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To my mother,
who has yet to give up on me
and never ceases to amaze me with
her love for me

1
“Get up! You’re the Master’s escort tonight.”
I woke to the feel of Peter’s hand slapping my bare ass hard enough
to raise a welt. I always slept in the nude. The master liked it that way, in
case he was feeling frisky and slipped into my room in the middle of the
night. I moaned and rolled off the edge of the bed, catching myself on the
night stand. I hated playing escort, but I had to do it. It wasn’t so bad,
really. All I had to do was stand next to him and look pretty. Well, as long
as pretty meant prettier and more exotic than any other escort in the
room…and maybe some of the regular attendees, too. It wasn’t very hard to
do. I was half-Japanese and half-Irish. Even the Irish was mixed, though. I
guess my grandfather was French, or at least part. I’m not really all that
sure about anything when it comes to my family. Never knew my dad and
my mom was murdered before I could remember her.
“Chevelle! Pick up the pace! You’re leaving in an hour,” Peter
snapped as he threw an outfit on the bed. It was black and blue, to match
my hair and eyes. The master always liked to bring out my eyes. They were
that kind of electric blue that really looks like a light instead of a muscle. I
stretched for a moment and headed for the shower. It would be a quick one.

My hair would take a while to dry, even with Peter’s help and a blow-dryer.
It couldn’t be helped, what with it being long enough to pool on the floor at
my feet. I let it down from the loose bun I always kept it in while I slept and
turned the water on as hot as it would go. The water washed away the
sleepiness in my body, and I stepped out ready for my duties, if a little pink.
Peter pulled me into a chair and started combing my hair as soon as I had a
towel around me.
“This is a very important meeting. You just stand up straight, show
a little leg and be affectionate. Don’t speak unless the master asks you a
question. Know the difference between rhetorical questions and ones he
really wants you to answer. Got it?”
I nodded, which pulled my hair and set my neck at a bad angle. I
didn’t wince. The master was fond of hair pulling, so I was used to it. It
didn’t really hurt anymore. Peter yanked my hair back and kept combing,
parting it down the middle and draping the left half over my shoulder. It’s
really a lot easier to dry my hair in parts. There’s just so much of it.
“Do you see anything strange tonight? Anything the master should
know about?”
Ah, the question I was waiting for. That must be why I was going.
The master was expecting something to happen. Perhaps he’d been tipped
off to a plot against him. I closed my eyes and used the steady hum of the
blow-dryer to put myself in my calm place, the place where I could open
myself up to the future. When I reached my personal void, I called the mists
to me. That’s what I call the images of the future before they make sense.
The purplish mist rolled in around me, and I floated through it until I found
what I was looking for: my master and his party.
It looked normal. All the usual plays at each other were going to
happen. The quiet bickering and smiling insults. It was going to be one of
those parties were if you didn’t have a very quick wit, your ego and
reputation would be punched full of holes. Wait a second, who’s that? He’s
never been at one of the master’s parties before…I strayed a little closer

through the mist. So familiar…where have I seen him? I reached out to
touch his face…
“Chevelle! What do you see?”
I snapped out of the calm place so fast I almost fell out of the chair.
“Peter! You can’t do that! It hurts me to be yanked out of the void.”
He pulled my hair, purposefully acting the child. “Well?” I looked at
the mirror to see his expression. Jealous again. Figures. We grew up
together, but I always got more attention than him. I didn’t think it was that
great, so if he wanted it, he could have it. And then I saw myself, hair
pulled back on one side in tight, twisted rows and realized where I had seen
that man before. He had my face! Even the light-in-the-dark blue eyes! Is
that why the master was nervous tonight? Did he want to show me off? To
anger him? He was too young to be my father. My brother then? Was he the
one the master had wished so many times he had not sold since realizing
my talent? But if he knew he would be there, wouldn’t he rather leave me
home?
Peter pulled my hair again. “I had not got very far into the night.
You interrupted me before I could see anything worth seeing, Peter. But it
seems like it will just be the usual affair.”
“Check again.”
“Don’t interrupt me this time. I don’t want to have to try a third time
on the way there because of your impatience.”
Peter huffed and pulled the left half of my hair back over my
shoulder and began drying it. He wasn’t being gentle, but at least I knew he
wouldn’t pull me out of the void again. Not on purpose. The last time I had
to do a last minute search, the master made a fine example of how
disposable the man who had kept me from being able to pleasure him on the
ride to that party was.
Again, I closed my eyes and let the hum bring me to my trance state.
The mists flowed to me as if they knew I’d be back and had waited to tell
me the rest. I floated through the beginning again, trying to find that man,
my brother. There! By the staircase. He had an escort on his arm, so he was
an attendee. Interesting. Was the master afraid he would steal me from him?

