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Fertile Fangs: Complete Collection


Fertile Fangs:

Seeding the Sorority


Brad sat in the station, waiting for the train to take him to college. Sat opposite him on the platform, there was a young blonde woman. The blonde woman was heavily pregnant. Brad couldn’t explain why he found pregnant women so attractive, but something about their swollen breasts and giant bellies just turned him the fuck on.

He sat there listening to his music, while waiting for the train to arrive, thinking about all the things that he would do to the young blonde woman if he had the chance. He’d take her back to his place, take her into his room so they were all alone, and then he’d undress her slowly. He’d roll up her dress, revealing her big round belly. He imagined how smooth the round dome would feel under his hands. He imagined how puffy her nipples would be as he sucked them into his mouth.

Just thinking about it got Brad hard. He shook his head and took his eyes away from the young women. The whole time he had been looking at her she hadn’t so much as looked at him. Brad was used to this. Women never looked at him, and they never paid him time of day.

He did get the feeling that he was being watched this morning however. He turned in his seat and looked over his shoulder, to the platform on the right hand side of the subway. There he saw a man and a woman dressed in black, and they - they were staring at him.

Brad couldn’t be sure, but he was almost certain they were both staring at him. The odd couple looked peculiar too, like they’d just walked out of some Goth bar from the 80’s. Brad felt himself transfixed, and he couldn’t take his eyes away. A train thundered through the tunnel for a few seconds, the carriages rattling through the subway loudly. A few seconds later the train was gone, and so were the mysterious couple.

Weird. Brad thought the couple were odd, but he quickly pushed it out of his mind and went back to fantasizing about the pregnant girl opposite him. A few minutes later Brad’s train pulled up, he jumped to his feet and climbed on board.

*

“I can’t believe he would like, say something like that.”

“I know, he’s such a drag. Still, he’s a great fuck.”

“For sure.”

Brad rolled his eyes. It was lunchtime, and he was sat in the college canteen, listening to two dumb sorority girls gossip.

It had been a pretty uneventful morning at college. Class had been boring as usual. More than anything Brad just wanted to have a girlfriend. But he knew he wasn’t good looking, and he knew he didn’t have enough muscles. The girls at his college didn’t pay him any attention at all. He had been sat in the canteen eating his lunch, when Britney and Suzi, two popular Sorority girls, sat behind him, gossiping loudly.

“I need to find a new man.” Britney fussed, staring at herself in a pocket mirror. No more jock cock for me.”

Brad sensed an opportunity, and turned around to face their table. He took a deep breath and summoned up all his courage.

“I’ve got a cock you could fuck.” Brad said, trying to sound as smooth as possible.

Britney and Suzi said nothing at first, they simply stared at him with their mouths open. Then the laughter came, as it always did, and they both broke into fits of giggles.

“Oh my God, Britney,” Suzi gasped. “The creep just fucking spoke to us!”

“I’m gonna vom!” Britney pretended to gag and stood up from the table. Suzi stood up with her and they walked across the canteen, looking back, laughing at Brad.

“Nice one Brad.” Brad turned back in his seat glumly and saw his friend Eric sitting at the table. “Smooth as always.”

“Fuck off Eric.” Brad grabbed a tater tot off his plate and crammed it into his mouth. “I don’t see you pulling any chicks.”

“Well.” Eric looked left and right across the mostly empty canteen and slipped a pink flyer across the table to Eric. “Britney and Suzi’s sorority are throwing a party at their house tonight, and it’s girls only. Top secret.”

Brad studied the flyer carefully.

“How the fuck did you get this? Do the jocks know about it? Are they going?”

“Just girls.” Eric smiled darkly. “I was in the girl’s locker rooms before and I found it in Karen Halberg’s bag.”

“What the fuck were you doing in there?” Brad laughed.

“I was looking through their shit of course. I always steal underwear from there. Sometimes I watch them change too.”

Brad couldn’t help but laugh, Eric was a fucking creep for sure.

“So what are you suggesting? Are you suggesting we crash this thing?”

“Why not?” Eric pushed his glasses up to the bridge of his nose and straightened out his ginger hair. “House full of drunk and horny sorority girls, they’re going to jump on the first piece of dick they see. That could be us.”

Brad’s heart thumped in his chest at the thought. He knew the sorority girls would never normally sleep with guys like him or Eric in a million years, but if the girls were drunk and horny enough…

Brad’s cock stiffened in his trousers at the thought. He might actually get to fuck a a sorority girl tonight, and she might be drunk enough to fuck him without a condom. Brad imagined how fucking hot it would be to knock up one of those dumb cheerleader sluts.

“Let’s do it.” Brad said, slamming his fist down on the table. “I’ve got a good feeling about tonight.”

*

Brad decided to walk home after College, opting for some time to himself before he met Eric at the sorority later that night. If things went as he planned tonight, it was going to be a night for the story books.

He’d fucked a couple of girls, and they were alright but they hadn’t been anything special. They’d always made him use a condom.

Brad had his sights set on bigger things. He wanted to fuck a perfect ten, and he wanted to fill her tight cunt with his cum until his seed dripped everywhere. Brad didn’t know why he was so obsessed with the idea of knocking women up, but he’d felt this way as long as he could remember.

Everywhere he went, he looked at women and imagined how good they would look with a big swollen belly. Sometimes when he talked to girls he even imagined that they were pregnant with his babies, but just not showing yet. It made him feel powerful somehow, and he got the impression that women could sense it too.

The sun had set completely by the time Brad got out of college, and he walked through town under the comforting glow of the pale yellow streetlights, kicking the autumnal leaves as he walked. Brad turned down the alleyway behind the St. Vincent Mall. His apartment was only another twenty minutes or so from here, but if he cut through the alleyway behind the mall, he could knock an easy ten minutes off his trip. The alley wasn’t lit like the street was, but Brad didn’t mind, he was a big guy and he could take care of himself.

He walked down the alley, looking at the swirling black clouds overhead in the dark sky. A cold October wind swept through the air, bringing a shiver to his skin.

“Fuck it’s cold.” Brad whispered to himself, zipping his jacket up all the way.

“Ah, man up. You’ll be fine.”

Brad spun on his heels, startled by the feminine voice, and found himself staring at a teenage goth girl, in a black corset. Brad pulled his earphones out.

“Excuse me?”

“I said, man up. You’ll be fine. It’s not that cold.” The girl put her hands on her hips and rolled her eyes at Brad. Brad noticed that the girl was pale, deathly pale, and she was wearing hardly anything. Her small black corset exposed her midriff, and on her bottom half she wore a tiny black leather mini skirt, and thigh high fishnets.

“Don’t I know you from somewhere?” Brad squinted at the girl, trying to place her face. He knew that he had seen her somewhere before, he just couldn’t figure where.

“Oh, I get around.” The girl twirled a finger through her hair, chewing on something in her mouth. “Name’s Ren by the way. My real name is Siren. But everyone calls me Ren.”

“Okay. Nice to meet you Ren. I’m Brad. Are you following me through this alleyway?”

