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Welcome to all those girls who like a good fantasy romance

filled with sexy morally gray men, magic

and a woman made strong by adversity

❁🦇❁

Set in a post-apocalyptic world where vampires now rule

this Earth is twenty years after nuclear war destroyed humanity.

Vampires came with their warlocks and took over, fixing the fallout

and saving humanity, but ruling over them.

This world is almost back to normal, less 60% of its human population,

most industry is back up and running, however restrictions are still in

force due to world shortages of workers, most large

cities still lie in ruins.

When the fallout was fixed by magic it caused another problem...

a tear in the fabric of space, creating a glitch where rifts

spontaneously appear allowing demonic monsters

to come through and prey upon

humanity.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

WARNING


[image: ]


Mentioned throughout this book are several triggers including;

Swearing

Intimidation

Submission and humiliation

Sexual assault

Fettering

Gagging

Forced Proximity

Kidnapping and imprisonment

Blood letting

Gratuitous Violence, fighting

Explicit sex scenes MF
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Ana drove the black ’69 Camaro through the darkened streets of the dangerous west side of the city like a bat out of hell, she loved driving it...although it wasn’t hers and if she didn’t get back to HQ before Vincent she knew she was going to be in for all sorts of ass-kicking.

She saw Chinny’s Pawn Shop and Antiques and knew it had been some time since she had stopped in there. Chinny must owe Vincent some money by now. She pulled the car over to the curb outside the pawn shop, with its flickering neon sign in the window, and got out, stepping up onto the curb she had a quick look around the dark street.

She was only eighteen, just turned two days ago and as a birthday treat Vincent had given her access to drive his car...she was thrilled. Only rule was to check with him first, which she hadn’t done before she had offered to do a mission to downtown for Matt, Vincent’s second. But as long as she was back before 10pm she knew she would beat Vincent back to HQ.

She was not someone people would look at and think to mess with. She had long hair dyed pitch black with dark blue underneath, her eye makeup was thick black kohl and she liked it when it ran and left dark rings and streaks down her face. She had several ear piercings and wore a black t-shirt with an old grunge band on the front, black pants and a black hoodie with a terrifying mask, knee high black combat boots with thick two inch tread completed the look. She also had the skills to back up a look this badass. Vincent had made sure she trained every day in combat skills. They were monster hunters after all, and she always carried her extendable night stick when out and about, the city was dangerous without monsters.

As she stepped into the pawn shop she saw Chinny look up with a smile, then scowled deeply as he saw who it was. She lowered her mask and smiled at him as that confirmed he obviously owed Vincent money. If she was late back at least she could hand Vincent some cash. She checked her watch. 21.20pm.

“What do you want?” Chinny asked.

“What you owe.”

“I don’t have it.”

“Well what do you have?” Ana asked feeling a strange vibe making her turn around and wander through the shop and out the back. She walked past the small office to where there were several boxes piled up in the back loading bay. She came upon a large dressing mirror standing in a corner only half unpackaged. It looked old with an ornate metal frame blackened with age and it had obscure etchings down it. It stood six feet tall and was two and a half feet wide and was exactly the type of thing Ana loved and collected....anything gothic looking.

“What’s with this mirror?” She asked as she turned back and looked up the hall to where Chinny was muttering to himself. He looked up with a quizzical look.

“It arrived yesterday...I don’t know where from...it’s a mystery.”

“So, what do you want for it?” She was completely intrigued by it, something about it just said to her it was meant to be hers, she was meant to find it here today.

Chinny looked surprised. “You want to buy it?”

“Yeah, I like it.”

“Ah...it looks cursed to me, that’s why it’s only half unwrapped.”

“Ha! So let me take it off your hands.”

Chinny had his hands in the till and was counting money out as Ana walked back to the shop front. “Here.” He handed her a wad of cash. “It’s all I got right now, take it and the mirror, and call it quits.”

“But, I don’t even know what you owe.” Ana grinned at him.

“What? So Vincent didn’t send you?”

“No.” Ana chuckled as she counted the money. Five hundred. “I’ll let Vince know I took the mirror but it’s up to him on its value versus what your debt is.”

“Fine.” Chinny said grumpily.

“Give us a hand getting it in the car.”

Chinny grumbled as he went out the back and rewrapped the mirror in its bubble wrap, put it on a sack barrow and trudged it out to the Camaro.

“It’s not going to fit in that!” Chinny grumbled.

“We can make it fit, on the back seat, with the window down...it doesn’t have far to go.”

“Don’t smash it.” Chinny said as they lifted it and manipulated it into the back seat of the two door car. It stuck out the window by a foot. Luckily the windows were pillar-less. “Seven years bad luck.”

“Yeah...I’ve had pretty shitty luck in my life...I think I’m in credit on that. Thanks Chin.”

“Take care of yourself, pretty girl.” Chinny smiled. He really did like her...she was better to deal with than any of the men in Vincent’s gang. He turned and went back inside as Ana laughed and waved a single salute at him and got in the car.

She was running against time now. She could only hope Vincent was running late too. She pulled up to HQ and looked at the time. 10.08pm.

It was just on the outskirts of the CBD and was a large Victorian manor house, now in disrepair on the outside, but Ana loved it...it looked like the Munster house. It had a quarter acre of grounds to it, although there were no gardens anymore it probably looked quite lovely in its day. Replacing the gardens were garaging and gravel and several vehicles and motorbikes. The whole section was surrounded by twelve foot high solid iron fencing with barbed wire wrapped around the top like a prison with surveillance cameras everywhere.

The guards on the main gate had it sliding halfway open already when they saw the car approaching. Ana wound her window down and grinned at the guy standing with his arms folded.

“You only just made it, Ana.” Matt said. “I was getting worried for you.”

“It’s okay, I stopped at Chinny’s, got some money and a mirror.”

“A mirror?” Matt looked at the item protruding out the window.

“Yeah, can you give me a hand with it?”

“Where’s it going?”

“In my room, of course.” Ana grinned a beaming smile at him.

“Let me guess, it’s covered in cobwebs or something?” He laughed.

“Not quite.” Ana drove the Camaro into Vincent’s slot in front of the house and got out as Matt walked up.

Once it was in her room upstairs, Matt unpacked it and stood it against the wall at the end of her bed.

“Perfect.” Ana smiled as she dusted it off and looked into it.

“It’s bloody ugly!” Matt muttered.

