*Warning: This chapter may suggest some things that may be disturb you. It’s not the   writing; it’s the images in your head afterwards that’ll get you. Fair warning

‘Its days like this I wish had a normal Tamer’s life’ thought James to himself as he lay in his bed for the last time. This had to have been the longest day in his life. He sighed as he thought back on the rest of the day. It had started out pretty normal, well normal for his life. His mother made breakfast for the family that consisted of green scrambled eggs and toast that was somehow partially frozen and burnt at the same time. After choking it down he headed to the backyard once again for some more training. Today would be for the more…intimate attacks, and that’s where it went all wrong. The girls conspired together to test them out on him first before they did it on each other. He was able to resist Val’s Dominate well enough mostly due to being used to her trying to dominate him physically and his Purrsian heritage. He had a lot harder time dealing with Jess’s Lust Bite. After she had bitten him, his heart rate skyrocketed and he began to sweat and pant profusely. His vision went fuzzy and he could feel his pants grow tight. He wondered why the hell he was being affected so much, but he realized that this poison was much different then what he’s experienced before. Most of them had to deal with breaking down the body painfully or harming the nervous system, but this one simply sped up natural body functions. It increased his heart rate and his body temperature, while causing his brain to flood his body with hormones.
Val and Jess smirked in anticipation as they saw their master succumb to the poison. They could feel their own bodies start to heat up as they could literally smell the hormones pumping through his body. They saw him suddenly stand stock straight, and when he turned to looked at them…their bodies shivered in fear of what they had done. Normally when he gave them a lusty look it was tempered by a deep kindness and a loving gaze, but this time there was none of that, it was entirely lust. Val had told Jess about the day she and James met, about how she had pushed him too far and tapped into his more sadistic side. It seemed that they had done that once again. What happened after was probably the longest, roughest, and most tiring taming session any of the three had ever experienced, lasting almost until dinner, ignoring lunch all together. After the poison was finally sweated out of his body, he collapsed from exhaustion next to his two girls.
James grunted as he tried, and failed, to get off the ground. He did manage to lift his head to get a good look around. His two pokegirls where lying on the ground next to him, covered in dirt and sweat, with a far-off and dazed look on their faces. He looked at his surroundings to find it in chaos. He saw his pants in the trees, his shirt in tatters on the ground, and his boxers had seemingly disintegrated. He saw random vines handing from nearby branches, apparently he had indulged Val in her more kinky fantasies this time around. ‘OK, note to so self: Never let Jess bite you unless you need to tame an entire harem in one night.’ More memories flashed before his eyes, one which disturbed him greatly. Around lunch time he mother came outside to tell him food was ready, when she saw him mid-taming. That in and of itself would probably mortify him, but it was what he did, and then what she did after that nearly caused him to be sick. He exited Val, leaving her hanging from her restraints, and started walking towards his mother, still hard. Now Jessica (his mother) always had fun teasing him, but the look he gave her was far from innocent. She was about to go back into the house when a wave of pheromones hit her, addling her brain. They met in a kiss, tongue battling for dominance. It would’ve probably gone further had his father not come outside to see what was taking so long.

Joseph (James’s father) had always considered himself a laid back and down to earth guy, but what he saw threw him for a loop. He raced forward and ripped his wife from his sons grasp. He was prepared to yell at him when he noticed the hazy look in each of their eyes, and the two puncture wounds on his son’s neck. After a quick glance around at the two other pokegirls, combined with the fact even he could smell the pheromones with his weak human nose, he could tell that no one right now was in their right mind. He scooped up his wife, raced into the house, and locked the doors, hoping that whatever was affecting his son would wear off soon. 