It was possible, if my brother had the power he surely had to be at this
party.
I jumped as someone walked so close to me, they nearly passed
through me. It was a dark olive-skinned woman in four-inch heels and a
satin dress cut so high, one could tell at a glance that her panties matched
the dress. Her black hair hung straight and sleek down her back. She lifted
one delicately boned hand to brush non-existent strays behind her ear.
Morgan. She laughed as she looked at my brother. It was an unkind sound.
“You must be joking!” she snapped through the end of the laugh.
“Corbin allowed you to have your own escort. I never imagined your leash
was so long, Chevelle. And that suit! You must think you are a man, you
silly little girl.”
“You have me mistaken for someone else, my lady,” my brother
said. His voice sent shivers down my spine. It was so deep, I could drown
in it. “My name is Dominique Desrosier, not Chevelle, and last time I
checked, which was not so long ago, I was not a little girl, especially not a
silly one.”
Was it evil of me to take a mental snapshot of Morgan’s face?
“I…I am so sorry, Mr. Desrosier! I…you look like…” she
stammered.
“Morgan! Dear, come here! I would like to speak with you.” That
was the master’s voice. He sounded happy, like he’d been laughing. Had he
seen what she did? I turned around to look at him. He was having a
laughing fit with a hand on another man’s shoulder. I wasn’t laughing,
didn’t seem to have seen the exchange, and the master’s back was to us. No,
it was something else.
“Yes, Corbin, dear!” Morgan chimed as she hurried away. Saved by
good timing. I looked back at my brother. His expression was astonished. I
looked at what he found so incredible and started. It was me. He was
looking at me. He took only a step towards me when another man
approached him and took him to the other side of the room, to where I’d
seen him earlier…or later.

So he would know I was there. I would have the chance to talk to
him…maybe. I could just follow him to the washroom and say hi, I
suppose. The master really didn’t need to know. I looked over at myself and
sighed. The master’s affections were not going to be enjoyable tonight.
I watched the rest of the evening quickly, not seeing anything too
serious. Just a little problem with a lunatic who was easily subdued. A
waiter tried to shoot the master; nothing that couldn’t be handled by his
bodyguards. I didn’t see myself getting the chance to talk to Dominique, but
I had time to think. Accidentally spilling something wouldn’t work. Master
would laugh and say I should have seen it coming. He always thinks it’s
easier than it is to do this.
“Chevelle…it’s time to leave. The master is waiting.” Peter’s voice
pulled me back to reality. At least he was nice about it this time.
“How long…?” I glanced at a clock. “Shit!” I had ten minutes to get
the dress on and out to the car. I must have been very still in my viewing.
My face was already painted to match the dress. I jumped up and ran for the
bedroom, where the dress still lay on the bed. I pulled the snaps open and
slipped it over my head, while Peter held my panties by my feet. I stepped
into them and pulled the dress down to my waist at the same time. Peter
pulled the panties up to my hips and snapped me up in back. The knee-high
boots with their three-inch heels were a bitch to run in, but I managed. Just
as the car pulled to the curb, I burst out the front doors and stepped up next
to the master.
“You’re late,” he said as he ducked into the back seat of the limo. I
ducked in after him.
“Forgive me, Master. I had to try twice to see if you were in any
danger tonight.”
“Why twice, my pet?” He ran his fingers through the hair that hung
loose around my shoulders. I snuggled into him and laid my hand in his lap.
“Peter accidentally pulled my hair the first time. I didn’t have time
to use conditioner, so it wasn’t easy to comb it.” I stroked him through his
pants, hoping to get his mind off Peter. He might hurt him for making me
try twice if he thought he had done it on purpose.

