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Brad was turned for one reason and one reason only. He’s a breeding vampire, a stud, an alpha male. He has the ability to do the one thing that other vampires can’t do - he can reproduce.

The more that Brad pushes his new powers, the more he realizes the true scope of his raw alpha ability. He’s not the only one to notice however, and soon he draws the wrath of a creature that should be able to kill him with ease.

Another day, another conquest. And with every new battle Brad’s powers only grow greater. Now Brad has discovered another weapon in his breeding arsenal. Not only can he impregnate any woman that he desires, but he can sculpt them too, transforming and shaping their bodies until they’re fertile perfection…


Fertile Fangs 3:

Alpha Master


“Please, don’t hurt me.”

“Don’t worry.” Brad laughed, smoothing his hands on the young girl’s ass. “I’ll play nice.”

The girl let out a gasp as Brad pushed his cock inside of her wet pussy. Vlad and Ren would be irate if they could see him now, dirtying their blood slaves for his own wicked purposes.

The slave spread her legs on the floor, giving Brad more room to fuck her pussy.

“My name is-”

“I don’t care what your name is.” Brad snarled as he fucked her from behind. He tightened his grip on her small waist and thrust into her harder. Small gasps of pleasure escaped her lips. Brad didn’t know how long she’d been locked up here in the church, but he figured the poor girl deserved some rest. All the blood slaves did for that matter. As he looked around the basement he saw the rest of the girls watching him, half out of fear and half out of intrigue. He’d have them all full and dripping before he left. There was something he’d take from them in exchange however.

“Ahh!” The girl gasped in pain as Brad sunk his teeth into her neck, hammering her pussy from behind as he did so. He sucked three or four mouthfuls from her, not so much to make the poor girl die. The act brought the girl to orgasm, and she slapped her hand on the cold stone floor as Brad erupted inside her.

He pulled out, breath heaving, staring at her pale body in the cold darkness. He knelt there for a moment, watching as his seed dripped from her throbbing pussy. The girl rolled over onto her side and collapsed on the floor.

“You know if you keep contaminating these blood slaves, then we’ll have to lock you up.”

Brad laughed, zipped his trousers up and turned to face the voice. He saw Vlad in the basement doorway, staring at him incredulous.

“I can’t help it that you have all these delicious virgins down here.” Brad pushed a hand through his hair, scanning his eyes across the dark dungeon. “You’re just jealous that you can’t fuck.”

“I can fuck perfectly fine.” Vlad’s voice was terse as he walked into the room.

“Fucking without an orgasm hardly seems worth it.”

Brad was a rarity of his kind, he was a breeding vampire, and alpha male, a stud. One of the few vampires that could actually breed with humans, and as Brad recently discovered, vampires too.

“Having a dungeon full of contaminated cows hardly seems worth it either.” Vlad stepped to Brad, closing the distance between them.

“Jesus Vlad, they’re fucking humans. Stop calling them cows.”

“They’re cows. We keep them for blood and nothing else. Once you fuck them you ruin the taste of their blood.”

“Whatever.” Brad walked around Vlad, brushing his shoulder as he did so.

“Just remember who you are Brad.” Vlad’s words caused Brad to turn around.

“And who am I?”

“You’re barely two days old. You’re barely a child, and heck, lord knows you’re acting like one. Ren and I could punish you if we wanted to. And we will, if you carry on taking liberties like this.”

Brad stepped to Vlad and stopped an inch from his face.

“So do it.”

Brad knew that is power had already far outstripped Vlad and Ren. In general, vampires became more powerful the older they got. There was also the issue of Brad disobeying Ren, his maker. Brad should have felt a magnetic obligation to obey everything his maker said, but already he’d proved that wasn’t the case.

“You might be stronger than we thought you would be.” Vlad swallowed. “But that doesn’t mean you’re the strongest vampire in our coven, not by far.”

“Let me meet the rest of them.” Brad chuckled. “I’m sure we’ll find out who’s the strongest soon.”

Vlad swallowed at something in his throat, and Brad could sense it was something that was already concerning Vlad.