‘I think I am going to be sick,’ thought James at the memories. He couldn’t believe what he had almost done with his mother. He didn’t know how he could face either of his parents now. “Well at least Jess and Val won’t want any taming for at least a day or two,” he said out loud. “Even if we wanted taming, I don’t think our bodies would be up to it,” a voice from his right said. He glanced over to see that Val had regained a sense of self again. “I’m sorry for what I did to you two, that bite brought something out of me.” “Sorry? That has got to be one of the best sessions either of us have ever had Master. I do love it when you’re kind and gentle but that, God it was something entirely else.” Val said with a look of awe and excitement on her face. “Well don’t get used to it, I almost had sex with my own mother. We’ll save that bite for special occasions alright. It’ll make it all the better. Besides, knowing how my body works, taking in too much of that poison would just make me immune to it eventually. ” Val pouted but couldn’t refute the logic of it, but it didn’t stop her from fantasizing about the next time.
After about ten minutes of resting, James finally was able to stand up. He returned Jess and Val to their pokeballs, knowing that they’d want a long rest after all of this. He looked down and saw that once again he lacked clothes. Shaking his head, he tried to think of a way to could get to his room without running into his parents. Looking around, he grabbed one of Val’s remaining rose whips. He walked over to his open window, and hoped that this would work like it did in the movies. He lashed out with the vine, hoping it grabbed a hold of something. Surprisingly it did. ‘Heh, who would’ve seen that coming?’ He made his way up the side of house and flipped through the window. Taking a quick look around, he put on some clothes and made his way downstairs. He sat through probably the most awkward dinner he’s ever had. He couldn’t look either of his parents in the eye, but he would still attempt to say something, but would stop before he got a word out. It seemed as if he was trying to cough the alphabet. After he finished dinner with no sound coming from anyone, he stood to leave. “So, when do you think you’ll be leaving to go abroad?” asked his father. James felt like he could die right there, unable to take the shame and embarrassment.

He sat back down at the table with a loud sigh, hiding his face in his hands. Despite the horrible current circumstances, he had been thinking the same question lately. Most, if not all, tamers left their homes within a few days of getting their starter pokegirls. He had been a special case in that he was made to wait a week before he got Jess, but that was four weeks ago. He convinced himself that he wanted to train in a familiar setting to get ready for future fights, but he knew that Val and Jess were ready for that by at least a week and a half ago. Sure, training for a month alone had help bring up Val and Jess a couple levels, but without challenging real tamers, they’d soon hit a plateau, so why was he still here? James knew deep down why he was still here, he was afraid. He was afraid of change, afraid of going out into the wide world. He was afraid of relying only on himself. He was used to getting all his meals from his mother, used to getting advice on social and life issues from his worldly father. Hell, he was even getting used to working out in the basement. Leaving this house meant leaving all that he had known behind. He knew he was just worrying too much, people 4 years his junior had already left on their own and were doing fine. The world’s society was based around tamers and looking after their well being. He knew he should’ve left awhile ago, but it took something like this to show him how much he really needed to leave. 
“I’ll be leaving tomorrow morning. I’ll start gathering my stuff tonight before I go to bed.” He stood and left the table. Had he looked back before he went up the stairs, he would’ve seen a small tear fall from his mother’s face, which had been hidden behind her bangs, head looking down on the table the whole time. He entered his room, looked around, and a sudden feeling of finality washing over him. ‘God, I should’ve left weeks ago on a high note, not walking out in shame after nearly raping my own mother.’ He shook his head and began to pack his stuff. Clothes, gear, all the money he had, spare pokeballs. ‘Man, am I ever pathetic. I’ve had two girls for over a month when there are people who have five times that many by now. The only consolidation I have is how close I’ve become to my two girls.’ After packing up all his stuff that somehow fitted into one backpack, he began contemplating what he needed to do over the next couple weeks. He would begin by heading to the gym in the next town. Along the way he would have to capture at the very least one more pokegirl. He pondered on what time of day he should travel. It seemed like a really stupid question to ask, but he took it seriously. Most, if not all, tamers travel exclusively during the day. He was currently at a severe disadvantage in that he only had two pokegirls. All it took was one forceful tamer to bully his way into a salvage battle with superior numbers and his days as a tamer were over. He decided that after the first day he would travel from dusk till dawn, and sleep during the day. That way he could avoid most tamers and any pokegirl he came across would either be half asleep in a fight or were nocturnal, which would only make travels at night that much easier. Until then he would just keep out Jess, she may be cold blooded but the nights where very warm this time of year, and having a snake’s pseudo heat vision would help getting around and finding pokegirls. Done thinking, he lay back in his bed for the last time, and went to sleep.