“And what did you see, Precious?” Master ran his hand up my leg
and under the dress at the slit. It was nearly as high as the dress Morgan
would be wearing, but not quite.
“A waiter will try to shoot you, but he will be killed by your
bodyguards before he can hurt you.” I lifted my leg to put it across his lap.
His free hand hooked under my knee and pulled it up farther. His lips
pressed against mine, and I automatically cupped his face in response. His
teeth pushed into my lips until I opened my mouth and let his tongue slide
in.
By the time we reached the restaurant, I could barely breathe. My
whole body was flushed and ready to play. I hated going into the crowd
looking like this, but that’s the way the master liked me. Easy and ready. He
also loved the way people made fun of me when I showed up flushed and
hot. It was like an inside joke that I got and didn’t get at the same time.
I took his arm and followed him inside. It was the usual set-up.
Nothing new. Huge tables had been brought into the back room, the party
room, and the rest of the restaurant had been cleared for mingling and small
talk. When the master threw a party, he wanted only the people he invited
to be there. His idea of reserving a restaurant was reserving the entire
restaurant. I stayed at his side and tried to act like I was paying attention,
but I was really straining to look for my brother without looking like I was
looking. That is so very not easy to do. Master burst into laughter, scaring
me out of my skin.
“Morgan! Dear, come here! I would like to speak with you.”
I froze. My heart pounded. I turned my head to look toward Morgan.
There he was, in all his beauty and his brand new suit. Dominique Desrosier
stood staring at me with his mouth open in awe. I nearly cried at the sight of
him. I nodded to him, just to say, I see you and I want to talk. I hoped he
understood, because the man I’d seen in the mist inevitably came to take
him across the room.
I was too anxious to eat my meal. Morgan kept staring at me and
trying to get a rise out of me. She has always hated me. Personally, I think

it’s because she knew I was prettier than her. People will come talk to my
master just to get close to me, like I make them feel better or something.
When Master realized I wasn’t eating, he took my plate and finished it off. I
barely noticed. Across the room, Dominique was watching me openly, and I
saw the anger flash through his body when Master took my plate. I shot him
a glance. It was enough. He sat back down from his half-standing position
and shoved his own plate away. He was protective of me. How cute. He
didn’t know me, only knew Morgan was a bitch to me and that my master
kept me on a leash, sometimes metaphorically, sometimes literally, and he
was protective already. I had to talk to him. I would find a way.
A movement to my left caught my attention only because the waiter
fell into me and dumped his tray of wine in my lap. He looked mortified,
but Morgan roared with laughter. The man was already handing me a towel
and apologizing profusely.
“Guess you didn’t see that coming, did you, whore?” Morgan yelled
amidst her laughter. She was laughing hard enough to rock her chair. I
wished she’d fall out of it, right on her ass.
I looked to the master and quietly asked to be excused to clean
myself up. He dismissed me with a wave of his hand. I didn’t think he had
noticed what happened. His business deals were always done during the
meal, and it was hard to get him to notice anything at all besides the food
and the deal.
I sighed and stood up. The rest of the room finally got a good look
at me. Many of them joined Morgan. I didn’t hurry from the room. No need
to fuel their amusement. I leaned against the door to the ladies’ room and
sighed heavily. It was odd that I hadn’t noticed this happening in the mist.
That had never happened before. Ever.
Someone tried to open the door behind me, but my weight held it
shut. “I’m sorry,” I called through the door and stood up, away from it. The
person on the other side tried again. My breath caught when I saw his face.
He was red and angry, on the verge of tears. “Dominique…” I whispered.
“Chevelle,” he whispered back. I shivered at his voice. “How did
you know my name?”

