
        
            
                
            
        

    
Dominated by Countess Suckula
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Eric had always had an interest in gothic things. As a child, he loved hearing tales of vampires living in grand castles, sleeping in their crypts by day and stalking the living by night. He had a huge collection of movies that showcased the typical “haunted house” depiction of vampires, and as he grew into a young man, this passion developed into a love of gothic architecture, which he had studied in university and shaped his life around.

In addition to motivating his professional life, he still maintained a keen interest for the mythos of vampires in his personal life. His vacations often took him around castles steeped in history, with fantastic stories in their past of barons rumoured to be vampires, and of towns haunted by the dark presence of the creatures.

His latest trip took him to eastern Europe, the fabled home of the infamous Count Dracula, a character whom he had always had great fascination with in his youth. 

Finding himself in a small town at the foot of a mountain range in Romania in the last leg of his tour, Eric settled for the night in a guest house, writing his daily entry in his journal before retiring for the night.

What a long day! This better be worth the six hour bus journey it took to get here, but by the looks of it, I won't be disappointed. The whole town looks like it belongs in the sixteenth century, and even the people seem from another era. My Romanian is slowly improving, and I can just about get by in a normal conversation. I was talking with Mrs Iancu, the guest house owner, about coming here for the history of the town, and my particular interest in the castle nestled inside the mountains. 

I'm not really sure what exactly she was trying to tell me, but I got the message that she thought this was a very bad idea. I suppose living in such an isolated place has meant that modern life hasn't really influenced them too much, and they seem to still be wrapped in superstition. I suppose that's exactly what I wanted though! She told me about the legend of a vampire who lived in the castle centuries ago, who would take in wandering travellers and brave adventurers alike, who were never heard from again. From what I read before I came to this place, it seems that there were indeed a string of disappearances in the town over a prolonged period, and I guess the fear surrounding the unknown of the castle and the popularity of vampire myths in this part of the world combined to create the legend that remains today.

Tomorrow I'm going to hike into the mountains and find the castle, do some exploring and hopefully get some good photos of the place for my collection. A storm is supposed to be coming in tomorrow night, so I'm hoping I can get some lightning shots with the castle in view to really live up to the scary castle stereotype!

Anyway, time for some sleep. I'm so excited to see this supposed lair of the ancient vampire! I really should be getting used to it after being to so many castles, but the novelty just hasn't worn off! Until tomorrow, journal!

Eric awoke to a crisp, clear day, the bright morning sun piercing through the curtains in his room. Quickly rousing from his slumber, he climbed out of bed, pulling open the curtains and stretching as he enjoyed the heat of the sun on his body, feeling an enthusiastic vigour through him in anticipation of the day ahead of him. Wasting no time, he showered, dressed and packed food, clothes and his tent and sleeping back for the night in the mountains. At breakfast, the guest house owner tried to dissuade him from venturing into the castle, but Eric explained in broken Romanian that it was perfectly safe, and that even if there were disappearances a century ago, anyone with malicious intentions would be long gone by now. He knew he could not overcome the superstitious fear that had been taught to her as a child, and simply thanked her for the meal, told her he would see her in a couple of days to pick up the rest of his things before finally making the long trip back to America.

Striding out into the town, the light bathed the town in a beautiful glow, capturing the essence of the incredible charm of eastern Europe that he had grown to love. The style of architecture here really was the epitome of what he loved, and he knew he would return to this country in the future to see more of what it had to offer.

By early afternoon, Eric was making good progress along the well-worn path into the mountains that had begun to be taken back by nature, the once pristine road being encroached upon by grass and native flora, becoming increasingly hard to follow until it came to an end in the middle of a valley. He knew that the castle was close ahead, and he kept following the valley until it came into view. Surrounded by towering mountains, the only path towards it was the one of was travelling on, the other sides being too steep to climb or descend.

As he drew closer, he marvelled at the great structure. The moss covered stones had been crafted and laid with great skill, the grand structure of the building decorated by intricate stone motifs, creating the intimidating, dark feeling that only gothic design could capture in his heart. He could see how the legend of evil dwelling in this castle came about, it could easily have been taken straight from any of the stories he had read in his earlier years.

As he came to the entrance, he could see that a huge wooden door still stood on the threshold of the castle. Well worn and aged by the elements, he was amazed that it remained. Usually only the stone skeleton was left of suck ancient structures, but here it was intact. After taking several pictures, he walked up to it and pushed hard, the hinges giving a great creak as the door inched open, allowing him to enter the grand hallway, its windowless expanse lit only by the sunlight streaming in through the huge doorway.

At the end of the hall he could see a faint glow, all but drowned out by the intense sunlight behind him. Shoving the door closed, his eyes began to adjust. There was indeed a flickering light emanating from a room in the distance, and he had to see what it was.