‘I can’t believe I will miss that’ he thought to himself as he turned of his alarm clock. He glanced around his room one last time, got dressed, grabbed his backpack, and headed downstairs. What he saw when he reached the kitchen shocked the hell out of him. On the table was the best looking breakfast he had ever seen. Bacon, eggs, toast, oatmeal, French toast, glasses filled with milk and OJ, and it all looked edible! He looked to see his mother smiling kindly at him, with his father behind her, beaming proudly. “Wha…how?” James said in complete confusion. His father chuckled at the look on his son’s face. “Simple, I cooked it,” he said. James’s jaw nearly fell off his face, then sputtered, “You, you can cook!?!?” ending in a yell. Joseph laughed out loud at that last part. “Yes I can cook, but your mother loves it so much I let her do it almost all of the time. But since today is your last day here I decided to help out.” James was lost for words. The good meal in front of him, the fact that his father can cook, and that both his parents were smiling at him when they couldn’t even look him in the face eight hours ago. 

“How…how can you two be so happy and calm after what I did yesterday? I have a hard time even looking at you guys now.” He said looking away from them in shame. He saw the glimmer of movement and felt two delicate arms rap around him. Seeing that it was his mom, he stood as straight as a board and began to panic. What was she doing, why was she getting so close to him, wasn’t she afraid that there might be some poison still left in him, just waiting to activate again? He knew that last part didn’t make any sense, but sense had left the building just now. His mother began started to stroke his back in a way only a mother could, slowly calming him down. “Honey, it’s ok. Your father told me what happened with the naga venom and how you weren’t in control of your actions. I wasn’t even in control myself, otherwise I wouldnt’ve kissed you back. I don’t want you leaving on a sour note, I love you too much.” James was shocked at his mother’s words, unable to comprehend them. She had forgiven him, even after what he had almost done. At that, he broke down and cried on his mother’s soft shoulder, apologizing over and over at what he done. She just stroked his hair tenderly, whispering calmness into his ear. He slowly calmed down, his crying becoming heavy breathing. With one last deep sigh, he left his mothers arms and smiled at her, with a small ‘thank you’ “Well let’s eat!” yelled his father, thoroughly ruining the mood. With a small laugh, James and his mother sat down with him to eat their last meal as a family for a long time. 
After what had to have been the best meal he’s ever had, James was at the front door, ready to leave. He turned back to his parents to say some parting words. “Mom, Dad, thank you for everything. I love you.” His father was looking at him with a fatherly smile and a small nod. His mother looked like she was about to break down in tears, but she had a smile on her face. With a small wave to him, she watched him walk out the door. James made his way down the road, looking for a pokecenter. He didn’t want to stay the day at the one in town; he needed to put some space between him and his family. It took him about half the day until he could make it another pokecenter that was about half way to the next town. “Man, gotta love the fact these things are all over the place, giving you a free place to sleep and some food.” He said aloud to himself as he walked into the center. He took a quick glance around to find that there had to be at least four other trainers there, looking like they got the crap beat out of them. There were three guys and one female tamer where sitting on the couches, torn cloths with bruises and cuts all over them. He got curious to what the hell could happen to the four. 
