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Viola put the fire extinguisher down and adjusted her black corset. The stays were pushing into her ribs again and the leather tended to chafe under her arms. Oh, the price to hide in plain sight. Papers rustled towards the back of her all night bookstore, Graveyard Shift, and she snatched the extinguisher back up.

"This time, you're mine." Viola walked on her toes, wincing at the pain the stiletto boots were giving her instep. She couldn't afford the tell-tale tapping of the heels, not when it was this close.

"Gotcha!" Viola wheeled between the racks and let fly with a stream of foam, which spluttered all over a greasy thug enthusing over a Hustler centerfold.

"Hey!"

"Sorry, thought you were that damned fire elemental." Viola rested the extinguisher down dejectedly.

"You squirted me." He wiped his hand down his wife beater T-shirt and flung speckles of white foam at her.

Viola raised an eyebrow at him. "Send me your dry cleaning bill."

Somebody was tapping the counter bell in an anal retentive rhythm, so she left the thug to his magazine and click clacked up to the front of the store. Standing at the counter was one of the local university professors, if his grey flannel suit and spectacles were any indication.

"Yes?" Viola said politely closing her hand over his before he rang the bell again.

"Ouch, that's quite a grip."

She released him.

"Cold hands," he said and smiled. He fiddled with his eye glasses.

"Can I help you?" Viola rather doubted it.

"I'm looking for the Kama Sutra," he whispered the last two words.

"Aisle three," she said and jerked her head.

Viola slid behind the counter and sat down the velvet covered barstool by the cash register. It was going to be a long night. She took a sip of her drink and kicked her heels as she swiveled on the chair. It felt good to be off her feet. The neon sign for her bookstore lit up the dark street. The Graveyard Shift was a twenty-four hour a day adult bookstore.

"Um, excuse me, I still can't find it."

Viola sighed and shifted around the counter. She led the way to aisle three and the professor followed like a puppy. There it was on the shelf, plain as day. She pulled out the special, hard covered edition. "So, is this for a class or are you and the missus trying to spice things up?"

"Actually, I'm just recently divorced," he said from behind her.

Viola's shoulder blades twitched and she sprang out of the way just as the stake plummeted towards the ground. Before he could recover his balance from the downward strike, she thunked him on the head with the Kama Sutra. His skull made a pleasant thud as it bounced once on the concrete floor.

"You're going to be recently deceased," she told him and grabbed his penny loafers and tugged, dragging him effortlessly down the aisles of the book store to the back office. The thug didn’t even look up from his magazine.

"Hey Vi." The co-owner of her store, Deirdre, sat in the break room filing her nails. "Ooh, you brought a snack. Hmm," she sniffed. "White bread. How dull."

"Bastard tried to stake me." Viola hefted him up to counter. "That's going to cost him a few pints. Where are the gags?” she asked, opening and closing drawers.

"I think we're out," Deirdre said, burbling as she sank her fangs into his wrist.

"Why do we even have this requisition list if no one ever uses it?" Viola groused and added gags underneath plastic ware and rubber gloves. "Don't drain him. I need to ask him who sent him." 

Deirdre was too busy enjoying her midnight snack to respond. She had one hand on her victim’s arm and her other hand was under her skirt. Viola watched Deirdre play with herself, feeling the tug of need. Blood and sex sounded really good about now.

Sighing, Viola continued her foraging. She didn’t have time to play, not when they were being attacked in their own store. Still, she was pretty sure Deirdre was moaning like that just to get her attention. Viola ignored her and continued looking until she found an empty fast food take out bag in the trash. The day crew must have ordered in. Oh well, it will have to do. She stuffed it in the professor's slack jaw and tapped Deirdre's head in warning. "I'm getting the smelling salts. Go watch the front."

Deirdre finished up with a slurping sound. She wiped an arm across her mouth, tugged down on her leather shorts and left the break room.

Viola straddled the man and waved the ammonia capsules under his noise. He woke up snorting. She held up the crumpled up bag, ready to jam it into his mouth if he began screaming. His face was pale from his recent donation and he must have seen something in her eyes because he shrank back. She bared her fangs and stared into him.

"I am your slave," he said as her gaze captivated him.

"Who sent you?"

"The Prophecy of the Eye."

Oh, those assholes again. "How did they locate us?"

"My wife, my ex-wife." He closed his eyes briefly. "She's headmistress of the Morality Minders and when she was investigating your business she saw you bite someone."

Viola frowned. She never bit anyone in the store. All of her dinner dates were private affairs. "So she called you?"

"No, she called my boss. He got the council together and they sent me to take care of you. She's planning on burning your place down."