“You’ll meet them soon enough, once we think you’re…”

Vlad’s sentence faded away and his eyes filled with dark. His attention was focused on something behind Brad. Brad turned to look into the darkness.

“What?” He looked back at Vlad confused. Vlad pushed past Brad, falling to his knees at the floor of one of the slaves. He looked back at Brad with a vicious look on his face.

“You killed her!”

“What?!”

Vlad pushed the girl over onto her back, exposing her large breasts. “…wait a minute. This doesn’t look like one that I collected.”

Vlad had explained his process for selecting blood slaves, or cows as he affectionately referred to them. The girls had to be young, at least eighteen, and still be virgins. More often than not the girls were of small stature, with flat chests and rakish bodies. Brad had thought this was just Vlad’s ‘type’, but after sampling the blood of several different women, they did seem to taste better this way.

“Odd.” Vlad mused. “She’s definitely one of ours. I remember her face. But her body didn’t look like this…”

“I haven’t touched her.” Brad held his hands up. “I only drank from that one over there.”

“Then who…”

Suddenly, a strange voice came from the darkness, at the other end of the basement.

“Do you know how poor your security is?” The voice said. Brad turned to see an Asian man walking out the shadows. The man had one of Vlad’s blood slaves in his arms.

“Kawasabi.” Vlad rose to his feet and came to stand by Brad. “What the fuck are you doing here?”

Brad watched as Kawasabi ignored Vlad, sinking his teeth into the neck of the quivering girl in his arms. He drank deep and fast, taking every last drop. Brad watched as she lost consciousness in his arms, extremely close to death. He pulled his mouth from the girl, wiping the back of his hand across his blood soaked lips.

“Thought I’d drop by. Your blood slaves are awful thin Vlad. I prefer my girls a little…”

Kawasabi brought his hands to the girls small breasts and grasped them. A white light flowed from his palms, making the girls breast swell in size. Brad’s eyes bulged as he watched the man work his power. “…bigger.”

“Fucking right on!” Brad cheered, causing both Kawasabi and Vlad to look at him in confusion.

“What? It’s pretty awesome.”

“How the fuck did you get in here Kawasabi?” Vlad said. “It’s the middle of the day. You should be a steak by now.”

“What?” Kawasabi dropped the girl to the floor, stepping toward Vlad and Brad. “Didn’t you hear? I’m a day walker now. New power came in the other day. Your boy got upgraded.”

Brad looked at Vlad confused. “Upgraded?”

“Doesn’t your boy know Vlad?” Kawasabi tutted.

“He’s only two days old. I haven’t had chance to explain yet.”

Brad popped an eyebrow, feeling extremely out of the loop.

“Explain what?”

Vlad sighed and faced him.

“All Vampires have inherit power, that much you know. But as we get older we can develop other powers too. It takes time and many years of dedicated focus, but it’s possible.” Vlad turned back to Kawasabi. “It must have taken you a long time to become a day walker.”

“It’s no big deal.” Kawasabi shrugged the feat off as if it was nothing. “Still, it’s not as useful as my original power.”

“Please.” Vlad laughed to himself. “You’re a Carver. You’re basically photoshop on legs.”

Brad laughed, while Kawasabi seemed unimpressed. “There’s more to it than that. Not that I’d expect you to understand. Seer.”

Vlad’s was a Seer, someone who could communicate with others telepathically and also speak with vampires of days gone by.

“I’ve spoken to plenty of dead Carver’s Kawasabi. They’re all the same. They either spent their life inflating their muscles or sculpting sex slaves.

Kawasabi ground his teeth, causing Brad to smirk. He could tell that Vlad’s comments were getting under his skin.

“Was there a reason for your visit? I’m sure Moana would love to hear that you’re fraternizing with the enemy.”

“This one.” Kawasabi nodded at Brad with scorn in his eyes. “I followed him here tonight. He’s been jumping around town like an idiot. He’s making too much noise, and-”

“And?” Vlad asked.

“He fucked Lana.”

Vlad looked at Brad, impressed. “Lana Chow? Nice.”

Brad had fucked and impregnated Lana two nights previous, discovering for the first time that his breeding powers extended beyond humans, and that he could impregnate vampires too.