“It is not!”

“Goes perfect in this room...” Matt mumbled looking around at the old styled furniture Ana had. She had an ornate four poster bed, but the fabric had been removed, so just the posts remained with a large intricate wrought iron bedhead. The bed itself was dressed in a deep burgundy red duvet and sheets with lots of red and black cushions, draped over the top half way was a large faux wolf skin blanket that made the bed look medieval. Her dresser was wooden and had an oval mirror on it and she also had a desk and office chair in one corner with her laptop on it and also a wing backed antique chair in the other corner. One side of the room was the bathroom and walk-in-robe that had been all rebuilt in the refurbishment done last year when they had moved in.

The outside might look like a junk heap but the inside was modern and sophisticated. Vincent had strange mature tastes for a monster hunting gang leader, but Ana was glad of that because it meant she got the best of both worlds...a spooky kooky house with all the mod cons.

“So, while I’m in here...” Matt said with a smirk. “...how about a kiss?”

“How’s about I kick your ass?” Ana replied.

“Easy Ana...so are we heading out tonight for your birthday drinks...Saturday night...” Matt rubbed his hands together with an eager smile.

“Yes...and I need to get ready before Vincent shows up.”

“Okay, so change then...” Matt smirked again.

Ana gave him a filthy look. He was six foot tall, muscular with sandy blond hair, brown eyes and was decent looking, but Ana knew him too well...he was a womaniser and there was no way he would ever seriously try it on with her...Vincent would kill him.

“Alright...I’m going...” Matt laughed and left the room.

Ana ran into her wardrobe to get changed. They had decided to celebrate her birthday tonight, since it was Saturday, rather than two days ago and she intended to have a great time.

She was in the bathroom just fixing her makeup when she heard a thump on her bedroom door and someone enter.

“Anastasia?”

“Coming...” She walked out of the bathroom to find Vincent waiting for her. His eyes widened when he saw the little string strapped black dress with a slightly flared skirt that barely covered her to mid-thigh. As she sat down on the bed to put her black six inch stiletto heels on he saw the tease of suspenders. He rubbed his eyes with the fingers of one hand.

“Christ Ana! Must you wear that?” He grumbled.

“Why, what’s wrong with it?”

“What’s fucking right with it? You better stay right beside me all night.” Vincent grumbled folding his arms.

Ana laughed. Vincent was like her older brother and in fact she called him ‘big brother’ as a fond nick name. He had taken her in when she was only thirteen and mentored her. He was tall, mean and hard looking. Girls who loved bad boys loved Vincent, with his long dark auburn hair and golden skin with green eyes, he never wanted for a woman. He was thirty four and had several scars to show for his hard life monster hunting. He also had several tattoos which just aided the bad boy image. But to Ana he was just annoying and over-protective.

“Whatever, big brother...I’m eighteen now, there’s nothing you can do.”

“There’s plenty I can do, young lady....don’t worry about that.” He grumbled deeply at her.

Ana screwed her nose up at him as she stood up and grabbed her coat.
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“Come on let’s dance.” Sam yelled over the thumping music, grabbing Ana’s hand and pulling her up. Vincent looked on disapproving but said nothing as Ana was dragged away.

Sam was a girl of twenty who was part of their gang too. A mean black belt in karate she had a definite way about her. She had a short bob of blond hair and grey eyes with a killer body. She wore a bright yellow mini skirt with a white halter neck top and had guys lining up to grind against her on the dance floor.

“Don’t look like that, Vincent, you’re not her father.” Sam scolded as she dragged Ana off.

In no time the two girls had a circle of hot guys dancing around them, several of them interested in Ana. She was a bit surprised when one guy came up behind her and placed his hands on her hips and whispered in her ear. “Hey there sexy...you move well.”

Ana turned and shoved him away with a snort. “Oh my god! Does that line seriously work for you?”

The guy called her a bitch and disappeared into the crowd of pulsating bodies.

Another guy soon started dancing with her and stroked her cheek. “You have gorgeous eyes.” He leaned in and said in a breathy way that tickled her ear.

They were her main feature...piercing sky blue...and surrounded by the kohl and black hair they really stood out.

As the night progressed a couple of other guys ventured to give her their phone numbers and as she walked back to the table for a thirst quenching drink Vincent grabbed her arm and pulled her down into a seat.

“Enough dancing for you.” He said with a deep resonating voice.

“What, why?” Ana demanded, surly.

“You’re going to get yourself in trouble fairly soon...”

“What do you mean?”

Vincent turned and gave her a haughty look. “Exactly...you have no idea of the trouble brewing on that dance floor around you.”

“I’m just having fun...dancing.”

“You might be...the guys are not.” Vincent practically growled, a good indication he was getting pissed off.

Ana pressed her lips together and sat back into her seat, folding her arms.

“You’re getting drunk, Ana...best to head home.” Vincent said, downing the last of his drink.

Ana knew what he was saying was right, the main reason she had left the dance floor was because one guy had taken the liberty of putting his hand up her skirt and cupping her sex. She had punched him hard in the groin and left him doubled over on the dance floor.

“Fine.” She said quietly, much to the satisfaction of Vincent.

As she walked into her bedroom she stopped in front of her new mirror and looked herself over. She grabbed the zipper at the back and pulled it down and wiggled her hips slightly so the dress dropped to the floor. She stepped out of it, kicking it up on the bed.

“What was that?” She muttered as she looked around.

She was sure she heard someone hiss a sharp intake of breath of surprise. She shrugged it off as being a bit drunk and looked back at the mirror. She ran her fingers through her hair as she stood in her heels, stockings, garter belt and corset. She had been desired tonight...more than one man had given her his number...quite a few actually. She stepped closer to the mirror and looked closer at her face, she rubbed under her eyes where the kohl had smudged. Sam had told her, her eyes were her best feature...and some of the men had too...other men had said her body was amazing...the one who had put his hand up her skirt said she was scary hot.

She smiled to herself as she kicked off her heels and sat on the end of the bed.

“Morons.” She said to herself with a little amused chuckle. She took the pieces of paper and business cards out of her corset and dumped them all on the floor. She had felt no attraction to any of them. Sam had even told her in the car on the drive home to stop dying her hair and using so much black eyeliner, that she could be an absolute stunner. The whole point to her dying her hair was to scare people away...

“Who wants to be a stunner?” Ana scoffed as she stood up and walked to the bathroom.