"Huh," Viola said thinking about the elemental. "Is your wife a mage?"

"Ex . . . Sorry Mistress, I will not correct you again. No, mages worship the devil."

Viola rolled her eyes. "They don't believe in the devil. Oh, never mind."

"Command me. I only wish to serve."

"What's your name?"

"Ralph Morrison."

"OK, Ralphie." Viola climbed off. "Eat more red meat. You're going to need to preserve your strength." He stood up. She smacked a book into his stomach. It was the Kama Sutra. "Read up. You're going to need that knowledge." He started flipping through the pages. "But first." 

He looked up at her voice. 

"I've got some pallets in the back that need to be broken down."

As they made their way to the warehouse, Viola stopped short. "Do you smell something?" Something like burning paper?”

It was going to be a long night.
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Viola sniffed suspiciously. Was something burning? The fire elemental was a bit of a prude and seemed to enjoy torching the Japanese imports. The Manga she could understand, but it had ashed a perfectly good, and very expensive, erotic art book. 

She hurried through the warehouse as fast as her stiletto heeled boots would let her, leaving her newest thrall happily going through invoices. Who knew that Ralphie was an accountant in his other life? Viola burst into the storefront.

“Hey, yo, I’m still pissed about my shirt.” The thug with remnants of fire extinguisher foam drying on a hot pink wife beater T-shirt and greasy denim jeans stepped in front of her. He held the fire extinguisher away from her reaching hands.

“Yeah, well I’ve never gotten over the sacking of the library at Alexandria,” Viola said creeping around the next corner. Nothing. But she could feel the little fire bug. He was close.

She felt a hand push her shoulder. “Yo, I said my shirt’s all ruined and stuff.”

Viola held up her hand to stop further conversation. “Do you smell something burning?”

“Uh yeah, it smells like burnt popcorn.” The thug fiddled with the extinguisher. “You’re kinda cute you know.”

“Kinda?” Viola said icily, moving towards the foreign section. 

“Yeah, in a Bordello of Blood sort of way.”

She saw a blur of orange and the little elemental streaked across the floor.

“What the hell was that?” The thug fired a few rounds of foam at it.

Viola let the elemental go for the moment and headed down the aisle it had vacated.  Sure enough, the erotica was smoldering, and not in a good way. Viola tapped out the embers as best as she could. At least they weren’t destroyed. She flipped them into the bargain bin. Damn little thing was cutting into her profits.

“Hey, it’s heading for the Anne Rice section,” the thug said.

“Go, Flash, go.” Viola gave him a shove that rocketed him across the floor. He slipped a little on the foam, but cornered nicely. She noticed that he had a Hustler magazine rolled up into his back pocket. Talk about cutting into her profits.

Viola scanned the aisles as she walked up to the counter. Deirdre was helping out a customer in the “do it yourself” section and Viola quickly averted her eyes. Easing into the plush velvet covered barstool behind the cash register, Viola tried to let out a big sigh but her corset was digging into her. Some nights it didn’t pay to get out of the coffin. She wiggled her finger between her stays and her back to get some relief, but only managed to break off a fake fingernail.

“Figures,” she said and grabbed her drink. At least it was still warm. The faint ozone smell in the air made her sneeze. Viola rubbed her noise and sipped on the straw, dejectedly.

“Hey, I could have had a V-8!” A young blond man smacked his forehead and sidled up next to the counter.

Viola gave him a polite smile and continued to drink.

“Nice night,” he said and reached his hand out to her. 

Viola reluctantly took it. He raised her hand to his lips and she caught a bit of fang as he bent to kiss it. “I’m Jim. I bet you get a lot of weirdoes coming in on the graveyard shift.”

“It’s never dull,” she said. “Is there a particular stroke book you’re looking for?”

Jim’s eyes clouded as he looked directly into hers. “I just love Goth chicks,” he said. “Why don’t you lock up and we can have some fun before dawn?”

“You’re shitting me, right Jim?”

He blinked and dropped her hand. He tried to hypnotize her again. “Look into my eyes. I am a creature of the night.” Jim smiled and his fangs elongated.

Viola looked over his shoulder and shook her hand free. The thug was back.

“Hey, this thing’s empty.” He shook the extinguisher for emphasis.

Viola scooted around the counter, “I’ll get another one.” She looked at Jim. “Take it elsewhere.” Viola bared her own fangs and Jim flinched back. She heard a muttered, “Sorry,” as he hurried out of the store.

“Must be new in town,” Viola said as she went over to the far wall.

“No, actually I come in here all the time. My name’s Paulie.”

“Enchanted,” Viola said and swapped the empty fire extinguisher with the full one.

“You wanna tell me what’s going on?”