“Maybe I am, maybe I’m not.” Ren shrugged her shoulders and let out a sharp laugh.

“Wait a minute.” Brad said, stepping forward. “I do know you. I saw you on the subway platform this morning. You were with a man. You guys were watching me!”

“Ding ding ding!” Ren continued to swivel her hair through her fingers, while chewing loudly. “We’ve got a winner. You’re very observant Brad. That’s very good. That will bode well for you.”

“What are you talking about?” Brad took a step away from the girl. He couldn’t quite put his finger on it. But something about her just felt off to him. She was so pale, she looked like a walking corpse. She was naturally beautiful of course, and Brad would probably have fucked her in a heart beat if given a chance, but the way she was standing there, as if the cold didn’t affect her at all. It almost didn’t seem human.

“Come on Brad…” Ren stepped forward, her dark heels echoing around the alley. “Are you saying that you don’t want to fuck me?”

Brad stood, fixed on the spot, Ren put her arms around his neck, and he noticed her eyes were now filled with black.

“No-no…” Brad shook his head and attempted to pull away, but Ren kept him in her grasp easily. Brad couldn’t figure out how this girl was so strong. She was tiny, easily half the weight of him. He should have been able to overpower her easily, but he couldn’t.

“Let go of me!” Brad was starting to feel uneasy. He needed to get out of there. Now.

“Relax.” Ren whispered the words into his ear. Brad felt her cool breath trickle across his neck. There was something about the way that she spoke that felt so soothing to him. Something that made him feel at ease instantly. He didn’t even feel panicked anymore. He didn’t want to run away at all. In fact, he wanted to kiss her.

“That’s it…” Ren nodded slowly as Brad leaned in, pushing his lips against hers. Her lips tasted sweet at first, but behind the sweetness there was something else. A taste that he had never experienced before. It was intoxicating. “…give into me.”

Ren pulled Brad’s head against the nook of her neck, and Brad planted kisses in the crook of her shoulder, wanting to taste as much of her as he could, as fast he could. “You’re going to make a terrific bull…”

Brad pulled his head back, confused. “Wait. What?”

Ren’s eyes flushed with black, and she threw her mouth wide open. Her teeth were pointed now, long and narrow like ivory knives, and they were coming right for him. Brad tried to pull away, but Ren held him easily in her impossible strength.

She sunk her teeth into Brad’s neck. Brad screamed in pain as he felt the teeth sink in, puncturing his flesh, stabbing into his veins, sucking the blood from his body.

He tried to scream, he tried to yell, but every muscle in his body went heavy, and everything went dark. Brad felt his body melting into Ren’s embrace as she continued to drink deep from his neck. He ushered the strength to say one last word, raised his hand and crowed.

“Stop…” He croaked and finally gave up fighting. Ren pulled away from his throat grinning, dark lines of blood flowing down her face.

“Never.”

*

When Brad came to, he realized he was in an old abandoned attic. He was lying on dusty wooden floorboards.

“Wake up Brad.” A male voice whispered from the darkness. Brad jumped to his feet and threw his hands up.

“Who’s there?!”

“Relax Brad.” Brad recognized Ren’s voice also coming from the shadow. A moment later Ren stepped forward from the shadow, with a man beside her, the same man that she was with this morning on the subway.

“What the fuck is going on?!” Brad took a step back, clasping his hand over his neck. He pulled it away and looked at his palm, expecting blood, but there was nothing.

“We turned you. You’re a vampire now Brad. Just like us.”

“What? Where are we? What’s going on?!”

“Relax.” Ren stepped forward. Brad felt her voice sooth him once more, and he took a deep breath.

“We’re in the old clock tower on Gable street.” The man said. “My name is Vlad and this is my friend Ren. Ren has turned you into a vampire. You’re one of us now.”

“You’re fucking crazy.” Brad laughed. He looked around the clock tower, looking for a way out, but he couldn’t see any.

“See for yourself Brad. Your powers are consuming your body already. Look at yourself.” Ren motioned for Brad to look down at his body. He did and saw that he had changed completely. He had always been thin and rake like, now his body was muscular and athletic…

“This is amazing!” Brad held his hands up to the moonlight, studying the thick cords of muscle in his forearms.

“Indeed.” Vlad smiled, and took a step forward. “Just one of the many perks of being a vampire, that I’m sure you’ll come to appreciate.”

Brad dropped his hands and looked at Vlad and Ren curiously.

“But why me?” Brad asked. “Why on earth pick me? There are plenty of people in this town. Why me of all people?”

“You’re special Brad.” Ren said. “You’re not like the others.”

“All vampires have a unique powers.” Vlad said. “Ren’s power is that she can see the genetic potential of everyone she looks at. When she looked at you, she saw that you had a rare power. A gift that few possess these days.”

“What?” Brad swallowed at something in his throat, trying to comprehend their words.

“You’re a Bull.” Ren explained. “An alpha. Your genes are perfectly aligned to make you a breeding vampire. It’s very rare, and it’s very powerful.”

“Breeding?” Brad’s eyes widened with excitement. “Breeding is special?”

“For vampires yes.” Vlad explained. “Very few vampires can breed naturally, the only way we can expand our numbers usually is by converting humans.”

“But you.” Ren took another step forward. “You are one in a million. Alpha vampires are incredibly rare. Very few vampires have the power potential that you do.”

“What’s your power?” Brad said, nodding at Vlad.

“I’m what’s known as a Seer.”

“A Seer? Like you can see the future?”

“Not quite.” Ren smiled. “Vlad can talk with people telepathically, and he can draw knowledge from Vampires of the past.”

“Now that we’ve made you vampire Brad, we ask that you help pay us back.”

Brad steeled his jaw. He knew that this was too good to be true. There was always a catch.

“Our coven has become dangerously small in the last few years.” Vlad said. “It’s getting harder and harder to find decent humans to convert, and breeding is nigh but impossible for anyone that isn’t a Bull.”

“Can’t you just bite more humans like me?” Brad asked.

“It’s not the same.” Ren sighed. “Most humans aren’t like you Brad, they wouldn’t make effective vampires, but they do make effective carriers.”

“What?” Brad turned his head, trying to keep up.

“A vampire grown in the womb is infinitely stronger than most human-turned vampires. That’s where you come in. We want you to go forth and impregnate as many human females as you can. We need to build our numbers up again. We need to build an army.”

If Brad’s heart wasn’t dead, it would have been thundering in his chest. This almost felt to good to be true. They wanted him to impregnate women?

“Yes.” Vlad laughed, reading his thoughts. “And I assure you it’s real.”

“But when? Where? How?”

“How about now?” Ren laughed. “Do you know anywhere that might be good territory for you to do some breeding?”

The Sorority. Brad’s eyes sparked with excitement. Britney and Suzi would be there, they could be the first fertile slaves in his vampire harem.

“Sounds good to me.” Vlad laughed, reading his thoughts once more.

“What?” Ren asked, feeling left out.

“The Sorority.” Brad answered. “They’re having an all female party tonight. But what do I do with my powers? How do they work?”

