~~Beatrice~~

Climbing down into the cavern was getting easier. But no matter how good she was getting at it, if the clouds decided to cover the night sky, the obsidian shadow below her was an easy way to get some broken, mangled limbs. God damn the canyon was a bitch, with no good footing anywhere, and enough jagged rocks to kill any kine who fell down, guaranteed.
But she was familiar with it now, knew where the good rocks for grabbing were, knew where to put her weight into a crevice to get a foothold. Easy does it, easy does it. Through the sharp stone and sharper twigs and brush.
The tunnel into the cave was far more forgiving. Hard to find, but smooth and inviting compared to the canyon it connected to. And once through that, she was greeted by the colossal cavern of the Circle of the Crone. So damn metal, with bones on the walls for decorations, a blood bowl of bone in the center, and with rooms and hollows carved into the rock walls.
“Hey.”
“Hey.” She gave Aaron a small nod as she stepped in. The pale-skinned Gangrel returned it, but his eyes were busy, looking the contents of a book up and down. Not sure what kind of book had your eyes going up as well as down, but she didn’t bother to check.
“Mission go ok?” he said.
“Yeah. Garry’s got people riding the Invictus edge on purpose, like I thought.” She shrugged and raised a claw to pick at the crocodile teeth along her cheek. “He knows it’ll cause trouble. Thought he was done with trouble.”
“Carthians, done with trouble?”
“Hey fuck you, we didn’t all just look for trouble all the time. Dickhead. Carthians just try to change old stupid shit. Or do you enjoy that Dolareido is practically a monarchy?”
He mirrored the shrug and smiled. “Prince lets us do what we want. Mostly.”
“Yeah when the mostly part changes, you’ll understand.”
She really had no business getting in Aaron’s face. Man was nice, for a Gangrel, but a bit naive, and kind of the odd man out in their weird little cult. Too nice.
Ugh, for a second, she wanted to use the term ‘beta’ to describe him. Joe was the sort of moron to think in terms of alpha and beta; and if she was turning into Joe, she’d be better off ash.
Moans grabbed her attention. At this point, moans when entering the cavern were more common than silence, since Othello and Jennifer often liked to bring their meals to their rooms, instead of showing a little decency and fucking them where they found them. Want to fuck them in the club? No one would even blink. But bringing them back to fuck in the cavern, where the stone walls captured sound so everyone could hear everything, was rude.
And she was too weak to not sneak a peek. As long as she didn’t do anything, it was alright. Right?
Definitely do something nice for Julias later, Beatrice, you guilty bitch.
Smirking to herself, she walked over to Othello’s room, and stood in the opening of the large alcove. Othello was lying on top of a woman, and beneath them was a bunch of blankets, with a pillow underneath the girl’s hips. And of course they were fucking, with a deep and heavy, fast-but-not-too-fast rhythm. Anal sex of course, Othello’s main interest, and the girl underneath him didn’t seem to mind.
In fact she barely seemed to be aware. Her arms were limp along the blankets, and her moans were quiet, exhausted things. Othello must have already drank from her. Poor girl was borderline comatose while the muscley, dark-skinned Daeva sank his cock into her ass. Comatose or not, the kine was soaking the pillow underneath her cunt, and her body was trembling, toes curled and thighs quivering. A long, deep, slow stroke, and the girl squirted onto the pillow, with a wavering, weak moan to follow. Another one, and another little squirt; girl was cumming her brains out.
Ok, enough staring. You have a boyfriend, and this is very uncool.
She kept watching for another ten seconds before she moved on. Course then she was just watching it in her head, and she raised her claws to her hair as she shook her skull.
Jacob was sitting in the back of the cave on a chair, a simple thing of wood with a leather cushion. For some reason, it went well with the bones that covered the rock wall behind him. The ancient Nosferatu was wearing some old brown pants, black shoes, and an open brown vest, with nothing underneath. She could see his chest and arms, and found herself a little surprised; the man was in good shape for what would have passed for a fifty-year-old kine. A bit thin, but strong. Whoever had sired him had picked a weird time for the embrace.
He had the usual bandage over his eyes though, to hide his empty eye sockets.
“Beatrice, how goes scouting?”
“You were right, Garry’s stirring up trouble. I know the Invictus have been taking more territory with Xnomina on the border, but it’s not like that’s a declaration of war.”
“If your neighbor, someone you know doesn’t want you around, starts marching troops up and down your fence line, would you not respond?” Garry smirked his crazy smirk at her, and leaned back into his chair to bring a leg up onto the other. Knife in hand, and a piece of wood too, he started carving. He’d only just started working on it, so all he had was a block of wood the size of a brick.
“I guess I would. And didn’t know you did wood carvings.”
“Good.” Another grin for her, before the eyeless vampire started back into the wood with the blade. “What is Garry up to, specifically?”
“He’s got multiple cells causing mayhem for the encroaching Xnomina institutions. Breaking down machinery, causing accidents for the kine, shit like that. He has other cells, his older Kindred, roughing up Invictus who walk the neutral line. No one’s been killed yet thank god, but some kid is going to go too far eventually.”
“Undoubtedly.” The old Nosferatu worked quick, shavings of wood falling and exposing a knife-like shape from the block. “Probably what Garry is hoping for.”
“Say what?”
“Two dogs, one bone. Garry and Michael butt heads a lot, and overtly.” The bastard smirked at her and waved his small stick around. “It’s in the nature of women to sneak and manipulate, in men to break down walls with their skulls. In this case, each other’s skulls instead of a wall.” He chuckled and resumed carving, with the occasional pick of his teeth with the blade. “Both see an opportunity for power and growth, at the other’s expense, and they’ll pursue it.”
“I guess, yeah. Just didn’t expect Garry to do something so juvenile.”
“The Invictus want to control all, and the Carthians want a democracy, no matter how foolhardy the notion with Kindred as your populace. Both see their ways as correct, both see them worth fighting for. Wars are fought for less.”
Yeah, but that didn’t mean it wasn’t stupid.
“Feel like I should do something.”
“Oh?” He threw a sly, toothy smile her way.
She nodded and stepped in closer. The old bastard did love to try and intimidate her, and she resisted every time, despite the shivering beast in her gut. Besides, she had bigger teeth.
“Feel a bit guilty about just watching the catastrophe waiting to happen.”
“Understandable.” He carved a couple eyes around the center of the piece of wood. What had seemed like a blade was turning into a bird beak. “Your lover is an Invictus and your old boss and friend is a Carthian. Quite the pickle.”
“Fuck you.”
He laughed. “No judgment here, Beatrice. We all have our baggage. And you are free to do what you want, you know that.”
“Unless you want something.” Snarl and hiss.
“I think I’m entitled to a little request every now and then.” The monster leaned in closer, enough so this time she did take a step back as his smile turned into a grin. “Aren’t I?”
Yeah yeah, he was the leader of their fucked up little pack, after all.
“So, I can do what I want about this?”
“Sure. Just don’t throw the Circle into the middle of it, and you’re free to fuck Garry and help Julias all you want.”
Fucking bastard knew he got that backward too.
“And… about Maria?”
Jacob put the knife and wood down to his knees, and looked at her. The bandage wasn’t see-through. You couldn’t see the empty eye sockets. But she could tell he was staring right at her.
“What about her?”
“She’s been pushing on Carthian territory too.”
“Her motivations are much simpler, and deadlier.”
“… you mean about Lucas.”
The eyeless nodded, and resumed carving. Where he’d once been enthusiastic and speedy with the crafting, now he was slowed, and each incision was deliberate.
“He’s dead, and she blames Garry on some level. Much of what happened during the purge happened because of him, because he sided with the Prince, because he….” The old man sighed, and slit some random lines into subtle curves along the sloped back end of the wood. Barbs of feathers? “Now that he has truly perished, Maria no doubt feels unhinged and looking to start trouble. That may change as she calms… it may not.”
“Fucking wonderful.” She threw up her hands and started pacing. Two dudes having a pissing contest was a stupid thing she could get behind stopping, but a woman angry about the death of her love wasn’t exactly an easy thing to fix.
“Take my advice, Beatrice: stay out of her way.”
Not the first time Jacob told her to avoid Maria. Jacob was so much older than her, why did he fear her? He was twice her age, fucking twice. He was ancient. Maria wasn’t even alive when Jacob became elder.
“Fine, fine, I’ll avoid her.” Hands down again, she turned and walked away. Didn’t bother to wave or anything, not the Circle’s way. She liked that.
Ok, maybe Jennifer would have something different to say. And, well, she kinda wanted to see Jennifer. The two of them were getting along more and more; probably cause she reminded her of Julias. Damn Ventrue.
Her friend had a fur blanket hanging from her alcove, but she’d given Beatrice permission to walk in whenever she wanted, even if the blanket was pulled across to cover the hideaway. So Beatrice walked in.
“Jennifer, we—damn it.”
Of course. Of fucking course. The Nosferatu was too busy running scenarios about Garry and the Invictus through her head to be paying attention. She’d thought all the moans were coming from Othello and his girl, not Jennifer; which was pretty damn stupid of you Beatrice considering Jennifer has sex almost every night.
Sure enough, the woman was nude, and straddling a man who was lying on his back on some fur blankets. No wonder Beatrice hadn’t heard their moans, they were having really gentle, slow sex. A surprise, considering there was also a man behind Jennifer, kneeling behind her, and though Beatrice couldn’t see from the angle, he was definitely penetrating her.
Jennifer smiled at her, and slowly rocked herself back and forth. The man underneath her held still, hands on her hips, while the man behind her met her rocking with gentle thrusts of his own. No one had issues getting in there, nice and deep, and everyone was smiling.
“Hey Beatrice,” Jennifer said. Her hands were on the man’s chest beneath her, or at least they were. But when Beatrice entered, Jennifer always changed her body language, got a little friendlier, a little more inviting. She put her weight onto one hand, still on the man’s chest, but the other raised to her breast, and she cupped it into her palm while finger and thumb caressed her swollen nipple. All while looking at the Nosferatu.