Rounding the corner into a spacious room, he was shocked to see a fire blazing in the fireplace, several large wooden logs crackling as they burned. Two large maroon chairs faced the fire, the backs too high to see if anyone sat in them. Walking closer, he heard a female voice cut through the air, “Have a seat, weary traveller. It's been such a long time since I had visitors.”

Curiosity spurring him forward, as he walked around the side of the chairs to see beside him the chair was empty, and slightly farther away, sat a stunningly beautiful woman wearing a long, dark gown. Her eyes smouldered in the firelight, her gaze almost hypnotising Eric as he lowered himself into the empty chair.

“I'm very sorry to intrude into your home, I thought this castle was empty. My name is Eric, I'm doing some travelling to see some old architecture.”

“Oh don't be sorry, Eric, like I said, it's been a long time since I had a visitor, and you are most welcome. My name is Beatrice, my husband and I used to live here, but unfortunately he died years ago. I live here with my...assistant, Anna. I can understand your mistake, I rarely leave this place, and Anna only makes occasional trips into town to get the essentials. The people here are extremely superstitious and fearful of this place, believing it to be evil or haunted or similar nonsense. As a result, we keep our presence quiet. We'd rather not have to deal with intrusive townspeople.”

“Well, thank you for your hospitality, Beatrice. I don't want to intrude, but would it be possible to see more of your home? I'm very interested in this style of architecture, and to see such a well preserved example is extremely rare. I'm actually an architect when I'm at home, and this style of structure is really my speciality”

“Of course! I'll give you the grand tour shortly, but first, let's have a glass of wine to toast the arrival of a fellow American. My husband was Romanian, his family had lived in this castle for generations. We actually met in this town when I was travelling around Europe, like yourself, and I suppose you could say we had a whirlwind romance, and ended up living here in his family's home. Ah, Anna has brought the wine. Do have some, Eric.”

Turning his head, Eric was slightly startled to see a petite, pale girl standing on the other side of his chair, silver tray in her hands with two glasses of deep red wine on it, held out in offering.

“Thank you,” he said as he took a glass, watching as Anna brought the other glass to Beatrice. Raising their glasses towards each other in gesture, they began to sip their drinks as they talked about the story of how Beatrice ended up living in a castle in the mountains, and what her life has been like since.

During their conversation, Eric was entranced by Beatrice's stunning beauty. Her skin was pale and smooth, her eyes a mesmerising blue, her lips plump and red. His eyes tried to take in her entire form in the brief moments she looked away. Her large breasts filled her gown, her incredible cleavage drawing his gaze, arousing him more and more as he listened to her talk. Her legs were highlighted by the fire, perfectly shaped and tipped with a pair of black heels, complimenting her outfit perfectly. He could barely concentrate on what she was saying, being so entranced by her sexual aura.

Finally draining their glasses, Eric felt an intoxicating glow throughout his body, “I'm really not used to this Romanian wine, whatever's in it. I guess they make it stronger over here.”

Beatrice walked with him through the castle, giving a history of the building that she knew in surprising detail, having only lived there since her marriage. Judging by her looks, Eric surmised that she could not be older than thirty, and even even she married young, she could only have been living here around a decade. Strange, he thought, that the town was unaware of anyone residing here.

As they walked around her home, Eric was sure that Beatrice was flirting with him, and she wasn't being shy about it. His head swam with the effects of his drink, as he felt him becoming more aroused, his cock swelling with the erotic sound of his host's voice, no longer able to focus on what she was saying, drinking in her sexy body with his lustful eyes as they explored the long hallways of the castle.

After taking a good look around one of the bedrooms, Eric admired the four-post bed with its own curtains hanging around the frame. Beatrice had a devilish expression on her face, smiling slyly before seductively placing her hand on Eric's arm, “It's late, and the weather's turning stormy outside...the walk to town will take a few hours, stay here tonight and you can head back tomorrow once the weather clears.”

Eric would not normally have stayed in a stranger's home, but there was something about Beatrice that drew him in, maybe it was the alcohol, maybe it was the horniness smouldering in the mind, but his defences were down, and he gladly accepted. Looking at his watch, it was much later than he thought, and he wondered just how the hours had passed so quickly, “It must be the alcohol,” he thought to himself, smiling at Beatrice who quickly gave him a small kiss on his cheek before turning and leaving the room, closing the door behind her.

Lowering himself only the luxurious bed. As he slowly removed his closed, he felt himself slipping into an erotic stupor, every touch increasing his arousal until, completely naked on the bed, he gripped his cock and slowly began to stroke it up and down, gently moaning with pleasure as he masturbated in the dim room, hearing the rain beat against the window as he began to stroke faster.