“You are a stunner.” A voice whispered unheard behind her as she closed the bathroom door.
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Next day Ana had to go monster hunting and got a nasty knock to the head, but she came out of it with just a bruised cheek and a split lip.

Entering her room she peeled off her blood soaked t-shirt and looked at the bruise on her face in her new dressing mirror, stepping close to it and inspecting the wound.

“Who did that to you?” A voice whispered sounding angry and upset.

She spun around looking round her room not seeing anyone, then looked back at the mirror with a strange expression. “What the hell?”

She looked at the old blackened frame and ran her fingers down the ornately carved metal work. It suddenly glowed with an intense bluish white light and like a film being pulled back the mirror seemed to clear revealing the form of a man sitting in a chair facing the mirror. He was sitting casually, one leg crossed over the other, elbows on the arms, his head resting on the knuckles of one hand. He had a very amused expression on his gorgeous face. It was masculine and sculptured but smooth and pretty all at the same time, which seemed to confuse the senses into a speechless gasp of pleasure at the sight of him. His intense amber eyes seemed to bore into your very soul and were extremely expressive, the colour of the amber undulating from a light golden to a deep blood orange depending on his mood, which right now was somewhere in the middle. His hair was an incredible silver blond and long, coming round his face in layers and cascading down his back to just below his shoulder blades. Everything about him was immaculate, from the very expensive looking three piece suit of a slate grey with a crisp white shirt, black shoes and belt down to the blue tie that actually matched Ana’s eyes perfectly.

“Well, it’s about time you touched the mirror, my dear.” He said in a smooth, deep velvety voice.

“What the hell!” Ana reeled back in shock, more at the sight of him than the fact that he was in her mirror, that hadn’t even sunk in yet. “Who the hell are you?”

“My name is Adrian Draculescu the Fourth.” He announced himself with a smirk.

“Is this seriously happening right now?” Ana blurted out disbelieving. It had finally sunk in, there was a gorgeous man in her mirror, talking to her as she stared at him in shock.

“Indeed it is.” He smirked and cocked his head at her. “I assumed for some reason that you would be blond.”

“What? How do you know that?” Ana frowned a little in apprehension.

“So you are blond?” He enquired, a brow lifting elegantly.

“Naturally...yes.” Ana touched her hair self-consciously.

“You dye your hair black?” He asked looking a bit surprised.

“Yes.” She stated firmly.

“Ah...I see...interesting...no wonder they couldn’t find you.”

“Who?” Ana’s eyes went wide.

“No one of importance, my dear. Not now that I have found you.”

“You were looking for me?” Ana said confused, trying not to look him in the eye, she couldn’t concentrate when she looked at him.

“Yes...it has been a very long search.” His eyes glittered with an intense light.

“So this mirror...”

“It wasn’t coincidence you picked this mirror...I have been placing this mirror in every city in the world for the past ten years waiting for you to feel its call and come to it, once I found out about your existence.”

She backed up and sat on the end of the bed staring at the man stunned. Her mouth was dry and she felt strange and tingly every time she looked into his eyes.

He stood up and walked up to the mirror. She watched in fascination, the fluid movements, the long strides, the way his suit was tailored to his physique perfectly. He was tall, lean and powerful. His mere presence standing exuded confidence and authority. She couldn’t help but feel heat deep in her core, she pressed her thighs together as she tried to moisten her dry mouth.

He grinned a very wicked smile at her as he stopped directly in front of the mirror, leaning his weight slightly on one leg as his hands went into the pockets of his pants, pulling the jacket back behind his forearms.

“You like what you see?” He asked smugly as he posed for her.

She stared at him with wide fascinated eyes. “What the hell?” She breathed confused, as her forehead furrowed.

“Me...you do like what you see, don’t you?” His eyes pierced into her and his grin widened.

“Well...yeah...of course...I mean...shit...” She was flustered and couldn’t speak properly. “...you’re gorgeous, I’ve never...never seen anyone as attractive as that...ever...except maybe in magazines.”

He laughed a throaty husky laugh that made her shiver and gave her goose bumps. “What are you?” She asked.

“Can’t you guess?” He said very seductively as his eyes darkened to a blood orange.

“I could...but I would hate to get it wrong and possibly insult you, you seem like someone not to insult.” She said getting some composure back.

He chuckled which caused another shiver down her spine, his voice was pure sex and seemed to caress her skin. “I am an Elite pureblood vampire.” He said and cocked his head at her again. “Did you guess right?”

She licked her lips still trying to moisten her dry mouth, she nodded. “You can’t come through this thing, can you?” She asked suddenly frightened.

He straightened up suddenly, his eyes flicking to a light amber. “I’m not here to hurt you.”

“That doesn’t answer my question.” Her eyes coming up wide and fearful.

He grinned. “You’re a clever one aren’t you...I can see it behind those gorgeous baby blues.”

She blinked at the compliment then narrowed her eyes again. “Okay I’m guessing no you can’t...since you haven’t.”

“A fair assumption to make I suppose.” He took a hand out of his pocket and picked at his perfect nails as he said it.

“But you’re not going to confirm or deny it?” She said slightly annoyed. “What do you want?”

“Only to get to know you better...I’ve been searching for you for the longest time now.”

“Why?”

He hesitated and seemed, in his eyes, to go distant for a moment. “Time to go, my dear...don’t be a stranger...” The mirror suddenly changed back to her looking at her own reflection just as someone knocked on her bedroom door. She couldn’t help but have the feeling he was still there, watching. She suddenly remembered the night before when she stripped in front of the mirror. She felt her cheeks go bright red and realised she was actually just in a bra now. She suddenly stood up and ran to her wardrobe, yelling to the person at the door to wait a second. She grabbed a t-shirt and pulled it on as she walked over to the door.

As she past the mirror she could have sworn she heard chuckling laughter. She glanced at it. “Pervert!” As if to confirm it the laughter got louder then faded away as she opened the door.

“Oh, it’s you...come in.”

“Hey, doing okay?” Mark asked as he stepped into the room.

“Yeah, I suppose so...” Except that there is a vampire in my mirror.