Beatrice couldn’t help but stare a little. Catching the girl mid threesome was routine at this point, a routine Beatrice could probably break if she really wanted to. But damn, seeing Jennifer surrounded by legs sent a thrill down her dead spine every time. Something about how Jennifer looked just like her with the shoulder-length black hair that framed her face, the confident grin, the lean-and-mean body; all that without the Nosferatu disfigurements.
Watching her reminded Beatrice a lot of her fun days back when she was kine. And, evidently, she really turned herself on.
“Jennifer. I uh….” Focus damn it, stop staring. “Wanted to talk about Garry.”
“Go ahead.” Smiling at her, Jennifer leaned down to squish her breasts against her ghoul’s chest, and arched her back to show off the curve of her spine. Not doing it for her ghouls either, definitely doing it to entice Beatrice.
Or maybe she just liked showing off? Cause you love to do that too, Beatrice. You love the look in Julias’s eyes when he watches you do anything sexy. Maybe that’s all it was, Jennifer getting off on being watched, same as Beatrice did. She’d prefer Jennifer enjoy such a vice with her ghouls, not her, but at least she could understand it, if it was true.
“He’s up to something. I know Xnomina is buying up territory near there. Maybe they’re going to expand the police force in the area, and McDonald will probably point them in Garry’s direction.” Much as Garry was a great guy, Kindred did illegal things all the time by kine rules. Where Invictus broke the law through manipulative lawyer garbage, Carthians broke it in much more direct ways. Easily caught ways, usually, if you knew where to look. And the Invictus knew where to look.
Jennifer nodded, and her eyes looked up as she considered, before she pushed against her ghoul’s chest to sit up straighter again. The woman had the same slightly tanned skin tone as Beatrice, but no tattoos or piercings. The clean look was good on her.
“Do you suspect Maria, or Michael?” she said, face calm and straight. Or it was for a second, and then the man behind her gave her a little thrust, harder than the ones before, making Jennifer squeak. She reached back and slapped the man on the hip, but she didn’t really seem like she minded. Her nipples looked so damn hard and swollen, despite her putting on her business face. Her rhythm never stopped either. Girl was damn comfortable with sex.
Which was weird, now that she thought about it. Beatrice slept around a lot as a kine, but she never got as comfortable with sex as Jennifer. The Ventrue was only ten years embraced; must have been a sexual animal while still alive.
“Thinking Maria mostly? Since Lucas is dead, and she might think Garry had a hand to play in that; she could be looking to start something. But then McDonald hates Garry too.”
“Any evidence for either?” She sat up straighter still, and the man behind her had to lean back to make room for her. But he just rolled with it, reached his hands up from her waist, and cupped her breasts. And with more room, the man underneath reached down to where her smooth pussy was wrapped taut around his cock, and started to rub his thumb along her clitoris.
Both men earned some quiets moans from the Ventrue, and she tilted her head a bit to catch the man behind her with a kiss on the jaw. Just another ordinary day for Jennifer.
“Not to call them out individually, no.”
“Why would you call them out?” She reached down for the man beneath her, and pulled him up to sit, his head against her collar. Her fingers found his hair, and she combed the curls of them as she gently fucked her ghoul. “Let them fight it out. You’re not supposed to interfere, just have the information.”
“A war will benefit no one, Jennifer.” She had to leave out the ‘when you’re older you’ll understand’ speech. Beatrice had a couple decades as Kindred, but that wasn’t a lot. Besides, it was people older than her trying to start the wars.
“You sure about that? I don’t know about you, but I think it’d be nice if the Circle could pick up the pieces left over from a silly Invictus Carthian war. Take the city for our own, let the Crone run free.” Jennifer smiled at Beatrice over her ghoul’s head. Still fucking, even as she moved her legs out so she wasn’t on her knees, but had them wrapped around her ghoul instead. Which meant the ghoul behind her had to sit down on his butt too, and get in close, legs out to the sides. Everyone so damn comfortable with each other, the guys didn’t mind touching legs and bits to make sure their master enjoyed a proper, deep, double penetration in a leisurely bout of sex.
“I have friends in the Invictus. You know that.” Julias of course, her big shiny white knight. But there was Jack too. “And the Carthians.”
“Split loyalties. You’re lucky this isn’t like other cities, Beatrice. A lot of places, the Kindred act in open war of each other.” Her hands drifted up and down her ghoul’s back, even as she grinned at the Nosferatu. Legs locked tighter, and her rhythm increased; now everyone had a bit of motion going in their hips. Like watching gear cogs work together, the three bodies kept rubbing up against each other in a perfect, synchronized dance.
Beatrice had been in threesomes before, when she was kine; they never went this smooth. Jennifer must have spent time training her ghouls, just so she could get a proper good fuck every night.
Yeap, Beatrice was jealous. Course, the grass was always greener on the other side of the fence, right? She had a great man in her life now, a powerful, rich man at that. They were sexually compatible too, and sometimes had fun with their meals. Be satisfied with that. Just hard to think straight when staring at your body double having oddly romantic sex with two guys at once.
“I like that I can go out into the street, even into Invictus or Carthian territory, and I don’t guarantee a fight.”
“Not a guarantee,” Jennifer said, “but always a possibility. We’re animals, Beatrice, trying to share a food source. Violence is inevitable.” As if to make her point, Jennifer rolled her eyes up into her skull with a low groan, and sank her teeth into her ghoul.
The effect was immediate. The man shuddered, let out his own groans, and started to fall back. He lay upon the fur blankets once more, and his hands fell to the sides as well. Whole body, trembling and shivering, as Jennifer sank her fangs deep into him and started to drink him. Course, the woman had been working them up to it with sex, so Beatrice couldn’t help but stare as the two also climaxed.
Ok, maybe she could watch just a little longer.
As Jennifer drank the man, Kissed the man, her ghoul behind her roamed his hands up and down her curved back, and started to thrust into her ass a little harder. Couldn’t thrust hard, now that he was on his ass, but more than enough to get some mewls from the woman. But she kept her fangs deep in the other man’s neck, and suckling and drinking, as he himself quivered. Beatrice could tell he was cumming inside her, no doubt absolutely pouring into her; no kine could resist the pleasure of the Kiss. And a Kiss with an orgasm to go along with it must have been amazing.
Finally, Jennifer sat up, and leaned back against the man behind her. With their bodies out of the way, Beatrice bit her lip, staring at where Jennifer’s smooth pussy was spread open on her ghoul’s cock. White drops were leaking out of her, onto the wet skin of the man’s pelvis, wetter than sweat would cause. Course, sex addict that she was, Jennifer had soaked the man in her girl cum, and the kine’s fluids mixed into it as he slipped into a post-Kiss coma.
Jennifer leaned back even more, and let the ghoul in front of her fall out of her body. With her legs spread, there was no hiding the dripping white that spilled out of her lips and onto the softening cock of her pet. The remaining ghoul backed up a foot to give them more room, while Jennifer remained in his lap, leaning back and up to kiss at the man’s neck. Her ghoul slipped one of his hands between her thighs, and sank his fingers into her cum-filled snatch. 
A couple thrusts earned some mewls from Jennifer, and her exposed lips dripped more of her juices as the man behind her started to cum as well. Without the Kiss to render him comatose, he was free to keep thrusting, his own groans coming through as the two climaxed. Jennifer made sure to push her ass back into the man, her back too, and spread her legs so Beatrice didn’t miss a thing.
God damn it.
After a minute of gentle thrusting and cuddling, the man fell out of her, and she sat down on his legs, cum dripping down her ass and thighs. But she barely seemed to notice as she got comfortable straddling his knees, and stretched out her arms above her head.
“Thank you,” she said. “You watched a lot longer than normal. I like that.”
Course she did.
“I really shouldn’t. I have a boyfriend, Jennifer.”
“Did you ask him yet? About my proposal?”
“… no.”
Jennifer frowned and folded her arms across her bare chest. “Why not?”
“Can… can we just focus on the problem, please?
“Fine.” Beatrice’s clone leaned back and pat the man behind her. “Be a dear, get the wash ready?”
The ghoul nodded, and without so much as wiping off the cum still on his cock, got up and headed out of the room into the main cavern. Beatrice quirked a brow and watched; no one else reacted.
“So, Invictus and Carthians. I do happen to know that it is Maria being a thorn in Garry’s side in the Mirrden area, where all that construction is happening. She’s pushing to have old homes in the area torn down, and for the Mirrden company to set up some quote-unquote business facilities.” The Ventrue raised her fingers to literally quote ‘business facilities’ before she crawled over to the comatose ghoul still on the blankets, and straddled his chest.
“Any idea why? Not like she couldn’t expand Xnomina into other areas.”
“Well you know about them and Lucas.”
“Yeah but, is that it?” Beatrice said.
“Hmm. A friend of a friend of a friend said Garry was found in Tony’s old tunnels, the ones Lucas took over, and he destroyed some pretty important objects to the Lancea et Sanctum.”
God damn it Garry. Dude really had a hate boner for the Longinus lovers.
“Thanks Jennifer. I’m gonna go talk to him.”
The Ventrue frowned at her, nose scrunching up and lines creasing her forehead.
“… be careful.”
Beatrice again raised a brow. But nodded, and left.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

The Carthian half of South Side. Bars, steak restaurants, hardware stores, garages, a pleasant mix of crime and old fashioned grit. Neighborhoods with people sitting on the front porches, drinking beer or smoking cigarettes. Old cars parked on the streets, and grocery stores with signs in the parking lot advertising food on sale.