She looked deep into his eyes, “It doesn’t matter.”

“That don’t work on me,” he told her matter-of-factly.

Viola blinked. “I guess you have to have a mind to mind control.”

“Hi Paulie,” Deirdre said, licking her palm as she moved towards them. The customer followed carrying several books in her arms.

“What up, Deer?” Paulie said.

“It’s Deirdre,” she sneered at him and took not only Viola’s perch by the register, but also her drink. 

“You just ate,” Viola complained.

Deirdre swiped the customer’s credit card and deftly bagged her purchases. “Paulie’s available if you’re hungry, aren’t you dear?” She blew a kiss at the woman who tipped her twenty dollars and stuffed it inside her lace bra. Deirdre was going for an undead Madonna circa 1985 look, with lots of eye makeup.

“Yeah sure, but I don’t like doing it out in the open.” Paulie rubbed his neck.

“I need to speak to you about your discretion,” Viola said to Deirdre, speaking in Carpathian. “I was almost staked tonight because some old biddy in the Morality Minders saw you. She unleashed the dogs from the Prophecy of the Eye.”

“Hey, that’s hot. Is that vampire speak?” Paulie said.

Deirdre shrugged and started to flip through the latest edition of Forum. “Don’t blame me. Blame the Morality Minders.”

Viola hissed and Paulie drew back. “I’m uh going to go look for the dancing fire thing.” He scurried away.

“Five years, we’ve kept this store alive.” Viola dented the countertop when she slammed her palms on the magazine. Deirdre flinched and averted her eyes. “Five years we’ve been able to out of the Prophecy of the Eye’s radar. If you do not start abiding by my feeding rules, I will rip that bottled dyed blonde right out of your scalp. Are we clear?”

Deirdre managed a tiny nod.

Viola spun away before her temper got the better of her. A red haze was filling her vision and she started to count to ten. She got to three when she realized that the haze was coming from the “Classics” section.

Paulie was spraying the bookshelves down while the little elemental was flickering just out of his reach.

“Give me that.” She ripped the extinguisher out of Paulie’s hands and caught the little bugger dead on. It fell to the ground covered in foam. Viola stomped on it spreading chunks of white splatters all over the classics section. She’d never get the stains out of the velvet couches.

“At least it didn’t go after the picture books,” Paulie said and laid a comforting hand on Viola’s shoulder.

She flung him off. “You are nothing but a crude Neanderthal.”

“Yo, bite me.”

“Don’t tempt me,” Viola said and stormed back into the warehouse.

Ralphie was using the adding machine and shaking his head.  She watched the pulse in his jaw for a moment. If only Deirdre hadn’t taken blood from him an hour or so ago.

“I need you,” Viola said and shut her eyes so she wouldn’t look at his jugular

“Command me, Mistress.”

“Grab a mop and follow me.” She turned and slammed into Paulie. “You’re not allowed back here.”

“Do you wish me to remove him?” Ralphie picked up the stapler in a threatening manner.

“No, go out into the store and clean up the mess in the “Classics” section. Ask Deirdre, the woman behind the counter, if you can’t find it.”

Ralphie shambled off. “You too,” Viola shoved him into the wall.

“Hey, Deer, sent me back here to make sure you’re all right,” Paulie said.

“I’m fine.”

“You’re fangs are showing,” Paulie pointed out as if it was her slip peeking out.

“It’s been a rough night.”

“I can make it rougher,” he said, palming his crotch area.

Viola was disgusted, but free food was free food. She struck fast, latching on to his throat. Paulie got out a strangled gasp before his eyes half closed.

“Oh,” he moaned. “That feels so good. You mind if I jack off?”

As long as you stop speaking.

Unbuttoning his jeans, his pants slid to his ankles. He pulled out an impressive looking cock. No wonder Deirdre liked him. Although Deirdre liked everyone. She sucked on his neck to the rhythm he pulled on himself. Too bad, he wasn’t her type. Viola’s body relaxed as the warm blood soothed all the jagged edges of her nerves.

“You’re so fucking hot,” he groaned.

Viola was feeling generous. Sit down.

Paulie sank down on one of the plastic chairs.

Move your hand.

When he did, Viola stopped feeding long enough to straddle him and sink down on his hard cock. She was surprised at how well he filled her and she took a moment to appreciate how he felt inside her. Licking the blood off her lips, she went back to drinking from his throat.

“You weren’t wearing any underwear,” he said.

No talking.

Paulie’s lips clamped shut. 

Viola continued to feed, allowing Paulie to grab her ass while she bounced on top of him. He came almost immediately.

Stay hard.