“Vlad will talk you through it as you go. He will be your eyes and ears. He can see what you see, and you will hear his voice in your ear, telling you what to do.”

“But you’re not a Bull. You’re not an alpha vampire.” Brad said confused. “How do you know how my powers work?”

“It’s all up here pal.” Vlad tapped a finger on his forehead. “Ren already told you, I can draw knowledge from vampires of the past. Including Bulls too. I’m an encyclopedia of hypnotizing and breeding women. I’ve got you covered buddy.”

“Alright.” An eager smile spread across Brad’s face. “How do we get there?”

“Try jumping.” Ren smiled. “You might be surprised at your new strength.” Ren walked to the clock tower edge and stepped on the old wooden railing. Brad walked across the clock tower floor to stand behind her, and peered over the edge.

The streets below looked tiny from up here. One misstep and surely Brad would be dead. Brad gripped the railing tight, feeling nervous.

“What’s the matter Brad?” Ren looked back at him smiling. “Scared of heights?”

Ren crouched and then her body exploded up from off the railing, soaring into the night. Brad watched mouth open as her body soared through the night air, toward the horizon, until it was just a speck in the night.

“Relax.” Vlad laughed and walked up behind him. “You’ll get used to it soon. Ren has some business that she has to attend to back at our coven. I’ll leave you to head to the sorority on your own. Give it a go.”

Brad clenched his jaw and stepped onto the rail just as Ren had done. He squeezed his fingers into a wooden post beside him, hearing the wood creak under his grip.

“Just crouch down as Ren did and jump up with all your strength. Pick a spot on the horizon, focus on it and jump. It’s that easy.”

“Alright.” Brad nodded to himself, trying not to look down at the street below. He looked in the general direction that he knew the Sorority house to be, locked his eyes on the horizon and crouched down.

Here goes nothing.

Brad pushed his feet down hard on the wooden railing of the clock tower, launching his body up and into the night.

“Wahoo!” He flew through the air at phenomenal speed, leaving the clock tower far behind him. Brad watched the town rush under him below, like he was flying in a plane.

This is amazing! Brad thought. I’m really flying!

With one jump he’d be halfway across town easily, and well on his way to the Sorority house.

Just be careful. Vlad’s voice appeared in his mind. Try and land somewhere where people won’t see you. Try not to make a scene.

Fuck.

Brad hadn’t given thought to landing whatsoever, and now the ground was rushing back up to meet him. He’d been in the air perhaps all of fifteen seconds and now gravity was bringing him swiftly back down to earth, as it always did.

Brad looked down at the ground in horror. He was about to touch down in St. Mary park. The grass and the trees were rushing toward him at breakneck speed. He was going to hit the floor, and he had no idea how he was going to land.

*

It didn’t take long for Brad to get the hang of landing. His first landing in the park hadn’t been anywhere near as disastrous as he thought, and after that, it was plain sailing.

Now he was stood on the street outside the sorority house, his breath racing in the silent of the night.

Looks like a nice place! Vlad’s voice appeared in his mind.

Brad kept forgetting that Vlad could tap into his head like that.

“Jesus Vlad.” Brad whispered to himself. “You keep scaring me with that.”

Sorry man. I’ll be a silent observer from here. I’ll just chip in when I think you might need help with powers. If you need anything, just think the question to yourself, and I’ll pick it up.

“Well, for starters - how do I get inside?” Brad looked at the McMansion, feeling a little intimidated. Compared to his crappy bachelor pad, Britney and Suzi sure were living a life of luxury.

You’re a vampire! Get creative! Why not walk up the walls and go through the upstairs window. That window on the side looks open.

“I can walk up walls now?”

You’re a vampire! You can do anything you like!

Brad clenched his fists and sprinted up the driveway of the house. Britney’s bubblegum pink convertible was on the driveway. That meant Suzi and Britney were definitely home. The house looked pretty quiet though. Brad knew that the party didn’t start for a few more hours. The rest of the sorority sisters where probably out getting supplies.

Okay. Brad thought to himself, looking at the white panel walls of the house. Here goes nothing.

Brad placed is foot on the outer wall of the house. He lifted his other foot off the ground and to his surprise, he stayed stood sideways on the wall. He took a step forward, and he felt as if he were just walking on the ground.

What the fuck?!

Brad walked up the outer wall of the house, until he got to the window. The world looked somewhat bizarre on it’s side, but walking on walls didn’t feel that unusual to Brad, in fact it felt relatively normal already. Brad stood over the window, which now more resembled a trap door for him. It was wide open, and light was coming from the inside.

Brad looked down into the window and saw that the room was empty. He jumped down through the open window and then felt the whole world spin as he landed feet first on the bedroom floor.

Okay, that might have felt a bit weird.

Brad wasn’t used to gravity switching around so fast, but still, he’d made it inside. He looked around the room. It looked just like any other bedroom in a sorority house. Big four poster bed, the odd stuffed animal here and there, an over sized T-Shirt on the back of the door that probably belonged to some jerk jock.

Brad’s felt invigorated just standing here. Being somewhere were he wasn’t supposed to be. A noise came from the right hand side and Brad spun to face it. A door opened and Britney walked in, wearing nothing but a towel.

She screamed instantly, her shriek echoing across the house.

“You?! What the fuck are you doing here?! Get out now before I call the police you fucking creep!”

Brad didn’t react to Britney’s shrieking at all. In fact it only turned him on more.

“Shut the fuck up and take off your towel.” Brad said. “Get naked for me now. You’re going to fuck me.”

“How about you go and fuck yourself and get out of here before I grab the pepper spray. I wouldn’t touch you with a barge pole.”

Try again. Vlad’s voice appeared in his mind. But look into her eyes this time, and speak slowly, imagining the desired effect.

“Shut the fuck up.” Brad spoke calmly, staring into Britney’s soul. “Take off your towel. Now.” The last word escaped his mouth as a growl. Britney stared at him for a second, looking as if she wanted to defy him, but then, something magical happened. She closed her mouth and let her towel drop to the ground, showing off her nude body in full.

Jesus fucking Christ. Brad thought to himself. It was all he could do to stop himself from cumming right there just looking at Britney’s naked body. Britney was only eighteen like him. Where did she gets tits like that? She looked like a barbie doll crossed with a supermodel.

“Very good.” Brad said. He tried to remain calm on the outside, but inside it felt as if he were doing back flips.

“Now lie on the the bed, and spread your legs. I’m going to fuck you.”

“…Yes… of course. Right away sir.” Britney walked across the room and Brad stared at her ass, transfixed as it rolled on her wide hips. She lay down on the bed and spread her legs, baring her bald fat pussy for him completely.

Brad stalked across the room to her, unfastening his trousers and letting them fall to the floor. He stared down at her pussy greedily, licking his lips.

“Please fuck me master.” Britney begged. “I want your cum in my pussy.”

“I’m going to impregnate you Britney.” Brad took his shaft in his hand and crawled on the bed to meet Britney. “I’m going to fill your tight cunt with my seed and you’re going to love it.”

