Prologue (tentative #1) 

The night air was crisp, warm and filled with the steady beat of a thousand hearts waiting to be bled somehow the words “bled” and “dry” don’t seem to ideally fit together. Something along the lines of “drained dry” or “bled out” seems, to me, more qualitative dry. The vast and empty you say it’s empty here… stretch of black sky overhead was speckled with scattered stars and the pregnant orb of a silver moon and then you say there are stars and a moon here… so you’ve contradicted yourself. which hung heavy and full like a succulent grape waiting to be plucked from the dark abyss. Nice sentence!
He stood next to her, still and silent, but he didn’t have to utter a single word in order for her to hear his thoughts as clearly as if they were her own. This is a good sentence, though there’s something about it that I dislike. I can’t really put my finger on what it is, specifically, so I’ll simply give an example of how I think it could be improved. “He stood next to her, motionless and silent, for he wasn’t required to utter a single word to communicate with the woman beside him. She could hear his thoughts so clearly inside her mind that they might as well have been her own.”
<Gaze upon the sleeping city, my beauty. See how peaceful, how serene they are? Safe and tucked away in their homes, fires burning in the hearth, husband and wives wrapped in their course wool bed sheets…hear them all my love. Feel them.> 
I like the idea of the <> for telepathic communication! It’s a nice initiative, and I don’t think I’ve seen anything quite like it on YWS before. I’d only suggest not to use <> but something like **. Dialogue is “” as you know, so two asterisk’s seems to be more along the lines of communication that the arrow things (for lack of a better name for them, haha) 
Head of ebony hair tipped back, Lamia breathed in the salty breeze and with it drew in the scent of warm bodies and fresh souls of vibrant young men, virginal women and innocent children. Each breath was like a drug, churning her cold blood and bringing it to a boil inside her veins. 

She had never tasted fresh blood or seen the look in their the eyes of humans eyes as they glazed over with in death. She had never experienced the thrill that accompanied in the final moment seems odd. “the thrill that accompanies the final moments of a kill, when” of the kill where one could see the life ebb and flow from the victim with a sigh… Such pleasures had been denied to her, until tonight, just as she had been promised. 

His hand circled from behind Lamia, to skim along her torso and upwards towards her full breasts. Even through the thin Egyptian cotton of her chemise her skin burned from his touch, make this two sentences. instantly her loins were set ablaze and moisture collected in her passage. 

The other arm came around her waist, holding tight to her body like a vice it’s good description, but the sentence doesn’t flow.; mouth fastened to her neck, his fingers reached up under her thin hem and drew between her parted thighs. She’s not wearing underwear? 

<So wet, my beauty, dripping with passion and lust and fury. My insatiable and wanton queen of the night.> His fingers slipped along the moist crevice of her folds in teasing and languid strokes before delving deep within her core like a rock hard phallus. Lamia gasped, her vision blurred as with masterful ease he brought her quickly to orgasm. Fluid dribbled down her satiny thighs, his hand damp with her moisture he now sought to torment the sensitive nub tucked away within her womanly folds this sentence doesn’t flow. 

<Your mine, Lamia. Always.> His voice was a heady growl, the intensity of his thirst for her intensified Lamia’s own sexual frenzy. Limbs vibrating limbs… vibrating? Seems a bit odd, the arousing pulse of fresh blood coursing through live bodies resounding from the quiet city below, the feel of his fingers as they drove her closer to madness, wave after wave of pleasure crashing down against her, all of it was bringing Lamia within an inch of insanity. Long sentence, consider changing it into two.
She fought against him for a moment, the sensations too strong, too fierce. She needed to feed, as much as she yearned for the feel of him inside her, she needed the blood – ripe, fresh, heady and aromatic, so much so that she was salivating. 

<Not yet.> Hand latched around her throat he squeezed hard, the sensation powerful and exquisite. Why on Earth would he do that? <Take more.> Another climax burst through her centre like an earthquake, splitting her apart only to be pieced back together with each ravenous stroke of his fingers. She went weak and hazy before the hunger returned and doubled; the need clawing away at her with such raw vicious strength it brought both pleasure and pain. 

<More.> Luther urged, fingers clamped tightly around the pale skin of her throat with brute force she came again and again, unable to deny him, unable to deny any of it. With each shuddering explosion Lamia was drawn to new heights of frenzy. She writhed against him, limbs straining for release, the pleasure pumping through every fiber of her being with euphoric and arduous vigor. 

<Go now, my queen. Bring them fear – bring them terror and pain.> His arms drew away from her like the chains that bound a savage dog, releasing the beast caged within her body into the night. Nice sentence!
Luther watched as she tore away into the darkness and shadows with all the speed and agility of a vampire caught in the blinding throes of bloodlust. It wasn’t long before the heady cries wafted up to where he stood on the cliff from below. The sounds of the dying, the smell of fire and blood, the screams of the innocent, all of it rose up against the howling wind and the silent stone to fill his mind and black heart with its crescendo of death and misery. 

There he stood, basking in the night with the glow of the fire and haze of a silver moon, rejoicing in the horror that was wrought by his beauty, his Lamia while she ravaged the city and tore Libya to pieces. Damn! She’s pretty evil! Destroying the whole city? She’ll be busy for a while lol. Wouldn’t the guy want to feed, too?
I’ve only reviewed the first prologue so far, though I’ve read the second. I prefer the first one, because you make the vampires look powerful and merciless. In the second one she seems rather weak and filled with regret. I’ll review the second one when I have time, but now I have to help my parents with stupid chores. Seriously… parents are annoying haha ;D Anyway, it was well-written and an interesting read! Hope my comments are useful to you :D XxxDo
