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When love is not madness, it is not love.  Pedro Calderon de la Barca

You cannot escape the responsibility of tomorrow by evading it today.  Abraham Lincoln
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ONCE UPON A TIME, THERE was a madman.

You wouldn’t know it to look at him, though.  He looked for all the world like a normal human being.  He was clean, well-kept, well-spoken, well-dressed, and respectable.  He had friends, and a wife, and a brilliant career.  He loved children, and would go out of his way to spoil them.

He was a very successful madman.  He got away with many things, with hurting many people, and fooling many, many others, for a long, long time.  He got away with things most people wouldn’t even dream of doing, things that would never even occur to most people to dream of doing.  The world at large never even knew about most of it, and most of what they did know could not be proven.  Of all the people in the world, only a very few ever knew the full extent of the madman’s journey.

Yes, he was a very successful madman, right up until the day he was caught... and even after.

Now, capture tends to stop most people.  Physical restraints notwithstanding, most people, when they are captured, or otherwise revealed for what they are, no longer have the edge they first had, the edge they need to continue what they do in the same way.  Whether that edge is surprise (and this is true of most of them, given that most petty criminals are stupid, lucky, or a mixture of both), or a hot moment of rage or righteous vengeance, they have lost it forever, like that brief moment of pure, blinding ecstasy at the dazzling inner threshold of an orgasm.  

And just as with that orgasm, once it’s spent, once their sharp, piercing edge is gone, there’s nothing left but to return to the sad, dull, grey-washed world they came from.  Even if they manage to do those same things again, they just won’t be quite the same.  Because if they’ve been captured once, for whatever reason or twist of luck, they can be captured again.

Never again will they have that same edge, that blinding dazzle, that fire that they had before.  And they know this. They have been found out.  They have lost.  

In effect, capture steals the orgasm.

But what if you never lose it?  What if your orgasm stays and stays and never leaves you?  

Capture won’t take it away.  Imprisonment won’t dull the dazzle.  Even if you have nothing left to do in your prison but sleep and dream of the delights of your orgasm, it never fully goes away.  It is always there, if only at a teasing distance, winking at you suddenly through the curtains of a window, caressing you delicately from the shadows of the room, whispering breathily to you on the chill of a phantom breeze.  

And you remember sweetly the hot lightning of the orgasm, the tidal waves of ecstasy crashing through your veins, the lingering flush of well-being that makes you want to come back again, and again.

And finally, you begin to wonder... 

...what happens when a prison forgets its prisoner?
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WILL HAD STORM PINNED down on the bed as she cried out into the darkness.  He was smiling down at her, watching her thrash underneath him.  

This was his favorite part.  She always instinctively tried to hide herself and wriggle away from him at this point, at this most private moment, the ultimate moment of surrender, but he wasn’t letting her go.  Oh, no.  Right now, at this moment, this sweet, sweet moment, she was his.

If she’d been serious, of course, she could easily have thrown him off, overpowered him.  She’d done it before, being far older and far stronger than he.  He knew it.  And it only made this all the sweeter.

Finally she relaxed, spent, and he released her and rolled off to lie next to her.  She lay there quietly for a minute, gazing up at the ceiling, then turned onto her side to face him.  “Thank you,” she said softly, all the tension gone from her voice.  She looked a million times better than she had when she’d called him over.  

“My pleasure, ma’am,” he said, grinning.  “I know I’m your favorite.”  And he climbed out of bed to get dressed.

She watched him dress, lying still and quiet.  Then, softly, “Will?  Can you stay for a while?”

He looked over at her in surprise.  She never asked him to stay.  

Helen, yes; his wife often stayed with her, because they liked to talk as friends afterward.  Laura, too.  But it wasn’t the same with Will and Iain.  It wasn’t that they didn’t like talking to her, or she to them.  But rather, it was almost as if Storm felt somehow duty-bound to send them home to their wives just as quickly as possible after their turn was done.  

He often wondered what she was afraid of.

“All right,” he said after a moment.  “Not too long, because I’ve got to go in to the radio station in the morning.  But I can stay a little while.”  He got his phone out and texted Helen to let her know he’d be late, then climbed back into bed beside Storm, who pulled the sheet up over them.  “How’s Helen doing?” she asked as they settled down comfortably.

“Great,” he replied.  “She’s taking on a new student at the dance studio.  She thinks she’s found a real talent.”