“I just came in to see how your injuries are...Sam told me you got clocked a good one...” Mark stepped close to her and lifted her chin with one hand as he brushed her hair back from the left side of her face with the other, so he could see her bruise. He was too close, Ana held her breath. He trailed his fingers down the line of her cheekbone where the bruise was quite prominent. Ana thought she heard a growl from the mirror, she went to turn her head but Mark held her strongly as he ran his finger down over her chin and as he placed his finger just under her bottom lip he pulled on the skin causing her lip to pout out. He grinned at her as her eyes widened at the sensual touch. Shit, shit, shit! What the hell was this?

“I’m going to kill him.” The growling threat came from the mirror.
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Ana pulled her head free and stepped back, hitting the bed with her legs. Am I the only one who can hear him?

“Hey...” Mark said holding his hands up. “I didn’t mean to...you know...I was just looking at your split lip...”

“Yeah, well...too close, Mark...seriously.” Ana said as she heard more expletives from the mirror.

“Fucking liar!” Adrian growled. “He wants you!”

“Look I’m fine...okay, so...” Ana looked awkwardly at the door for Mark to leave.

“Yeah, okay then...anyway we are ordering pizza for dinner...what do you want on it?”

“Oh, I’m fine for the status quo.” Ana said just wanting Mark to go away.

“Okay...” Mark smiled pleasantly at her, his eyes twinkling with amusement as he left.

Ana sat down on the bed with a heavy sigh of relief and glanced at the mirror as Adrian reappeared. “You need to watch that one!” He growled intensely, his eyes burning with rage.

“Seriously? Says the stalker in the mirror!” Ana retorted.

Adrian looked slightly offended by that and went back to his chair and sat down, stretching his long legs out and crossing his ankles, he drew a cigarette out of a packet with his teeth and lit it with a silver zippo lighter then clicked the lighter shut. His eyes had never left her once and as he exhaled the smoke he smiled.

“So you’re monster fighting?”

“What of it?”

“Do you use magic?”

Ana squinted at him, turning so one leg was bent up on the bed as she faced the mirror and him. “No...I don’t.”

Adrian looked amused at the little twisted scowl on her face. “Are you sure?”

“Why wouldn’t I be sure?”

“Because I know your blood line, baby girl.” He muttered darkly causing her to shiver and bite her lip, which in turn caused it to start bleeding again. She saw Adrian’s eyes darken from that distance as the blood ran down her chin. Ana snatched her lip into her mouth and stood up. She went to the bathroom, passing the mirror on her way.

“No need to run off, baby girl.”

She paused and glowered at the man in the mirror. “You need to stop that!”

She carried on and got a cloth and held it to her lip as she stood in the doorway. From this angle she couldn’t quite see Adrian clearly but she could hear him chuckling to himself. She got annoyed at that and stormed back to face the mirror.

“Just what the hell is your deal? Are you trying to seduce me?” No surely not...I’m being ridiculous!

His eyebrows shot up in a delighted manner and he sat forward, leaning his elbows on his thighs as he grinned mercilessly at her. “Would you like me to?”

“Argh!” Ana growled and sat down on the end of the bed. “Why are you blood suckers all the same?”

“Are we? Come now you can’t blame me for your reactions...”

“I can if you talk like that...” Ana spat out then instantly regretted it as she saw his amused stare turn into a dark simmering smoulder.

“Talk like what, sweet thing?” He literally purred at her in a deep sensual growl. “Are you telling me my voice turns you on? Or do you just like being called baby girl?”

“Stop it! No! I hate it!” Ana said through gritted teeth, pressing her thighs together and rubbing her eyes, making her black eyeliner smudge. “Can you just tell me what you want? Why am I being cursed by your presence?”

“So you don’t want me?” He actually managed to look a little hurt.

Damn you!

“No, I don’t!”

“I will make you want me, baby girl.” Ana felt a jolt of lightning spear through her insides.

What the hell?

“Oh and how are you going to do that exactly...through a mirror? Because you are obviously somewhere far away...aren’t you?” Ana said in a smart-alec voice, but hoping it was true.

Ana saw a flicker of annoyance cross Adrian’s face. She smiled to finally have some score up on him.

“You will see, baby girl, what I can do even from a distance.”

Oh god help me! My stupid smart mouth!

Ana stood up, throwing the cloth on the bed, her lip had stopped bleeding again. “Give it your best shot.” She muttered at him and turned to leave.

“Baby girl...” The voice that came out of the mirror then made her freeze in her tracks and flinch. It dripped danger and venom. He was clearly not a person to mess with and her flippant reply had pissed him off. “Look at me.” He breathed in a low calm dominant voice.

Ana scrunched her eyes up and took a deep breath then turned towards the mirror. “I’m sorry...I certainly don’t want to go pissing off a powerful vampire but...”

“Hush, pretty girl, and listen...your family have been, for hundreds of years, in loyal, agreed servitude to my family, dating back to times when magic and vampires were hidden from this world...you were unknown and therefore lost to me....but I found out and started searching for you...have no doubt, dear one...you belong to me and you will return to me, but after seeing you last night...”

Ana’s eyes came up, wide and fearful, she knew he meant practically naked.

Why me, oh god, why me...

“...I want you, gorgeous girl...and I will make you want me.” Adrian continued.

Ana’s knees went weak and she almost fell to the floor from the news but staggered back to the bed. “Why?”

Suddenly her door opened, the mirror going back to her reflection, and Sam walked in. “Ana, are you okay? Who are you talking to? You know it’s a sign of madness when you start talking to yourself.” Sam laughed.

Ana was staring at her looking bewildered by everything Adrian had said, she must have looked a mess.

“Ana? Are you alright...you look like you’re going to be sick?” Sam said concerned, coming over.

“I’m fine, Sam, you just startled me...how about knocking first next time...”

“Oh, right...sorry...I thought Mark told you we were getting pizzas...or did he just try and get in your pants...he’s such a trier...”

“What the hell?” Ana said frowning, she rubbed her eyes again, she was getting so confused, was this what it was like to be an adult. She wondered if she could hand it back somehow...

“You shouldn’t wear all that crap round your eyes if you’re going to rub them like that...it’s smudging.” Sam said tartly.

“Ah...yeah...okay...” Ana got up and went to the bathroom to fix her face, her head still reeling.

“What’s with all the blood?” Sam asked seeing the cloth.

“Oh, my lip started bleeding again...it’s nothing really.”

“Okay...well...pizzas have arrived and beers too, so hurry up already...before they are all gone.”

“Coming...” Ana walked back out to the waiting girl and glanced worriedly at the mirror as she past it.