“Yes! Yes!” Britney palmed at her watermelon tits with her hands, biting her lip in anticipation. Brad nestled the fat head of his cock between her glistening wet folds, rubbing his cock up and down the dripping slit of her cunt.

He pushed himself all the way inside of her, sinking his enlarged shaft all the way into her tiny pussy, until his base came against her ass. Britney let out a long and loud moan.

“Yes, yes, yes!”

Brad placed his palms on the inside of her thighs, feeling how smooth her pale skin was, and pushed her legs apart. He started sliding his cock in and out of her tight hole all the way, staring down at her tits, mesmerized as they bounced from the motion of his hips.

Britney’s cunt clenched and spasmed around his length. He started fucking her faster and harder, picking up the pace until she was screaming so loud he thought she would bring the house down.

“Yes, yes! Fuck me master!”

Her screams only made him harder, and he pushed his cock as far into her silky cunt as he could. Her walls opened up, inviting him in deeper. With each thrust their flesh smacked together. Brad listened to the wet slapping sound of his cock penetrating her cunt, his breathing getting faster.

“I’m there, fuck - master - I’m -” Britney ended her sentence with a series of long connected moans, as her orgasm rippled through her body. Brad felt her cum on his dick, her cream sliding around his shaft as he reached his peak too.

He erupted inside of her, his cock bursting, squeezing jet after jet of molten cum into her tight cunt, cumming so much that he filled her like a balloon, filling her cunt until there was no space left to fill.

“Yes!” Britney screamed. “Yes!”

He held his cock inside her until he was sure he had squeezed every drop of cum from his balls. Britney’s hands dug into the flesh of his ass, holding him tight against her.

Brad pulled out of Britney, shuffled back from her and stood up, looking down at her dripping pussy. His cum was dribbling from her wet slit, mixed with her own juices. It ran down the inside of her thighs, covering her in his seed. That’s when it hit Brad. He’d just fucked Britney and he hadn’t used a condom.

She might actually be fucking pregnant. Brad’s heart skipped a beat at the thought. Him impregnate Britney? But how would he know if it had worked? He’d have to wait weeks to find out surely.

Actually… Vlad’s voice came to him again. That’s another perk of being a Bull. Hold your fingers onto her stomach. You’ll be able to feel if she’s pregnant.

Brad wasted no time finding out, placing his palms on her naked stomach instantly.

“What are you doing?” Britney said, giggling as he rubbed his hands over her.

“Shh.” Brad smoothed his hands over Britney’s tiny flat stomach, feeling for…something. Then somehow, he knew inside himself that she was pregnant. His cum had worked. He had coated the walls of her pussy and her cervix. She was with child, and it was his.

Brad that’s fantastic! Vlad said in his ear.

“You’re pregnant.” Brad told her. Joy spread across Britney’s face at the news, along with surprise. “Are you happy?”

“I am!” Britney shifted her weight on to her knees and rubbed her hands over her belly. “I just wish I didn’t have to wait so long.”

“Me either.” Brad sighed.

Okay you’re going to love this one. Vlad’s voice popped up in his ear again.

“What?” Brad asked. Was there anyway his powers could possibly change that too?

Put your hands back on her stomach, and will for the child to grow.

Brad put his hands on Britney’s stomach once more and then he willed it. A second passed and then her belly started filling up under his hands, as if by magic.

“Jesus!” Britney cried out in joy.

Brad’s eyes widened as he felt her belly inflating beneath his hands. He could feel exactly how far along Britney was too. He slowed down his power leaving her just a few days until she would pop.

He stared at his pregnant slave greedily, drunk with lust at the thought of his power.

Amazing. Vlad’s voice said at the sight of Britney’s full belly. What now?

There’s only one logical thing to do next. Brad thought to himself.

“Britney. Which way is Suzi’s room?”

“Follow me!” Britney jumped onto her feet, holding her big pregnant belly. Brad followed her out of her room eagerly, down the hall to his next target.

Suzi would be his next, and he would fill her cunt up with his fertile seed, just as he had to Britney. And when he was done with her, he’d make her belly inflate too. He was far from done though, he was just getting started. Brad wanted to have a harem of fertile sorority sluts impregnated by the morning.

He was just getting started.


Fertile Fangs 2:

Dark Intention


3 Months Earlier

There were a lot of popular girls at Smokewood College that Brad detested, one of the more notorious ones being Lana Chow. Lana was the daughter of a local real estate magnate, and liked to parade the fact around liberally, that her father had a lot of money. She would constantly harass, bully and mock any student that wasn’t considered ‘popular’ at Smokewood. She had many victims, one of which being Brad.

As much as Brad hated Lana, he couldn’t deny her ethereal beauty. With the Autumn Ball coming up, Brad’s stomach had been twisting into a pit of nerves. Every guy at Smokewood College would be expected to have a date for the ball, and Brad was one of the last remaining guys without one. Even his dork friend Eric, had managed to find a date. Brad maintained that Eric had copped out, and that is ‘date’ didn’t really count. Eric was taking his fat half cousin, Julie Glenwick. If anything it was a little gross and weird, but they were both such rejects that they didn’t really have a choice. Brad also suspected that they were both fucking each other on the sly, but he never had any proof.

The ball was just days away, and every girl that Brad had asked so far, had met his question with the same familiar sneer. After working in the library late one night, Brad was one his way out, when he happened to walk by Lana Chow in the halls. Chow was on her own, probably on her way home after doing detention. She was so engrossed in her phone, that she didn’t even see Brad as he walked past her.

As much Lana had tormented Brad, he still felt possessed to say ‘Hi’ as they walked past each other in the corridor. It was only polite right?

“Hi, Lana.” Brad smiled nervously as she walked past. Lana looked up, totally surprised to see someone else at school that late.

“Hey… Oh.” Disappointment spread across her face as she realized it was Brad. “Ben right? What are you doing here?”

“Brad actually.” Brad corrected her. Lana had actually stopped to turn and face Brad, looking up from her phone. Brad tugged at the straps on his bag nervously, swallowing at his dry throat. “What are you doing here?”

“Urgh, I totally had detention. You?” Brad was surprised that Lana had actually bothered to ask him back. This was probably the most that he had ever talked to the girl without her making fun of him. Lana had always been less of a torment when others were around. Maybe she was actually alright when she wasn’t trying to impress her friends?

“I was working late in the library.” Brad clenched his jaw. Lana was so fucking beautiful. Behind Lana there just happened to be a poster for the Autumn Ball. Brad looked at it and felt a sense of dread. He still didn’t have a date. That’s when something strange occurred to him. He had heard that Lana didn’t have a date either. Maybe he was propped up on a false sense of security as Lana was being so nice right now. But he was going to do it. He was going to ask her.

“Say…Lana.” Brad’s heart thundered in his temples as he readied the words in the throat. “I was just wondering if…”

Lana’s phone buzzed in her hand and her eyes flicked back down. She read whatever message had just come up and burst into a string of muttered expletives. “Fucking assholes always asking me about blood…”

“What?” Brad was taken aback by her unusual outburst. Lana looked up, noticing that she seemed to have said the words out loud.