He walked up to them with an inquisitive look on his face, and asked them, “So what the hell happened to you guys?” They looked up in surprise at the new comer, and then glared at him at what he said. “We got attacked in the woods last night. We were making our way here, when something came down from above us. None of us can remember what happened, except seeing a pair of blood red eyes. When we came too, we found our clothes like this and a bite on each of our necks.” He leaned his neck to the side to show two puncture wounds. ‘Hmm, looks like they got attacked by a pack of feral naga that dropped from the trees, probably looking for a quick taming. It would explain the memory loss, their clothing and the fact that they couldn’t fight back at all. I need another pokegirl, and I know how to handle naga, so this could work out.’ thought James to himself. He thanked them for the heads up and head over to the Nurse Joy manning the front desk. “Hello Miss, could I get a room for a couple hours until dusk?” The Nurse Joy looked at him like he grew another head. “Yes, we have plenty of rooms available now, but are you sure you want to leave at dusk Sir? You saw what happened to that group of four, but you want to go out at night alone?” “I am sure Miss; I know how to handle Nagas.” The nurse nodded but she couldn’t help but feel a little worried. They hadn’t found any poison in the four tamers, not odd in itself, naga paralyzing poison and lust poison wear off after a bit, but they seemed way too fatigued. They lacked too much energy. The nurse shook off her worries, thinking that there had been more nagas then they expected, requiring a lot more taming then the four were used to. The nurse nodded to James and directed him to a small room with a bed and an alarm clock. He thanked her and went to sleep. 
He woke up at 7pm, just as the sun began setting. He thanked the nurse for the room and headed out. He could see one of the male trainers shake his head, muttering ‘crazy s.o.b.’ as he walked through the doors. He got back into the road and released Jess and Val from their balls. They looked confused at where they were and the time of day. James realized that they hadn’t been out of their balls since yesterdays taming session. He explained what happened and where they were going. They were happy that they finally were going to explore the world, but they felt a little guilty that what happened was their fault. They accepted his logic on wanting to travel at night, but when they heard about what happened to the four trainers, they couldn’t help but worry for their Master. He assured them that they’d be ok. After training with Jess so long, all of them knew how to fight naga. With their worries put to rest, they walked off into the sunset.
After probably the fifth branch smacked him in the face, James was beginning to rethink his decision to travel at night, and Jess and Val’s constant giggling at it wasn’t helping either. They seemingly had no problem traveling down the wood lined road. After traveling for about an hour, James began to notice something, it was way to quiet. The bugs weren’t even chirping. He asked Jess to take a quick scan of the woods to see if there were any heat signatures. She said she saw none, which made James’s concern grow. Even at night, there should at least be a glimmer of sleeping pokegirls, but it’s as if they all went away. ‘Or ran away’ thought James. He told his girls to pick up the pace; they needed to get out of the forest as soon as possible. ‘Even a pack of rabid nagas wouldn’t make a whole forest of pokegirls desert their homes. This is bigger than I thought. I just pray that it got enough of what it wanted when it attacked those four tamers.’ He swore he saw a flicker of movement to his left and that was enough to throw him into a panic. He raced down the dirt packed road, ignoring the branches whipping him in the face. He kept running until he was near collapsing from exhaustion. He sat down for a rest, his two girls catching up to him. “Jess, take another quick look around, see if you can see any heat signatures.” She nodded and looked all around them. It was all varying shades of black and blue, nothing standing out. She told him as much, but all he did was shake his head in frustration. The only thing that could be hiding from his nagas heat vision would be something cold blooded, like nagas, but even if it was warm out, to keep the pace they just set, they’d make some noise, but he heard nothing the entire run except his own panting breath. 

