Marita The Huntress

Selecting the perfect victim always took time and Marita was not a patient woman. However, past experiences had taught her caution. She flicked her pale grey eyes around the night club. It was still early in the evening and the place was almost deserted, the best time for hunting, as far as she was concerned. A man walked over to the bar where Marita stood. He ordered a beer and glanced nervously at her, quickly looking away when she turned to gaze at him.


-Not bad- she decided, -bit chubby without being gross. Nice eyes too, I like brown eyes, gives him a puppy-dog sort of look. Wonder if he lives alone?-  

The man took his drink and quickly moved over to a cubicle in the far corner of the room.

-This- thought Marita, -is almost too good to be true- She hesitated, -too good to be true is right- She shrugged away a feeling of apprehension, -He’s shy and lonely at a guess. My type of prey- Marita picked up her tonic water, she never touched alcohol while hunting, it dulled the reflexes. She sipped at the drink then carried it over to where her victim-to-be was sitting.


Danny Tate jumped, startled out of his reverie when a soft voice asked,


“Mind if I sit down?”

He stared up at the attractive dark-haired woman and stammered,


“Nuh no, of cuh course not. Please help yourself.”


She introduced herself and Tony returned the courtesy. She nodded,


“Hmm, Danny – that’s a nice name. But I think Daniel sounds more regal, somehow. Do you mind if I call you that instead, Daniel?”


Dan shook his head, he was almost giddy with excitement and at the same time suspicious. Marita was tall, rangy and charismatic, Tate imagined she had men drooling over her, everywhere she went. Her long glossy hair was tied back into a pony-tail to accentuate her high cheek bones and her caramel-brown skin emphasised her unusual piercing grey eyes, they were almost hypnotic in their intensity. The white sheer crop-top was cut low and he could see that her breasts were small but firm. 


Marita watched him studying her and smiled, he was as good as caught. The booth was mostly hidden from view which gave her the opportunity she needed. Slipping off a shoe, she slowly stroked her foot up his leg. He gasped and stared at her, Marita’s mouth curved up as she placed a finger to her lips. The foot ended its journey in his lap and began to rub over his groin. She felt a growing bulge and whispered to him,


“Daniel, I want to give you an experience you will never forget. Tell me, do you live alone?” 


He nodded slowly, half mesmerized by her foot’s rhythmic caress of his erection.


“Very good, do you have any relatives or lovers.”

He shook his head and Marita murmured,

“Excellent -  tell me your address.”


Dan managed to gasp the information to her and suddenly the delicious pressure ceased. He gave a small moan of disappointment. Marita smirked, 


“Patience Daniel, I promise not to disappoint you. I’m going now. Wait ten minutes then go home, I’ll visit you tomorrow night at eight o’clock precisely.”


She stood, leaned over, kissed his mouth gently, turned and walked out. His hand shook as he lifted his beer glass. He finished his drink, rose to his feet, walked over to the bar and ordered a large, neat whiskey. The bartender murmured to him as he accepted payment for the drink,


“If I were you mate I wouldn’t let her near me. She’s trouble doubled is that one.”


“Why? She’s beautiful, what harm could she do?”


“Dunno, but I’ve seen blokes driven half mad by her.”

Tate drained his whisky,


“Thanks for the advice. I think about it.”


The bartender watched him leave and shook his head sadly,


“You bloody won’t, y’know.”

Marita arrived at exactly eight o’clock the following evening. Tate waved her through to the lounge and asked, 


“Would you like a drink?”


“Fruit juice or mineral water please Daniel.”

He went into the kitchen and pulled a carton of orange juice from the fridge. As he took a glass from the cupboard, checked his appearance in the kitchen window. He’d had his hair cut that morning and the new crew-cut length still felt peculiar. 


He returned to the lounge with two glasses of juice and swallowed nervously. Marita had removed her coat and sat on the sofa. Her crop top was the same one she had worn the previous night, but the skirt was shorter and revealed most of her athletic legs. She said,


“Thank you Daniel. Just set the glass down there please.” She pointed to the coffee table, “And sit yourself there.” she indicated the armchair opposite. Marita remarked,


“Your hair suits you short, Daniel. Makes you look more manly.”

He blushed and mumbled that he had been meaning to get it cut for a while. She grinned to herself. –Bullshit, you’re already doing what I tell you and even trying to change your appearance to please me. I’ve got you me laddo-.


As far as Marita was concerned, the finishing touches could be applied by the end of this evening and Tate would be helpless to stop her from getting exactly what she wanted from him. He was sipping at his drink, taking quick peeks at her when he thought she wasn’t watching. Eventually Marita decided to end his misery. She drank the rest of her juice and said,


“We both know why I’m here, Daniel. Why don’t I get right down to the nitty gritty?”