“I…heard it earlier today,” I lied. I stepped back a pace to let him
come in. He all but glided into the room, letting the door swing shut behind
him. It locked of its own accord, making me gasp.
“It’s all right. I won’t hurt you. I…didn’t know I had a sister,
especially not one in such a terrible condition.” He reached out to touch my
face with the backs of his fingers. I caught his hand and pressed it to my
lips.
“It’s not so terrible. I’m used to it.” I licked his fingers, just to taste
him. He was salty and sweet at the same time. He gasped and stepped flush
with me.
“Chevelle…how could you let him treat you like this? Like a pet.”
He ran his free fingers along the tight twists of hair along my scalp and then
through the loose hair, much the same as my master had done in the limo.
My breath quickened, but I didn’t want it to. This was my brother. You
don’t get ready for your brother.
“Dominique, I can’t…” He pressed his lips to mine. My eyes went
wide, and I fumbled with my hands. Unable to push him away, I tried to
step back, but he followed me, pushing me up against the side of a stall and
pressing his body to mine. I tried to cry out, but it made him press harder.
His tongue slid between my teeth and searched my mouth as only the
master’s had done before. I closed my eyes, squeezing out a few tears. He
must have felt them on his cheek, because he pulled back violently. I
pitched forward for the loss of his weight against me. I stumbled and
reached out to grab something, but all I caught was air. For a second, time I
found myself in my brother’s arms.
“I’m so sorry, Chevelle! I…I don’t know what came over me. I
just…I had to know what you tasted like.”
I looked into his eyes and saw a hunger there that I did not want to
see. “Did you somehow make that waiter trip?” I asked as I regained my
feet.
“Ah…yes, I did. I didn’t see a way of getting you away from, from
him without something drastic.”

“I have never been caught unaware of something of this nature. But
then again, I wasn’t supposed to look at you when Master called for
Morgan, either. I shouldn’t know you’re here.”
“Don’t call him that! You’re not a dog!” Dominique slammed his
fist into the stall wall. I gaped as it dented under his hand.
“Dominique, you’re scaring me. I wanted to meet you, talk to you,
but not like this. Please don’t be angry. He isn’t that bad, really.” I placed
my hands on his chest and pushed him, just a little. His hands were hot as
they covered mine.
“You’re hands are so cold. Have I frightened you that badly, my
love?” He raised my fingers to his lips. It was a loving gesture, but I didn’t
understand him at that moment. We didn’t know each other. How could he
love me so?
“Dominique, I need to get back or the master will be angry with
me.” I pulled gently on my hands, hoping he would let me go without a
fight.
“Right,” he murmured. He held the tip of my chin between his
forefinger and thumb and kissed me quite tamely compared to the first. “I
will find a way to talk to you again. I promise you this.” He patted my hand
and turned to leave. The door unlocked and opened before he got to it.
“Fare well, my beautiful one.”
I could only stare at him as he left. He was not quite what I had
expected him to be. He scared me more than soothed me, which is what I
wanted. With a heavy sigh, I turned to the sink and wet a towel to start on
the wine soaking my dress. It would do no good. The master would punish
me for ruining it and then throw it away. I patted at it for a minute, but it
was in vain. I threw the towel on the counter and bit back tears. “This is
going to hurt tonight.”
“It won’t if you help me to kill him.”
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My head snapped up at the sound of the voice behind me. I hadn’t
heard anyone come in. I looked at my reflection, and when I saw no one
else there, I turned around. A short, Asian man stood there, as if he
expected me to know him and forget him in the same breath. He looked me
up and down.
“Who are you? Why would I help you do anything?” My voice
shook. I shouldn’t have been scared, but there was something about him
that terrified me. He stepped toward me. I stepped back and bumped the
counter.
“I will use you to kill him if you do not help me to kill him.” His
voice was deep, but not as deep as Dominique’s. His almond-shaped eyes
seemed to soak up the light instead of reflect it, turning them an eerie black.
His hair had seemed business-cut short, but with his movement, I could see
that it was almost as long as mine. He had it pulled back in a very tight
braid with a silver cap on the end. The severe end to the hair made me stare
for just a second, wondering whether I liked it or not.
His fingertips brushed my cheek on the left side. I jumped and
nearly screamed. I hadn’t even seen him move. Why were all these weird
things happening to me tonight? Why hadn’t I seen any of this in the mist?
What changed? And then it hit me. I wasn’t supposed to know Dominique
was here. When I looked at him, he must have decided to do something he
wouldn’t have before. That’s why this was all happening now, and I hadn’t
foreseen it.
“Utsukushi hana,” he whispered. “You will do it, or I will kill you.”
He ran his fingers down my cheek, along my jaw and onto my neck. He
caressed that bit of skin before taking hold of my right wrist and pulling it
up to his lips. His tongue traced a line to the inside of my elbow. And I
didn’t care. His eyes were all I could see. The unending blackness of his
eyes.
I felt the pain, but it was washed away by the sound of his voice. He
told me it would be all right. He said it was for the best. And I believed
him. I don’t know how I heard him speak, since his lips were locked to my