After calming down a bit, he stood back up and began walking down the path again at a brisk pace. They walked another ten minutes but he couldn’t shake the feeling they were being watched, but no matter how many times he asked Jess, she always said she couldn’t detect anything around them. They continued to walk when they saw a figure approaching them from ahead. He was cautious as it approached them, but it didn’t make any hostile movement, just kept walking slowly towards them. When it got about six feet away, it stopped. James couldn’t make out any facial features, but he could tell it was female. She had a black, or near black, dress that seemed to hug her curves. She wore a black cloak that hid her face from view. Curious, he spoke up, “Hello Miss, are you ok? Most people don’t travel so late at night and there seems to be something prowling the forest out here.” Though he couldn’t see her face, he felt as if she was smirking at him. “Master, something isn’t right about her, I can’t see any body heat emanating from her,” whispered Jess into his ear. A confused look spread across his face, and then his pokedex chirped on his shoulder. He withdrew it from his shoulder holster; he put it there so it was always scanning in front of him, making sure no humanoid pokegirl could sneak up on him. When he looked down on the screen, his face went shock white. The screen read: 
VAMPIRE, the Bloodsucking Pokegirl (level 35)
Type: Very Near Human
Element: Ghost/ Magic
Frequency: Rare (Crimson League), Very Rare (Elsewhere)
Diet: blood
Role: Hunters
Libido: High
Strong Vs: Bug, Fighting, Ground, Ghost, Magic, Plant, Poison, Psychic, Infernal
Weak Vs: Dark, Electric, Ice, Celestial, solar-based attacks
Enhancements: Enhanced Speed (x4), Enhanced Strength (x4), Enhanced Endurance (x4), Enhanced Durability (x4), Enhanced Healing (x3), Darkness affinity, Constant Ashen Wings and Dark Goggles effect, light transformation and illusionary capabilities
Evolves: Redeemer (Blessed Vampire, battle stress)
Evolves From: Humans, Dark-type Pokégirls or Amazon-type Pokégirls (infected through bite)
Bounty (for confirmed kill): 200,000 SLC (applies to Ferals only)
Bounty (for reporting sighting & getting out alive): 57,000 SLC (applies to Ferals only)
Bounty (for successful capture & taming): 57,500 SLC (applies to Ferals only)
Recommendation if you see one: Before anything is done, be certain that the Vampire is indeed a Feral one. Observe it, trying if at all possible to stay out of its way. The difference between a Feral Vampire and a Tamed Vampire is very subtle. If the Vampire seems even remotely animalistic in nature, then evac immediately, making sure to have a fighting-type Pokégirl at the ready if you are spotted. If you are spotted, be prepared to kill the Vampire as its bite is potentially lethal and has the potential to infect you or your Pokégirls, resulting in a transformation into a Vampire. (applies to Ferals only). Human in appearance, save for their pale skin and more pointed than normal canine teeth, they were easily capable of blending in with humanity. 
While sunlight didn’t kill them, as it normally would with vampires in the old stories, they were weakened severely by the sun and generally stayed inactive until nighttime. 
Vampires have a variety of fearsome abilities. They can transform into pre-Sukebe creatures such as rats or bats, more powerful Vampires being able to change into swarms of these creatures. They can also transform into mist for silent movement through an area, remaining aware of their entire surroundings when transformed and capable of reforming at any time. They can pass through walls and turn invisible, and manipulate dark energy to their own ends. They are fierce, savage fighters when Feral, losing all of their complex abilities except for much lessened invisibility powers and natural flight. When Tame, their tactics change, as they tend to favor a combination of intimidation and evasive tactics, using illusions and trickery to basically terrify the opponent into defeating themselves. They can turn up to one other person invisible as well, as well as phase them through a wall, but only if they are completely tangible and/or visible before grabbing someone and using the ability.
Vampires can secret a chemical substance through the hollow canines they use to feed. This chemical is what triggers the change into a Vampire. Males turn female before their transformation. To tell the difference from a normal feeding bite and an infected bite, looking for the greenish-yellow foam around the wound. A vampiric infection can be treated and cured within seven days of the bite via white magic and careful medical treatment, but by the eighth day, the effects are irreversible.
Note that Ferals are FAR more dangerous to travelers than Tame Vampires. Tame Vampires have a strong sense of dignity and are far more likely to be polite to people they meet. They will also NEVER drink more than they need to survive. Ferals are savage, and will drink even when they aren’t thirsty. They also have less control over their bodies and are far more likely to accidentally infect someone with a vampiric transformation virus. Feral Vampires also command Feral Vampira, a breed that Tame Vampires look down on with derision and amusement, as they are moderately useful to their purposes.

