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--------------------------

The castle. By all outward appearances, it seemed quiet and abandoned. On the edge of a scenic precipice, the castle overlooked an ice blue lake, surrounded by rolling green hills, giving way to ice tipped mountains. All the while, the wind howling through its broken battlements, and the architecture harkening back to a bygone age of tyrants and nobles. Nearby, a stream shot from the mountains, near the castle, and down to the garden, a plethora of  plants and Greek architecture, a waterfall oasis and cave in the middle. On any given night or day, the castle looked inoculate in the light of the afternoon sun or the full moon. Like a sunlit paradise or an icy gateway to hell.

For its unholy tenants, it was home sweet home, particularly to Kira Collie, a 750 year old vampire lord as powerful as he is wise; Narissa Wolf, a 600 year old succubus loyal to her older brother, Kira; Mako, a harpy sentry who guards the castle by air; Kahn, an ancient serpent more deadly than any guard dog; and Sarren Collie and Natalia Wolf, the royal parents of Kira and Narissa. 

Kira and Narissa had acquired many loyal subjects and servants over the course of their existence on the Earth. And every subject and servant was as precious to them as the frailty of life itself. Despite meeting true love on more than one occasion, Kira and Narissa were inclined to continue the harem. The harem was part of their unholy mantra to spread the evil that would last until the end of time, to further corrupt the world. Needless to say, there were many mouths that needed feeding. Sometimes, Kira needed to remind them of their place, since some of the harem members tended to wander outside the borders of his castle. On one routinely counting of the harem, Kira made his rounds, first starting in the castle's upper level, through the levels to the dungeon and then to the caverns that snaked through the underground. The harem totaled 24,576 this time around.

"That can't be right. I remembered there being more, last year." Kira thought to himself, as he double checked, triple checked, then quadruple checked. 

"Really odd, we're missing 14 of our own." He added, confused and angered. The hackles of his neck standing on end in anger, a growl rumbling in his throat.

"Narissa," Kira summoned her in almost a whisper and in a puff of smoke, the succubus appeared.

"Yes, Kira?" She inquired in her silk voice. Her dark corset tightly fitting her slender form, she approached slowly as she noticed Kira wasn’t entirely happy with his census.

"Why do we have 14 missing?" Kira inquired back, looking over his shoulder at Narissa, his red eyes glancing straight into his sister’s purple eyes with penetrating fury. 

“I’m not sure, brother. Maybe we didn’t feed them? Maybe they felt the need to leave for food? Maybe they have something gift-related planned for you during—“ Narissa was interrupted by her brother’s loud snarling.

"My harem girls and boys don't simply up and disappear unless I will them. The rebellious nature they had should be nonexistent, purely and completely. Who are we missing?" Kira asked again, and Narissa sauntered over to the empty coffins, fearful of her brother in this mood. Walking back, she crossed her arms, in thought. 

"Tyamet, Shalia, six Firebird guards, Sally Acorn, Rouge Bat...." She named them off, proving Kira's thoughts. 

"I figured it was them. That rebellious reptile and that tyrannical bird... They can never obey even under hypnosis..." He punched a stalactite, roundhouse kicking another as he fought to hold his composure, his evil aura radiating around him to make even Narissa frightened of his presence. Kira's red eyes looked at her, and the fury in them was insurmountable. 

“Get Mako and Kahn ready… I need a team meeting!“ Snarling, he sped up to Narissa, causing her to jump a little. 

“Yes, Brother.” Narissa answered softly.

———————————

As Kira, Narissa, and Kahn looked out over the lake on the edge of the wall, Kira’s anger caused a storm to brew. Mako landed nearby, softly landing on her slender legs, perching near Kira.

“Report?” Kira asked his sentry.

Mako sighed and backed away slightly. 

“Well… I saw nothing. But I heard a lot, Master…” She started, gulping as she continued.

“And…?” Kira asked, his fists clenched and loosening as he listened intently.

“There was a bit of a transaction a couple days ago, in the village… The client I couldn’t make out, but he gave the girls to—to—“ Mako feared telling Kira, for knowing the tortures he probably planned behind his evil eyes. 

“WHO?!” He asked angrily.

“Franklin Fox… The man gave them to Franklin Fox… to brainwash for trafficking.” She looked away, Kira’s eyes getting more frightening by the second.

Kira looked out again at the lakeside as he nodded and dismissed Mako, letting her resume her duties. He had heard of Franklin Fox and his family even in the wilds of his own countryside. The family sharing a demonic essence amongst themselves to have a very interesting form of hypnosis. It shaped the personalities of those hypnotized as if the personalities were putty, molding the subjects to whatever the Fox family or their clients wanted. Franklin felt the need to make up for his low self-esteem by using it for a psychiatric business. He took various clients, no matter how corrupt. If they paid well, he didn’t care.

Narissa sat in Kahn’s coils, apprehensive of approaching her brother.

“My harem members… Taken by a client of Franklin Fox… How ironic.” He murred, deviously, the lightning starting up as he grinned wide. 

“How do you suppose he’ll attempt to cure my slaves, Narissa? Lackluster potions? Exorcism? Hypnosis that’s exclusive to his family?” He chuckled darkly.

“This is one case he should never have taken.” Turning back to his sister, Kira grinned insane as he the lightning continued behind him.

“Come along, sister. We’re going to therapy.” His unholy laughter echoing throughout the night as the thunder blasted around him.

