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The door of the black BMW opened. A pair of five-inch black patent leather stilettos appeared first, followed by two long, perfectly curved calves. The thigh-high black leather skirt topped by a black satin corset came next. It was hard to see the owner’s face because her long ebony hair masked her features. 

However, you could see her skin was the color of aged ivory: perfect and flawless. As she stood, she pushed her long, silky mane back over her shoulders, exposing her incredible beauty. However, her most striking feature was her eyes, large and amber colored. When she was out of the car, she reached in for her very expensive black designer bag before grabbing her black leather jacket from the back seat. She began walking through the parking lot, flinging her coat over her shoulder.

“The things I do just to get a meal,” she mumbled. “Another night, another dollar,” she said quietly as she approached the large oak door to the elite club. She rang the bell, and the sound of a deep male voice came over the loudspeaker.

“Can I help you?”

She let out an annoyed gasp of air and looked up at the camera. “Would you look at the computer screen, you idiot. It’s me. Open the damn door.”

“Sorry, Madame,” the voice said.

She heard the click, and the door opened. The corridor was pitch-black; however, that didn’t matter, since her keen night vision could detect every nook and cranny of the hallway. As she walked a little farther, she encountered a large man sitting on a stool at a small desk. She stopped and put her hands on her full hips.

“Are you blind, Max?”

“No, Madame,” he answered. “One can never be too careful these days.”

She tapped her manicured, long, black, polished nails on the desk. “Really? “You could have fooled me.”

He smiled nervously. “Sorry, Madame. 

“So how many clients tonight?”

He turned to check the computer screen in front of him. “Five, Madame, and they’re all high rollers.”

“Max, all my clients are, as you say, high rollers. Please take my things and show me to my first client.”

“Yes, Madame,” he said obediently.

“Do I have any special clients tonight? You know what I mean, right, Max?” She could only hope the minion remembered what she’d told him about others of her kind. These special clients liked to party, and she had to make sure she had the right humans available, the untraceable kind.

“Not that I know of, Madame.”

She eyed him carefully. He was so typical of the minions she’d created over the centuries. If she told him to walk in front of a moving train, he’d do it. Over the years, she’d perfected these creatures. Some could actually think and act quite humanly. Max was better than most.

“Good, Max. Now, please watch your computer screen. We don’t want any of my pets to become unruly while they wait for Mistress,” she said while patting him on his head.
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Audrey Rose turned from him, placed her bag behind his desk, and walked farther down the hallway. She let her black heels click along the dark wooden floor as she headed to the first door and her first client. She was hungry and was hoping this one was clean and not hopped up on heroin or painkillers. “Stupid humans,” she mumbled before she opened the door. To her surprise, a young man sat on the bed. He was of slight build and attractive, causing her to wonder why he’d be seeking her services.

“Good evening, I’m your Mistress for this hour.”

He said nothing, just smiled.

“What’s your pleasure?” she asked, walking over to the wall where all the naughty and painful toys hung. The room smelled of fresh bleach and disinfectant. 

She insisted that each room’s toys be new and, except for a few of the whips, be sanitized and ready to use each night. 

Her club drew the richest of the elite and high rollers in the city and now in the country. Word had leaked out, spreading countrywide, how amazing Madame Audrey Rose was. 

That pleased her but also worried her. It was imperative that she keep her anonymity. Her little club kept her belly full and what she really needed under wraps.

Vampires had to adapt. 

She refused to hunt like a savage in the night and then, in daylight, lay in her coffin in some dank, dark, run-down castle. Her high-rise penthouse had specially made room-darkening drapes and shades, keeping her safe from the sun’s burning rays.

She’d been accustomed to the finer things in life, and now in the twenty-first century, she needed to continue enjoying them. The club made it all possible.

“May I sit at your feet, Mistress?” he asked quietly.

“Take all of your clothes off and lie on the floor at my feet. And do it quickly, my pet, I’m impatient and bad boys will pay.”

“Yes, Mistress, as you wish.”
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