“Good.”  Storm squeezed his arm, and he curled it around her ample waist, uncertain of what to do here.  He’d never basked in the afterglow with anyone but his wife.  

She didn’t brush him off.  Okay, then.  “So how’s the manhunt going?” he asked conversationally.  “Any interesting prey?”

She sighed against her pillow.  “Not good,” she said glumly.  “It’s a jungle out there in date-land... especially for four hundred-year-old vampires.”

He grinned.  “I imagine the age difference could get awkward.”  He chewed his lip.  “Have you given any more thought to letting me set you up with one of my friends?  I know some really nice guys who’d love to meet someone like you.”

Storm closed her eyes.  “They’re mortal, Will.  I’ve had my fill of mortal lovers.”

He shrugged.  “These guys... wouldn’t necessarily mind being vampires,” he said meaningfully.  He grinned toothily.  “Remember, they’re my friends.  Most of them are from back before the podcast days.  Heck, some of them even worked on the ’Cast with me and Iain.”

She smiled.  He meant well.  “Getting tired of me, are you?” she teased, and stroked his face.  He snickered and held her to him.  “Never, you beast,” he teased back, snapping his canines at her, and she giggled.

“In fact, I just wish you’d call on us more often,” he said then, and her laugh died in her throat.  “You shouldn’t let it build up like that, Storm.  I thought we were going to break the bed for a minute, there.”  

He was joking, but she wasn’t laughing.  He blinked.  “Did I say something wrong?”  She was silent, staring at him with widening eyes.  He stared back, confused.  

Whoa.

Okay, then.

He laid his head down on the pillow, trying to relax.  What do you do here?

“You’re trying too hard, just relax,” she said finally, and he realized he’d been holding his breath.  “I just want some companionship for a while.”  She smiled an easygoing smile, and he managed to relax a little bit.  “I can do companionship,” he said.  “It’s not like you’re my first female friend, after all.  Helen was my friend long before we started dating...”  He trailed off.  “Okay, bad example.  Wait.  I mean... I didn’t mean that.  Helen’s a great... example... uh... I mean...”  He groaned and buried his face in the pillow.  “Laura’s my friend, too,” he said weakly.

Storm gazed at him with sad eyes.  “Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea.”

“No.  No.  I can do this.”  Will sighed through his nose, casting around in his mind for something, anything; then something struck him.  “You know, I have absolutely no idea what you do for a living.”

She lifted an eyebrow.  “After all this time, it never occurred to you to wonder?”

He grinned.  “I guess I always figured you were some kind of vampire millionaire, accruing your secret fortune over the course of centuries.”

She laughed.  “Sorry, Will, vampires have to work too.”

“Darn.”  He laughed along with her.  See?  This isn’t so hard, he told himself.  “So what do you do?  Wait, let me guess... security.”

“No,” she said with an amused grin.

“Government.”

“Get real!”

“Hmm... medicine.”

“Close.”

“Ooh.  Gris-gris.”

She laughed.  “No.”

“Darn.  I was hoping for gris-gris.  Hmm... you’re an EMT.”

“Nope.”

“RN.”

“Sorry.”

“LPN.”

“You’re reaching.”

“Doctor.  Please tell me you’re a doctor.  Ooh, or just say, ‘I’m the Doctor.’  Please.  Just say it once.”

“Sorry, Will.”

He huffed.  “Okay, I give up.” 

She grinned.  “I’m an author and a freelance consultant specializing in anachronistic herbal medicines.”

He nodded.  “Huh.  That just makes perfect sense.  You were originally a colonist, after all.  You probably had no choice but to pull your medicines from the fields around you.”

She smiled.  “And kudos to you for knowing what ‘anachronistic’ means.”

They both laughed and snuggled closer.  “So... is there a big market for that kind of thing?” he asked curiously.

“Oh, like you wouldn’t believe,” she replied enthusiastically.  “’New Age medicine’ is all the rage now.  People are lining up to get away from ‘Big Pharma’ and back to nature.  I’ve already written a few books on the subject.  Of course ‘New Age’ is nothing more than old ideas fluffed up and repackaged.  But I consult for the historical value, too.  I’ve consulted on quite a few movies.”

“Huh.  Cool.”

“Oh, yes.  With all the history-based fiction that’s so hot right now, there’s no end of work for me...”  She stopped short.  He suddenly realized his hand had started sliding down her body.  He stopped cold.  “Will,” she said quietly.  “Your turn














































































































































































































































































































































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.png
R





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