“Have fun...” She heard the voice purr out clearly amused. As she closed her bedroom door she let out an exhaustive breath. Vampires were intense, and she got the distinct feeling she shouldn’t say anything to the rest of them about her friend in the mirror, especially before she got him to explain what the hell he had just told her about her family. She shuddered with fear.
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Ana was sitting next to Sam on the couch, her legs curled up underneath her as she ate a slice of pizza, while watching TV, it was all just Vampire propaganda and news now with re-runs of old programmes, reduced to only two channels.  

It was a surreal world they lived in, where magic and monsters were a daily occurrence. Espers and magicians were well known and public, although not common, and Elite vampires ruled the world now, maintaining peace...if living under the threat of being fed on was peace...four vampire Kings ruled the world evenly , with their underlings, like Senators and Mayors, running the cities and states for them. All countries had been dissolved. It was just Eurasia, Africa, Pacifica and the Americas now. It had been twenty years of this and people were beginning to accept their new lives, things were returning to normal for those that had managed to survive the war that had raged, giving the vampires the opportunity to gain control with their magical allies, coming out of the woodwork to pounce on an already volatile situation. Using their old world knowledge and magic to prevent the nuclear fallout, some said that would have been preferable to the rifts that had been caused in its place.

It was the demons that caused the problem, spawning randomly and too many for the new state to protect everyone, that’s where monster hunters came in, mercenaries contracted to patrol a heavily populated area and deal to any monsters that appeared, they got paid well for it and Vincent owned a whole quarter of the city, so money was good, as more and more demons seemed to be spawning every day. Vincent was well known and feared. He had magic...fire magic and a temper to match.

One thing he really disliked was Ana getting injured. He knew Ana held a secret, she had power...it had been sealed away by her mother long ago, but Vincent sometimes wondered if it was just fear that kept Ana from awakening it. As he walked in and saw Ana’s face and swollen lip he halted, his eyes going dark.

“What the fuck happened to you?”

Ana chilled, he sounded just like the vampire. “It’s nothing.” She muttered.

Vincent stepped over and grabbed her by the chin pulling her up out of her seat. She winced at the pain of his fingers digging into her flesh. “Nothing!?” He growled vehemently.

Everyone else had gone quiet and were looking away...they always did. Cowards. No one ever spoke up in her defence, they knew to do so meant they would receive Vincent’s wrath as well and not change the outcome for Ana, so what was the point...

Vincent dropped his hand from her chin and grabbed her wrist and stormed off dragging her behind him.

“Obviously some more training is needed!” He growled as he led her out the back to a large garage that housed a full gym. “You will train on the mook jong until I say otherwise.”

“Big brother...” Ana breathed.

Vincent rounded on her and shoved her towards the wooden contraption. “Begin!” He ordered her, folding his arms.

Ana bowed her head, defeated. “I’m sorry.” She said as she grabbed the boxing tape and started wrapping her hands. Vincent watched her darkly.

“You will begin now...if you won’t defend yourself with everything you have available to you and go out getting into fights with monsters while sporting hang overs, then you will train so you can defend yourself adequately with only physical means.”

“Yes, big brother.” Ana sighed. It was my birthday!

Ana entered her room hours later after Vincent had made her train and fight and do Kata and exercises until she was sore and exhausted and it was late in the night. She dragged herself to the bathroom and stood under the shower for ages trying to ease the ache in her muscles, she wished there was a bath in her room. She contemplated going downstairs and sitting in the hot tub Vincent had out in the courtyard but decided, looking at her watch, that it was too late for that...a shower would have to do.

She wrapped a towel around herself and walked from one door to the next, from bathroom to wardrobe. She had figured she would need to start changing in there since there was now a perv in her mirror. She slipped into a singlet and pyjama shorts and crawled into bed. She was just about to turn the light off when she heard the voice in the mirror. It sounded delectable, calm and sweet...enticing.

“What’s happened, baby?” He asked, worried.

Ana frowned and with a huge effort she sat up and looked over at the mirror. He was still gorgeous and stylish, he had removed his tie, the shirt opened at the collar, teasingly, the sleeves rolled up to reveal the start of his well-defined forearms. He was sitting in the chair, smoking, with a whisky glass in his hand. Did he ever sleep? Oh, wait, vampires rarely needed much sleep.

“Nothing has happened.” Ana said annoyed, all she wanted to do was sleep.

“You look broken, who did that to you?” His voice was hoarse and intense.

“No one...I’ve been training.”

“Training? It’s the middle of the night there.”

“Yeah, well...it’s the penalty for getting hurt today.” Ana said as she flopped back down in the bed.

“Penalty?” The menace was clear in his deep rich voice. “Who declared this penalty?”

“Vincent.” She groaned. “And he’s the boss...” Ana’s voice drifted off.

Adrian clenched his jaw and turned away. “Anastasia! Put a lock on your door, we need to talk without interruptions.”

“Hmm....” Ana pulled the covers up over her head.

Go away...before you make me dream of you...

Adrian looked back for a moment at the mirror as he let it go dark. “I’ll do it.” He muttered and walked off.

Ana opened her eyes, her head trying to get her to respond to that comment, but she couldn’t be bothered...whatever it was she would deal with it in the morning. Her heavy lids already dropping back to closed.

❁🦇❁

The next morning as Ana was downstairs eating breakfast with Sam one of the guards came up to her.

“There’s a guy at the gate, says he’s here to install a deadlock on your door?”

Sam looked at Ana startled as Ana jumped in surprise. “What?”

“You didn’t arrange this guy?”

“Ah...yeah...sorry I forgot...let him in.” Ana stood up, brushing her hair back from her face in a semblance of trying to clear her head and remember last night.

That son of a bitch!

“Ana, I’m sorry about barging in...” Sam said quietly.

“Oh, it’s not because of you...” Ana muttered darkly and walked off to meet the locksmith, her memory fully restored.

Just who does this vampire think he is...?

He was in her head all night and now she couldn’t concentrate due to thoughts of him...he was so beautiful, so sexy and so god damned annoying...she had no idea what the hell to do about him.

Oblivion...that’s the answer...tonight I get drunk!
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Ana stumbled into her room late that night being held up by Mark and Sam, completely drunk. As they let her go she fell onto the bed.

“I’ve got it Sammy girl...” Mark said as he turned and pushed Sam out the door and closed it.