“She swore she wouldn’t tell.” Brad gritted his teeth.

“Kawasabi is her maker.” Vlad explained. “He would have been able to tell either way.”

“That’s right. Your fucking scent was all over her. I nearly staked her through the heart myself, but I didn’t. She’s in the cells at Moana’s castle.”

Brad clenched his fists. He had seduced and fucked Lana despite her being his superior, and he had impregnated her with the aim of making her his spy. She was nothing more to him than a pawn, but the though of Kawasabi mistreating his property made Brad fucking angry.

“So I came here to kill your little Bull. That’s right. She told me what you are. After I tortured her.” Kawasabi stared at Brad, sneering. “I’d suggest you get out of here Vlad, unless you want me tear your little pet apart.”

“You’ll do no such thing.”

Everyone turned to face the voice. Ren walked in from behind Brad and Vlad, standing between them.

“You’re not supposed to be here Kawasabi, so why don’t you get out before this turns nasty.”

“It’s already too late for that.” Kawasabi growled. “I’m not leaving until your boy here is dead.”

“We’re not going to let you kill a Bull.” Vlad snarled. “He’s too precious.”

“All the more reason to kill him.” Kawasabi sneered. “I’m done talking. You can all fry.”

Kawasabi smashed his fists together, white light pulsing across the dark basement. Brad could see that Kawasabi was using his Carving power on himself. His fists and forearms grew to the size of sledge hammers. Before Brad could react, Vlad and Ren launched off the ground,  hurtling through the air toward Kawasabi. Kawasabi held his arms out straight and then opened them, knocking Vlad and Ren to opposite sides of the basement.

“Did you forget that I have several hundred years on both of you? Stay out of this!”

Vlad and Ren jumped back up to their feet simultaneously, their faces filled with thunder. Within a second they were in the air again, fangs pointed out at Kawasabi.

Once again Kawasabi smashed them out of the air with his mammoth hands. Brad stood there froze to the spot, watching the exchange. Brad had only been in one fight so far, and that was with Lana. Watching Kawasabi, he could already sense that he was much more powerful.

Vlad and Ren crumpled against opposite sides of the basement once more.

“I’ve had enough of this.” Kawasabi crouched over, placing both his fists on the ground and then he swung his whole body up, smashing his fists through the basement ceiling. Light from the church windows upstairs flooded through the ceiling immediately, forming a bright wall of light around Kawasabi.

“You’re a fucking coward.” Vlad snarled. “Step out of the light and fight us in the dark.”

“Don’t be jealous now.”

Kawasabi walked through the basement, dragging his arms above up as he went, tearing down the ceiling and expanding the wall of light. He stalked toward Brad, with murder in his eyes.

Brad backed away from the light, looking for an exit. The only door out of the basement was on the far corner. Kawasabi and his approaching wall of death were the one thing standing between it.

“No!” Ren cried as she watched Kawasabi close the distance between Brad and the back wall of the basement.

Brad stepped back as Kawasabi stalked forward smirking. He looked around trying to figure a way out, trying to find a way to stop this. If he didn’t think fast he’d be dead. He took another step back, and felt the stone wall touch him. There was no where left to run, and Kawasabi was only seconds away now.

“Too bad we had to meet like this Brad. It feels like an awful waste having to kill a Bull. Still…”

Kawasabi swung his arms forward, ripping through the last of the ceiling. Sunlight burst down, illuminating Brad.

Brad threw his arms over himself out of instinct, crumbling to the floor. He hunched over, eyes closed, breath racing out of his nostrils. He waited for the fire that would consume.

He waited, and nothing happened. Brad opened a solitary eye cautiously and saw that he wasn’t on fire.

“What the fuck…” Kawasabi stared down at Brad indignant. “He’s not a bull at all! He’s a day walker!” Kawasabi turned away from Brad, laughing.

What the hell. Brad stared at his hands in amazement. He knew he hadn’t been a day walker a few days ago. He had been caught in the fringe of a sunrise. He had felt it scorch his skin. So what had changed since then?

“Brad!” Ren shouted across the basement from her shade of safety. “Are you alright? How are you alive?!”

“I don’t know.” Brad said frankly.