“What? Oh nothing. Where you going to ask me something?”

This is it. Brad took a deep breath. “Yeah. I was wondering if you’d want to go to the Autumn Ball with me?”

Lana looked at Brad in disbelief, and the silence of the empty hallway seemed to swallow Brad into a void. As soon as he said the words he wished he could take them back. Lana’s mouth twitched into a smile, as if she was fighting back laughter.

“Y-you…wanna take…me?!” Lana doubled over in laughter, her jeering echoing through the empty halls.

“Forget it.” Brad felt his cheeks flushing with crimson, and started walking away from Lana quickly.

“Keep wishing dork!” Lana shouted after Brad as he went. “I’m gonna tell everyone in school about this.”

*

Present Day

Brad had been up all night working his way through the sorority. It was safe to say that the majority of his fucks, had been of the hateful kind. Or hate fucks if you will. Brad had spent the last few years at college being tormented by these girls, and now he had his chance to act his lustful revenge upon them. He had started with Britney and Suzi, impregnating them first. Thank to Vlad’s telepathic advice, Brad quickly came to terms with his new powers. His libido seemed to recharge incredibly quickly, and with his hypnotic voice, seducing the girls as he made his way through the house was as easy as ever.

The last girl that Brad got to, was Catherine Bryers. She was one of the less popular, popular girls, but she had still been a bitch to Brad when she had a chance. Brad stood, holding Cathering upside down by her thighs as he fucked her in the middle of her bedroom. As his cock erupted inside of her he felt her pussy fill with his seed. Catherine climaxed loudly, and when Brad was sure he was done, he dropped the stupid slut to the floor.

“Stay still.” Brad said, guiding his hand over her belly. His powers allowed him to check instantly if a girl was pregnant or not. He didn’t know why he was still bothering. Catherine was his eighth conquest of the night, and all the other girls had been pregnant after he came in them.

He held his palm to her flat stomach and felt the warm glow inside of her. She was with his child too. “Don’t move.” Brad brought his other palm to her belly and used his next power on the girl. He held his palms flat on her stomach and focused on advancing her pregnancy. Her stomach swelled and inflated under his palms slowly, and half a minute later, Catherine Bryers was nearly full term. The girls were always amazed by this part, as was Brad. Seeing their bellies swell up always made him hard again, ready for his next conquest.

Alright Brad. The voice of Vlad appeared in his ear. Vlad was one of Brad’s makers, and had been guiding him through the first night of his Vampirism via his telepathic abilities. Vlad could ‘see’ through Brad’s eyes and communicate with him instantly, giving him advice on his powers. Even though Brad had only been a Vampire for a few hours, Vlad’s need to inject advice had pretty much vanished. Brad had picked up his new powers surprisingly fast.

That’s probably enough for one night buddy. Why don’t you come back to the old clock tower on Gable Street and we’ll get some sleep. Sun is going to be up in a few hours. Don’t want you to get frazzled, you’re too precious to us.

Vlad and his friend Ren had turned Brad into a vampire because he had a rare genetic predisposition. Every vampire had a unique ability, and Ren ‘s ability was to see what powers humans would have if they were converted into vampires. Most humans weren’t worth converting, they would be junk vampires. Brad was different however. He was a ‘Bull Vampire’ or and alpha vampire. Bulls were incredibly rare and able to breed humans into making more vampires. Brad’s power was special because most vampires couldn’t breed. Brad was extremely valuable to Vlad and Ren, especially as their Coven was almost extinct.

“I’m not done.” Brad licked his lips, tasting the cold night air.

Alright… Vlad conceded, but he didn’t sound happy that Brad was disobeying him. Be careful though. The sun will be up in a few hours, and that will turn you to smoke.

“Alright, get off my case.” Brad snarled, jumping up into the night air. Brad wanted to explore town a little more, finding more pussy to impregnate.

Just be careful. Vlad warned him. I don’t want you getting too head strong. I’ll send Ren after you if I have to. She made you, she can stop you whenever you like.

As Vlad hadn’t been the one to make Brad, he didn’t have a direct link with him, so he couldn’t control him necessarily. Still, Vlad had been a vampire much longer than Brad, and there was a spiritual hierarchy of power within the species. Generally, the longer someone was vampire, the more powerful they were. Vlad’s word should have been powerful enough to turn Brad back. The fact that Brad could already defy Vlad, surprised and concerned him. Ren on the other hand, was Brad’s maker, and she did had direct control over him. She’d left Brad to explore his powers alone, to head to the other side of town on Coven business.

Just be careful Brad. Vlad said once more.

“Alright.” Brad growled. “Thanks Dad.”

*

Brad felt Vlad’s presence leave him and he jumped through the night, landing on rooftops deftly, before pouncing up into the air once more. Each jump gave Brad hundreds of meters movement through the town, it was certainly better than taking the train. Even though Brad had only had his power to travel like this for a few hours, he had quickly become accustomed to the movement.

Brad stalked through the town, finding a number of suitable targets to hypnotize and impregnate. He jumped to an all night diner on the edge of town, where he seduced and fucked the three waitresses working the night shift. Two of the girls were young, maybe just a few months older than Brad. One of them was an old gal, a little bit of a cougar. Perhaps in her forties. Brad fucked and impregnated her all the same.

After that he jumped across town again, still hungry for more subjects. He happened upon the late night bowling alley, which was just closing up and mostly deserted by this point. He ran into Faye Evans, a girl from his church.

“Brad!” Faye seemed startled as Brad walked into the alley. “What on earth are you doing here?”

Brad looked the girl up and down hungrily. He had known the girl since they were both young. Raised in the same Sunday school together. Brad had always hated going to church, but it had been a real pleasure watching Faye grow up into a young specimen of a marvelous woman. Even now she looked amazing, wearing grey leggings and a polo shirt that said ‘Beach Bowling’ on the breast. Faye had an ass that was out of this world. She was skinny, petite, but she still had decent looking tits.

Faye had always been a little demure, then one day she came into Sunday school and Brad could tell that even the preacher was hard. Faye had been a hottie since that point, but unlike Brad, Faye bought into the whole religion thing heavily. She was a frigid as they come.

“Just scouting around.” Brad said coolly, leaning on the counter. Brad looked Faye up and down. She had a cute face with a button nose, big brown eyes and long brown hair. She would make another great addition to his harem. “You still a virgin?”

Faye looked at Brad in disgust. “Brad you can’t ask people that! It’s really not okay.”

“Quiet.” Brad growled the words at her hypnotically. He looked around the alley. Apart from a group of drunk frat guys at the other end of the alley there was no one else in there. Brad’s eyes wondered down to Faye’s leggings. He stared at the tight gap between her slender thighs.

“Show me your pussy.” Brad growled. Faye looked at him for a moment in contention, but it fizzled away quickly. He could see the power of his voice working through her, he could see her pupils dilate in response to his command.

“Yes Sir.” Faye tucked her thumbs into the waistband of her gray leggings, pulling them down along with her panties. She rolled them down halfway along her thighs, exposing her hairless pussy to him completely.