“Vampire,” rasped James. His two girls looked at him in shock and fear. The vampire lowered her hood to reveal her face. She had blood red eyes and matching hair. Her skin was alabaster and her red pouty lips spread in a smile to reveal wicked looking canines. James’s mind shut down for a second then started going a mile a minute. ‘I am so screwed right now. I can’t run away, she is obviously faster than me. She managed to get ahead of me even after I sprinted that far and she has my scent. She must be the one that took down those four trainers. And she is the anti-thesis to my current pokegirls. Her type makes her strong against both my girls, and the fact she can fly negates a lot of my strategies with this terrain. What’s the point of using the trees to get a height advantage if she can just swoop up to them? Had she been a normal flying pokegirl with wings, it’d be the opposite because she couldn’t fly well with all the branches, but she flies with magic. The only poison that would work on her would be Lust Bite, but that is so not what we want right now. Our only hope is to somehow capture her, or lure her back to the pokecenter to get some backup, but who knows how far we’re from that now after my blind panic made me run so much.’

After going over all possible strategies, praying to God that her mind was still partially feral so she wouldn’t use her more advanced abilities, he came up with one plan that had potential to work, but it just had to have been the one that could get him killed. While training alone for the last month, he didn’t have a chance to go up against any other tamers, but that didn’t stop him from coming up strategies for potential fights with tamer and feral girl alike. The one he had in mind was for when he was at a disadvantage in every possible way, speed, power, ability, except he could think clearly and she could not. “Ok girls, we’re going to have to use the ‘Hangman’s’ plan.” They turned their heads in shock at what he just said. They had practiced that plan for a week straight due to how important it could become, and how bad it would be if it failed. They nodded at him, and they sprinted into the trees at the signal.

 Val was jumping through the tree branches, rose whip ready in hand, while James and Jess where running along the ground, side to side. James looked back to see that the Vampire was following them, flying just above the ground, with a blood thirsty look on her face, though it was far to literal for James’s tastes. He came to a grouping of trees that would for their plans. “Start it off Val!” he yelled. She didn’t say anything, but her whip lashing out at the vampire showed she heard him. The vampire almost lazily dodged it by swooping to the side, but had to rise into the air to avoid a slash from Jess’s claws. A swift kick to her face sent Jess across the forest, skidding on the ground. The brief distraction allowed Val to grab a hold of the vampires arm with her whip. She tugged on the whip, but instead of feeling tension, it went slack. She was slammed into the tree when the vampire simply flew up into the trees and tackled her. ‘Like I thought she has no problem taking on the girls at the same time, even though they’ve trained as a team for so long, she has too many advantages. Guess it’s my turn to play the part in this suicidal plan.’ 
He looked around him to see Jess on the ground, struggling to get up, and Val slumped onto a nearby tree branch. She might’ve broken something after that tackle. He looked up to see that the vampire was slowly descending onto him, licking her lips in anticipation.  Shivering in fear, he did probably the dumbest thing he could’ve done at the moment; he started taunting her. “Hey you blood sucking bitch! I’m not afraid of you! If you want some of this blood, come down and get it you piece of shit! But if you think that you’re getting it for free, you got another thing coming. I’m gonna kick your ass!” He stood in a very sloppy fighting stance, but it only looked that way because it wasn’t for fighting, it was made for dodging or rolling to any side at any moment. His taunting did what it was intended to do. Her already blood red eyes deepened in fury, and she screamed towards him, anger clear across her face. Her claws were wide at her sides, her fangs elongated, ready to pierce the tender flesh of his neck, as she hurtled at him. 
When her fangs where inches from his neck, he rolled to the side as Val’s whip came out of nowhere to wrap around the vampires neck. She leapt from the branch she was on, using it as a fulcrum to pull the vampire into the air by her neck. Before she could fly up to escape the whip, Jess leapt from the ground and wrapped her tightly in her coils. Val tied the end of the whip to another branch before her strength gave away. James watched calmly as the vampire did her damndest to try escape simultaneously being suffocated, garroted, crushed, and drawn (as in drawn and quartered, but only in two directions). When he saw the vampire’s eyes start to roll up into her head, he through a pokeball at it. He prayed that she stayed caught, because there was no way they could get her in that situation again. The ball shook violently and the red light continued to beep, but it finally went out and laid still. James let out a breath he didn’t know he was holding and fell to the ground after he grabbed the pokeball. 
