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Fangs 4:

Claiming the Clan


Brad’s power continues to grow in new and exciting ways.

He’s finally grown strong enough to meet the leaders of the Fangs Clan, powerful millennial vampires whose power far exceeds his own… or does it?

The leaders give Brad a challenge. Defeat two extremely powerful female Vampires and the clan will assist him in his mission. Should he fail, he will be kept as a servant for the rest of time, used for his Bull power.

Brad accepts the challenge gladly - for him it’s just another opportunity to add loyal servants to his ever expanding harem.


Brad couldn’t help but laugh as he looked across the train carriage. Strewn across the chairs and seats of his sleeper room were a collection of naked women, lying on their backs, bubbled gasps of pleasure trickling from their mouths.

He had worked his way through the carriage, and he knew it would be much to the annoyance of his maker’s, Vlad and Ren.

Every woman within the carriage was filled with his seed now, and they had the bodies to prove it. Using his gestation power, Brad was able to instantly swell the bellies of any woman who had been filled with his seed.

He cast his eyes down to the remaining woman, who was working her mouth back and forth upon his dick.

“Looks like you’ve done this before.” Brad said, pulling his cock out of her mouth. “I need to make it a little harder it seems.” The pale girl looked up at him with her large dark eyes.

Brad wrapped his fingers around his steel length and drew his Carving power from within, the power that allowed him to shape and transform body parts. He’d only acquired the power recently, and only realized that he could use it on himself.

He pushed the power into his length, forcing his cock to swell beneath his own hands, growing until it was the length and girth of a forearm.

“But, my lord!” The young nun looked up at him in adoration, fondling herself as she did so. “There’s no way that will fit in my mouth.”

“Don’t worry about your pretty little mouth.” Brad scoffed, grabbed her shoulder and pulled her to her feet. He turned the girl around and pushed her forward until she was leaning over one of the tables, her ass and pussy bare before him.

“I’m taking your ass for a spin.” Brad said, pushing his thumb against her tight hole.

“But master!”

“Shh.” Brad soothed the woman, gathering pussy juice from her dripping slit and rubbing it onto her hole. He felt her relaxing below him instantly. “Lube makes everything better.”

He pulled himself inside of her, and she gasped as her tight ring spread around his monstrous length. Brad squeezed his thumbs into the full flesh of her ass, pulling himself inside of her gently. She gave a few gasps that indicated she liked it, but she wanted him to slow down. Brad sunk his teeth into his lower lip as he bottomed out inside of her, her tight hole squeezing around him.

After he was completely inside, Brad pulled his hips all the way back and started hammering his cock back and forth inside of her. As he slammed him self inside of her, their thighs clapped together, small grunts of pleasure being forced from her mouth with each pound.

He couldn’t help but laugh as he heard Vlad’s warning play over in his mind.

Stay away from the women.

What was Brad supposed to do?

Vlad, Ren and Brad were journeying to visit the head of their Vampire Clan, a senior vampire named Eric Valentine.

The original intention had been for them to walk, but Vlad deemed this too unsafe. Brad was their latest creation, and he was already starting to go rogue, already acting out against their orders. Brad knew they couldn’t control him anymore.

So they’d opted to take the train instead, Vlad said it would be an easier way of controlling Brad. They each had a separate carriage, and upon stepping onto the train Brad has spotted the carriage full of trainee nuns next to his, instantly.

“Leave them alone Brad, or I swear…”

“What?” Brad scoffed, knowing that Vlad had no power over him.

Ren had turned Brad into a vampire in the first place because of his mating power. Most other vampires can’t reproduce, but Brad was different. He was a Bull vampire, a rare, one in a million. They turned him so he could make an army. And that’s what he was going to do.

Brad groaned as he worked the woman’s tiny hole. It made him laugh to think that just an hour previous, they’d all been loyal subjects of God. The only thing they were loyal to now was Brad’s cock.

If there were such a thing as God, Brad thought it odd that he had decided to place him alongside a group of bombshell eighteen year old women. Nuns or not, Brad was going to show them the light before they went to their monastery for winter habit.