arm, sucking the wound he had made. He’d bitten me. Like a vampire. Yes,
his voice whispered to me again. Yes, like a vampire, but not a vampire.
I felt myself falling into my calm place, saw the mists coming in
around me. He was standing next to me…not in the mists, but in the void.
His arm was around my waist, holding me tightly. “What is this place?” he
asked.
“The void. Where I see the future,” I answered. As the mists swirled
around me, I looked for the end of the night. I saw myself walking back to
my seat by the master, saw myself shoot his bodyguards, saw myself shoot
him. And then I was alone. Completely alone and covered in blood. Within
minutes, master’s associates had converged on me, beaten me down. It
seemed like they were going to wait for the police to arrest me, but then the
next most powerful man in the city came forward, and as his first act as
head of this business syndicate, he shot me. Execution style.
I screamed. I screamed so hard and loud, the man let go of me and
wouldn’t touch me. I was on the floor, curled on my side and sobbing. I
don’t know how long I stayed there, but he was still next to me when I
opened my eyes and blinked the world into focus. “I…I don’t want to die.
Don’t let me die!”
“You can see the future, Hanako. That is a very rare gift indeed.
Perhaps, when this job is finished, you would still be useful.” He reached
out and brushed away some of my tears. I whimpered and pulled away.
“No, Hanako, you can no longer deny me. I have tasted your life; you
belong to me now.” He leaned over me until his lips brushed my ear.
“Koshu ga ayame.”
Somehow, I understood him, knew that he was ordering me to kill
the master. My body became devoid of any pain, physical or emotional.
His hands wrapped around mine and drew me to my feet, yet I stood on my
own. He turned me to look in the mirror to straighten my hair as best I
could. My hands worked of their own accord. I was a puppet to him now.
My body was his to use. Even my eyes were black. I was just an extension
of him. Was this what would have happened to the waiter had I not strayed
from the table? Yes, I knew it to be true; somehow, I just knew. I had

finished with my hair and gone to him for something by the time I had
realized this. He placed a small gun in my hand. I checked it like I knew
what I was doing. It frightened me to know how to switch off the safety and
fire without ever having held a gun before in my short life. And he, my new
master, was having no trouble keeping me under his control. Was I so
simple-minded?
He kissed me before unlocking the door and ushering me into the
hallway outside. Koshu ga ayame. Yes, he deserved to die anyway, didn’t
he? He killed my mother. He enslaved me. He sold my brother. He
deserved it! I started to run for the dining room, but a hand that was not
there pressed on my chest, holding me back to a walk. Right…he was
right…my new master. I had to act normal, or I wouldn’t make it to the
table. I walked confidently across the ballroom-like floor in the vacated
sitting room. When I pushed the doors open to the dining room, I didn’t
care how many people stared and pointed and snickered behind my
back…or right in front of me. I had one purpose only.
As I drew near to my old master, one of his bodyguards, Tony,
stepped up to greet me. He had such a typical name but was very polite to
me. He would talk to me like I was more than a piece of meat to be tasted
by all. I regretted doing what I did, but my hands were not my own. I had a
moment to register the look on his face before he hit the floor, blood
pooling around him. The other guard hadn’t thought to even look at me
until he heard the gunshot. He was rushing me, pulling his gun out from
under his jacket while he did, but I was already aiming for his eyes. He, too,
hit the floor behind my former master’s chair.
The room had gone deathly quiet and still. No one could believe
what I had just done. I was a whore, a tramp, a dog on a leash. I didn’t just
grow the balls to do this kind of thing in a trip to the bathroom. Corbin, my
master since birth, stood up and stared at me as if seeing me for the first
time.
“Chevelle…what the fuck do you think you’re doing?”