He nodded warily, 


“Okay then, why don’t we?”


Marita got to her feet raised a finger and beckoned him to her. Danny rose shakily to his feet and walked to her. She placed her arms around his neck and simply stared up at him. Her perfume and musky excitement combined to make an aroma that drove him almost mad with desire. And yet, pinned by her bewitching eyes, he found himself unable to move. She began to murmur softly,


“Look Daniel, look at my eyes. Feel yourself gently drifting into them, floating, drifting, they are very deep, Daniel. Find yourself drowning in their hypnotic depths. No will to struggle, no need to fight. Let yourself be carried, calmly, softly, serenely into my eyes, into my power. My eyes are as water, deep, beautiful and mesmeric. You have something I need, Daniel and no will power left to resist me.”


His face muscles were slack and his eyes heavy-lidded and blank. Marita smiled,

“I need your dreams Daniel. Look into my eyes and feed me your dreams, all of them.”

Tate felt a terrible drawing sensation, as though his very soul was being sucked out by her. He was helpless to resist now and as his mind riffled through millions of images, dreams and nightmares, Marita groaned in ecstasy,


“Yes, yes, more, oh yes, feed me baby, feed me!” 

She arched her back as though she was climaxing and eventually she subsided and gasped,


“Very good Daniel, very good indeed. I want you to go back to your chair, while I explain what has happened and why. Obey me!”

He nodded,


“Yes, okay.”

He sat down and Marita reseated herself on the sofa. She spoke quietly, 


“You will not interrupt me, Daniel, I have to tell you something very important.”

Marita took a breath, 


“I have stolen all your memories, Daniel. Your sub-conscious and conscious mind has been wiped clean. I need those memories in order to dream. I don’t know how old I am or when my memories were taken from me. I only see the world in others’ recollections. Your memories will sustain me for at least a year. I took them because I cannot dream otherwise. Without dreams I would go slowly insane.”

Marita stopped for a moment to sip her drink. She felt no remorse at her actions her key instinct was one of survival. The abilities to hunt, fascinate and bleed dry a victim’s thoughts had been programmed into her subconscious mind. She had no recollection of who drained her mind but suspected they had met more than once. That would account for occasional gaps in her memory. She knew that she would be able to pass the knowledge onto her prey and they in turn, became dream vampires. 

“Listen to me. Your name is Brian Smith, Daniel Tate no longer exists. You will leave your job and move in with me. I will train you in the necessary skills to hunt, hypnotise and drain victims.” 

She smiled and began to remove her clothes,

“In the meantime, I did promise you an unforgettable experience and afterwards I will tell you more about your life-history. You will be able to remember everything I tell you. When I snap my fingers you will come out of trance feeling happy, refreshed and ready to please me.”

She snapped her fingers and went over to him. Marita straddled Brian Smith, Daniel Tate as was and began to take off his shirt. She caressed his body with her fingertips, locating all his weaknesses with consummate skill. Brian’s responses were instinctive since he only knew as much as Marita had told him that evening. He fondled her breasts awkwardly, she stopped him and began to show him how best to excite her. She moaned with pleasure as he stroked her sides and back, his mouth on her breast. By the time she had stood to let him struggle out of his jeans and boxers, Brian was breathing in short, hard gasps and Marita knew he would soon orgasm. She took him through to the bedroom and lay down on the bed. Gently, Marita used her hands to stroke him to an intense climax. He was still shaking with the aftermath as Marita guided his hand inside her. She smiled tenderly at him,
“Don’t worry lover. By the time I’ve finished you’ll know all of the skills needed to satisfy me.. Oh yes, oh God yes, don’t stop, don’t stop!” 

Marita’s eyes were half-closed by now, she tilted her head back. Arching her back she began to shudder as the heat in her groin surged through her body and she came with a cry of ecstasy. She grinned languorously at him after she had eventually subsided,
“Not bad for your first attempt, Brian. Now let’s begin your programming.”

Brian Smith sat compliantly on his bed as Marita told him about his fictitious past and his urge to please her at all times. At the end of the first session, Marita told him to go to bed and sleep. She watched him as he climbed under the sheets wondering how long it would be before he stalked his first prey. Some dream vamps were quicker than others to learn. Still, she reflected, he would use the implanted memories for now and hopefully they would be enough. 

Marita the huntress left Brian Smith’s flat as her latest victim slumbered peacefully. She closed the door quietly, not wanting to wake him.  

end