Much as she liked the high-class half of the Invictus territory, there was something more real about the Carthian half. People here weren’t full of themselves, at least not in the same way. They knew the price of milk, they knew doing cocaine could get you arrested, they knew what noodles and ramen tasted like, they knew the names of local cops. A place where your neighbors had names and faces, even in the apartment buildings. You didn’t necessarily like them, and some you probably hated, but you knew them. A far cry from the nameless, faceless, weightless anonymity of the richer half of the city.
She stuck to the rooftops. In the middle of the night, only streetlights were going to expose her, so the rooftops made traveling easier for a Nosferatu; better than having her face spotted by a kine. It took a while, but she found the familiar rooftops of the Carthian district, of old schools and old homes, old apartment buildings and older corner stores. The further she went out, the more rundown everything got.
Damn she missed this place. She missed the cars with the cracked windshields and dented bumpers, she missed the homes with the stained siding, she missed the roads with the asphalt patches. Hell, she missed the noisy loiterers who liked to hang around on street corners with a stereo playing. Course over the past twenty years of her embrace, it went from boomboxes to cars with loud stereos to the latest incarnation, jackasses taking selfies doing stupid shit. And yet she still missed it. It was home, for a damn long time.
Been a while since she’d left these people, would they just let her in again? Other Kindred stood around, talking with each other, leaning against walls and streetlights and gesturing and nodding with enthusiasm. Some sounded angry, some sounded happy, everyone did a double take on her as she passed by once she got back onto the street. A few of her acquaintances managed some nods, and a few of the people she’d bashed horns with growled or groaned, depending on how much she annoyed them back in the day. But at least they were a familiar pain; she knew them, they knew her. Good enough to let her go on through.
She found the apartment building Garry lived in. The one she used to live in. Front door was never locked, and she stepped in, but not before a little hesitation. 
Couldn’t help but smile as she looked at the walls with peeling paint, the cracked windows and water-damaged stairs and carpet. No, it wasn’t home anymore, and she honestly preferred the badass metal cave of the Circle of the Crone; didn’t mean she didn’t miss this one too.
“Beatrice, the fuck you doing here?”
Ah, Joe, of course. Guard dog.
“Here to see Garry.”
“About?”
“He said he wanted to sell your ass to a local pimp.”
“Fuck off.” Joe frowned at her and pushed her shoulder hard enough to make her take a step back. Mr. Big-n-Bald wrestler man getting some major balls on him.
Whatever, she could take him. He had maybe five or ten years on her, nothing she couldn’t handle. She reached out, and pushed him back, foot against the wall behind her so she had something to brace against. Dude was double her weight.
“How about you fuck off? I want to talk to Garry.”
“You can’t just—”
“I’m not some random fuck off the street, Joe! You know me well enough to know you can trust me, so how about you get the fuck out of my way?”
Mistake.
Joe punched her, hard. She expected he might throw a swing, but not that he’d throw a swing hard enough to smash her head against the lobby wall. Bone nearly cracked when her skull collided with wood and drywall, before she fell down onto her knees and hands.
“Damn right I know you. Two fucking decades you lived here with me, working for Garry when the Invictus were breathing down our necks. Two fucking decades you were part of this family, and we looked out for each other.” The brute stared down at her, hands in fists at his side, eyebrows furrowed to the point he looked like an angry rodent. “Now you think you can just waltz in here? Fucking an Invictus, that was strike one. Leaving the Carthians for the Crone? That’s strike two.” He reached down and picked her up by the neck.
“Where’s strike three?” she said through the pain and groans.
“Never could count very high.”
Again, fist collided with her face, crushing her nose and sending her into the wall again. She rolled like a bag of sand, heavy and bending until she settled on her back along the floor by the door. Leave it to Joe to put a damper on her nostalgia.
“I’m still your ally,” she said. Jaw still working, but the nose was definitely a flat smudge on her face. Vitae was quick to start healing it, but actually realigning a nose took some physical force, and she groaned as she put her hands to her face, and twisted the cartilage back into place.
“Says you. I say fuck you.”
“And Garry? What does he say?”
“Garry ain’t said shit. And I figure it’s better to ask for forgiveness than permission.” He started walking toward her again, and along with a very inhuman growl, inhuman claws started to grow from his hands. Long claws, thick, massive, and heavy. “So I’m going to smack you around a bit before then. Hope you don’t mind.”
Well, at least he didn’t plan to kill her, that was nice of him.
“Joe, asking you one more time, get the fuck out of my way.”
“Oh I hope you can stay so confident when I’ve got a few claws jammed up your cunt. I’m going to—”
Fuck. Him.
“Alone,” she said.
“What?”
“You’re alone.”
“I… I….”
She stared at the man, at the big, dumb man, and stood up. Joe had stopped moving, and the frown of his eyebrows faded as he met her eyes.
“You’re alone. Everyone’s abandoned you. Alone in an empty city, with no one to talk to, no one to feed on, no one anywhere.” The power poured up into her, through her, into her fingers and claws, into her spine, and up into her eyes. But it was her words that carried the weight. “All. Alone.”
“Alone….” Joe fell to his knees. The Gangrel claws of his hands faded away, and the anger along with them. Open eyes stared up at her as she forced the nightmare upon him, drilled it into his Kindred mind, and down into his stupid bald soul.
Sighing, she shook her shoulders out and dusted herself off. Fuck that hurt. Fuck Joe. Fuck him. Fuck him fuck him fuck him. She stood in front of the kneeling man, and waved a hand in his face.
He didn’t move. Didn’t blink. Didn’t look at her in any way. Just stared into the distance, with fear etched all over his face.
“Someone… anyone?” he said. “Someone help me… someone… anyone….”
Fuck, now she felt horrible. The big guy was just one of the guard dogs for the Carthians, and dogs were pack animals. He cared for his family, to a fault, just like all dogs did. And now he was trapped in his mind, thinking they were gone, that everyone was gone, and that he was alone in the whole god damn world.
Sympathy passed as she rubbed her jaw and where her nose was struggling to heal. Fuck him, he’d be fine come tomorrow.
She started up the stairs of the apartment building. There were over a hundred Kindred in the Carthians, last she knew; would she have to fight more of them? Did she piss off everyone as badly as Joe?
Garry’s door. She swung it open, smile on her face. Maybe she could surprise him, delight him with a visit from an old friend?
Surprised was not the right word.
The man was on his bed, naked, and someone was underneath him, someone the fighter was giving an anal pounding.
Mike?
“Beatrice, what the hell?” Garry said.
“B-Beatrice?” Mike started squirming. Garry had his hands on kid’s shoulders, keeping him pinned on his stomach against the bed. But Mike didn’t seem like he was unhappy about the situation. The young hacker punk looked at her, blushing bright with life and embarrassment, and arousal, before Beatrice finally managed to come to her senses and close the door.
“Just uh… getting some things I forgot,” she said, before she started to head toward her room. The groans in the room resumed, and she smirked; she must have been trapped in her own damn mind again to not hear them before opening the fucking door.
Back in her old room, she started digging through her things. Laptop, smartphone, some USB chargers and shit, and some headphones. None of it would last long without power in the cavern, so she’d have to charge things somewhere else. Maybe—
Oh fucking god, she just found Garry fucking another guy in the ass. She never wondered about his sex life or orientation, it never came up. But now she had a very real image of Garry, naked, on top the scrawny punk Mike, and giving him a thorough anal fucking. Like she’d seen two other people already get tonight!
Don’t think about it, don’t think about it, don’t think about it.
Do anything but think about it.
Not like it wasn’t a sexy image though. Mike was in decent shape for a scrawny kid, and Garry was like her, lean and mean and built for fighting. Dude was the definition of street rugged. Seeing him, naked on another man, dick inside him?
She took her old booklet of CDs and started smacking herself in the face with it. Fuck, her nose! Pain, oh fucking gods pain. She clutched her damaged nose and sat down on her ass by the bed.
Few minutes later, Garry stood in her doorway, a raised brow on his face and arms folded across his chest. Man was wearing some torn jeans, and nothing else. Went well with the shaved head, facial scruff, and steel jaw.
“The fuck you doing here Beatrice? And don’t say it was for your shit, you could steal this from anywhere, any time.”
“… yeah.” Ass on the carpet, she leaned back against the bed’s side, and threw the booklet away. “Came to see you. Not like that, mind you. … so you and Mike, eh?”
“Kid’s got a great ass.” Garry shrugged. And unless she was seeing things, he made a small grin.
Too much. She burst into laughter and fell onto her side, muscles refusing to cooperate. Too god damn much. Garry kept watching her, that tiny grin still there, and when she took a peek at him, she broke into laughter again, until she was on her back and waving a hand up at him.
“Oh fuck, god damn it Garry. Fucking… god I needed that.” She climbed up the bed and got to standing. No way to behave in front of the leader of the Carthians after all.
Leader of the Carthians. He was always just Garry before, badass and her boss. Now he was a title and representative of another group. Hard to think of him like that though. He was… Garry. Guy hated that shit as much as she did.
But she was a witch now. And she had good reason for being one.
“Sorry about barging in unannounced. Overstepped my bounds.”
“… yeah, it’s alright.” And just like that, his grin was gone, and he was all business. Shit hurt.
“… and sorry about fucking with Joe. He started a fight, so I left him in a nightmare.”
“You what?”
“Down in the lobby.”
“Joe that fucking….” He frowned as he stared down, and folded his arms across his chest. In the past, he’d have shrugged and said it was his own damn fault, but before he got there, she saw the hesitation in his eyes. “Next time, let me deal with mine, Beatrice. You’ll start an incident doing that sort of shit.”
There it was, a cold wall. And now that it was right in her face, she realized it was the thing she’d been avoiding, the reason she hadn’t come back to pick up her old things. 
“Yeah, my bad. I apologize.” Ugh, the words tasted like vomit. “I wanted to talk with you about the Lancea et Sanctum.”
“Why?”