Totally absorbed in pleasuring himself, he didn't notice the door open and shut again. He was startled out of his trance as Beatrice spoke with the same seductive clarity as when he had first walked into the room with the fire.

“What a naughty boy you are, Eric. Not even alone for ten minutes, and you're getting ready to cover my gorgeous bed with your filthy cum. This just will not do.”

“S-sorry...” Eric stuttered, utterly shocked to see Beatrice standing at the foot of the bed, his hard cock still in his hand, his body frozen under her lustful gaze, “I just...I couldn't help myself.”

Seeing that Beatrice looked more aroused than angry, Eric slowly relaxed and saw that she had changed her clothes. She was now wearing a black basque with dark red trim, black lace panties and thigh high scarlet stockings.

“I suppose I can't blame you, the wine we had earlier is made using a powerful aphrodisiac, but still, naughty boys must be punished,” she said in a sultry voice, holding up her right hand, showing Eric several pairs of handcuffs. Throwing them on the bed between his legs, she picked up one pair at a time, handcuffing each ankle to the bedposts at the bottom of the bed.

The situation was surreal, and part of Eric's brain whispered to him, “What are you doing? In a strange woman's house, letting yourself be handcuffed to a bed, in the middle of nowhere, when the only people who know you're here are scared to come near the castle?”

Eric's doubts quickly melted away as Beatrice slowly ran her dark red nails up his legs, over his thighs, lifting them off just before reaching his bulging cock. Lifting another pair of handcuffs, she walked to Eric's left, handcuffing his left hand to the post above his head, then lifting the final pair, walking to his right side and finally fastening him spread eagle, naked, to the bed.

“Now you're mine Eric...look at you, handcuffed to the bed, hard as a rock, ready for some kinky sex...but you have no idea what's really going on. It's true that I've lived here since my husband died, or should I say, since I killed him. But there's more to my story than you could ever have suspected. Let me show you something.”

Eric's expression turned from lust, through confusion, to utter terror, as realised the mistake he had made. Beatrice's alluring looks combined with her aphrodisiac concoction had made him drop his guard, and now he was past the point of no return. Before his eyes, Beatrice's entire demeanour began to change. She became solemn, dark, almost evil, and her breathing became deep and laboured. She groaned loudly as her facial features became more pronounced, her cheek bones protruding more and her jaw becoming more angular, then suddenly, she let out a demonic roar as her canine teeth protruded more from her mouth, making a set of fangs that Eric knew were for one purpose alone.

Staring at him with piercing eyes, now bright yellow, and an expression that could only be described as hunger, she spoke in a different voice. Before, it had been clear and crisp, but now it was deeper, and had a terrifying quality to it that made his blood run cold.

“This is my true form. All those stories you heard about disappearances surrounding this castle were true, and all are thanks to me. You are correct that they are all in centuries past, but that is only because the townsfolk are so fearful of this place that I have not had a visitor in a very long time. I have been in slumber for so many years...but now, I finally have the chance to feed again. You will maintain my eternal youth, as all before you have done for the last eleven centuries. You will give me your essence, and you will give it willingly. I will drain your very soul, and you will live on as a part of me for all eternity.”

Eric was struck silent with fear. Unable to move, he could only watch as Beatrice climbed onto the bed between his legs on all fours, carefully pawing towards him seductively, swaying her hips behind her. Although his mind was wrapped in terror, his cock responded with a twitch into the air, signalling to its new mistress that it wanted her undivided attention. As she crept ever closer, he became more and more aware of the tension in his cock. He could feel her breath on the underside of his shaft now, and she gently teased along its length with her tongue, sending shivers of pleasure up his spine.

“Ughh...oh, fuck, that feels so good,” he groaned as she slid her tongue down to his balls, taking each one in her mouth and teasing them before moving back to his shaft, pausing at the sensitive spot under the head and flicking it repeatedly with the tip of her skilled tongue.

“Please...please...suck me...I need to feel it in your mouth,” Eric begged as Beatrice's tricks already began to break his mind. She pointed his cock straight into the air between her index finger and thumb, slowly plunging it into her warm, moist mouth, drawing a gasp from his lips and a colossal shudder from his body. Sucking hard and moving her mouth up and down slowly, she fondled his balls with one hand and scratched at his chest with the other, her pointed nails leaving marks over his naked body. 

She was well practised at pleasuring men, and knew just what she needed to do to get what she needed from them. She could not feed on their essence unless they willingly gave it to her. She would not tell Eric this, but through her sexual manipulation, she knew he would beg to fill her with cum, and when he did so, she would feast on his soul. They always begged for it before the end.

Quickly bobbing up and down with her mouth, she felt Eric's body grow warmer as he became flushed, and his breathing quickened as he began to climb towards orgasm. This was the time to make her move and secure her continued youth.