I sited him and smiled the most evil grin I’ve ever known to cross
my face. I knew this, because he backed away from me. He was afraid of
me. He knew in that moment that my leash had been cut. I wasn’t his
anymore. I was already running for the door by the time Corbin’s dead
body hit the floor.
My heels clicked on the tile as I ran down the employee corridor
behind the dining room. I didn’t know where I was going, but my feet
where taking me there regardless. I saw a service door at the end of the
hallway and felt that my new master was just on the other side. I had a
sudden burst of energy to get me there.
“Chevelle!” Dominique came down the corridor behind me.
“Chevelle! Wait!” His wing-tips clicked on the floor just as mine did. He
was gaining on me, but then, I’d never had a reason to be a good runner.
What if he caught me? What would become of me? Would he be happy and
protect me, or turn me in to the police or the new syndicate head? I didn’t
want to know, so I kept running.
I felt his hand on my right arm just as my left hand touched the
door. He pulled me back, reopening the barely closed bite marks inside my
elbow. I hissed in pain as blood dripped down his hand to the floor.
“God, Chevelle! You’re bleeding? What happened to you? Are
these bite marks? What bit you?” He seemed genuinely worried about me,
but I didn’t want to go with him. He was my brother, and I would love him
until I died, but…damn it! He was weird! He kissed me like no brother
should kiss his sister, and I was a little freaked out by him. But I didn’t
think he would just let me go with this assassin. How did I get him to let me
go?
Dominique let go of my arm almost before I had thought that
question. He backed up a pace. “Chevelle…your eyes just turned brown.
What’s going on?”
“Brother, I have a new master now. Leave me alone.” My voice
was not my own when I said it. My new master’s echoed within my own.
He was protecting me…protecting his interests. My arm raised against my

will, aiming the gun at his chest. “I don’t want to have to kill you, so just go
back and leave me alone.”
He looked so confused. I felt bad for him right then. “You’re not
Chevelle…who are you?” His anger gave him courage. He advanced on me,
and I did something I would always regret. I shot him.
It took me a minute to realize what had just happened. I looked
down at Dominique’s still form without comprehension at first. He was so
still, so…dead. I went over to touch him. He didn’t move.
“Dominique? Dominique? Answer me!” But he didn’t. I couldn’t
tell if he was breathing or not. He couldn’t be dead…no, not that. I just
found him. I couldn’t have killed him! “NO!” I screamed. “DOMINIQUE!”
I threw the gun down and shook him with both hands, tears streaming down
my cheeks.
The door behind me slammed against the wall as my new master
rushed in and grabbed my arms. He was much stronger than his size made
one think. He hauled me to my feet and out the door before I could finish
screaming that he’d made me kill my brother. He threw me into the back of
a small SUV and locked me in. It was like a police car- no handles or locks
in the back. I was trying to crawl over the seat when he got in and shoved
me back. I tried to hit him, but he swatted at me like a bug or a pesky child.
“How dare you! I hate you! You fucking bastard!” I screamed until I
choked and coughed.
“He was in my way,” he said. Dominique’s life meant nothing to
him. He didn’t care that I had just shot and killed my own flesh and blood.
He had no soul.
“Mother fucker! Where’s your honour?”
“It died centuries before you were born, Hanako.”
“Don’t call me that! My name is Chevelle! Chevelle Desrosier.” It
was the least I could do. It would always remind me of how weak I was,
how stupid I was. It would keep him alive in some small way. Dominique
Desrosier. My brother.