“Little birdie told me you might have an issue with them. Maybe destroyed some of their artifacts and shit?” The birdies were more than just Jennifer. Sometimes they were her. She’d gotten very good at the spying thing the past couple months.
“… and if I did?” Cold wall turned into steel.
Beatrice held up her hands, and started to pluck at her earing chain that connected to her nostril piercing. “Just keeping an eye on things, Garry. We do that in the Circle, and… and it looks like a storm’s brewing between the Carthians and Invictus.”
“A storm’s always brewing.”
“How so? Far as I know there hasn’t been a real war between them since before the purge. I—”
Garry raised a hand and wiped her words away. “You weren’t there.”
“I know, and I’d like to keep it that way. I’m on your side Garry, witch or not.”
The Gangrel frowned, turned, and started walking to his office in the same standoffish way he always did when upset. She followed behind him. Office was a hilarious word to describe the rundown room with peeling paint and bending ceiling; it had a desk though, at least that was office-like.
He sat the desk, and she closed the door behind her.
“Shit’s going to happen at this rate,” she said, “and for once I can see it coming before it does.”
“Enjoying your new position with the witches then?” He leaned back in his chair, put his boots up on the table, and started picking his fingernails with his knife. Classic business pose.
“You can say I enjoy having a bit more freedom, yeah.”
“Freedom like wild animals.”
She walked forward and slammed her hands down on the table. “You really want to make this about the Circle? I came here to talk about the Lancea et Sanctum, and an obvious shitstorm about to happen.”
“… alright Beatrice, shoot.”
“You know Damien survived Lucas’s death.” She twisted a bit to put her ass up onto the desk edge. Garry could try and hold her at a distance if he wanted, she wasn’t about to let him get all imposing. He may have been an elder, but he was still Garry.
“I do.”
“Another little birdie told me he might start reviving the Lancea et Sanctum.” 
Bam. That got a small eyebrow raise out of him.
“The kid is going to revive the Second Estate in Dolareido?”
“He might, depends on if the Prince agrees.”
“Then she’ll bring it up at the next Primogen meeting, where I can politely tell her and Damien to fuck off.”
“… I don’t think you should.”
Garry raised both brows this time. “Why the fuck not?”
Because I’ve seen Damien, I’ve seen that kid before and after Lucas’s death. I’ve seen the broken man’s eyes.
“Because he’s not Lucas.”
“The First Estate and the Second Estate, at the same time, Beatrice. We have enough trouble with the Invictus breathing down our throats as is.”
“I know McDonald’s being a pain in your ass, and probably pushing for a fight. Maria though? She’s coming up right behind him, and I think she’ll ease up, maybe get McDonald to back off too, if you let the Longinus dude start preaching again.”
“Sounds a lot like a concession, Beatrice.”
“Yeah well, you might think differently if you talked with Damien.”
“… how much you know about this kid?” Garry stabbed the knife into the table, and glared. “He’s Lucas’s childe. You weren’t there Beatrice, you didn’t hear the sermons, see the bastard murder and slaughter anyone he thought was a risk, or anyone he could somehow accuse of being against god.”
“I get that, I fucking get it, but Damien isn’t like that.” He’s something, but he ain’t that.
“You really sticking up for this guy just because you want to avoid a war?”
“I… I’m not sticking up for him, not really. Just saying he ain’t Lucas. Talk to him.” She shrugged, grabbed his knife out of the desk, and started cleaning her claws. “You might not think so, and apparently Joe doesn’t think so, but I still care about you guys. Last thing I want is to see the Carthians stuck in a war with Maria and Michael. And Julias.”
It was the truth. She had friends on both sides at this point; well, friends on the Carthian side, and her lover on the Invictus side. Even that dumbass kid Jack would get put into a dangerous spot if the Invictus and Carthians went at it.
“… I’ll think about it. Message received. Now get out of here.”
“What?”
“Did I fucking stutter? Show up uninvited, unannounced, fuck with Joe’s head; you crossed the line.” He glared, and reached out to snap his knife out of her hands. “I could bring this up with the Primogen, but I won’t. Now get out.”
She stood up, and stared at him, but the man was looking at his knife and picking his nails with it again.
Oh, she got it. Like a fucking classic movie, with the ‘shoo the dog’ scene. He was trying to get rid of her cause he cared. And he did care, much as the fucking bastard was trying to show he didn’t. But if he wanted to do the drama thing, put on a scene, everyone pretend they were enemies now, fine.
She stormed off, flipped him off, and slammed the door behind her, grin on her face once she was outside.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Back in the cemetery. When she wasn’t hanging out in the Carthian half of South Side, she was here, South Hill Cemetery and the catacombs it contained.
Or at least that’s how it used to be. Now she was either hanging out with Julias in his mansion, or hanging out with the witches. No wonder the Carthians didn’t care for her anymore, hanging out with two other covenants, one of them a long time enemy. The other, loose cannons who’d probably destroy the city if Jacob ever got to rule it.
“I like the witches.” She shrugged to no one, and started to walk the walls of the catacomb. Kine avoided the place, for various reasons; her scaring people off being one of them. It meant she got to enjoy the shelves of stone, the bones they held, skulls, and a couple of candles she brought and lit.
“Jennifer trying to get into my pants can be a little annoying, but other than that, I do like her a lot, and them.” Othello was a nice guy, and he had a Carthian background too. Sometimes they talked about what it was like to be a rebel, fight the man, push for more rights. Aaron was usually a quiet guy, liked to read, made her think of a pale owl. Most Gangrel came across like angry dogs, but she supposed a Gangrel could emulate an owl too.
And Jacob. Bastard had a habit of saying things that grated on her, only for her to realize he was poking at the truth. He liked teaching her, but he also liked for her to learn things the hard way.
Her new family, and she did like them.
She smirked and licked her crocodile teeth as she grabbed a candle, and started to wander the deep halls of the catacombs. The Circle of the Crone would love this place, but their cavern off the edge of North Side was better, and even more metal. These catacombs were hers though, and if she was going to take a trip down memory lane, she might as well visit it too.
“First came here when I was, what, a month embraced? All alone, all the fuck alone.” Laughing, she went deeper into the furthest room the catacomb had to offer. It wasn’t a huge thing like the one in Paris, but it had enough to hold a few dozen coffins, enough for someone to get scared if they went all the way to the bottom. Where she normally hung out.
But now she hung out in the Crone cavern, or at Julias’s mansion.
“Julias.” She tapped a claw against one of her larger crocodile teeth. Being in his arms, feeling his kiss on her lips, waking up in his bed, getting into his bed, she loved it all. Wanted to feel more of him, listen to his voice, analyze the things he said; bastard loved to act dumb when he was actually really fucking smart.
If the Invictus started fighting the Carthians again, it would not be a good thing for Julias. Was she really trying to stop the two covenants from fighting, just cause she loved him? Ugh. Ugh! Objectivity out the window. Now she was being a juvenile brat who thinks their love is more important than lives.
It was easy to be a bitter asshole who wanted everyone else to die when she was alone. A lot of Nosferatu are alone, hideous and cursed. But now she had someone, and she was getting out of her shell, meeting people, making friends, being a sociable and productive member of Kindred society.
She laughed again, and set the candle down on one of the shelves. When had she become so introspective? What the fuck happened to her? Julias happened to her, the handsome bastard. Owed him a lot.
She blew out the candle, and headed out of the catacombs. Julias would be back at his mansion in a few hours, she should surprise him.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
~~Antoinette~~

Weary, jaded, and as Jack would say, burned out, elders suffered such inevitabilities as they grew in years, and so too they suffered a growing bloodlust. Only a torpor of decades could settle the bloodlust into manageable levels, but she would not need such sleep for many years yet. Weariness and losing the joy of unlife, on the other hand, were a constant danger for her.
Jack was like fresh air on embers, rekindling her soul. She felt like a young woman once more.
The two of them were in her hot tub, the same room where her pool was. The room where Jack had first tasted the insides of Julee and Ashley, her cherished pets. Her two ghouls were not in her tower tonight, but in their apartment, sleeping hopefully. They needed rest from the frequent feedings; they had two feed two vampires now.
That was an interesting point. Her Jack did occasionally hunt on his own, but Antoinette was guilty of practically forcing her ghouls upon him, so they could experience the bliss of the Kiss during sex. And him, to experience the Kiss while within them as they succumbed to its pleasure. Kindred were not to feed on Kindred; they could not experience such bliss with each other. And she wanted him to feel such bliss that she once indulged in, centuries ago.
She relaxed back along the seat of the tub. The hot water was up to the underside of her breasts, and the jets massaged along her bare skin. To truly enjoy the tingling sparks of hot water on the skin, both she and her love had performed the blush of life, and were both letting the tub wash away their stress and woes.
Her mind wandered back to the Kiss, and how to enjoy it during sex. When she was ancillae during the 1600’s, she had enjoyed every conceivable act of sexual bliss she could imagine. The memories were such hazy things, blurred from centuries of daily sleep and powerful dreams even her dragon coils could not completely settle. But she remembered some of her greater nights where she had experimented, let her desires guide her, pushed her limits to see what joy lay beyond convention.
At the height of her obsessive pursuits of sexual madness, she had fifty men and ten women at once, all night. Enough fluids and sexual pleasure to satisfy a nation, contained to a single night of ceaseless heat.
And it had left her hollow. Centuries more, pursuing greater delights had failed, and as she fell into her elder years, she found as many did that sex, contact, skin on skin, would never entice as it once could. But she was Daeva, and Ordo Dracul; to fight against such a fate came back to her with time.
But neither Daeva or her order were the source of her new delight. It was the boy, a small man, snuggled into her side with his lips wrapped around her nipple, that made her shiver.
