washed it yesterday
as she usually did. There'd been no time.

She felt oddly energized, too, which, given
she'd missed dinner, was even stranger. It was a large room, so she
decided to do some energetic yoga. She'd been a dancer, after all,
or at least, she had supported herself illegally in this country as
a dancer when she'd been looking for him. That meant she had to
keep herself toned and fit.

Very toned and very fit.

It was hard doing anything beyond yoga when
naked. She was not a small girl up top, and despite how firm her
breasts were they were liable to wobble a lot if she made energetic
movements. She needed her sports bra!

She and MacGregor were going to have a heart
to heart when he woke up! She wanted her own room, and her own
stuff. If he wanted to spend all day long on his back sleeping – or
whatever he was doing – that was fine with her, but she couldn't
sleep for that long and didn't want to.

Bored and restless, she moved around the
room, opening and closing dresser drawers and idly inspecting the
contents. She reached into one and pulled out what looked like a
short sword. It was very sharp, and she swung it about idly, before
putting it back in. Further in, she found a box of medals, though
she had no idea what they were for.

She wandered into the closet, checking his
clothes. Most were smart looking suits. She supposed he didn't go
in much for sportswear. No need for golf shirts when you couldn't
play golf. And imagining him in a tennis outfit just made her
smile. He seemed far too dignified for mens shorts.

There were several... costumes there, as
well. It took her a few moments to wonder if they were actually
costumes, or something that he had actually worn once.

There are no such things as vampires, she
told herself, with less belief in it than usual.

Several of the 'costumes' were uniforms,
though she was hard pressed to say what sort of military they'd
belonged to. They looked and felt real, though...

Suddenly she gasped as she felt a … an
awareness, a presence, something new which seemed to simply blossom
within her mind. She blinked her eyes rapidly, jaw dropping. She
knew what it was, but didn't know what it was!

She knew it was MacGregor. She had no idea
why she was feeling it. She whirled and went to the doorway, then
stepped through. MacGregor looked the same, but there was something
subtly different about his appearance. She hesitated, moving
closer. His skin seemed much less pale, she decided.

Biting her lower lip, she eased closer, then
leaned forward and pressed her fingers against his shoulder.

The flesh was soft – and warm.

Heart beating faster and faster, her hand
slid across to his chest, where the flesh was just as warm, and
then lay flat against him. She slid her hand forward to the middle
of his chest, feeling a rising thrum of energy and excitement
within herself she didn't understand.

She gasped as his eyes opened, and hers
locked with them for what seemed like an eternity! She felt a
strange sense of awareness of him inside her mind, as if his
presence was like a roaring fire, and the closer she came, the
warmer it got.

She felt herself climbing into the bed,
straddling him, her hands sliding up and down his chest as their
eyes remained locked together. She felt his cock beneath her
buttocks, felt it swelling as she moved her body, then leaned over,
her breasts throbbing as she bent and slid her hands up and down
his ribs.

Again she felt a wild rush of energy at the
realization she hadn't been able to touch him before! He'd always
taken her from behind, on her knees, with her hands bound or
controlled! Now her hands glided greedily over his soft flesh as
she began to grind her buttocks against his hardening shaft.

Her hands slid up his chest, over his
shoulders, then through his long hair as she bent further. She
moaned as his hands finally moved, sliding up onto her buttocks to
knead and caress them, then flowing up her back and into her own
hair as he pulled her mouth down against his.

She moaned into his mouth, becoming
breathless with energy as she rolled what was now her groin, her
sex, against the hot, warm hardness of his big cock, her body
pulsing with excitement which quickly rocketed higher.

And then he urged her downward, not with his
hands but... but she simply knew what he wanted. She slid down his
body, bending further, licking and kissing his chest, nibbling
lightly at his nipples, then sliding further down, her long hair
like silk as it slid across his body.

She licked at his balls, rolling her eyes up
at him as she did, sucking them into her mouth as her small hands
caressed his shaft and raised it higher. Her hands moved gently up
and down its long length as her mouth massaged his balls, then let
them slide slowly out.