Sam protested but had to admit she was feeling pretty drunk herself, so just grumbled as the door closed. “Vincent will kill you!”

“I’m just going to put her to bed...trust me.” Mark laughed.

Mark stepped back over to the bed. He stood looking down at the inert form of Ana sprawled on her bed recklessly, basically unconscious. His eyes darkened as they roamed her tight little body as he licked his thumb and ran it over his bottom lip. He knelt down on the floor and grabbed one of her legs and started unlacing her boot. She stirred and glanced at him, raising her head causing it to spin.

Suddenly she heard growling coming from the mirror.

She turned her head and saw him, standing in all his vampire glory, his hands were obviously on the wall either side of the mirror as he leaned right in, his fangs were showing and his eyes were an intense golden colour, almost glowing. His silver hair like a mane seemed to have an iridescent aura. It was just a flash, a warning glance then the mirror returned to normal. Ana sat up on her elbows, shaken, and looked at Mark who had managed to get one boot off. He looked up at her and grinned.

“How the hell do you do this every day?” He asked working at the laces of the second boot. Ana shrugged and smiled a silly drunk grin. Mark’s eyes changed from a sparkly smize to a deep smoulder.

“Baby girl!” That deep voice resonated through her, making her shudder. She glanced at the mirror on reflex again but saw only her own reflection. “You’re drunk? He’s going to take advantage of you!” His voice continued.

Oh...that voice.

Mark got her second boot off and suddenly loomed over her, placing his hands on either side of her on the mattress as she fell back onto her back surprised. Mark leaned over her and smiled down on her as she stared at him in disbelief.

“You are so beautiful, you look so good without all that freaky makeup.” Mark grabbed her pants and started unbuttoning them.

Adrian growled louder. “Anastasia! Snap out of it!”

Ana’s eyes widened at the sound of her full name and she suddenly sat up pushing Mark off. “Mark, get the fuck off me!” She growled.

He stood up and combed a frustrated hand through his hair. “Your loss, sweetheart.” He stepped back with a smug grin and left.

Ana turned and lay on her stomach, resting her head on her hands and looking cutesy at the mirror, her legs bent up and her ankles crossed.

“You’re so jealous...” She teased at Adrian as he reappeared in the mirror.

He was breathing heavy and snarling. “I’ll kill him if I ever meet him. What is wrong with you? You’re so naïve!”

Ana suddenly sat up and cradled her head. “Oh...I think I’m going to be sick...” She got up and bolted for the bathroom.

Adrian grimaced as he heard her retching. He wanted to get through the mirror and help her, hold her hair back, hold her in his arms. He wondered why she was so drunk, what had happened?

She appeared in the doorway, leaning on it. She had stripped off her t-shirt, and staggered over to the mirror, sinking on to the floor in front of it looking up at the beautiful creature in front of her. She bit her lip as Adrian sank down on his knees to be eye level with her. A dark smirk slowly crept over his lips.

“Are you wanting something, baby?” He asked amused, his voice dropping into a low breathy tone.

“Oh god...every time you say that...” Ana blushed. Wanting something? Shit! Do I want him?

“Hmm?” He purred in delight. “You know it’s up to you to get me through the mirror...”

Ana’s head came up surprised. “What?”

“The mirror belongs to you, you are able to open a portal and come here and see me....if that’s what you want to do...” His voice got low and sultry.

“Go and see you? Oh god....” Ana looked up into his waiting eyes, which had darkened to a deep blood orange.

“You know how, don’t you?” He stated.

“No idea...” Ana said evasively, looking away trying to focus. Her body was trembling, a deep burning fire was igniting in her core. What is happening to me?

“You’re lying to me.” He growled, his eyes swirling to a pale amber.

“I’m drunk...I don’t know what I’m saying...and I’m also getting very worked up looking and listening to you, so...”

“Oh, so what are you going to do?” Adrian stood up and looked down on her, his hands in his pockets.

Ana stood up and clambered onto the bed. She lay down and took her jeans off, leaving her lying on her bed in her deep burgundy red lace bra and panties, that matched her bed. She felt hot and more than a little horny thanks to him and the alcohol.

What am I doing? Am I really contemplating doing this...with him there?

Adrian swallowed hard and his eyes darkened once again. “Oh, baby girl, you look so delicious...let me through the portal...I can give you what you need.”

“Oh, I’m sure you could, but I have other ways to get myself off, thank you.”

“Get yourself off?” Adrian’s voice broke as his throat went dry. “Shit, baby girl, you just made me instantly hard and so aching for you...”

Ana got up and grabbed the blanket off the end of her bed and staggered back over to the mirror. “I have a vibrator...I’ve never been with a guy ever...but I guess I’m not really a virgin because my vibrator has been deep inside me.” She grinned as she saw the raw shock and suppressed range of emotions in Adrian’s swirling eyes as he licked his lips. Ana lifted the blanket and covered the mirror. “You are not perving on me.”

“Baby girl....I can still hear you.” His deep sexy voice rang out in an amused lilt.

And I you...

Ana laughed and opened her bottom drawer and took out her vibrator and a small tube of lube and lay down on her bed. She removed her underwear and turned the vibrator on and moaned softly as she placed it to her clit and circled. She was already wet, thanks to him.

“Fucking hell, baby girl, you don’t know what you are doing to me right now!”

“Probably what your voice does to me...so relieve yourself, beautiful.” She murmured as she rubbed lube round her pussy with her fingers and started rubbing the vibrator into her pussy slowly and up to her clit again, moaning softly. She arched her back and mewled as she pushed the vibrator deep inside herself.

“Oh fuck!” Adrian growled harshly. “God, I’ve never been turned on by anything more than right now, you sweet thing.”

“Are you handling yourself?” Ana panted. This is so crazy, but so hot!

“Damn girl!” He breathed heavily as he unzipped his pants and pulled his cock out. “Yes, damn you!” He had never felt so out of control in a situation ever, his need was driving him insane.

“Oh, I’m so glad, that makes me so hot...” Ana moaned and started quickening her movements.

“Ah...the thought of me fucking myself over you fucking yourself makes you hot for me?” Adrian groaned through gritted teeth, a slight chuckle escaping his lips. He clamped his lip tight with a fang, the pain clearing his head a fraction.

“Something like that...I think...oh god...” Ana panted nearing her peak.

“Say my name, baby girl...come for me and say my name, so I know I’m the one in your head.”