He squeezed his fingers into the full flesh of his last conquests ass, slamming his cock in and out of her ass with full fervor.

“Yes master! Yes master, Yesss!”

The last word was a long and staggered gasp, squeezing from her mouth as her whole body shook in pleasure.

She hammered her palms down on the train table as she came, pushing her ass and pussy back against his shaft. Brad thrust himself as deep as he could and burst, volumes of his thick cum spilling from his dick, bursting into pussy and flooding her walls.

“Yesss!” Brad roared triumphant as he filled the cunt of yet another woman, his ninth one in the last hour. There had been only one woman left in the train carriage and she was the remaining one.

“There you go. One fertilized womb.” Brad sniffed as he pulled his swollen cock from her asshole.

“But master…” The nun turned to him in confusion. “You were in my asshole.”

“Doesn’t matter babe. Come here.” The nun did as he said. Brad lifted her habit and placed his palm against her flat belly. He pushed his gestation power through his palm, into her body. Her belly swelled beneath him and filled into a smooth and fleshy dome.

“Master, that’s amazing!”

“Sure is.” Brad laughed, spanking her ass. “Now go join the rest of the girls in the pile.”

“Yes master!”

Brad’s power was so intense that it didn’t matter where he put it. Ass, mouth, pussy, just coming into contact with his seed was enough to infect women.

Brad stared at his latest piles of slaves as they writhed and twisted against each other in a huge loving pile. He wrapped his fingers around his shaft, smoothing his hand up and down his length while watching them.

Brad had only been a vampire for a few days, but during that time his power had already grown immensely, and he’d already out stripped his maker, Ren. Each vampire had unique powers. Brad’s power was especially unique, he was a Bull Vampire, an Alpha male. He had the ability to do what most other vampires couldn’t, he could reproduce.

There was another strange asset to his power however, he could also absorb the powers of others in certain circumstances. Brad had so far absorbed the power of other female vampires after mating them, and he had absorbed the power from a male vampire whom he had killed.

He had absorbed the power of Day Walking from the first female vampire that he had reproduced with, Lana Chow. Lana was a ‘blood bitch’ for the Harker Clan, a rival vampire family.

Next he had absorbed ‘Carving’ the ability to shape one’s body and the bodies of those around you. He’d absorbed this power from Kawasabi. Kawasabi was a centurion vampire who also worked for the Harker Clan. He’d come after Brad after he’d discovered he’d reproduced with his slave Lana.

Brad had destroyed Kawasabi with almost no effort at all, and he’d since inherited his power. Carving seemed mostly superficial, but Brad realized there might be instances where he could use the power to his advantage in a fight.

His last power was Second Sight. Which he absorbed from his maker Ren. Ren’s power was unique to her alone, and it granted her the ability to see the genetic potential of future vampires. Ren could see whether or not future humans were worth converting or not. Most of the time humans weren’t worth converting, they’d just end up as junk vampires.

Brad hadn’t used this power so far, but now, as he looked upon his writhing group of loyal servants, something strange occurred in his vision.

He stared at the group, and the girl closest to him seemed to have some strange Fuchsia film hovering over her body.

“You there.” Brad pushed his voice through the carriage, into her mind. The woman pulled her mouth from the pussy of another nun, looking up at him instantly.

“My lord?”

“Come to me.”

She rose and stepped across the carriage, tip toeing through the writhing mass of naked bodies. Once in front of Brad she knelt in front of him. Brad didn’t really understand how his second sight power worked, but he could sense that there was something different about this girl. He placed his hand on her shoulder and took a deep breath. He closed his eyes and sought for the second sight within him.

“Come on.” Brad spoke to himself. He could sense that there was something different about this girl. He couldn’t explain how. He just knew.

He found the second sight power, channeled it from within him and worked the power into her body. That’s when the vision woke within him.