“Brad!” Brad turned at Vlad’s voice. “I need to ask you something, and it’s very important. When you fucked Lana the other day, did you impregnate her?”

Kawasabi’s laughter stopped immediately and he flashed eyes of fire at Brad. “Not even a Bull can do that. Vampires can’t get pregnant.”

“Well…” Brad brushed his hand across the back of his head awkwardly. “…actually.”

“Actually he can.” Vlad said. “I didn’t think he could but… well. Brad continues to surprise us everyday.” Vlad looked at Brad a different way now, almost as if he looked up to him.

“Vampires can’t breed vampires!” Kawasabi roared the words, his frustration bleeding through the air.

“He can.” Vlad said, his voice etched with awe. “And he absorbs the power of whichever vampire he impregnates.”

“No…” Kawasabi’s hands shrank down to normal size and he clutched at his temples. “Not Lana… no.”

“Sorry dude.” Brad laughed. “But I knocked your girlfriend up. Get over it.”

Kawasabi lifted his head slowly to look at brad. “The light might not be able to kill you day walker, but I still can. Prepare to die!”

Kawasabi launched at Brad, grabbing him by the throat. Brad choked as he felt Kawasabi’s grip tighten around his neck, threatening to crush his windpipe.

The intruder whipped his arms behind him, throwing Brad across the basement, crashing into the wall on the opposite side. The stone wall exploded in a cloud of dust and rock as Brad smashed into it. A moment later Brad was on his feet again, shaking the attack off.

Fuck. Brad thought to himself. That kind of hurt.

He looked up to see Kawasabi launching through the air toward him, ready to make his killing blow. Brad had really had enough of Kawasabi at this point, and decided to put a stop to it once and for all.

“Stop!” He bellowed the word, forcing it from his mouth like a lion would a roar. His energy rippled through the air, colliding with Kawasabi’s fury filled body, causing him to drop to the ground.

Silence filled the room, everyone staring in disbelief at the junior vampire who had just disabled a centurion.

“How the?!” Kawasabi rose to his feet timidly, staring at Brad in awe.

Brad stepped toward Kawasbi. He smirked upon seeing the fear in his eyes, which had been blood seething fury only a few moments before.

“This isn’t possible.” Kawasabi choked. “You’re only two days old, I’m nearly one hundred years, you shouldn’t be able…”

His voice trailed off, unable to process the thought out loud.

“Vlad tried to tell you that I’m not like the rest.” Brad stopped in front of the tyrant, who had been reduced to nothing more than a fool. “I’m the most powerful man that’s ever been born, and I’ll kill as many of you as possible, until everyone knows it.”

Kawasabi flinched at the word ‘kill’. Brad could tell the man was no longer himself. Brad’s simple but overwhelming power had broken him completely.

“Let me go.” Kawasabi pleaded. “You can have Lana. She’s yours.”

“You’re a coward.” Brad sneered. “Lana is already mine. You were just too stupid to realize it.”

“Don’t kill me, please.”

“Too late.”

Brad ushered every last ounce of his intention, summoning the power within himself that he used to make others do his bidding. He drew every inch up through his body, summoned it to his throat and pushed it out of his mouth like a bullet.

“Die.”

“No, no, no!” Kawasabi clutched at his skull in agony and his head exploded - showering the room in a torrent of blood, brain, and shattered bone.

Brad stood there with cool resolve on his face as he watched Kawasabi’s body drop to the stone floor.

“How on earth did you…”

Brad turned to see Ren staring at him in awe. “Word murder…that’s a power only possible by the absolute strongest powers…your intention shouldn’t be anywhere near that strong.”

“I think it’s becoming quickly apparent that Brad isn’t just some ordinary vampire.” Vlad said from the shadow on the other side. “I think it’s time we paid a visit to Eric.”

“Eric?” Brad turned his head at the name.

“Eric Valentine.” Ren explained. “The leader of the fangs clan.”

*

There was a perceptible shift in power after Brad murdered Kawasabi in front of Vlad and Ren. The vampires could tell the Bull that they had created had already far outstripped them in power. After Brad exploded Kawasabi’s head, he helped Vlad and Ren back up to the attic, where there was no sunlight. They stayed there sleeping until night time came about, when they could move about the church without worry.