“Oh yeah...oh god...” Ana moaned.

“Say my name!” He ordered of her in a deep command that made her tip over the edge.

“Oh Adrian....fuck....oh, yes, Adrian....I’m coming...ah...” Ana was reduced to mewls of pleasure as her climax took her and she shuddered in rapture. “Hurry Adrian...” She panted out as her climax rolled on.

“Fucking hell!” Adrian roared as he came hard and fast, taking his breath, he gritted his teeth and closed his eyes as he lost control. “Jesus fucking Christ, Ana!” He breathed once he got his composure back, taking out a handkerchief to clean himself up.

“Goodnight gorgeous Adrian in the mirror.” Ana mumbled, he could hear she was close to passing out asleep as the alcohol over took her.

“Goodnight lover.” He breathed. He grinned when he heard a gentle moan escape her at that.
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Ana was ungraciously woken the next day by banging on her door and Sam’s voice calling out to get up and unlock the damn door.

Ana crawled out of bed, grabbing her robe and struggling into it as her head thumped. She was naked and she suddenly remembered last night. She groaned and her cheeks flamed as she glanced at the covered mirror.

“Oh shit, what have I done?” She searched the bed and found her vibrator and hid it back in the drawer, thinking she’ll have to wash it later and staggered to the door, her mind in turmoil.

Did I seriously have the equivalent to phone sex with a complete stranger and a vampire at that!? Oh god!

As she unlocked it Sam burst into the room with a massive bouquet of flowers.

“Look what got delivered to the gates for you this morning.” Sam squealed in delight.

Ana stared at the flowers as Sam put them up on her dresser and fluffed at them. “Aren’t they gorgeous? And expensive...and you should have seen the guy who delivered them....oh...my...god...these are definitely from someone rich...so who is he?” Sam was babbling as she grabbed the card attached to a small vial of liquid and held it out to Ana, who had walked over to the mirror and pulled the blanket down and was now sitting on the end of the bed staring at her own reflection but knowing Adrian was smugly sitting in his chair, probably smoking a cigarette and drinking a glass of whiskey.

As if to confirm her suspicions she heard his sweet honeyed voice. “Good morning, baby.” He purred as Sam walked over and shoved the card and bottle into her face.

“Are you listening to me?” Sam called to her. “Who is A.D?”

“What?” Ana looked up and took the card and bottle. She read the card and groaned, cupping her sore head in one hand.

Blue and black flowers

For my blue and black haired Goddess

I will never forget last night, but you

May want what’s in the bottle.

Your ever gracious Master

A.D.

“And master? What the hell, Ana? Are you living some secret kinky life in the BDSM world? If so, why haven’t you told me? I’m your best friend!”

Ana’s eyes went wide. “Has Vincent seen this?”

Sam stopped talking and gulped in fright. “No, he left early this morning for some meeting.”

“Thank god...” Ana breathed in relief.

“Who the fuck is this Vincent guy to you, baby girl?” Adrian growled as he sensed her anxiety.

Ana’s eyes flicked up to the mirror, then she stood and pushed Sam out of her room. “Okay, thanks Sam...I really need a shower and I’ll come find you in a bit okay?”

“Ah...okay...” Sam pouted as Ana closed the door on her. “I want details, Ana, because I know you never left the house last night...”

Ana took a deep breath and pressed her back against the door, sliding down to the floor, looking over at the bouquet of beautiful flowers. Blue tulips with black roses, that meant magic. She smiled as she heard his voice beckoning to her.

“Baby girl...” He whispered gently. “Please come back where I can see you...”

Ana got on her hands and knees and crawled back over to in front of the mirror. “I was admiring the flowers, but my head hurts too much to stand up.” Ana groaned.

She crumbled against the end of the bed and looked up at Adrian. He was standing up and walking to the mirror. He sank down onto his knees. God, he always looked so good and she must look such a fright. He was wearing button fly jeans, a tight white t-shirt and bare feet, she was instantly hot and flushed.

“You do realise I can see up your robe right?” He breathed teasingly.

Ana quickly rearranged her robe and glared at him. “Fiend.”

“You know how to open the portal, don’t you?” It wasn’t really a question, more of an accusation.

Ana stared at him, then sighed. “Yes...I’m pretty sure...”

“So why won’t you do it?”

“I don’t know you...you call yourself my master...how the hell am I supposed to take that? Explain that?...oh god...” Ana rubbed her face and her temples. “I’m going to be sick.”

“Drink the bottle.”

Ana looked at him strangely. “This some sort of Alice in Wonderland fetish for you?”

He laughed, such a beautiful laugh. Ana hated vampires in that moment, why did they have to be so perfect...well Elites were...the other types were pretty ordinary as a whole.

“Come through the portal, baby girl.”

“No.” Ana said firmly. “You just want to fuck me.”

“That’s your fault...” He accused grinning widely.

“No...you wanted to before last night...” Ana blushed brightly as the memories of what she said last night and how she acted came flooding back to her again.

“That is also your fault...you stripped in front of the mirror. That was my first time laying eyes on you.” His eyes turned to that blood orange and looked at her with an intensity that made her wet.

“You didn’t have to be perving through it!” Ana yelled defensively, closing her eyes and shaking her head.

Adrian looked at her annoyed. “Drink what’s in the bottle, have a shower, get dressed, then we will talk.” He ordered in a deep commanding voice, he was used to authority that was clear. He stood up and walked away, the mirror going back to her reflection. God, she did look a mess. She grabbed the bottle off the bed and stared at it, then pulled the little cork and swigged back the contents. Instantly her head cleared and she felt much better. She got up and went to the bathroom.

❁🦇❁

Ana had just finished dressing in her wardrobe and had walked out and sat on the edge of her bed and started brushing her hair out when the door banged open and Vincent walked in.

Damn it! I forgot to lock it.

He stopped when he saw the large bouquet of flowers.

“Who sent those?” He growled in a deep harsh voice.

Ana scowled. “Who told you?”

“It doesn’t matter who told me...” Vincent stepped over and lifted her chin with a finger. He stepped really close so her face was directly in front of his crotch, but he forced her to look up into his eyes. “Tell me who sent them.”

Ana flinched when she heard a deep growl come from the mirror. Strangely Vincent looked up and around the room with a strange look on his face.

Did he hear it too?

“Big brother...” Ana breathed.