Brad saw the girl standing in a dark room, a pale white spotlight illuminating her overhead. A moment later red spears burst from the shadows, threatening to pierce her skin. The girl twisted and span as the spears flew forward one after another, her body moving with imperceptible foresight. It was almost as if she knew what was going to happen next.

That’s when Brad realized what her power was.

He opened his eyes and pulled his hand away from her shoulder.

“You can see into the future.” He said.

“Master?” The girl asked, currently unaware of her own powers.

“The future. You can see it. Not much, only a few seconds…but still…”

Brad stared open eyed at his latest creation. Her power was a strong one, and one that would be very beneficial for him to have. If he mated her and turned her into a vampire, he would take her power too.

“What is your name woman?” Brad brushed his hand down the woman’s jaw.

“Sasha, my lord.”

“Sasha. I’d like to make you a vampire. What do you make of that?”

“But lord, I can’t - I’m a woman of God.”

“I am your God now. That’s all that matters.”

Brad wrapped his hand around her waist, pulling her onto his lap. The woman gasped as he pushed the hard tip of his cock against her pussy.

Brad’s eyes burst with black. His lips curled back, revealing the white knives that were his teeth. His cock pushed inside of her, as his teeth sliced through her skin.

She rode him as he drank, taking his fill, and as he drank he burst, filling her once again with volumes of his molten cum.

*

“You are unbelievable.” Vlad shook his head at Brad as they stepped from the carriage that had taken them up to the castle entrance.

“You would deny me a slave as precious as this one?” Brad gestured towards Sasha.

“You’ve barely been a Vampire a week. You shouldn’t be turning people yet.”

“So it’s alright for me to make a vampire army with my dick. But I can’t use my mouth. Is that right?”

“Enough.” Ren stepped between them, distilling the argument. “Let’s just focus on introducing Brad to the rest of the clan. Come on.”

They were stood in front of a castle, that towered overhead like a giant. Brad looked up in wonder at the seemingly endless rows of spires and towers. They were somewhere up in the mountains, on a peak that overlooked a valley below. Brad turned back to the castle, looking at the monumental oak doors. The wood was dark, covered in intricate carvings and dark brushed steel. It was all decidedly Gothic.

Cliche, but hardcore. Brad thought to himself as Ren lifted the large metal ring and brought it to the door three times.

The doors opened inward simultaneously, groaning heavily on their ancient hinges. They opened to reveal a woman with long black hair, standing in a blood red robe.

“Vlad, Ren!”

“Clarissa!” The vampires came together like old friends, Vlad and Ren pressing their lips against her hand in respect.

“Clarissa I’d like you to meet Brad.” Ren turned to Brad.

“Brad, Brad, Brad.” Clarissa shook her head with wonder. She approached, seeming to glide across the floor. She kissed the air on Brad’s cheeks. Brad kissed her hand out of respect and was surprised to feel his body invigorated with strength and energy.

Clarissa laughed at his reaction.

“I’m a Serpent my dear, I can give and take energy. Touch me and you’re rejuvenated. Be touched and I’ll drain you.”

“An impressive power.” Brad said, nodding in respect.

“Not nearly as impressive as yours my dear.” Clarissa glided across the floor from Brad to Sasha, marveling at her full belly.

“And who is this one?”

“Sasha, m’lady.” Sasha spoke timidly.

Clarissa turned back to Vlad and Ren. “You made no mention of this one. You said there were only three.”

“There were.” Vlad said tersely. “Brad let himself loose on a group of women, and he decided to turn this one.”

Clarissa laughed shortly and then concern washed over her face. “Oh dear. Darling you really shouldn’t do that.” She looked at Sasha. “She’s probably junk. Poor thing won’t live out the week.”

“She’s not. I checked her with the second sight first. She can see the future. As can I.”

Shock seemed to sweep over Clarissa’s face. “Wait…what?”

“He’s not just a Bull.” Ren explained. “At least we think anyway. He seems to be absorbing the powers of female vampires he mates, and male vampires whom he kills.”

“But Ren my dear…” Clarissa looked from Ren to Brad. “You have Second Sight, does that mean…”

Ren dropped her head in embarrassment. Clarissa floated over to her and pulled back the large duster Ren had worn to cover her belly.