While the water stopped shy of her nipple, it almost reached the boy’s shoulders when he was sitting next to her. And it did when he’d decided to lean in, sneaky as a house cat, and began to kiss her breast. Jack’s courage had grown, substantially, and she let out a low moan to encourage him as he suckled upon her and her areola. His skills had grown as well, and each time he set his lips upon her skin, she found his touch, his tongue, his suckling and licking, warmed her in mere minutes.
Without a word, she let her closer arm slip behind him so her hand could rest upon the back of his head, and cradle him to her breast as he fed upon her. He returned her touch with his own, arm reaching across her stomach to find her other breast, and began to caress along its underside beneath the waves. It was a dance they’d played many times before, but one of the few times Jack had initiated.
She melted into his kiss. Nothing for her to do, no guidance needed anymore, she was free to close her eyes, rest the back of her head against the tub’s wall, and let the boy enjoy himself. And for her to enjoy it too. His constant, unending obsession with her breasts had been a delicious way to tempt, tease, and pleasure her lover, but with time, she found his kiss upon her swollen nipples more and more pleasurable. With each night they shared, her body ached with a growing need to feel his touch upon her skin, to feel his caressing tongue along her areola, and his lips pulling her into his mouth.
Her moans persisted, and no longer of her own choosing. Gentle waves of bliss, each a subtle but delightful shiver, danced along her breasts. The pleasure sparks started to build, spreading from her nipples and into her chest, each causing her inner muscles to gently clench with need. Never powerful, never sharp enough to bring her to orgasm, but consistent, tender, and playfully euphoric. Her moans grew deeper, quieter, and some turned into sultry purrs as she basked in the gentle fever of his kisses.
His lips ceased. She smiled, head still pointed up and her eyes still closed. Her skin was on fire, demanding something to touch her between her legs, and were she younger, she would have grabbed Jack’s head and forced it under the water to satisfy her. But she waited. What would her lover too? She grinned, eyes still closed.
Jack began to move, and her hand upon his head moved with him. Oh, the little rascal. His lips found her other nipple, and she groaned as he bathed her puffed areola with his tongue. He’d gotten off the seat of the tub, and stepped around her leg before slipping between her knees so he could lean into her bosom from straight on. She let go of his head, hooked both hands onto the wall of the tub, and sighed.
Even her ghouls would be looking for her to touch them in return by now. But Jack, obsessed little Jack, seemed more than content to continue kissing her body, suckling on her, and massaging her. Every so often, he trailed his lips down from her nipple and onto the underside of her breasts, along their outsides, their insides, kisses planted along her sternum and collar, and up to her exposed neck as her head continued to tilt back and rest to the tub wall. His fingers drifted down her sides, touching and caressing the curves of her hips and waist, her legs and thighs, before they again drifted up to her breasts, cupping their weight and coddling them with light strokes along their contours.
Her nipples could not swell anymore, aching with the stimulus of his suckling, her areola standing tall from her alabaster skin. For so long, so blissfully long, the boy massaged her body, never rough with her, but growing a little firmer as time went on, until his suckling was strong enough to make her quiver. Playful fingers caught her exposed nipple, and pinched it lightly, barely more than a caress that twisted with a teasing, kneading motion.
Her sex begged to be touched, to put her over the edge, but she waited. She was ancient, and patient; to indulge the boy his obsession was a treat, for the both of them. That he could carry on for so long doing nothing but massaging and kissing her breasts surprised her, but when she looked down, his eyes were closed, an aroused, glowing smile danced on his lips, and every so often, he moaned into her skin. He was enjoying this as much as her.
So she smiled, leaned her head back again, and let him pamper her.
His hand upon her breast at last let go, and drifted down her stomach. Fingertips along her ribs, her navel, along her bare mons, and onto her clitoris. Swollen as it was, just the smallest touch sent powerful sparks into her body, and made her groan. She didn’t raise her head though, more than content to feel rather than see what her lover would do to her. And the excitement of not being able to see only made it all the more delectable as Jack used two of his fingers to begin massaging her clitoris.
The climax tore through her quickly, and suddenly. She closed her mouth, tensed, and let the pleasure spike run down through her legs and up into her chest. Jack knew to cease his caressing and suckling as she came, and to keep his lips and fingers upon her too. The still contact and heat of his lips around her breasts, and his fingers around her clit, let her enjoy the tingling muscle clenches that ran down her spine and into her toes.
When the quivering past, she sighed, and relaxed once more with post-orgasm bliss.
Relaxation vanished as Jack slid his fingers down further, and into her squeezing insides. She almost raised her head to say something, but melted back into the tub seat as the boy switched breasts again, suckling her tender nipples as his fingers curled toward her g-spot. He wasn’t done.
Her poor breasts, forever the fixation of the young man. Were she not Kindred, his almost nightly play would have left her sore, but come the day her body reset such minuscule irritation, and welcomed his touch every night with renewed desire. His doting, loving, indulgent touch. She spread her legs, and shivered as she let the boy finger her pussy, until the pleasure waves started to build once more, deeper in her body. With his lips around her nipple, tongue caressing her engorged and puffed areola, the fingers within her caused the sparks of pleasure to meet, and fill her whole body.
A second orgasm took only moments. Jack’s lips ceased once more, kiss still upon her breast, but holding still as she came. His fingers did no such thing, and they continued to curl and press against her inner walls, harder. Her back arched, her toes curled, and her mouth parted as the tingling pleasure coursed through her, each earning tiny muscle spasms that made her shudder. Jack only fingered her harder, enough to make her ass bounce lightly in the water as his digits slapped against her inner walls, and her insides squeezed like a vice.
It took effort to not look, to keep her head back, eyes closed, arms up on the tub wall, and simply let him finger her again, and again. Part of her wanted to grab his wrist, to give her a moment to recover. A different part knew to spread her legs more, and relax her inner muscles for a moment before clamping down on his fingers. Her wet, flowing orgasm lost to the hot water made her tremble, blanked her mind, and reduced her to a quivering mess as her squeezing insides tried to stop the boy’s hand. But as they tried, Jack fingered her through her waves of bliss, and earned more squirting orgasms that filled her core with explosive, sweet agony.
Only once she’d risen and fallen upon several tides of bliss did the Ventrue stop. He let go of her body, her breasts, slid his fingers out of her, and stood up to look down at her; though, not down by much. He was a petite creature after all.
She raised her head, and smiled at the boy standing before her. He looked so proud of himself, beaming, and delectably cute.
“Merci,” she said. “I had expected us to relax. That was the plan, non? To sit and let the warm water wash our troubles away.”
“Yeah but, I mean… damn.” He gestured to her, all of her, no doubt eying how her body still quivered, and her nipples were still swollen.
She looked down through the water, and smirked. As the boy was standing in front of her, his erection touched the surface of the water, most of it submerged but standing at an angle. The water didn’t hide how swollen it was, and how at some point the boy had peeled back the skin to expose the engorged head of his cock. He deserved a reward.
“Come,” she said, “relieve yourself however you wish.”
His smile brightened. “However I wish?”
“Indeed.”
“Uh… um… can you… sink down a bit?”
Ah, she thought this might happen. With a wiggle and shift of her legs and butt along the tub seat, she sank herself down a foot, her lower body coming forward so she was sitting back at an angle. She let her arms fall into the water, and the waves of the hot liquid splashed along her collar. Low enough to have the water almost over her shoulder, Jack grinned down at her, leaned in, and stepped in closer between her legs.
Antoinette grinned up at him. Such a delightful body on her little lover. She set her hands on his legs, squeezed the hard muscle, and raised them to dig her fingers into his ass a bit. He squirmed a little, and she licked her lips in a slow, blatant manner as she gazed up at him while kneading the hardness she found; her little lover had a great derrière. Her hands roamed higher and back in front of him to touch his abdominal muscles, to trace the lines of his defined stomach, the navel, the Apollo’s belt his small body carried wonderfully.
Her fingers found the scars of where Rebecca had stabbed him, unable to ever truly heal due to his embrace minutes later. Her eyebrows furrowed and her touch grew lighter. If she had known back then what she knew now, she would have ripped the girl open and set her aflame.
“You ok?” Jack said.
“Oui. Please, enjoy yourself.” She leaned back again, let her arms dangle beside her, and relaxed into the tub wall. Do not dwell on the past so much Annie, it ruins many an elder. And besides, the delight of your life is in front of you now, bathing you in both sexual pleasures and doting love at once. There was no reason to be upset.
She smiled to herself. None at all.
Jack leaned forward, put one hand against the tub wall behind her, and the other grabbed his shaft. From so close and leaning in, he had but to take a single step forward to press his cock against her breast, her nipple, and rub the red, swollen glans along her skin. She watched, eyes drifting up the lean form of the creature, and then back down to where his hand wrapped his girth. He was stroking himself as he caressed her breasts with his cock.
For a moment, she thought perhaps the boy would want her to help, to touch him, lick him, maybe tease and join in stroking his girth. But he looked positively enthralled as was, grinning one moment, jaw dropping in bliss the next.
“Can you press your breasts together for me?” he said.
More chuckles. Of course. She slid her fingers underneath her bosom and did as her lover asked, until her breasts overflowed her fingers, and created a large bed for the man’s member.
“It does surprise me my love, that you would prefer to cum here, when you could ask to cum within me.”
“Sorry! I… just….” He groaned, his stroking growing faster as he slipped the head of his cock between her breasts, and pushed it into the squished walls.
The water, hot enough to almost sting, was a delightful sensation on the engorged, aching parts of the body. And while she was letting her arousal settle, no doubt the heat was providing the boy with a delightful combination of pleasure along his ripe shaft, and the swollen head that sat between her breasts. The boy probably thought such acts as lewd, lecherous, obscene, and that perhaps she would not indulge him his fantasies, no matter how many times she proved him wrong. She smirked to herself at the memory of a dozen men doing the same thing he was currently doing to her, at once. If only he knew.