“We’ll set off soon.” Ren said, sitting down beside Brad at the alter. “Vlad is just calling ahead, letting Eric know that we’re going to show up.”

“This Eric…” Brad said, looking at his maker. He still couldn’t get over the beauty of the girl. “You say he’s the leader of Fangs?”

Brad looked into Ren’s eyes and she looked away quickly. He could tell that she was afraid of her creation. He could tell that she didn’t want to risk the power of his intention.

“Eric? Yes. He formed the Fangs Coven five hundred years after his old coven went separate ways.”

“What happened?”

“Some ancient feud.” Ren rolled her eyes. “It would take days to explain. Put simply, Eric has a sister called Moana. They are twins. Something happened between them that drove them apart. Eric formed the Fangs Coven and Moana formed the Harker Coven.”

“But that’s…”

“Yes.” Ren looked up at Brad. “The clan that we’re at war with.”

“This Eric. Is he your maker?”

“Eric? Make me?” Ren laughed, shaking her head. “No. Vlad and I were made by an older vampire who has passed now. He was a good friend of Eric’s. Eric’s power is far beyond that of any vampire I’ve ever known.” She looked at Brad, sensing the question he was going to ask. “Yes. Even you.”

Brad rolled his eyes. “Does that make you and Vlad…”

“We’re like brother and sister.” Ren explained. Brad breathed a sigh of relief, although he wasn’t sure why. He’d simply assumed that Ren and Vlad had been a couple. Knowing that Ren wasn’t Vlad’s… that changed everything.

“Your power is different however. Not only are you a bull, but you have the ability so absorb the powers of vampires that you impregnate too. I’ve never heard of that before. I should have seen it.”

Ren’s ability was unique. She had the power to see inside other vampires, or humans, and see what their potential abilities were.

“I looked at you on a surface level, and I saw your power. There’s more to you though. Much more than that. It’s like I’m standing on a thin pane of glass looking down into an abyss. I can’t see an end to it, and it frightens me.”

“Something happened down in the basement.” Brad said suddenly. “I haven’t told you or Vlad yet, because I wasn’t sure. After I killed Kawasabi I felt something. I think I absorbed a part of his power too.”

Ren’s eyes bulged. “What? But that’s…that’s simply not-”

“How many times are you and Vlad going to tell me something isn’t possible, only for me to prove you wrong a second later?”

“Good point.” Ren said. “You think you absorbed his Carving ability? But how can we know?”

“Well…let’s find out.”

He turned to face the young girl. The girl that had made him. The girl that he had wanted to fuck ever since he had laid eyes on her.

Ren straightened, frightened. “What are you doing to do?”

Vlad looked into her eyes and spoke with intention. “Pull your dress down.”

Ren nodded quietly. She was wearing a strapless black dress, which billowed down around her body like a waterfall of sleek oil. She bunched the lace fabric into her palms and pulled down, sliding the fabric over her small breasts.

Brad stared down at her naked chest, his pupils blowing at the sight of her small, but perfectly pale chest.

“How old were you when you were turned?” Brad licked his lips, staring at her tiny nipples.

“Eighteen.” Ren answered. “It was my eighteenth birthday.”

“And how old are you now?”

“We don’t age. But I’ve been a vampire for forty years. Technically everyday of my life is my birthday.”

“Forty years and you’ve still got those tiny little breasts. I think it’s about time I changed that.”

He placed his hands on her cold breasts and squeezed them gently. Ren let out a gasp of pleasure. Her skin was smooth, and delicate, soft as paper. He looked at Ren and saw her biting her lip.

“Are you ready?”

She nodded, staring down at his hands.

Brad felt for the new power within his body, searching for the unfamiliar source of energy. He found it, pulled it out from within him and channeled it down his arms, out of his hands and into Ren’s chest.

It left the end of his fingers in the form of a faint white light, illuminating the dim air around them.

“It’s warm!” Ren gasped as the light flowed from Brad’s fingers, melting into her breasts. Brad’s eyes welled with excitement as he pushed the light out of him, pouring it into the young girl’s body.