“My, my…” Clarissa looked back at Brad, her eyes filled with wonder. “You really have been busy haven’t you?”

“Busy making junk.” Vlad said. “We need to control him, we can’t let him keep running around like this.”

“Isn’t the what you wanted Vlad?” Brad laughed. “An army? I’m just giving you what you wanted.”

“An army of junk vampires?”

“She’s not junk.” Brad growled, feeling himself getting annoyed now. “Prove it Ren.”

“Brad please.”

“Prove it.” Brad flared his voice, using his intention on his maker.

Ren obeyed her creation, using her eyes upon Sasha.

“It’s true.” She said a moment later. “She can see the future slightly. …Brad has absorbed it too.”

Clarissa’s eyes bulged further.

“I knew a Vampire once with that power. It is called Glimmer. Very rare. The ability to see the future slightly.”

Everyone stood for a moment, regarding Brad.

“Very well.” Clarissa said, breaking the silence. “This has been quite the introduction. Let us go meet Eric and the others, they’re all dying to meet you.”

Clarissa floated into the large Gothic hallway behind her, the group following as she proceeded. As they walked the doors closed behind them, sealing them within the Castle walls.

*

The group proceeded through a labyrinth of dark and twisted stone corridors, following Clarissa all the while. Eventually they emerged into a large throne room, which resembled a cathedral having been emptied of all furniture. As they walked the length of the throne room, Brad stared in amazement at the tall stone arches in the high ceiling above. Every stone was the same dusty blood red color, which made for quite the effect.

They walked upon a red velvet carpet, which stopped in front of a small stone staircase. On top of the stairs there was a platformed section, upon which were a group of vampires. In the middle of the group there was a white haired vampire upon a throne, to his left there was a male vampire, hulking with muscle, and to his right there were two female vampires.

“Vlad, Ren, finally!”

The male vampire on the throne stood, and came down the small stair case to greet his visitors. After a brief hello with his old vampire friends, he turned to the two new visitors, Brad and Sasha.

“You must Brad.” The pale haired vampire held his hand out and Brad took it. “I’m Eric, Eric Valentine, leader of the Fangs Clan. I’ve heard a lot about you.”

“Likewise sir.” Brad said. “It’s an honor to meet you.”

“And who is this?” Eric turned his attention to Sasha.

Brad opened his mouth to explain, but Clarissa interjected first.

“Brad has been very busy it seems.”

She explained what she had learned upon greeting the visitors to Eric. After listening Eric stared at Brad with renewed interest.

“Very good. Very good indeed. It seems that you have been busy young Brad.”

Eric turned from Brad, walking back up the staircase to his throne. Ren looked back at Brad and gestured for him to follow. They all ascended the stairs, stopping at the top, just in front of the throne.

“You’ve done good work, Vlad, Ren. You can come back to live at the castle now should you wish.”

“Thank you sir.” Vlad said the words kindly.

“Brad it’s clear that you’re going to be a very important asset to us. You will play a big part in helping us topple Mona and the Harker clan.”

Brad clenched his fists.

“No disrespect sir, but I am more than just an asset.”

Eric didn’t move a muscle at Brad’s dissent, but the rest of the room seemed to stir with tension.

“Really? And I suppose you propose a plan of your own?”

“I don’t know much about this battle, but it’s clear to me that if you’re losing, you need to change your strategy.”

“Agreed. Who will be the person to change that? You?”

“I can absorb power. I can take out Mona. I need you to tell me everything about her that you can, then I will go.”

Eric laughed this time.

“I’m a fan of your eagerness Brad, but you very much have the character of a new vampire. Look at the Castle above you. These stones are held together with cement mixed from the powder of my enemy’s bones. These towers, these spires, it’s all a living testament to my power. A graveyard of my victory eternal.”

“Your point being?”

Eric pushed himself out of his chair and stopped to stand in front of Brad.