But it wasn’t the dozen men she wanted to touch her, it was the young man before her, the pleasure on his face palpable, the unabashed joy pouring off of him. To see his eyes drift closed with bliss, to hear his quiet groans, to feel his muscles flex in spurts with rising orgasm, it all sent warm waves through her body that made her lightheaded, and perhaps even a little giddy. Such was love, unearthed and laid bare.
Unable to stop herself, she started to knead her breasts together. A little force was all it took to massage the heavy, supple pillows against the ripe head of his cock. Jack’s groans turned into little pants, and Antoinette grinned up at him and encouraged his masturbating with her rubbing presses of her skin along his glans. Water made for a poor lubricant, or the little Ventrue would have undoubtedly started to fuck her breasts properly. But there was a distinct tone and joy to simply letting him masturbating into her cleavage as she squished and rubbed her bosom along the plump head of his cock.
She let out a low growl mixed with a sultry moan as the boy started to fill her breasts with his cum; for his pleasure, of course. The sound of a woman moaning had power, especially over her little Ventrue, and she exploited it. Another moan, quieter, teasing, as she pushed her breasts together harder to catch the pooling cum that now coated along her sternum and where the pillows were squished.
Her poor Jack struggled to stay standing. He continued to masturbate, though he had only enough room on his length to stroke at the base of his cock. It was enough, and his frantic pace slowed to a slow crawl as he squeezed, milked his length, and pulled several more waves of his cum into her cleavage. The hot water helped wash it away, but much of the boy’s fluids were trapped between her breasts, perfect for her continue massaging his twitching length.
As he finished, he slid his cock out of her, and she chuckled as she let her breasts go. He was still masturbating, drawing out those final drops of his cum, and with her arms at her sides once more, he was free to rub the head of his shaft along her breasts wherever he wished. Such a joy her little Ventrue. No matter how often, no matter what she did, the young man gazed upon her and her body with such ravenous need, he had no choice but to rub his cock along her breasts as if possessed.
He guided the twitching length along the undersides of her breast, let the weight of it rest upon his glans so its softness overflowed his cock and nudged his masturbating grip. Groaning, he moved his cock up onto her areola, and gently pressed his engorged glans against it as he squeezed his girth. A final drop of his cum found her, collecting along her hard nipple, before at last the boy let go of his cock.
Once he was done, she sat up so the water stopped at her sternum. Jack, smiling like a smitten kitten, sat down next to her again.
“God you must look amazing in a bikini.”
She laughed, and peeked down at Jack.
“Is that a not-so-subtle hint, little Ventrue?”
He grinned up at her, a cross between shy and coy. “Yeah.”
More chuckles. She would have to indulge his fantasy, later.
“How fair your hunts?”
“Ah, well, since Beatrice showed me a few tips, things are alright. Taught me how to trap someone in an alley, someone small enough for me to scare a bit.”
“Perfect. And gentler ways to feed?”
“Well, I can dominate a person easily enough with the discipline, but—”
“Without using a discipline.”
“I uh… you mean… seduce?”
“Indeed.”
Jack looked down, and squirmed. “Haven’t tried that yet.”
But of course the little Ventrue had yet to. And you are partly to blame, Annie.
“I know I said to not have sex with the kine, Jack, but you are permitted to seduce them. It is the way of many Kindred to lure unsuspecting humans into their arms, and to drink of them when their prey expects a kiss.” She touched him on the nose, and let her finger slide down to find his lip and chin before pointing his gaze back up to her. “Will you not try?”
“I, I mean, I could try, you know? Just don’t think it’ll turn out all that well. Not exactly a big guy, can’t pull off dark and sexy, can’t really do any of the things I’d need to do to seduce someone in a single visit to a bar or club. Not without using a discipline at least.”
And it was true. Much of what attracted her to the little Ventrue were not the most obvious qualities to the typical social woman. Julias’s were. The boy’s sire could walk into a club, make eye contact without fidgeting a moment, and say hello to a stranger without a stutter or break in his voice. The confidence that so many women craved, her lover did not express. At least not on the surface; she knew his confidence was there, hidden underneath his squirmy anxiousness, fidgeting, and head rubbing.
He reminded her of Natasha. She did so enjoy the shy girl’s thoughtful mind, and timid nature.
“Then, perhaps, I could help?”
“Eh? How?”
“My love, I will teach you in the fine arts of seduction.”
“… what?”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
~~Damien~~

From his tower well above the city, he looked through his telescope at the buildings below, a city he knew like the back of his hand. He knew the face of every Invictus and every Carthian. He knew the faces of their ghouls. He knew the locations they gathered for their secret meetings; hardly secret. He knew the underground network of tunnels and sewers better than any of them, lived and breathed them, made the forgotten undercity his home.
But he didn’t know what tomorrow held.
Lead the Lancea et Sanctum in Dolareido? Could he do it? He knew how to teach the word of Longinus, preach to those who would listen, but the role of a proper bishop included more than that. It included political elements, dealing with contracts, places, permits, licenses. He didn’t know how to do any of that.
He looked through the telescope at the windows of nearby buildings. He could see Jessy Herrington, a woman trapped in the 90’s with her short blond hair and love for leather. Built though, tall, with enough muscle to her she could have been a professional fighter when kine. From tower eight, he could see through her window without issue, as the window was almost the size of the wall, and Jessy rarely closed the curtain. And like usual on her Saturday, and Monday, and Wednesday, and Friday nights, Jessy was standing in front of her window, naked.
Exhibitionism was a common trait in vampires. When you no longer have to worry about getting pregnant or impregnating someone, no menstrual cycle, no bowel movements, no urination, nothing, everything between the legs became free for sex all the time, every night, constantly. And vampires melted into it, latched onto it, women in particular. Not that the men didn’t bathe in the debauchery of their new sexual freedoms; more like, the women joined them in total sexual obsession.
And that was fine. Kindred were not under God’s rules for kine. Longinus’s testament had different rules for the first dead. So, Damien shrugged, and looked through the telescope at the Gangrel. She was very attractive, no doubt about it, but her crass and dramatic attitude annoyed him. Too many 90’s action movies.
Four ghouls joined her, men, tall with broad shoulders and defined abs. All naked, and all aroused. Damien rolled his eyes and pulled his face away from the telescope. Lucas had taught them that ghouls were kine, and kine were not to sleep with the dead. But, Lucas taught him a lot of things that were archaic and draconian, and he had to learn to let them go. So he looked through the telescope at Jessy, and watched as the blond woman put her hands against the glass, spread her legs, and let two of the ghouls get down on their knees around her. One began to devour between her legs from the front, the other from behind.
Ok, he may have to undo his sire’s brainwashing, but that didn’t mean he had to watch such a blatant orgy. Not that it wasn’t an arousing sight to see the fit woman being devoured by two mouths between her thighs, but perhaps a bit too much for Damien.
He moved the telescope to Natasha’s window. Closed curtain, but he could see her shadow cast upon it by her laptop.
Natasha. Such a little thing, fast with a pistol. And intelligent. He should talk to her, apologize to her properly, do something to alleviate the growing frustrations in his chest. Guilt was a heavy cross.
His mind drifted back to the conversation with Julias. About the future, about the Second Estate, about the Prince and Maria and…
 The disappearing woman. Easier to focus on the disappearing woman than the future. Who was she? She didn’t feel like Kindred, but there was no doubt something was strange about her. Every time he got near, he could feel the beast in his gut get ready for a fight. But, not like with other Kindred, where the animal within could recognize the other’s, and size them up accordingly. His beast didn’t know what to make of the redhead.
Plus, she kept disappearing. Literally. Only an elder would have such a powerful cloak of night to be able to hide from him, and elders didn’t exactly grow on trees. Maybe she was of a unique bloodclan? Lucas had mentioned there were other bloodclans, rare offshoots of the primary five he was familiar with.
No. She was not a vampire. He smelled her blood, could see the skin pulse with life, and not fake life. She was alive, whoever she was.
Damien pressed his eye a little closer to the telescope, and smiled lightly at the sight of Natasha. She’d gotten up and moved her curtain aside. Like a typical vampire, she gazed out over the city, arms across her chest, face tense. Something on her mind too, no doubt. What sort of secrets was the Ordo Dracul showing her? Blasphemous concepts of mysticism, of science that questioned God.
Lucas talking in your skull again. Damien sighed, and forced the tightening knot in his sternum to relax. If you know it’s Lucas talking, you can make the active decision to not act on it. Don’t let a dead man control you.
“You’re just trying to avoid dealing with the Lancea et Sanctum issue,” he said to the night sky. “It’ll be on your head this time. Your time, your hands, your efforts. Got to lay it out for the Prince to accept, and then you have to build the foundation from nothing. It’ll take years of hard work.”
He let his head fall from the telescope. Years of hard work, what a joke. He spent fifty years wasting his life on a cruel man’s ambition; a few years spent on his own would be easy.
The problem wasn’t the effort, it was the fear. Fear of failure, of his own weaknesses, of all the typical garbage that stopped someone from pursuing something they wanted.
He climbed down the ladder, and took the elevator back down to the street. His mind could wander while he looked for the mysterious woman.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Devil’s Corner was the perfect example of everything his covenant wanted to fix. The Prince seemed content to live and let live, despite the growing cesspool of sin. But, that was an old reflex, to think this was her fault, and that she had the power to fix it; the reflex deserved to be reexamined. Antoinette would not be able to wave a wand and fix the ingrained life of over a million kine, after all, and that was Devil’s Corner’s population alone. Wouldn’t hurt to give the local churches a little support though.
He smirked, and combed his half-shaved head’s hair back with his fingers. Maybe, if Julias’s motion passed, he could ask the Prince to aid the local churches of Devil’s Corner? They had no Kindred roots, and were legitimately trying to help their neighborhoods with charity and benevolence. Respectful kine who deserved help, regardless of their religious motivations.