‘I can’t believe that plan worked without me getting killed. God, the ‘Hangman’s Plan’ something I came up with to fight pokegirls that we could never beat in a straight fight. Stronger, faster, vaster abilities then any of my girls combined. The only reason it works is that we know those fact and act accordingly. Jess and Val knew that they would never win, so they played off their injuries as something more, so they’d be ignored. And after I taunt them into a rage, they’d forget about everything else except killing me. Then Val would string them up into the air with her whip and Jess would wrap them up in her coils to keep her there while putting more pressure on her neck and body. With the thorns around her neck, hanging in the air with a naga coiled around you, I doubt any pokegirl that has a neck and needs to breathe can escape that. Too bad it would never work twice in a row, and would be damn near impossible to pull off in a tamer fight, but hey, I got myself a vampire!’ 
James chuckled as he was flat on his back on the ground. He saw Jess and Val walk up to him, with mixed looks on their faces. They where happy they had won, but had they failed, James would be dead. He chuckled one more time before he pulled himself up from the ground. He congratulated his girls for a job well done with a deep kiss to the both of them. “You guys did great, and now we have a third member of the harem. Let’s go find a pokecenter so we can heal up.” They nodded and mode for the center. James had a surprising thought as they walked down the road; the vampire was the most injured one there. Val had a bruised rib and her back hurt a little, Jess just had a small gash on her forehead from the kick, and James only had a bad case of nerves. The vampire, on the other hand, had a cut up neck, probably some broken bones, and her head was almost pulled off her shoulders from the pressure being applied, so her spine was messed up too. ‘Heh never would’ve thought I could come up with a plan that was so…brutal to an opponent. Doing that to a person meant death and the same for a pokegirl if held long enough’ 
After about half an hour of walking, they came upon another pokecenter. He looked to the side to see that the sun was already rising. ‘Damn, the fight and walk took longer than I thought. Well I could use some rest and now I have another reason to travel at night. What better way to capture pokegirls and beat tamers than using a Vampire in the dead of night? Now Jess can stay in her pokeball to keep warm at night, instead of having to show me the way around.’ He walked into the center, and after healing up everyone, promptly fell asleep, wondering how much odder his life could become.

A/N: Whoa that chapter came out of nowhere! All I had planned was up to the phrase ‘intimate attacks’ in the first paragraph, the rest kind of flowed out. I thought about actually writing a lemon that involved Jessica, but I saw way too much of myself in James to feel comfortable about doing that. Now you know why I put that warning up. I hoped this chapter explained some stuff about James, and why he didn’t leave right away like most tamers to in others stories. As for the Hangman’s Plan, ever since I decided I wanted a Domina in the harem, I’ve been waiting to use that plan in a fight because I thought it was cool. As for future and current pokegirls, I won’t be adding them willy nilly so I have a balanced team. I’ve already picked girls that I personally want and will do my damndest to work them into the story in ways that aren’t simply ‘challenge other tamer to salvage, win and get a girl’. I hope the way I got my vampire was convincing and entertaining, even though if this was a game, only being a much higher level would let me win. Hence the reason why I used the Hangman’s Plan. I doubt I’ll be using that again, but variations on it will be seen. And when I write more battle scenes, they’ll be different than ‘attack, attack again, dodge, attack’ they’ll be more strategy based around my pokegirls abilities. Sometimes they may seem to end quickly, but they should make sense in why. Why draw out a fight when you can get an almost instant win if you get your opponent in a situation where surrender is the only option. Tell me what you guys think of my first real fight scene, and how I handled his leaving for his journey. Praises, criticism, everything is welcome, I want to hear it. 
Here is a quick rundown of the levels, but just a rough estimate:
James - Tamer level 10 (from not competing for so long)
Valentine – Domina level 29

Jezebel – Naga level 23

*Name – Vampire level 35