“You may call me Master, as you have been doing.” He didn’t even
look at me, just assumed I would do exactly as he said and nothing else.
What gave him the right to do this to me? “You were born into slavery,
Chevelle, and you are still in it. Don’t forget that.”
“But I wasn’t born your slave,” I snapped. I hated him with
everything that I was. How could he expect me to serve him after this? I
would have served him without question for the death of my master alone,
but for the murder of my brother…no, there was no justice in that, no need
for it. Dominique had not deserved to die, quirks aside.
“No, you were not. But you are in my service now, and you will
remain there until I release you by my death or yours.” He never even
looked at me. How can he say things like this and not look at me? “I have
no need to, Chevelle. I am present within your mind. I know what you’re
doing and thinking, so why look at you. It would tell me nothing new.”
Is that so, I thought. Well then…I gave him a nice mental image of
myself biting his privates off, but he didn’t seem phased by it. In fact, he
smirked. Sick bastard. Even my former master would have hit me for that
one.
I settled down on the floor behind the driver’s seat, my back pressed
against it. I checked on my arm. He hadn’t bitten me too deeply, but they
were quite painful now that I was back in my own mind. How had this bite
allowed him to control me like that? I had shot people I hadn’t wanted to
because he had wanted me to. But he was outside. A telepath wouldn’t have
needed the bite to make me do things. I wouldn’t have thought it was ok to
do them if he were a telekinetic, like Dominique. The bite still made me
think vampire, but he had told me outright that he was not one. What was
left?
I sighed heavily and wrapped my arms around my knees. “Where
are we going?” I asked, not really expecting an answer.
“A motel to rest and change,” he murmured. I left him alone after
that. If he wanted to talk, he could, but I doubted he was the talkative type.
We traveled for hours without stopping. It was well after dark by the time
he pulled into a little hotel lot and told me to stay put. I was so cramped that

just getting my legs to straighten out was enough pain. I didn’t need him to
punish me as well. I had just cracked my neck and back when Master got
back into the truck. “We’ll stay the night and leave at dawn.”
He drove us over to a back door that was closer to our room and
opened the door for me. I hopped out and stretched for a second. Standing
next to him like this, I realized something. I had a half a foot on him at
least. He took my arm and led me inside like a child. As soon as the door to
our room closed, I flopped on the bed and sighed. I ached in so many ways.
A good night’s rest might help with the physical pain, at least.
I felt a feather-light touch on my thighs and opened my eyes. My
master was kneeling over me, straddling my waist. “Since you belong to me
now, you won’t be above sleeping with me, correct?” he whispered against
my lips.
“I can’t say no to you, can I?” It was rhetorical. Of course I
couldn’t. He could make me kill people and think it’s ok. If he wanted me
to run naked into traffic barking like a dog, I’d probably do it.
“Glad we see eye to eye, Chevelle.” He kissed me, but it wasn’t a
hungry kiss. I had expected something like my former master would give
me. Hungry, hard and painful. But he was gentle with me, like we were old
lovers. I don’t think I’ve ever enjoyed being made love to as much as I did
that night. Regardless of what he had done and made me do, he was an
excellent lover.

3
I woke in the middle of the night to find myself tangled in the sheets
of a seedy little hotel. It was like a bad porn movie. I sat up and worked my
legs out of the mess. The lights were off and the curtains were drawn. I
could see nothing at all. Just blackness, like his eyes.
“Master?” I whisper-shouted into the room.
“I’m here.” He was at the end of the bed. “I bought you some
clothes while you slept.”

“What time is it?”
“Four. You need to get up and shower.”
I slid down the covers and knelt next to my master. “Thank you. For
being kind to me.” I kissed him softly and got off the bed. My hair was a
tangled mess, so I tried to comb it out while I waited for the water to warm
up. I jumped when Master’s hands touched mine and took the brush from
me. He nodded for me to kneel and combed the knots out like a pro. It was
very relaxing. The only other man to comb my hair was Peter, but he never
made me feel like this. I was halfway to the void, drifting between a trance
and dozing, a smile on the corners of my lips.
“Get in the shower,” he murmured. “I’ll have your clothes ready
when you get out.” The bathroom door closed with a soft click. Taking a
solo shower after what might as well have been foreplay was more than a
little disappointing. For the first time, I enjoyed the scent clinging to my
skin. The steaming water caressed me as he had, running gently over my
curves, creeping into places where my old master left bruises. It was as if he
were still kissing me, even though he was clearly in the main room. I shut
the water off with reluctance. The towels in this cheap motel were like
sandpaper, and they barely reached around my hips. Did it matter? I used
three to sop up most of the water in my hair and tied it into a loose braid to
keep it from tangling again. I didn’t even bother taking the last one into the
bedroom. It wasn’t like he hadn’t seen and touched even inch of me last
night. I had nothing left to show him. Master had laid out jeans and a shirt,
and next to that was a cheap-looking bra and panties. I looked at him with
horror.
“I take back what I said about being kind to me,” I said, putting on
the factory-made clothes. “I bet you didn’t even spend a hundred dollars on
this.”
“Well, you’re right about that. I wasn’t about to wake up a tailor and
wait a week for custom clothes. Your ego has survived far worse than
superstore jeans.”
“Ugh! Couldn’t you have at least gone to a department store?”
“Not at one in the morning, Hanako.”