There was a busted streetlight up ahead, with a dozen men and women standing around it, smoking and talking. Tattoos, torn clothes, piercings, and an air of boisterousness that made nearby kine nervous. Damien walked past them, and give them a nod as he did. They returned it. Some recognized him, the stranger and bible thumper who occasionally helped deal with truly unsavory folk. A preacher who didn’t mind getting his hands dirty, or bloody.
He kind of liked the reputation, juvenile as it was.
He let his legs take him through the city, into alleys, into the darker corners of the already sin-filled city corner. Part of him hoped he’d get mugged, so he’d have an excuse to tear someone apart. Maybe put the fear of God in them, if they were open to the concept. Perhaps he’d kill a rapist or murderer, hang their body on an alley wall, and leave a message in blood: for He cometh to judge the Earth.
Such shows of blatant violence rarely turned people to the church, but it would satisfy an itch in his head nonetheless.
He slipped into an alley, and bound his way up rusting fire exit stairways. Just a few seconds, and he was up on the rooftops, free to look down at the people below, and scan the streets for the disappearing woman. He drew his binoculars as well, and peered deep into the alleys of distant blocks. The cloak of night kept him hidden from anyone who bothered to look up, and let him observe people who thought they weren’t being observed. Knowledge was addicting.
It took time drifting around, hours, checking alleys, more alleys, more alleys, and more alleys. And there was a good chance he wouldn’t find the disappearing woman. She had a habit of disappearing after all. But many of the victims he’d discovered were drunks. Loud, angry drunks. A motif, perhaps?
He settled above some of the rowdier bars, and waited. Nothing to do but think about the Lancea et Sanctum, and Lucas, and God and Longinus, and—
There she was. Wow. Divine providence, saving him from his sinking thoughts? He stared through the binoculars, down into one of the alleys outside Joe’s Hole.
No doubt about it, it was her. The woman was backing away from a man, deeper into an alley. Frizzy long red hair, a bit short, curvy, jeans, and an open brown leather jacket. Pretty, in a girl-next-door sort of way. He always did like how she looked, but he’d never been this close, never enough to see her freckles.
He focused his hearing as best he could, and tuned out the background noise of the distant street crowd.
“I didnae say that!” She backed away, one hand on her lips, one hand out in front of her to keep the drunkard at bay.
It wasn’t working very well. The man, a big man with a balding head and stains on his t-shirt, chased after her, swaying with every step.
“I said get over here! Think you can shoot me down like that?” He threw his bottle to the shadow of the alley around him, and it shattered over torn garbage bags and rusting dumpsters. “Should teach you a lesson! Insulting me in front of my friends. The fuck does wee scunner mean?”
Damien choked on a chuckle.
“I didnae mean it! Just… dinnae have be such a jerk, aye? Let me go, an’—”
“Shut up!” The man picked up a peace of wood from the asphalt, and started to tap it against his other palm. “I’m going to break your nose, then we’re going to have a little fun.”
The woman, panicking and squeaking, continued to back into the alley. Damien could almost see tears in her eyes.
“Stop! I… I have… tomorrow, I have… ye’r blootered, an’—”
The wood cracked her on the head, hard. She went down with a thud, body slumping to the ground before she started crawling away.
Damien hissed. He should intervene. But then, the girl might disappear the moment he jumped in; he’d have to wait a bit and see what happened.
Pouring his vitae into his cloak until he was nothing more than a wisp of shadow against a night sky, he put down the binoculars and jumped across the rooftops of bars and convenience stores. He had to be careful, the girl had good eyes and had spotted him a few times in the past. Back then, she’d squinted at him from a distance, and then ducked around a corner, only to vanish. This time, he wouldn’t underestimate her.
And it was easy to underestimate her. The drunk grabbed her jacket collar, lifted her up, and looked behind him. Not far enough from the streets, people could still hear. Deeper they went then, into the shadow of busted lights and handleless back doors. Only when no one would be able to hear muffled screams did the man pin the short girl against a wall by the neck, one hand around her throat, the other groping her breasts through the jacket.
“Gonna have some fun with you,” he said.
Damien grit his teeth until his jaw clicked. He sat upon the building the redhead was pinned against, and stared down at the bastard and his blatant abuse. There was no excuse for people like him. He’d killed dozens of such lowlifes in his fifty years in Dolareido, but dozens was nothing in a city of millions. His sword sung its desire for blood, until Damien put a hand on its grip and readied himself. The girl was still squirming, groaning, and trying her best to fight off the big loaf molesting her.
She slapped him. The big loaf took a step, glared fury at her until murderous intent dripped from his limbs. But when he tried to yell, all that came out was a muffled word.
His mouth was covered in white webbing.
He blinked, hands reaching up to pull at the webbing, but it didn’t come off. Nose clear though, so he could breathe, and scream and yell through it, but the sounds weren’t loud enough to attract attention.
“Ye’v been a naughty wee jimmy, Mr. Tenmer. Abusive. Hurting folk wha dinnae deserve it.”
Mr. Tenmer, apparently, turned and ran off. But the man managed maybe five feet before a long slash of force cut through the ground in front of him. Something invisible, unseen, something massive and heavy that cut a few inches deep into the alley along the asphalt and the brick of the building opposite of the girl.
For a moment, for just a split moment, a giant, curved thing of black had struck out from the girl’s position, and had rend the street and wall. But then it was gone.
What the fuck. 
Damien stared down at the Scottish woman, and she stared ahead at the man. The crack of the cut asphalt had sent him back onto his ass in alarm. He raised his head to stare at the girl, eyes in a panic like hers had been. Sweet sweet revenge, her body language said as she smirked.
“I have to murder ye, Mr. Tenmer; ye dinnae deserve to live. Ye’r a minging excuse for a man.” She stepped forward, and reached out for him.
The man bolted in the other direction. The alley was a four-way corner with building walls on every side, some of them with zigzagging. If the man ran, he could get out onto the street, and get away from her.
But again, maybe five feet before a monstrous claw-like shape erupted from the girl. Damien kept an eye on her this time, and his jaw dropped. She’d pointed her hand at the ground in front of Mr. Tenmer, but the shape didn’t come from her hand.
From her back and over her head, like a hidden limb, a blurry, see-through wisp of sharpness snapped out, and sliced across the wall once more, cutting off his retreat. And cutting off significant chunks of brick and shattering asphalt. A spray of the debris landed upon Mr. Tenmer’s fallen body, and he screamed through his nose as he got up and tried to run away again.
This time the girl stuck out her hand from underneath, like low-pitching a baseball. The enormous claw-like shadow appeared again from around her feet, and tore through the ground before stabbing into the man’s leg. The sound of something visceral, hard, and angry piercing his calf muscle and shin bone was very real, even as the see-through appendage vanished once it’d made its mark.
The woman snorted, walked over to the fallen man, and picked him up. Up, like he weighed nothing, up by the shoulders where she squeezed. He tried to grab her, push her away, but two of the colossal spikes emerged from the quivering shadow, and skewered his shoulders, front to back. Again the man screamed, but the webbing prevented enough of the sound from escaping the alley into the bustling night streets of the local bars.
The claw-like shadows had come out of her back, gargantuan, seven-segment things that reached back before skewering forward, only to disappear once they had put holes through the man’s shoulders and bones. Like insect legs maybe, curling back before stabbing forward as smooth, sharp blades.
The redhead ran her hands over his shoulders, and legs, and around and around. Webbing, lots of it, coated around his limbs and body. Seemed to stop some of the massive bleeding, far as Damien could see, but his body was also immobilized. Like a spider wrapping its prey.
Not an insect. An arachnid? But she looked perfectly normal! Normal, and yet, Damien’s insides were ice, his eyes wide and jaw dropped, his inner beast reeling. What the fuck was going on? She wasn’t Kindred, and Gangrel couldn’t do any of this anyway.
The man fell to the ground, and the girl sighed before she reached down, and started dragging the bleeding fool along by his ankle. Dragging him toward the sewer. It’d all been a ploy to get the man alone.
Obvious, now that he thought about it.
“Much as I hate men like ye, Mr. Tenmer, I’m glad minging, abusive folk like yerself exist. Who would I eat otherwise?”
Damien kept low, low enough he had to peek his head up over the building roof edge to see the girl. Not normal, this wasn’t normal, something wasn’t right, what the fuck was going on. Every time he took a peek at her over the roof, cold ran down his spine, lead filled his stomach, one hand gripped the sword tighter, and the other forced himself to a complete standstill lest she notice him.
She wasn’t human, and she wasn’t a vampire.
He kept after her. Because he was an idiot. A curious idiot. The weakness of the Mekhet. His smirk was momentary, wiped away as he watched the blood trail left behind by the cocooned man. His head was exposed, and the abject fear in his soul was bared for Damien to see. Tears streamed down his wide eyes, and his cries never ceased. No one was coming to save him, and he knew it. Save him from what, he didn’t know.
The sewer manhole. The redhead reached down with her free hand, and lifted it just as easily as she was dragging the big man behind her. Each weighed two-hundred and fifty pounds easy, but a couple fingers into one of the holes, and she slid the thing out of the way. The man went in before her, lowered down until she could follow him in with him dangling from one of her hands. 
The last thing he’d see of the topside world was the blood trail in a dark alley he left behind.
The girl pulled the manhole over them, and was gone. But not completely gone. Damien jumped down, light as mist, and squatted over the manhole. Ear to the iron, he listened, and waited. The girl said a few more things, Scottish colloquials he didn’t understand, some he did. But he could hear her, and that meant she was still around.
A minute later, he pulled off the manhole cover; took him two hands once he got his fingers into the holes. Holy shit she was strong. He shivered, and shook off the growing bits of ice along his skin. You’re a Kindred, Damien, an undead creature of the night. Stop being afraid.
He crawled into the darkness of the sewers, sewers he knew well, and looked down into the black depths. There was noise ahead, some patter of feet on the shallow water on concrete. She hadn’t vanished yet. Taking a deep, unneeded breath, he let go of the ladder and started along the path.