Brad leaned in to get a better look at her swollen cunt, biting his lip in anticipation. “Fuck Faye. I didn’t expect a good Christian girl like you to have a shaved pussy.”

Faye blushed, pulling her leggings back up again. “It feels better that way.” She shrugged. “Easier to masturbate.”

She looked surprised with herself at speaking her dirty little secret out loud. Faye clasped a hand over her mouth. “I’m sorry. I don’t know why I just said that.”

Brad smirked. He knew. The hypnotic power of his voice had a way of making his subjects intensely horny. Building their libido up until they were begging for his cock. Brad knew that in a few minutes, Faye would be begging for his cock, just like the rest of them.

“Take me somewhere that we can fuck.” Brad hopped over the counter, closing the gap between him and Faye. He felt the heat pouring off her body. So hot in fact that it was too much for him to bare. Brad snarled and jumped back from Faye, landing feet first onto the counter. “Jesus! What the fuck was that? It feels like fire in here!”

His eyes narrowed to a point on her chest with a small silver crucifix. “For the love of God.” Brad rolled his eyes. “Take that thing off and throw it in the trash.”

Faye looked down at her cross confused. “This?” She pulled the small ornament away from her chest, and Brad felt the heat flaring again.

“Yes!” Brad winced, throwing his hands in front of his face. He didn’t want to look at the thing, he wanted it out of his sight.

“Okay.” Faye yanked the chain off her neck and threw it into a trash can at the other end of the counter. Brad felt the heat dissipate instantly and let out a sigh of relief.

“Alright. Brad growled. “Take me somewhere we can fuck.”

“Follow me.” Faye’s eyes swelled with excitement. “There’s a supply closet back here.”

A few minutes later, Faye had her gray leggings rolled down to her calves, along with her tiny pink panties. Brad was blasting her tight virgin pussy from behind, squeezing his thumbs into the full flesh of her perfect ass.

“Oh, fuck, yes, Brad!” Faye had her hands on a shelf in front of her, while she bent over, spreading her pussy as wide as possible for Brad. Brad hammered his long and hard shaft into her tight cunt, moaning in delight as he heard her wetness pulse with every thrust.

Not to make your dick limp or anything. Vlad’s voice popped into Brad’s mind. But try this out. I’ve just been speaking with the ghost of an old Bull. Try cumming in her throat.

“What?” Brad said out loud while slamming Faye’s pussy. “But I want to get her pregnant. I’m not wasting my cum on her mouth.”

Just try it. Vlad’s voice said excited. Trust me.

“Oh fuck.” Faye moaned at Brad’s voice. “Please get me pregnant.”

Brad marveled at how fast Faye had changed her tune. Twenty minutes ago sex before marriage was the biggest no-no on the planet. Now she wanted his cum in her stomach and she wanted his child. Brad laughed to himself.

He pulled his cock out of her throbbing pussy with a loud plop, grabbed Faye by the shoulder and spun her around onto her knees.

“Cock, mouth, now.” Brad grunted the instruction while staring down at her ripe watermelon tits. Faye had always looked quite petite when clothed, it was a pleasant surprise when she pulled her top over her breasts for the first time. They were certainly bigger than he thought.

Faye wrapped her mouth around Brad’s cock in an instant, sliding his head all the way to the back of her throat. He knew that without his powers, attempting to do this would easily make Faye gag. There was something about his command however that made women relax completely. Faye bobbed her head back and forth on Brad’s cock while fingering her pussy wildly. Brad stared down at her tits, and then at her big brown eyes, which were staring up at him with lidded lust.

Finally, he could take no more, and he exploded in the girl’s mouth, filling her cheeks with cum. Faye clamped her lips around his shaft tight, so not to spill a drop, swallowing him down, his cum dribbling down her throat and into her belly.

After he was done, they both redressed themselves. Brad took a moment to catch his breath, as he watched Faye pull her panties back up.

“Well, what was the point of that?” Brad spoke out loud to Vlad.

Feel her belly. Vlad’s voice laughed. You’ll see.

“Faye. Come here.” The girl walked over to Brad diligently, pulling her top down over her head as she did. Brad lifted the top up and placed his palm on her flat stomach. He felt the glow. She was pregnant.

“You’re pregnant!” Brad said out loud in surprise. “But that’s not possible. How?”

Your Bull semen is extra strong it would seem. Vlad laughed. Alpha as fuck. Are you ready to come home yet?

“Nearly.” Brad said, inflating Faye’s stomach beneath his palms. He wish he could see the look on her Mom and Dad’s face when they saw that their little princess was knocked up. Brad wanted to take one more look around town before heading back to Vlad however.

“See you later cupcake.” Brad spanked Faye’s ass as he ducked out of the bowling alley, back into the night once more.

You’re on quite an impressive streak. Vlad said as Brad raced through the night looking for one more target. If I’ve kept count correctly, you’ve impregnated twelve women tonight. Maybe it’s time to come back. You’ve made a tremendous start. Lots of vampire soldiers for our new coven.

“What do you need all these soldiers for anyway?” Brad said, landing on the rooftop of St. Vincent mall. He looked down in the dark alley behind the mall. The same alley where Ren had turned him, just a few hours ago.

You’re part of a Vampire family now. The Fang Coven. We’re in a war with another Coven. The Harker clan. The war has been hard on us, and our numbers are dwindling. Now that we’ve got you on board however, the Harker clan will soon be dust. Come back now. There’s only one hour until daylight.

“I’ll be fine.” Brad said coldly. “And I wish that you’d stop asking me to come back.” His eyes looked down into the alley and burst with excitement at the girl he saw below. Walking through the darkness of the night, absorbed in her phone as she always was. One solitary girl, all alone in the darkness. Lana Chow.

What the fuck is she doing out here at this time? Brad thought to himself. Whatever it was, he wasn’t going to wait to find out. He was going to take Lana, and make her his final slave for the night.

Brad readied himself to jump down into the alley, when a hand clasped his shoulder. Brad spun around, snarling, and stopped when he saw who it was.

“Ren? What the fuck are you doing here?”

The young teen girl stood before him with a hand on her hip, an image of disappointment etched onto her face.

“I’m here to pull you in, you mad man. You’ve had your fun for the night, but I’m taking you back to the clock tower now. Come on. Before you get zapped by daylight.”

Ren motioned with her head for Brad to follow her. Ren was Brad’s maker. Being his maker, her word would have absolute control over him, whether Brad liked it or not, he wouldn’t be able to disobey her.

“No.” Brad growled. “I’ve got one final thing to do.” He motioned down to the girl in the alleyway. “Then I’ll come home. Leave me be. I’ll meet you back at the clock tower.”

Ren stared at Brad in disbelief. “What? Come with me, now!” Ren flared her intention. She was visibly angry and frustrated. Brad shouldn’t have been able to disobey her word. She was his maker, no vampire had even been able to disobey their maker, especially not in the first few hours of their life.

Brad simply laughed at the teen girl, who was getting quite worked up now.

“What’s the matter?” Brad laughed. “Not used to not getting your way Ren?”