Her breasts inflated under his palms, swelling upward and outward like two balloons filling with air. Ren’s breath raced as she stared down at her expanding breasts, flummoxed by the power of the man she had turned only two days earlier.

“It can’t be! It’s not…” She trailed off, remembering Brad’s advice about what was and wasn’t possible. He kept his palms firmly against her breasts as he poured his power into her, shaping and inflating her breasts until they had bloated to two perfect and heaving forms.

“There.” Brad took his hands away with a satisfied tone. “That’s probably enough for now. What do you think we’re at. C? D?”

Ren stared down at the unfamiliar chest, shaking her head in bewilderment.

“DD’s easily! It’s… it’s amazing! Thank you!”

She pulled her black dress up over herself, covering her new breasts. Ren and Brad stared at each for a moment in silence.

“Dressing yourself so soon?” Brad teased.

“I can… I can undress if that’s what you’d like.”

Fuck.

Brad felt every ounce of his un-dead blood drain from his body, rerouting itself to his dick. His shaft filled in his trousers immediately, standing to attention.

“I’d like that very much.” Brad nodded, encouraging her.

Ren stood up, looked around the empty church for no particular reason then set her sights back on Brad.

She pulled the dress back down, freeing the breasts that Brad had shaped just seconds before. Brad bit his lip as she undressed her self slowly, tugging the dress over her small hips, to let if finally drop to the floor. She stood before Brad baring her body, completely nude for him now.

“What would you have me do?”

Fuck yes.

Brad swallowed at something in his throat and took a deep breath. Only hours ago Ren had been his maker (in theory anyway), hearing her vocal submission for the first time made his cock throb with need for her.

“On your knees.” Brad growled, standing to his feet. Ren did as he said, lowering her small body to the floor, looking up at him in expectation. Brad unzipped his trousers and let them drop to the floor, stepping out of them as he walked toward the girl.

He didn’t have to use his intention to seduce her, he didn’t even have to tell he what to do. As soon as he was in front of Ren she grasped his length in her small hands and wrapped her mouth around him freely.

“Fuuuuuuck!” Brad gasped in pleasure as Ren bobbed her head back and forth along the shaft of his cock, taking him into her mouth completely. He looked down at the girl and groaned. She looked back up at him with her large dark eyes, her long black lashes batting as she swallowed him completely.

Brad sieved his fingers through her thick black hair and took a tight hold of her head. He guided her back and forth along his shaft, pumping her head faster and deeper.

Ren hummed in pleasure around his cock. Brad looked down and noticed she had slipped her fingers between her thighs and was rubbing herself as she sucked him. His body tensed at the sight, and he felt the pressure build within him. He was there, he was going to cum.

Ren slid his shaft into her mouth and held her lips against his base, sensing that his orgasm was near. He erupted a moment later, flooding her mouth with strings of molten hot semen. Ever since he’d become a bull, his ejaculation had grown in volume considerably, and now was no exception. He scrunched his fingers through her hair as he came, holding her against him firmly. He held there until he had nothing left to give. When he finally pulled away he must have easily blown half a pint of cum down her throat. She’d drank it all without missing a drop.

“You taste good master.” Ren’s timid voice echoed across the empty church. “My pussy, she would like to taste you one day too.”

The words send a jolt of electric down Brad’s spine and his dick went hard again instantly. Ren’s eyes bulged at the sight.

“But Brad…so soon?!”

“You forget that I’m a breeding vampire.” Brad laughed, pulling the girl to her feet and bending her over the alter. “I could fuck you all night if I wanted to…” He leaned forward, his breath growling into her ear. Ren shivered at his warmth, a sensation that she hadn’t felt in nearly forty years. “…and boy do I want to.”

He pushed himself inside of her without warning. Ren gasped in shock as she felt his oak cleaving her tiny pussy in two.

“Brad!” She shouted his name across the church and he clamped his hands around her mouth. He didn’t want Vlad coming down here to check if everything was alright. He wanted Ren all to himself, no interruptions.

Ren lowered herself against the alter, shifting her weight onto her elbows. She spread her legs apart, giving Brad better space to fuck her pussy.