“Mona is my sister, and she is much more powerful than I. You think you can take me? Try it, and I’ll give you leave to take on my sister. But…”

Brad honed in on his latest power, the Glimmer. He felt that something monumental was about to happen. He tried to prepare himself, but it was no use.

Red fire swelled across his entire body, lifting him from off the floor, the he was flung back across the far room, until he crashed high against the far wall at the opposite end. Before he even had time to react, the power was on him again, dragging him back to the spot where he had been initially.

Brad came back down to the earth, crashing to the floor on his hands and knees, his chest heaved as he stood up slowly, looking at Eric in bewilderment.

“Telekinesis. My sole power.” Eric explained. “One of the rarest of all. Mona has that too. Except hers is stronger - and here’s the real punchline, that’s just one of her many powers.”

Brad winced, stretching the pain from out of his body.

“You mean…?”

“Yes. She absorbs powers, just as you do. She’s a female Bull. She’s you, except she has 1000 years of experience. You have no hope.”

Brad was quiet for a moment, everyone else watching in awe at the exchange between himself and Eric. Brad took a deep breath and looked Eric in the eye.

“Try me again.”

Eric laughed. “What?”

“Use your power again.”

Brad twisted his boots into the stone floor. Now he knew what Eric’s power felt like, he could try to deflect it.

“Very well, but I do not see what use it is.”

Heat flared over Brad’s body again, and he felt Eric pushing the telekinesis on him. It didn’t grip him nearly as strong this time however.

“But!” Shock passed over Eric’s face. “How can you?”

Brad steeled himself against the waves of fire coursing through his body. He could tell that Eric was attempting to launch him across the throne room once more, but he was resisting. Brad closed his eyes, looked deep down within himself and felt the source of Eric’s power. He took the source, grabbing hold of the faintest strand with his mind. He twisted it, and started pushing back.

“No!” Eric hissed, resisting as he realized that Brad was trying to turn his power against him. He knew he wasn’t strong enough to do it, but it was a message. A show of strength. It proved that he was willing to fight.

The heat disappeared completely as Eric turned the power off.

“Fair enough Brad. An impressive display of strength for such a young vampire, but be warned, Mona is still much stronger than I am. You might have a chance with her one day, but it will take time.”

Eric turned away from Brad, sitting back on his throne once more.

“So?” Brad said. “Will you help me or not? I don’t want to sit around waiting while Mona destroys the rest of this clan. She already sent Kawasabi after me.”

Eric looked at Clarissa for explanation.

“Centurion.” Clarissa explained. “Medium rank in the Harker clan.”

“Ah.” Eric nodded his head as he faintly remembered. “It’s impressive that you killed a centurion, but Mona and I are over a thousand years old. We are much stronger. I can attempt to train, I can attempt to help you gain strength, but I give nothing for free Brad.”

“What are you saying?”

Eric looked over to the two girls on his right.

“Lux, Phoebe. Come here.”

The girls stepped forward. They were of similar stature, both beautiful, once with white hair, the other with black.

“Brad, I like you to meet Lux & Phoebe, my personal body guards.”

Brad stared at the girls silently, and they stared back.

“If you can beat them, then I will grant you the help you want to try and take on Mona. Be warned though, they are very formidable. Vlad informed me that you can absorb power. Can you see theirs?”

Brad attempted to look inside of Lux and Phoebe, stretching his sight to see their power.

“I can’t quite make it out.” Brad said. “Something to do with time?”

“Almost.” Eric smiled. “Show him, girls.”

The girls stepped forward. The white haired girl, Lux, spoke first.

“I can go fast.”

A second later she was gone, and a flesh shaped blur was thundering around the walls of the throne room a dozen times over, streaking across the great room like a blurred ribbon. Everyone turned as they attempted to follow her. Finally she stopped in the place she had been originally standing, but this time she was holding a glass vase.

Now the other girl spoke, the dark haired girl, Phoebe.

Lux handed the vase to Phoebe.

“And I can go slow.”