Brad was having fun toying with Ren. After all, she had messed around with him in the alley just a few hours earlier. It was only fair he gave it back.

“No, it’s just…you’re not supposed to be able to disobey me. How in the fuck…”

“I told you.” Brad said, cutting her off. “I’ll come home when I’m done. There’s one last girl I want to change. Now leave me.” Brad said the words with intention, the same intention he used when controlling subjects.

His word didn’t seem as powerful on Ren, but still, bizarrely, it seemed to have an effect. Ren seemed aware of this, and the implications terrified her.

“You - you shouldn’t be able to… but how?”

“Go.” Brad said, firmer this time. “I’ll meet you back home soon.”

“O-okay.” Ren stammered, truly lost for words for the first time in her life. She turned away from Brad, risked one final glance over her shoulder at her strange creation and jumped into the night.

Brad hopped off the edge of the building, falling into the dark alley below silently.

*

“Evening Lana.” Brad whispered as he stepped out of the darkness. “Isn’t it a little late for you to be out tonight?”

Lana stopped dead in her tracks. She looked up from her phone shocked, and saw Brad before her.

“Ben? What the fuck are you doing here? Are you following me?”

“It’s Brad.” He growled the words, smiling at her darkly as he circled around her. That would be the last time she forgot his name. He would make sure of it.

“Brad…what are you doing here? You’re giving me the creeps. Buzz off. It’s not safe for you here.”

Brad couldn’t help but laugh. Safe for him? What about her? The poor girl didn’t understand his new power. Not yet anyway.

“Have you been working out?” Lana turned on the spot, following Brad with her eyes as he walked around her. “You look different. You look big. You look… good.”

Brad smirked to himself.

“You might say a lot has changed in the last few hours. I’m not the man I used to be.” Brad stopped, taking Lana in fully. She was wearing skin tight jeans, a strap top and a leather jacket. Lana had a great body, and Brad couldn’t wait to devastate it.

“Wait a minute.” Lana pushed her phone into her pocket and sniffed the air. “There is something different about you.” Lana lifted her chin and sniffed at the air like a dog on a scent. Her eyes widened and she looked at Brad surprised. “Are you… are you a vampire?”

Her words shocked Brad to his core, and he broke his icy cool demeanor.

“What? How the fuck could you have possibly known that?” Brad cursed at how stupid he sounded. Even as a vampire, Lana still had the power to undo him.

“Join the family bud.” Lana pulled her collar to one side, exposing two white dots on her throat. “I’ve been in the game for years.” She smelled the air again. “You’re new. Very new. When did you get turned?”

“Tonight.” Brad admitted shamefully.

“Ooh!” Lana’s eyes lit up. “How exciting! Let me guess, you’ve been getting your fill. Drinking lots of blood?”

“Not really.” Brad smirked. He had a thirst, but it definitely hadn’t been for blood. His thirst was a different one. He wanted pussy. Nothing else.

“Let me guess.” Lana laughed. “You saw little Lana Chow down in the alley way and thought, ‘Hey! That girl has always been a bitch, I’m going to suck her blood and murder her’, well, sorry to shit on your cornflakes Brad, but I’m already a vampire.”

“Something like that.” Brad took a step closer to her. “What are you doing out here at this time of night anyway?”

“I’m working for my coven, the Harker clan. I’m a blood bitch. It’s my job to source and find blood for the higher ups in my family. It’s fucking boring work.”

So, Lana was part of the Harker clan. If Vlad’s words were anything to go by, that meant she was one of Brad’s enemies.

“Maybe you should take a break and try relaxing.” Brad tried using his intention on Lana. Vampire or not, he was still going to fuck her Asian pussy. He put a hand on her shoulder, smoothing his palm over the cool leather of her jacket.

“Nice try Brad,” Lana pushed his hand off her shoulder. “But once again, I’m a vampire, and I’ve been a vampire longer than you have. Your intention won’t work on me, I’m stronger than you.”

That’s what you think. Brad thought to himself. Brad already knew that his power was stronger than it was supposed to be. He had already managed to defy Vlad and Ren. He didn’t know how long they had been both been vampire, but the got the sense they were more superior than Lana.

“Why are you out here collecting blood anyway?” Brad said, distracting Lana.

“I’ve only been in the clan for a few years. That’s a blink in vampire time. The grunts do all the labor work, it’s no different for vampires.” Lana’s eyes narrowed and she looked at Brad suspiciously. “Speaking of… who is your maker? You shouldn’t be out on your first night without them. Is it Twist? Flash? Ghost?”

Brad smiled darkly and shook his head.

“I’m not part of your stupid clan.” Brad laughed. “Ren turned me.”

“Siren? Of the Fang clan?!” Lana looked at Brad shocked. She put the pieces in her mind together quickly, then a smile spread over her face. “Shame, they’re the last real competition we have in this area. We’ve all but wiped them out however. It’s a shame that you were born into a dying clan. It’s also a shame that you only got to be a vampire for one night.”

“What?” Brad turned his head, not understanding Lana.

“You’re the enemy.” Lana smiled at him as if it were nothing. “I’m going to kill you now. Bye!” Lana’s smile subsided, and her face twisted into a fevered expression of hate. She lunged at Brad, with fangs and nails pointed outward. Brad scampered backward across the alley, throwing his arms up and across his body in a flurry of motion. Lana came at him hard, out for blood, trying to scrape at his heart and throat, trying to rip them open with her claws. Brad had enough, it was time to put this bitch in her place.

“Stop!” He roared the words into the alley, stunning his assailant into submission almost immediately. Lana felt the deep power of his words rumble through her chest, freezing her to the spot.

“What the fuck!?” Lana looked down to the ground and back up again in shock at Brad, her breath shaking from her onslaught. “How the fuck did you do that?”

“My power.” Brad laughed and paced through the alley, walking circles around Lana once more. Lana tried to follow him with her head again this time, but her feet were frozen to the spot. Brad pulled his jacket off, starting to undress himself slowly as he walked around her.

“What are you doing?!” Lana asked, her voice nearly panicked. “What is your power? What are you doing?!”

“I’m a Bull.” Brad said coolly. He approached Lana and cupped a hand between her legs, feeling her pussy through her jeans.

“Get off me!” Lana locked both her hands around Brad’s wrist and tried to push him away with all her might, but her strength was useless against him. Her eyes widened in terror, her head shaking. “What the hell is a bull? I’ve never head of that before! What are you?!”

Brad leaned in close to Lana’s neck, breathing in her sweet floral scent. “Breeding vampire.” Brad grunted, projecting his essence out so she could breathe it in. Vlad hadn’t taught Brad this power, he just knew inherently that if Lana breathed him in, she would be intoxicated by his scent.

“Breeding…vampire?” Lana spoke slower now, her voice sounding more relaxed. Brad pulled back his power in his mind, allowing Lana to move her body once more. “What’s a… breeding vampire?”

“You’re about to find out.” Brad chuckled. “Get naked.”