Powerless to do anything but obey her, the blood rushed back into his cock. Viola licked the wound in his neck closed and the fucked him so hard the chair cracked.
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Deirdre was a European Princess whose lineage, no one dared question too closely. She kept close companionship with Viola, a dark Countess of equal renown and deadly beauty. In a time where the night was feared, they flourished and fed at all the best parties of the nobility. 

The Princess was as fair and fey as a moonbeam with silver hair and cerulean eyes. She lived for excess and to play with her new found friends. 

The Countess was the opposite side of the coin. With raven locks and soulless black eyes, she was a lithe viper who struck quickly and gleaned minions from the throngs of addled noblemen.

But good times always end, even for immortal royalty and when the church's mercenaries, The Prophecy of the Eye, became too interested in the beautiful thralls encircling the Princess and the Countess, the parties suddenly stopped. 

This cycle continued for many centuries. Deirdre and Viola graced Czarist Russia, continued on to Gay Paris and finally to the New World in gin joints and sleazy jazz dives of the Big Easy. 

While America lacked the polished old world charm and the distinct respect for one's betters, it also provided more of everything else, from money and thrills, to gambling and illegal liquor.

Its wide terrain allowed the Princess and the Countess to move from state to state until technology caught up with them and they learned the value of keeping a low profile. They were able to exploit the innocence of the forties and fifties, but were swept away into a drunken frenzy of Free Love. 

By the late seventies, they reached a rhythm that was blown away by the "Me" generation of the eighties and the cynical creep of the 90's that exposed the world's monsters in vivid detail across television screens and eventually the Internet.

Now in the new millennia, there is nowhere to hide and no other frontiers to explore. They found out the luxuries of the day could be gone in an instant. Swiss bank accounts could be seized and the Princess and the Countess could be among the nouveau poor, scraping their living feeding off homeless and runaways. They have become merchants, biding their time and hoping for another renaissance of excess.

An ignoble end for two from the finest Carpathian bloodlines. 

Perhaps a fitting end some may say, for however pretty the monsters are, they are still creatures of the night— or from hell as the church's mercenaries proclaim. 

The church's vanguards have also migrated from Europe. And like the Princess and the Countess, they have morphed and remade themselves to fit the times. Always hunting, they are similar to the women they chase, although they would balk to see the comparison. The church mercenaries seek to destroy magic and any evil that lives outside their doctrine.

Whether their victims deserve their fate or not is irrelevant. 

It was so much easier for both during the simple times, where murder was accepted and random acts of violence and carnage need not be explained for helicopters with news teams or amateur videographers. They've learned a new dance for the modern world and it is kept to a very fine line. Like the sword of Damocles, the truce poises hair thin. It is not a matter of if that strand will break, but when.

And darkness save the innocents caught between.
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Deirdre was bored and that's usually when things started getting deadly. She had an itch that could only be slaked by sex, blood or violence, or all three. Walking over to the peep show booths, she listened with heightened hearing. A soft smile hovered over face as she picked out the muffled groan and rapid breathing of the customer as he played with himself. With a quick glance over her shoulder to make sure Ralphie was also up front, she ducked inside. He'd take care of any customers.

On screen was an orgy. Deirdre approved. Men and women of all shapes and colors writhed on the screen. She eased closer in the booth, bumping the customer's elbow. He jumped a foot and started to stammer an explanation. 

"Shhh," she whispered and straddled the bench. "I'm not here." She hexed him with her eyes. 

He turned back to the screen.

"Unbutton your pants and pull out your cock," Deirdre commanded.

He was an average looking man, wearing loose chinos and a polo shirt. He complied.

"That's nice," she encouraged him. "Now stroke it for me."

"Oh," slipped out of his mouth as he wrapped his hand around himself and slowly began to pump up and down.

Deirdre leaned back against the wall, propping her black stiletto heeled boots on his knee. The denim and lace skirt was pushed up as she slowly stretched out her other leg. Her fingernail idly played with the blond curls though her tight silk underwear.

"Tell me what you like," she said, as her other hand slipped inside her corset and she arched to free her breasts. They hung over her corset and she rubbed her thumb over her nipple as she watched him.

"I like the girls. They're so eager. So willing. They'll do anything." He wasn't huge, but Deirdre liked the shape of him, the curve of the tip and the veins on the side of his shaft.

"Yeah," Deirdre said slowly slipping her hand inside her underwear. "Tell me what you would do to them." She slipped her finger inside herself. She wasn't quite ready yet. 

"I'd kiss them."

"You like kissing?" Deirdre darted her finger around her clit, almost touching it, but not quite.

He gave a quiet moan.

"Slow down," she ordered. "You're not to come yet."

He let out a deep breath.
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