She took her mouth away, leaving a thin rope of saliva between her lips and the tip of Eric's dick, before climbing up further on the bed and placing her hips over Eric's, sliding the shaft of his cock between her soaking wet labia as his cock lay flat against his stomach. She ground herself up and down his shaft, stimulated both his cock and her clit as she lowered her face to his, delving deep into his waiting mouth with her tongue, kissing with animalistic passion as both moaned in ecstasy.

She sat straight up again, lifted her body with her powerful legs until she was able to place the head of Eric's dick at her entrance, slowly moving down and up, only taking in the very tip of his head, teasing him with her wetness as she watched the rapture on his face, she knew he was nearly there, nearly willing to give himself over to her so he could feel the ultimate bliss of orgasm.

“Fuck me...fuck me Beatrice, I need to be inside you, take me inside you let me fill you with my cum.”

It was time, and Beatrice slid Eric's full length into her dripping pussy, her juices already flowing down Eric's penis, coating his balls in her erotic fluids. She dug her nails deep into his chest as she raised herself up and sat down on his cock again, waves of pleasure flowing through both of them as they became lost in their love making.

Pounding his cock deep into her, Beatrice built a fast rhythm as she bounced her body hard against Eric's loving the feeling of every inch of him stretched her wide open, a feeling she had missed in her century hidden away in her crypt.

Eric could feel every part of his body tingle and spark with pangs of pleasure, his breathing becoming ragged as his chest tightened and his muscles strained against his bonds, unable to do anything but fruitlessly tug at the bedposts as Beatrice rode his cock with furious intensity.

Beatrice felt her own climax approaching. Her body began to stiffen as it built deep inside her, she groaned satanically as the human below her writhed in his own building orgasm, and she felt an incredible heat come over her as wave after wave of adrenaline surged through her body. Unable to hold back any longer, she unleashed her full strength, gripping Eric's body tightly between her thighs, holding him deep inside her as her pussy pulsed with great contractions, her orgasm consuming her entire being as her body spasmed out of her control, deafening cries of ecstasy escaping her mouth, her fangs glistening brightly as glorious moans flowed past them.

The sight of this beautiful, frightening creature climaxing on his cock threw Eric over the edge, his body convulsing with orgasm and his back arched off the bed, his limbs straining with all his might against the bed, exerting all their force as if trying to pull the handcuffs apart, the frame creaking as it came close to breaking with the strength of his climax.

He took a great gasp, then his cock began to give great pulses deep within Beatrice, pumping huge loads of cum deep within her receptive body, causing him to groan in blissful agony as his mind burned white hot with the most powerful orgasm her had ever felt.

As his cock sent huge spurts of cum into her body, Beatrice's orgasm continued as she began to drain Eric of his soul. She had never felt like this before, her lust for this man being greater now than she had experienced in her long life, with the countless victims whose souls she had devoured as they climaxed within her. 

Inspired by the inception of this great desire for Eric and the incredible pleasure in her body, she leaned forward, once again kissing Eric deeply, exploring deep into his mouth with her tongue, before breaking free and wrenching his head to the side, burying her face in his neck. She bit down hard, sucking hungrily as she drank his blood, taking his sanguineous energy in her mouth as his cum continued to fill her pussy, the feeling of fulfilment being to great to stand, deep moans punctuating her greedy swallows.

Eric felt his body grow numb, the pain in his neck quickly fading as he felt a part of him disappear, no longer feeling part of this world. He felt strangely detached, and was no longer aware of his surroundings. Bathed in total darkness, he felt a great power grow in his formless being, an incredible strength that he had never experienced, before being thrown with amazing force back into his body, a great roar escaping his mouth as he trashed against the bed, throwing Beatrice off his body, his cock sliding out of her vagina with his cum flowing out from her, the volume too great to be contained within her. His muscles bulged and he could feel within his mouth something change as his own fangs grew for the first time. 

Eyes now glowing the same bright yellow as Beatrice's, Eric effortless ripped the handcuffs from the bedposts, his body now imbued with inhuman strength. He stepped off the bed, his huge cock still erect, dripping with a mixture of his cum and Beatrice's clear juices, walked over to her and lifting her easily to her feet, his cum running down her legs as it continued to escape from her pussy. He pinned her against the wall, embracing her in a long kiss, probing through his new body with his mind, loving its strength and vitality. He knew that his old life was gone, and they would now live forever, together in their undying youth, feasting on humans to maintain their strength. 

Eric had never imagined this was even possible, but now that he was beginning his life as a vampire, he knew that this is what he had always been destined to become, and the thought of spending eternity with his new lover filled him with a deep satisfaction that he could never have felt as a mere human. Lightning flashed through the room and a great roar of thunder shook them as they stared into each others' eyes, knowing that they had found the perfect eternal companion in each other.
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