The sewers weren’t the same when you had no light. Normally he’d have something, a little flashlight, a phone, something. He had none of these things, and even if he did, he wanted blackness. Kindred eyes could see much in near dark, but they saw little in total blackness. He had to put a hand out to the curved wall, and walk on the tips of his toes. At least he was wearing decent running shoes for quiet; black of course. No self-respecting Kindred would wear colorful sneakers.
He was making gains on her though. How she moved without a light source, he couldn’t tell. How she moved through the sewers at all without getting lost, he didn’t know. The underground network was massive, complex, a maze of modern connecting to archaic tunnels. You were lost without a map, or a few decades of experience. The little redhead didn’t seem to mind or need either, and she continued along, occasionally stopping to yell a few more slurs at the man. Bawman, fud, dobber. Sounded like she was both happy, and upset.
Hard to be afraid of her, cursing like that. But he was. Before, from a distance, he hadn’t felt anything out of the ordinary, anything weird except for the odd texture to the air in places she disappeared. Now, every step closer put weights on his feet. The beast in his gut was screaming at him to turn around.
But he kept moving, because he was an idiot, and that’s what idiots do.
The tunnel curved around and caught some light, a bit of flicker from a grate opening above. Her shadow ran along the shallow water and the curve of the sewer wall, and it looked human enough. Looked human. The guy covered in spider webbing disagreed.
“Friend of a friend told me a Mr. Tenmer liked to hit women, men too, wee ones. Like to throw yer weight around, pick on folk.” The humor in her voice was gone, replaced with an edge. “Folk like ye deserve to be punished.”
She went past the grate, and into the darkening tunnel beyond. Where the sewers connected between North Side and South Side was a change in architecture, as the older half of the city met with the newer half. Much as Damien rarely ventured into the North Side underground network, with as little to offer as it did compared to South Side, he had on occasion. And that’s where they were going.
Or that’s where they should have been going. But he didn’t recognize the tunnel ahead. It was dark, the tunnel a bit larger than he remembered, and quieter. Normally there’d be some machinery to hear, but all was quiet, as if a heavy blanket had been laid across the city streets to block it out.
He tripped.
Too quiet, too dark, he fell forward onto his hands, complete with a bit of a splash in the water, and an obvious sound to match it.
“Damn!” The redhead stopped, threw her eyes back his way, and looked through the darkness at him.
Damien had to squint, and only the tiniest bit of light along the water from the open grate above let him see her enough to know she was looking at him. Straight at him.
“Vampire!”
She threw the massive man onto her tiny shoulder, and ran into the black.
Damien stood up and ran after her. She knew he was a vampire with just a glance, and where he’d fallen, there wasn’t a scrap of light. How did she know? What was going on? His light feet almost skipped the water as he sprinted, while hers made heavy thuds, each landing hard with a big man on her shoulder.
Or at least they did, but as he ran after her, the sound of her footsteps splashing turned into muted splashes and the groan of opening mud. Mud? A second later, he almost tripped again as the toes of his sneakers sank into the wet earth. And then he did trip again when they caught on something sticking out along the ground, high enough to get his foot under, low enough so he flew over it and landed onto his hands and chest and face.
Mud greeted him. Soft soil, with bits of spongy things that crumbled when he pressed down on them. He raised his hands and wiped off his face and shirt as best he could, but it was all soaked to the skin with warm water and dirt and twigs and bugs.
He grabbed one of the little twigs and held it out in front of him. Enough moonlight cut through the new darkness for him to see; yeap, a twig, covered in mud and insects. Which seemed kind of normal for a sewer, except for the amount of mud. And the chirping insects and birds.
Damien quirked a brow, and slowly stood up as he looked around. Moonlight penetrated through the dense array of black limbs above, like a canopy of a jungle.
He blinked, and looked behind him. He’d tripped on a vine.
He gulped, and looked in front of him at the ground. The mud left an imprint of where his body had smacked into the soil, and around it were twigs and vines, much of it decomposed so it was soft enough to crumble upon touch. When he kicked out with his foot to move aside a rock, a myriad of crawling things scattered from their upturned refuge, and vanished into the underbrush that surrounded him.
Chirping, bird calls, insects, distant high-pitched howls, it all filled his ears as he drifted forward into the… the… jungle?
He turned around. There was no tunnel, only a black wall of shadowy, dense trees and God knows what, and a spread, convex section of trees that could act like a path if one wanted to walk through it. But it was a forest, not a tunnel; it only looked like a tunnel.
The heat was like fire on his undead skin, and the humidity drenched him along with the mud water. A breeze swept past, dense with the smell of trees, rotting leaves, fecal matter, and the heavy moist air made each scent stick to his nostrils. And clothes. And skin.
“What… in God’s name….” He took more steps forward, and into a sliver of light that cut through the black ceiling of branches and leaves. It was moonlight like he thought, but the canopy wasn’t his imagination playing tricks on him, it wasn’t actually the sewer grate, the sounds weren’t actually pigeons, crows, and city crickets, and the smell wasn’t human shit.
He was in a jungle.
He drew his sword, and crept forward along the wet jungle floor. Every step required a glance down, and he made each one with his toe first, testing the earth he could barely see. The only light he had was what little moonlight reflected against the soaked leaves above. The only guide he had was moving in the opposite direction of where he came in.
His foot touched something more solid, at least for a second, before it cracked and gave way. His body tensed hard, pulled his foot away, and looked down. A skull, half buried in the soil, and soft enough for his sneaker toe to break in the forehead.
And more skulls. He squatted down and poked at them with his sword. The bones were discolored, rotted and soft, and several cracked from the slightest pressure. A couple did not. A valley of skulls, and only skulls, with centipedes the size of his sword climbing through their eye sockets and out from underneath their jawless mouths. Why only skulls? He looked up again, and winced.
Bodies. A lot of bodies. A dozen in view, each a silhouette against the canopy, each wrapped in spiderweb, each with clothes still on, clothes you’d expect from city dwellers, from people in Devil’s Corner.
His heart wanted to beat faster, but it couldn’t. His lungs wanted to seize and constrict, but they couldn’t. Only saving grace from a panic attack; he was already dead. That didn’t change that he could feel the sickly warm of the water around those skulls and mud soak into his shoes. He could smell the blood in it too, once his nose adjusted to the rot and foliage.
“It followed me,” the darkness whispered.
Damien spun around, sword out and cutting through vines. No one there. The voice held a hiss to it, a layer of rasp over top another human voice. But it didn’t sound like the girl. The accent sounded… Portuguese? Almost, but not quite.
Focus, you dumbass!
Damien started to back up, but the trees and black changed with the breeze, vines swaying for only a moment, but a moment enough to destroy what little sense of direction he had. He glanced down to find his footprints, eyes in a frenzy, looking in every direction between scanning glances to find the mud that marked his path.
“Vampire,” it said, “you… you followed me. Vampire!”
Louder, the voice cracked against the trees, and he jumped to turn around again, slashing at the black. Nothing.
“I… I followed a redheaded woman,” he said.
“Me!”
The blackness struck back. A long blade of onyx snapped through the space between the trees and vines, aimed for his chest.
He ducked. Mekhet reflexes kicked in, vitae pumping through his husk, but the massive limb cut across his shoulder and sliced along the flesh and bone. His shoulder split open a couple inches deep, and he fell backward, rolling onto the ruined arm. Pain tore through him, made him scream into the bones and mud around him.
“Stop!” He forced himself back up to his feet, and started running. His arm dangled on muscle and torn tendon, each step sending searing pokers through his flesh and into his fingers. Holding onto the arm with the other arm didn’t help much, and his good shoulder crashed against trees and brush as he tripped again. Skin tore like saran wrap as his ruined arm smacked against another tree.
He was going to die. In a fucking jungle.
No light, dropped his weapon, arm dangling on exposed tendons and bone. He couldn’t see anything except for a bit of moonlight against the muddy puddles he was soaking in. Dirt and rock ground into the exposed flesh, and bugs buzzed around it and his face. Kindred blood was thick and heavy, and it stuck to his wound like liquid glue, but it did nothing for the pain of pebbles rubbing on severed muscle.
He could hear something move. Twigs snapped, vines rustled, and the canopy shifted, letting bits of moonlight sneak in through the dense branches and leaves above. A hiss, a snarl, getting closer.
Up, up, get the fuck up! Get the fuck up and get moving.
He pushed against the ground with his arm, ignored the scorching agony of his opened shoulder, and started running again.
He got maybe ten feet before something caught his body. Something soft but strong, a rope like a vine across the chest, and stomach, and legs. Across his face. He tried to pull away, but it stuck to him, gripped against his clothes and skin and hair. What the fuck what the fuck what the fuck. He couldn’t see it in the black, until the rustling mass above him pushed aside the canopy for a moment, enough for moonlight to strike the white threads.
A spider web.
He pulled against it, but he couldn’t anchor his weight against anything, feet no longer rooted to the muddy ground. He twisted and turned, and screamed, jaw wrenching against the thread as the web pulled back against his ruined arm. The bone wasn’t in the socket anymore, and it twisted into the coiling white until he thought his arm was going to tear off.
He was going to die.
“Vampire.” The voice drifted around him and over him, still a hiss with snarls layered underneath it, and a woman’s voice underneath that; but not the redhead’s.
There were no shadows; everything was already black. The only light was the occasional flicker of moonlight, each giving him a tiny glimpse of his surroundings. Of the thing approaching him.
It moved on long, smooth, black blades, or legs? He squinted through the black and stared at the long blades, each segmented at several feet with… joints. Legs, very long legs. Well, that made sense, with the webbing he was currently trapped in, and the webbing the girl had cocooned Mr. Tenmer with. He was going to die to a giant spider monster.
	Lovely.