He squeezed his fingers into the tight flesh of her waist, biting his lip as his cock glided in and out of her tiny hole.

With each thrust of his mating hips, a small gasp of pleasure trickled from her lips, bubbling into the night air like sin.

“That’s it.” Brad growled words of encouragement as the girl opened up and relaxed for the first time in her life. She might have been with vampires before Brad, but Brad knew that none on them would have fucked her like this. None of the others would have been able to make her cum.

He picked his pace up, slamming his cock and balls in to the back of her harder and faster. Ren’s gasps only got louder as Brad went faster, and he soon gave up on trying to quiet her excitement. He smoothed his hands across her ass as he pounded her and reminded himself that he could shape her anyway his heart desired.

He placed his palms against her rear as he thrust, pushing the transformation energy from his fingertips, into her naked behind. The light glowed under his hands as it flowed into her, filling her up like air.

“My… ass!” Ren grunted between his powerful thrusts, and he pushed the light into her until her ass had swollen four times in size. He peeled his hands away, marveling at his work, and decided it was finally time to grant her release.

“Cum.” Brad growled the words through the air and they hit Ren like a magnet. An unquestionable command that had to be obeyed.

She shrieked as she felt the warmth explode inside of her, radiating across her body for the first time in four decades.

“Yes, yes, yes!” She screamed the words into the night, long having given up on the idea of being quiet. Brad groaned at her pleasure and a moment later he was erupting inside of her.

His cock swelled to almost double it’s size, blasting long hot spurts of his molten cum deep into her tight pussy. He clamped his fingers around her waist, holding on tight as he flooded her with his seed, squeezing rope after rope of his virile seed across her walls and deep into her fertile cervix.

They stayed like that until their breath returned, and when it did they lay down on the floor together, panting like wild dogs.

“That’s the best fuck I’ve ever had in my life.” Ren said finally, turning to look at the man who had released her pussy.

“It’s a close third for me.” Brad teased and Ren slapped his arm in disapproval.

Brad laughed, pulling the girl into his embrace. He dropped his other hand to her belly and skirted a fingertip across it. He didn’t have to search very deep to feel what he already knew.

“You’re pregnant.” He said the words so matter of fact, like they didn’t matter. After all he had knocked up close to three dozen women in the last two days. This was just a normality for him now. This was life.

Ren on the other hand was floored. She sat up, looking down at herself in disbelief.

“Me? Really? It’s not. It can’t be…” She stopped herself and Brad smiled as she remembered his advice.

“It is possible. You’re pregnant.”

What little color Ren had, left her face. After she had been turned she learned quickly that all Vampires were barren. The news hadn’t bothered her at first, being an eighteen year old girl, she had little interest in tying herself down with kids. Forty years had passed since then however, and in that time she had spent many long years yearning to be a mother.

“I am in debt to you forever.”

Brad sat up, laughing to himself. “How about we call it even. You’re the one that turned me in the first place after all. Without you, I wouldn’t be here. You’re my maker.”

She looked at Brad and nodded.

“I may be your maker, but you… you are my master.”

The words sent a chill down Brad’s spine and he realized that he liked it. They stood and dressed in relative silence, standing under the weight of Brad’s immense power. Vlad came back down soon after, with confirmation from the Coven that their visit was to go ahead. They’d leave in an hour, traveling by foot. Eric’s castle was deep in the countryside and it would take a few hours to get there.

After he’d packed his things, Brad went up to the clock tower, where they had all agreed to meet at one. He perched on the rooftop, looking over the town that he had called home all his life, playing Ren’s words through his mind.

…You are my master…

Ren might have not realized it, but her admission had woken something in Brad. It had made him see the true potential of his power.

He had only been a vampire for two days, and already he had bent the will of several vampires supposedly leagues above him. Now Ren had pledged her allegiance, he knew that she was only the first in a long line of servants.

Brad wasn’t going to stop here, he was going to put his seed into the belly of every woman that he possibly he could. He’d turn them all, he’d fill them up and they’d crawl into the night after, bending at the knee to him for eternity.

He was going to rule the world.


Thanks for reading.
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