Phoebe let the vase fall to the ground. The moment the vase hit the floor, time seemed to slow, and Brad watched in amazement as the vase broke into a spinning cloud of a thousand glass pieces. The girl waved her hand a second later and the glass finished breaking in normal time.

Eric cleared his throat from behind. “Defeat them and we’ll help you Brad.”

“And if I lose?”

“I’ll imprison you and keep you for your power for the rest of your life. I’ll get my army either way.”

“Very well.” Brad said nodding his head. “When do we start?”

The girls looked back at their master. Eric looked past them at Brad. “Now. Get him.”

*

Lux was the first to strike, launching herself at Brad like a woman possessed. Before he could realize what was happening, her hands were smashing into his face a thousand times a minute, driving him back across the great throne room. When Lux finally broke away, Brad looked up to see she had pushed him nearly halfway back across the hall.

He saw Lux standing back in her original starting position. He held a hand to his face and saw blood on his palms.

Okay Brad. Brad thought to himself as he walked back to the girls. Clearly she’s much too fast for you to fight. You have to try and avoid her somehow.

He cycled through his powers mentally. There was his Intention, the base power that all vampires possessed, the power to control others through your words.

Then there was his mating power, but that wasn’t useful in a fighting situation. Brad could think of only two powers that might be useful. Carving, and his his latest power, Glimmer.

He stopped in front of the girls, trying to think of a plan. He would use his intention first to control them, and then -

Brad opened his mouth to utter a command, he knew that if he could force his intention on them, he could control them. Before he could utter a word however Lux was on him again, smashing her fists into his face a thousand times a minute.

She broke away and Brad roared in fury. “Fuck!”

He looked up and saw the blurred ribbon that was Lux’s body thundering around the throne room.

Interesting. Brad thought. Lux didn’t seem to be able to stop very quickly. He walked back to the girls once more, both smiling at him sardonically.

“Give up yet Brad?” Lux taunted.

“So soon?” Brad jibed. “We’re just getting started.”

The smile fell from Lux’s face. “Suit yourself.”

Brad looked inside of himself, grasping at his Glimmer. He used the power and saw Lux’s next attack. She was going to launch herself at him, predictably, but he saw something else too. Phoebe was using her power on Brad to slow him down.

So that’s why I can’t dodge. Brad thought.

He brought himself back to the present, aware what he had to do win.

Lux launched at Brad, and he stepped to the side with ease. He could sense that Phoebe’s power had a very narrow range of focus. He brought his hand to his arms, cleaving it into a giant pillar of flesh with the density of concrete. As he side stepped Lux he swung his arm into the side of her head, smashing her into the field of Phoebe’s slowing power.

The girls’ eyes both bulged simultaneously as they realized what Brad had done. Lux fell to the floor in slow motion, and Phoebe stood arms out stretched, her power locked to her friend.

The whole counter attack took place in the space of the second, but it was the only second that Brad needed.

“Surrender to me, now.” Brad flared his direction at both the girls.

“Never!” Phoebe shouted, “We only serve Eric!”

Brad took a deep breath, summoning all his strength. He breathed out and spoke calmly.

“Now.”

For a moment, their eyes seemed to glaze over, and then they were on their knees, waiting before Brad.

“We are yours master. We serve you.”

The sound of solitary clapping filled the room. Brad looked up to see Eric had stood from his throne, and was applauding Brad’s win.

“Very good, Brad, very good. Now - mate them.”

“What?” Brad looked at Eric confused.

“You’ve demonstrated your ability to conduce yourself in combat. Now demonstrate your other ability. Mate them.”

Brad turned his attention down on the two women.

“Yes my lord!” Lux crowed. “Mate us, please mate us!”

“Very well.” Brad growled the words, more of a slave to his own power’s desire than Eric’s command. “Strip naked, both of you.”

The girls did so, pulling clothes from one another in a fevered struggle. A few moments later, they were both knelt before Brad, groping at themselves naked.

“Very good.” Brad said, sinking his teeth into his bottom lip. He dropped his trousers to the floor, whipping his cock out. “Suck it.” He looked at Phoebe, the better looking of the two. She nodded keenly and threw herself forward, wrapping her ruby red lips around his thick shaft.