He looked back at her, his eyes piercing into her as he grimaced. “Ana, don’t...tell me, now!”

“Just a guy I’ve been talking to on the net.”

Sounded feasible...didn’t it?

“On the net?” Vincent growled. “Are you serious? Do you know how dangerous that is...and what’s this I hear about them being delivered by some high class butler?”

“Oh? Were they?”

“Those are very expensive flowers...who is this guy, Ana?”

“I...I don’t know...Adrian...someone...he lives in Eurasia...I think, maybe.”

“Eurasia?”

“Yeah, definitely not here, not in the Americas.”

Vincent seemed to relax and let go of her chin. She leaned back on her hands away from his crotch, he grinned and pushed her shoulders, pinning her to the bed as he leaned his large frame over her, he pushed past her knees and ground his hips against hers.

“I said I would always protect you, Ana...stop talking to this guy.”

Ana stared at him, he definitely didn’t seem to be hearing the angry expletives coming out of the mirror now, as she tried really hard not to look over.

“Look at me, Ana!” Vincent ordered.

Ana met his gaze that was only inches from her face. “Big brother...what are you...” She barely breathed in anxious fright.

“Stop calling me that! You’re an adult now...it was cute when you were thirteen but it’s not now!”

Ana bit her lip, what was he doing? She could feel his crotch pressed against her, she was afraid of him. He looked down into her eyes silently for a moment then stood up. He breathed in a deep breath and ran a hand through his hair getting his composure back. Then he looked around the room, his eyes settling on the mirror.

“Is that the mirror you got from Chinny?”

Ana sat up, rubbing her shoulders where his fingers had dug into her skin. “Yeah.”

“I sense magic...” He muttered as he stepped round the bed to look at the mirror more closely.

So that’s what had caused his strange reaction. She should have known, he was an Esper after all. She sat silently watching him as she could still hear Adrian’s voice menacingly muttering threats.

“Yes...it has runes...” Vincent turned to her. “Be very careful with that thing...try not to touch it, I might get a warlock to come and have a look at it...it’s very interesting.”

“It’s so old, Vincent, I doubt the magic is still valid...it may have been aimed at a specific person, long dead.”

“Maybe...but best to be sure...maybe I should remove it to the vault?”

“No! Don’t do that...please.” Ana begged as Adrian threatened to fly over and personally take charge if she did not.

Vincent looked at her strangely. “It’s bloody ugly.”

“No, it’s not.”

“Whatever...” Vincent walked to the door and opened it, then looked back. “I’m serious about your internet stalker, Ana, get rid of him.” He stepped out and closed the door.
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The mirror cleared instantly. “I’m going to enjoy killing that one!” Adrian said as Ana turned to face him.

“You should have known I would get questions when those flowers turned up.” Ana gritted her teeth. “Argh! I can’t believe someone told him.”

“It will be the other one.” Adrian growled staring at her with those intense blood orange eyes. “You, baby girl, are far too popular for my liking.”

“Who...Mark?”

“Yes, that one...I will enjoy killing him too.” Adrian snarled.

Ana watched him as he turned from the mirror and stepped to the chair and sat down, his calm composure returning as he crossed his legs and lit a cigarette.

“Enough of the killie talk...” Ana berated him.

He chuckled then regarded her with a lopsided smile as he tilted his head sideways, expelling a cloud of smoke. “What made you think I’m in Eurasia?”

“You’re not?”

Please...be in Eurasia.

“Yes I am...the old Italy actually, near Florence...it’s a lovely place...come here to me, sweet girl. Let me show you.”

Ana rolled her eyes but smiled. “This again?”

“This every time, until you agree and step through the portal, sweetness...I won’t give up...you liked the flowers, yes?”

Ana looked down, feeling flushed, she found it so hard to look at him. “Yes, but the note...”

Adrian grinned at her blushing shyly, obviously no one had ever lavished gifts on her...well, she was in for a treat. “What about the note?” He asked amused as he raised an eyebrow.

“You called yourself my master...quit it!”

“But I am...I have the paperwork to prove it.” He said casually with a smug smirk.

Ana’s head came up. “What!?”

“I’m sure I’ve mentioned it before...”

“You said you have proof...”

“Indeed...” He smirked broadly showing teeth.

“Paperwork? Actual paperwork? Like a contract?” Ana muttered, shaking her head in denial.

“Yes.” Adrian purred gleefully.

“So what? My parents sold me into slavery? Is that it?” Ana looked up into his eyes and saw them darken with annoyance.

“No...not slavery...I told you...your bloodline has been contractually tied to mine for centuries.”

“I don’t understand what that means...” Ana said confused.

“You are a very powerful witch, Anastasia...you know that much, don’t you? Your father was my High Warlock?”

Ana’s eyes went wide at him saying something no one should know about, the only person in the world that knew was Vincent. “How do you...?”

He grinned. “Of course I know...that is why I have been searching for you.”

“But...”

“But, but...” He flicked his hand around. “You have been keeping it a secret...I know...but why? Did your mother tell you too?”

By the fact that Ana’s eyes went even wider he knew that to be true.

“I thought as much...that damned bloody bitch...must have known I would search for you if I ever found out.”

“What did you just call my mother, you asshole!” Ana stood up, her fists clenched to her sides. Adrian tilted his head at her again, amused.

“Your anger is adorable...come through the portal, Anastasia...come and give me your full anger face to face...” His voice sounded like a million promises of pleasure, which made Ana’s anger falter and she looked away with a shiver as she felt a burning deep in her core.

“Stop it! I am not going anywhere near you!” Ana growled.

“We shall see...” He muttered and leaned his elbow on the chair arm then rested his fingers to his temple as he smiled.

Just then Ana saw something take Adrian’s attention as he looked up and to his right. Ana sat mesmerised as another vampire suddenly stepped into view. She moved over to the end of the bed with wide eyes causing him to turn and look at her, his irises were blood red and hungry looking. She bit her lip. He was so gorgeous too...wearing a long tailored jacket in a military style, his shoulder length black hair silky, his features – like Adrian’s – beautiful, sculptured and almost feminine, but hard.

Adrian growled fiercely. “Anastasia! Stop staring at my General!”

Ana blinked, startled and looked away. “S-sorry.” She stuttered, curling a lock of hair behind her ear and blushing.

She heard the General mutter something and chuckle which caused another growl from Adrian and he ordered his
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