Her tongue traced its way upward along his
shaft, her head turning sideways – because she knew he liked it –
somehow – and mouthed his shaft with her soft lips, sliding her
mouth up and down along the shaft edgewise, sucking lightly as her
tongue fluttered against it.

She raised her head up and tilted the shaft
towards her, examining it momentarily, her thumb stroking up and
down the thick, hard vein at the bottom before she leaned forward,
holding it like a Popsicle, licking the underside of the head with
long, slow, seductive strokes of her tongue.

Strange impulses and sensations were
swirling and twirling within her mind, all of them focused on
pleasure and heat, and it was as if … as if she instantly knew
exactly what he wanted. Not only did she know to lick him
exactly... there... but was able to instantly adjust how
hard because... because that was better somehow, that was...
better!

Her arousal deepened, even though he wasn't
touching her! She felt exhilarated somehow, licking her way up and
down his thick shaft, squeezing and massaging it within her
fingers, filled with anticipation!

Her soft breasts felt swollen and overheated
below her, pillowed out against his thighs, the warm flesh and
hairs making her nipples tingle hotly as she drew herself up and,
eyes bright with excitement, pursed her lips and pressed the head
of his cock against them.

Slowly, she pushed down, letting him force
her lips apart, slowly, her mouth opening wider and wider to
envelope his thick girth. He was the largest man she'd ever had by
quite a bit, and she still felt a wicked rush of elation every time
she thought about how deep his cock drove inside her when he used
her!

She slid down, effortlessly. That was a
stunning thing, for she'd always had trouble before. Not now. There
was no hint of gagging as she swallowed inch after inch of his
thickness, as it pushed into her throat, making her ache with the
fullness. Her lips slid down slowly and evenly until they were
pressed firmly against his groin.

She felt the long length of him filling her
throat, felt a dreamy sense of unreality, a rush of pleasure and
heat and delight a she stared up the length of his body to meet his
stormy gray eyes!

She slid slowly back up, dropping her eyes,
staring, transfixed, as inch after gleaming inch appeared from her
mouth, until, with a gasp, and deep, shuddering breaths, she was
free, gulping in air as she licked at his shaft and massaged his
balls with her fingers.

She took him into her mouth again, lips
straining, sliding down to the base, only this time, she didn't
hold still. Her lips began to bob up and down, slowly at first,
then faster, sucking as she did, her tongue trying to move against
him despite how tightly squeezed it was.

She gurgled weakly, but didn't gag, not
quite, even as pleasure coursed through her veins. It was a
strange, wild, exhilarating pleasure unlike anything she'd ever
felt before, and suddenly, she had an epiphany as she realized much
of it was coming from him!

She slid almost all the way up, staring at
him, then slid down again, all the way, and felt a rush of heat at
the sight – except she couldn't see herself so... it was so very,
very strange!

She did it again, and again, feeling a rush
each time, an emotional rush of heat and pleasure echoed back and
forth between them!

Her hands slid up his body, and she knew as
they moved that he liked it, her hands caressing his belly, then
sliding up onto his chest and along his ribs.

Then, suddenly, he rolled atop her. She
gasped to find herself under him! His hips began to rise and fall
as his/her sexual heat burned hotter. She gurgled dazedly,
hungrily, excitedly, as his cock plunged up and down within her
throat! Her head was tilted back, and he was fucking her throat as
if it was her sex!

It ached! And she didn't care! His pleasure
inflamed her,s and she writhed helplessly beneath him, her legs
twisting and rolling on the bed as he thrust harder, burying his
cock in her throat again and again even as black dots danced before
her eyes and the world began to spin around her.

He raised his hips up, pulling his cock
free, and she felt his fist in her hair, then a sharp pain as he
effortlessly dragged her upward, pushing himself up on one arm he
yanked her up until her eyes were staring at his again.

Then she felt him fitting the slick head of
his cock against her sex, and slowly, achingly, forcing her open!
She moaned, panting for breath, gulping in air as his cock slid
into her, and then he gathered her legs up and forced them back,
his eyes darkening, flashing as he rose over her like a god!