“Corbin would’ve got it done,” I mumbled, checking my butt and
waistline in the bathroom mirror. The mirror did nothing to soften the glare
he gave me.
“We have places to go.” Master tossed me a pair of pumps that
would surely fall apart by the end of the day.
“The stitches on these aren’t even straight! How am I supposed to
walk in these?”
“Then go barefoot,” he snapped, grabbing his bag and slinging it
over his shoulder. “That bag is yours. Carry it yourself.”
A small rucksack sat in a chair at the end of the bed. Did he really
have the time to drive to a town and buy all this? Why hadn’t I woken up if
he’d been moving around the room and opened the door?
“Are you sure you’re not a vampire?” I prodded. I pictured him
turning to vapor and sneaking in and out of the room through the cracks in
the walls. He chuckled, whether at the question or the picture in my mind, I
didn’t know. I followed him to the truck and waited for him to open the
back. Instead, he opened the front passenger door. “I’m sitting in the front
this time?”
“As long as you don’t try to hurt me, you can be a passenger and not
a prisoner.” He tossed my bag in the backseat and closed my door after I
got in. It was pretty nice from the front seat. Leather seats and a CD player.
I wondered what kind of music he listened to or if the player was just there
for show. Master hopped into the driver’s seat before I could check it for
hidden CDs.
“If you want music, I hope you like hard rock. I only have one CD
on me, so it will have to do.” He pulled a case out of the door and handed it
to me. I liked the cover: a bleeding rose sprouting from the place lightning
struck the ground. Gothic script said “Heaven’s Red Dog” across the top.
The CD inside was plain black with red script. It had all the looks of a demo
CD or a pre-major label release. I popped it in the player and checked out
the inside of the case.

“What language is this, Master? I can’t read the lyrics.” Looked
like chicken scratch to me, but I knew it had to be an Asian language.
Probably Japanese, if Master’s language choice was any indication. He
nodded to me. “Japanese? I like the music, but what are they saying?”
He smiled. “I see I’ll have to teach you my language.” He recited
the English version of the song we were listening to, trying to keep it in
time with the actual song.
“Rejected that's what I'm feeling today
See you walking beaming with a smile
It fades when your eyes fall upon me
Longing for the happiness that you feel
Slapping a plastic grin on pale skin
I am yearning to make this all real
Just take me for what I am
Allow me to remove this mask
And shed this fucking skin
Seeking peace is not a sin”
I listened to him talking over the voice on the CD, putting the words
to the music. For a moment, I thought that it was Master who was singing,
but the voice wasn’t the right tone. It was eerie. I pulled the booklet out of
the case. Five young Japanese men stood there in all their costumed glory.
The middle one looked like a taller version of my master.
“Who are they?” I asked.
“The middle one is my son. His parents threw him away when he
was a baby. I took him in.”
“You don’t seem the type to take in an orphan.”
“I took you in, didn’t I?”

“But I’m useful, and I’m fully grown. He was baby. How did you
manage to kill people and care for a totally dependent child at the same
time?”
“Paternity leave.”
I stared at him for a moment, letting that sink in. He glanced at me
and smirked. A joke. He’d made a joke. I started to chuckle, but it soon
turned into outright laughter. Oh, what a life I was to lead with this mystery
man I called Master.
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