“That’s right.” Brad breathed pleasure from his nose as Phoebe thrust her mouth up and down the length of his cock. “Worship my cock. Worship me.”

“Yes my lord!” Phoebe moaned around his shaft as she pushed fingers between her legs. “Yes!”

Brad felt his cock swell as he looked down on the beauty, his pleasure cresting within him. He exploded, his cum bursting onto her tongue, into her mouth and down her throat. Ever since Brad’s fertility power had awoken, his emissions had become much more voluminous. He clutched his fingers through Phoebe’s hair, clamping her onto his dick as he filled her mouth with pints of her cum.

A minute later, he had finally finished cumming inside her mouth. She’d tried to drink it all down, but it had proved too much, and torrents of his seed had spilled forth from her lips, dribbling down her throat and onto her tits.

“She’s full now.” Brad announced to the room, pushing Phoebe to one side. “You, on your knees.” He pointed at Lux, who followed the command immediately.

He knelt down behind her, his eyes bulging as he stared at her throbbing pink cunt. He smoothed his hands over the fullness of her ass, pushing his Carving power out of his fingers to make it a little more full. Lux gasped in delight at his magic touch.

“Yes my lord…” She moaned. “Fuck me, fuck me hard.”

Brad pushed the power into his shaft, making his cock twice it’s normal girth. He shuffled forward on the old floral carpet that ran the length of the room, pushing the tip of his cock into her wet folds.

“Yes, yes!”

The white haired girl moaned in delight as he eased himself inside of her, until the full length of his magnum cock bottomed out in her. Brad’s eyes glazed over with the manic black that they always did when he was in Bull mode. He was possessed now by his power, there was nothing he could to do to stop himself until he filled her cunt with his seed.

Within a minute, Brad found himself pounding his cock inside of her tight cunt, slamming himself forward over and over again, cleaving her tight wetness in two. Lux was cumming hard beneath him, barely able to contain her pleasure.

“Yes, Yes, harder!”

She came hard, and her orgasm brought Brad to his own resolution. His cock burst, volumes of his thick and virile seed spilling forth, lining the walls of her cunt.

He pulled out halfway through and turned his attention on Phoebe, who was writhing on the floor, massaging her hands over her cum soaked breasts.

“Just to make sure.” Brad pulled her toward him by her legs, pushed his cock inside of her her pussy and finished cumming in her. The act brought Phoebe to another climax immediately.

A moment later, Brad’s power thirst was satiated, and he pulled away, collapsing on the floor beside the girls. They all lay there for a minute or two, the girls mewing in delight as their lust drunk bodies processed their orgasms.

“Very good.”

Brad looked up to see Eric standing in front of them.

“And they are…?” He broke off at Brad nodding.

“Yes, I’ll prove it. Girls, come here.”

Both the girls did so, kneeling beside Brad on the floor. He placed his palms on their bellies, making each of them swell underneath his hands.

Eric’s eyes bulged in amazement.

“So it’s true… you really are a Bull.”

“And now I have the powers or your bodyguards.” Brad stood, feeling the new power swell within him.

“Now - why don’t we get to work on taking out Mona?”

“Fair enough.” Eric conceded. “You’ve more than proved yourself. We’ll start work immediately tomorrow. We’ll raise an army. Within ten years we’ll have developed your power far enough to take on Mona.”

Brad turned from Eric, laughing to himself. He took a few steps from the crowd that considered themselves his contemporaries, but Brad knew the truth.

He turned back to them.

“Ten years? That’s cute. But I have nowhere near that amount of patience.”

“It’s necessary for the army. We need to raise them…”

“No.” Brad cut Eric off. “Save the army. That’s for the world. I’ll take out Mona, and I’ll do it myself.”

Eric shook his head.

“It would take ten years with an army, a thousand without.”

“A thousand?” Brad laughed. “I’ll have her on her knees by the end of the week.”
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