His hips thrust in hard and she cried out,
then again, and again, still dazed and breathless, her eyes
dropping to stare at the sight of him penetrating her. Another rush
of heat as he rammed himself forward, and she cried out as the
pleasure scalded her.

Now it was her own physical pleasure
blossoming, joining with his in a twisted embrace of dark heat and
hunger! She groaned as he forced her legs back against her
shoulders, his lips drawn back as his own excitement mounted,
driving his thick, slick, warm spear of flesh into her with hard,
deep thrusts that left her crying out with a mixture of pleasure
and pain!

But the pain was diminishing and the
pleasure growing by leaps and bounds. Her hands reached up
frantically, grasping at his loose hair, pulling him down until
their lips could meet!

She felt utterly crushed beneath the solid
male weight of him, his chest now pressing hard against the backs
of her legs, crushing them against her own shoulders as their lips
locked together! His hips rose and fell, faster and faster, each
thrust drawing a cry of helpless pleasure as her entire body seemed
to burn!

She felt herself melting under the scalding
heat, and then the storm hit and she screamed in dazed animal
pleasure! It was so intense! It felt as if layer after layer of
herself was being burned away to leave nothing but a glowing,
sparkling core of sensation, where she floated, tumbling and
turning, writhing and arching and screaming again and again and
again!

The previous orgasms had been impossibly
intense, but they'd been nothing like this! This was almost painful
in its intensity! She could feel his own pleasure and hers, could
feel his flowing through her and around her and knew hers was
reflecting back at him!

She was... drunk on pleasure, stunned by it,
reveling in its glorious screaming ecstasy! How could anything in
existence be so good, so wonderful, so perfect!

And then, just before she was sure she would
have lost her mind, it began to ease down. She cried out in denial,
even as it faded, leaving her merely flesh and blood, crushed into
the bed, moaning dazedly as she stared into his eyes.

Slack jawed, she gulped in air, trembling,
moaning. Her legs were still pinned firmly against her shoulders as
he lay upon them, his face nuzzling her neck, covered by his hair.
She wondered if he was going to bite her, but didn't care. Her mind
and body felt as if they'd been flayed raw in a burning storm of
sensation.

He eased slowly up and back, letting her
legs unfurl, then drop to the bed on either side of him. He sighed
and shook himself a little.

“Well,” he said in his soft, rumbling
Scottish burr. “A fine way for a man to waken.”

Miranda was not yet up to anything so
complicated as speech.

His hands fondly caressed her breasts,
kneading them gently, then he drew back and turned, climbing out of
bed. He pulled on a pair of track pants and a t-shirt, then left
the room.

Miranda lay behind, chest heaving, tremors
still rolling through her for some minutes before she was able to
steady herself.

“Holy bloody hell,” she whispered, her
throat feeling scratchy.

God, she had screamed!

She put her hand over her face, groaning
weakly.

It took more minutes before she could steady
her mind enough to consider what she should do. The decision she
arrived at was that she ought to probably get out of bed.

Groaning, she sat up, then swung her legs
slowly over the edge of the bed. She winced a little, a hand
sliding down to her groin. She was sore there, sore inside, where
his long, thick hardness had pounded into her. But she certainly
didn't regret it!

She got up, legs unsteady at first, then she
combed her hair back with her fingers and followed him out of the
room, trying to remember all the things she had told herself before
he'd wakened, the things she wanted to get him to do.

They all rather paled into insignificance
compared to what he'd just done, of course.
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She didn't have to look for him. She knew
exactly where he was. She paused at that. She'd always felt a sort
of sense of awareness about him, that is, she had once she'd gotten
close enough. Now it was so much sharper and clearer. She even
knew, sort of, what he was feeling. He was... pleased, but
uncertain.

How could she know that!?

She padded to the kitchen and got herself a
tea, knowing, knowing, he had a tea with him, and then
padded out into the den. He was not happy to see her. He wasn't
precisely unhappy, but he did not welcome her, and at first she
felt hurt, but then sensed a reluctance behind that lack of
welcome, as if he was avoiding doing something.

OEBPS/cover.jpg





