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"Whoever fights monsters
should see to it that in the process he does not become a monster."
- Nietzche

 


The following is another of my memories of
my unnaturally long and adventurous life, seeking to restore my
Master to this realm. To do so I travel around, seeking evil souls
to pay the debt he owes the world. This is the story of a modern
American aristocratic family. You may say aristocracy does not
exist, but I beg to differ, the names are different but the
lifestyles are all the same. They are now one less speck of evil to
offer the world, one more sacrifice to my beloved Master.

 


 


“Master. Oh my beloved Master, how I miss
you,” I muttered quietly.

 


I pulled the white satin panties up over the
white mesh stockings and nestled them into place over the garter
belt. The uniform was not well designed for my official job, but
for the job my employers intended me to perform. Over my head came
the black dress with stitched-on white apron, the frilly straps
snugged down upon my shoulders. Just looking at it in the mirror
made me roll my eyes, as if I could see them in the reflection. The
things I did for food, pleasure, and my Master.

 


“Just one more night,” I whispered to
myself.

 


The last thing on was the ridiculous set of
black high heels, as if a maid would be comfortable wearing these.
Not that I’d ever made it an hour wearing them any day of my job.
Usually they ended up discarded under some piece of furniture for
me to hunt down later, after I’d been passed around like the family
pet. One last night. I smiled to myself in the mirror.
They’d finally brought in the guest that I’d so coveted. That rich
bitch would finally pay for her crimes against humanity, as would
this family.

 


The hunt was what I truly craved, the reason
for the elaborate ruse. It gave meaning to life now that my Master
had taken his leave. Some day he will return, but not today. Today
I hunt; tonight I make my slaughter. It was these little moments of
sanguine pleasure that filled the void he’d left behind.

 


My grandfather clock, a Johann Baptist Beha
piece, chimed the late afternoon hour. Four P.M., a half-hour
before the guest was due to arrive. I clicked the suitcase shut and
placed it with the others. With one final tug at the hem of the
dress, I stepped out of the room and made my way down the
hallway.

 


The sounds of copulation became louder as I
strolled down the corridor until I was standing in front of the
young master’s doorway. I paused, listening in on the young man and
his consort, recently returned from university. Fred, the young
lordling, I couldn’t care less for as he’d taken on too many of his
father’s nasty habits. Listening in, I shook my head lightly while
Fred sweet-talked the young man through a blowjob, knowing all too
well that once he was done, Fred wouldn’t be in the mood to
reciprocate. He’d probably pawn off the idea so he could curl up
for a nap.

 


As for the young man that Fred had brought
home, it’s not like Adam was much better. Like the majority of
young men and women that Fred brought home, Adam was an ambitious
teen from the middle class, willing to prostitute himself for a
chance at powerful connections. There was no adoration for Fred at
all, no matter how much he appeared to fawn over the other man. Nor
was he coerced into this like many working in the household staff.
Nay, he was fully aware of what he was doing, how the family of his
lover behaved, and that was enough for me to judge him as guilty as
they.

 


I’d have my fun with them later, Fred always
did so enjoy dragging me into his misadventures in the bedroom.
Mostly the things he did were to just tick off his parents who
couldn’t stand the idea that he even considered dating the same
sex. Screwing the help, well, that was considered to just be part
of growing up. Tonight would be the night he learned to regret that
particularly despicable behavior.

 


Further down the hallway I went, the sounds
of the catering staff growing louder with each step. The regular
kitchen staff had been given the night off, without pay, in order
to please the exotic tastes of their guest. No matter how many
years passed, how many families I stalked, they were always the
same in the end. The wealth only fed into their ego, ballooning the
selfish behavior, and giving them ammunition to continually lie to
the world in order to stuff their own bank accounts and afford
further lavish activities.

 


**********

 


Some things just never changed, not since my
life as a human, before the Master found me scrubbing the floors as
a scullery maid. I thought him, at first, to just be another one of
the household guests visiting for the liberties that the guests
were given with the staff. Mentally I sighed, having learned with
the first couple of guests that any sort of annoyance would not be
tolerated and could result in punishment. The Master though, he
never brought the subject of liberties up, instead drawing me into
conversations over the next several days. Conversations that would
last well into the early morning hours when all the oil lamps had
long since been doused. Discussions that taxed me mentally and wore
me through the loss of sleep.
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