*

Lana lay on her back in the alleyway, her naked back pressing against the cool tarmac. The coldness didn’t bother her of course, she was a vampire and temperature never bothered her. She had her legs up in the air, spread on either side of her, as Brad powered his hips into her cunt, sinking the full length of his shaft into her tight pussy.

Lana had fucked a lot of male vampires, it was part of the game being a low life pawn like she was. Vampires were always good fucks, but none of them had been like this. Vampires fucked fast, and they fucked hard, but Brad was something else all together.

“Tell me you’ll worship me.” Brad grunted as he slammed his cock into the stupid bitch’s pussy. Of all the hate fucks he had tonight, this was the strongest of them all. Brad had hated Lana for as long as he could remember, and now he was exacting his lustful for revenge on her tight Asian pussy. Lana crowed with delight into the dark night as he ripped her open.

“I worship you master!” Lana crowed. The words felt alien leaving her mouth, she was only supposed to say those words to her maker, and the leader of her clan. She couldn’t find it in her to disobey Brad’s word however. His intention was so powerful, it was stronger than anything she’d felt in her entire life.

“I’m going to cum-” Lana stammered. Her pupils blew with anticipation. Being vampire had many perks, but it also had many drawbacks. She hadn’t had an orgasm since Kawasabi had turned her all those years ago. Vampires could partake in pleasure, but they could never get release. But now, fucking Brad, it felt as if that was all melting away. Years of frustration ebbed away, dissolved by the rigid pulsing of his shaft.

Lana wrapped her hands around Brad, pulling his length into her entirely. A moment later she felt him bursting inside of her, filling her tight cunt with wave after wave of his hot semen. Lana howled into the night, relishing at how fucking euphoric it felt to have the man cum inside of her. She hadn’t been lying when she’d repeated his words. She wanted to worship him, now and forever. He’d given Lana the release that she had been seeking all these years.

Brad hissed through his teeth in pleasure as he blew his load inside Lana’s cunt. He grabbed a handful of her small tit, squeezing hard as he blew the final rope of jizz from his cock. A few seconds later after they’d both finished cumming, Brad pulled his shaft out of her cunt and they both lay there in the dark, catching their breath.

“I don’t know how you did that.” Lana said with shaking breath as she pulled her panties back up her legs. “Vampires aren’t supposed to cum. You’re different.” She stared at him in adoration.

“I already told you.” Brad pulled his jeans back up, grabbing his jacket off the floor. “I’m a Bull. I’m a Breeder. It’s what I’m built to do.”

“Well you can do that anytime you like.” Lana laughed, as Brad pulled her to her feet. “Please. Really.”

Brad rolled his eyes. It wasn’t long ago that Brad was nothing but a stain to Lana. Now she was begging for more.

“Lift your top up.” Brad said curiously. He glanced over his shoulder at the violet sky. The sun would be up soon, he’d have to get back to the tower.

Lana did as he said and Brad placed his hand on her stomach.

“What are you doing?” Lana asked.

“I’m checking to see if your pregnant.” Brad smoothed his hand over her belly.

“Don’t be stupid.” Lana laughed. “Vampires can’t get pregnant.”

“You can’t cum either,” Brad reminded her, “But your thighs are still covered in pussy juice.”

Lana blushed and shut up. Brad felt her stomach for the warm familiar glow, the glow that let him know that his seed had impregnated a womb.

“I’m telling you-” Lana started blabbering again but Brad shushed her.

“Quiet. I can feel it.” He pressed his hand against her stomach harder, and sure enough he could feel a glow. It was fainter than the rest. But is was definitely there. Lana was pregnant.

“You are pregnant.” Brad smiled, stepping back from Lana. Lana lowered her top slowly and stared at Brad with her mouth open.

“You’re kidding?!” A smile spread over her face.

“I’m not.” Brad shook his head. “In fact, I can prove it to you.”

He went to place his hands on her belly, to speed up the gestation, but then he stopped himself. “No. Wait.”

Brad knew that Lana worked for the Harker clan. She was the enemy. If he sent her back there pregnant, they would know something was up. Brad knew that for know, it would be better to keep his powers secret. He would use Lana as a spy.

“I want you to keep this secret for now.” Brad looked into Lana’s eyes, speaking with intention. “Don’t tell your clan about this, and don’t tell them about me either.”

Lana nodded her head, and Brad knew that she would keep her word.

“You’re mine now.” Brad said. “I own you, you work for me now. For now I want you to keep working for the Harker clan, I want you to pretend as if nothing has changed.”

“Yes master.” Lana nodded dutifully at Brad. He leaned in and placed a kiss on her sunlit forehead.

“Lana, shit! Get out of here! The sun is up!”

Lana looked around as if nothing was wrong. “What? Oh.” She looked at the sun on her hand like it was nothing. “Brad you’re the one that needs to get out of here. The sun doesn’t effect me. That’s my vampire power.”

“What?” Brad stepped back from the ray of light as it moved across the alleyway slowly.

“I’m a day walker.” Lana explained, standing in the early morning light with no issue at all. “It’s one of the most common vampire powers, it’s not very powerful though. How do you think I’ve been going to school all these years?”

“Good point.” Brad said.

“You should leave though.” Lana said worried. “Twenty minutes and you’ll be a walking matchstick.”

“I’ll be in touch.” Brad said, turning in the alley. “Remember. You’re mine now. Keep it secret.”

Lana nodded once more and Brad jumped into the dusk, back to the tower to rest.

To Be Continued


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, placed his fists on the ground and swung his arms 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 him 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 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 twin 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 her 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.


Fangs 4:

Claiming the Clan


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 recently 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 her ass 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.”


Fertile Fangs 5:

Fang Finality


A lot had happened since Brad had become leader of the Fangs Clan. Eric and Clarissa had started spreading the word, the Fang Clan had a new leader and plans were being set in motion. Revolution was coming.

Brad was a Bull Vampire, and Alpha vampire, a one in the million genetic fluke that had the ability to breed. Brad’s power was rare enough as it was, but it seemed his power outstripped everything that had ever been known to vampire kind so far.

Not only could Brad impregnate other vampires, he could absorb their powers too, and in doing so, he had collected a swiss army knife of useful powers. Since Eric had a put a call out to the vampire word for help staging a revolution, vampires had been coming from far and wide to pledge allegiance. Many came to bend at the knee, many came to test the claim.

Brad lost count of how many vampires he killed in the last three days, but he had also lost count of how many he had impregnated. It seemed with each emission, with each fertilized womb, his power increased ten fold and was continuing to do so at an ever growing rate. When he killed vampires, he absorbed their powers, when he mated them, he absorbed them too. By the end of the three days, his body was a whirlpool of strange and mysterious energy, surging through him like an enigmatic torrent.

Quite a few of the battles had been difficult, but as he gained new powers they became easier and easier.

“I’m beginning to lose count of how many powers you have now.” Eric said one night after Brad had finished adding half a dozen new vampire girls to his harem.

“That makes two of us.” Brad laughed. Vampires had traveled the world over at the news of a new Vampire Prince, and they’d brought a strange collection of powers with them. There had been Ila Drix, a Parisian vampire with the power of Magnetism. There had been Aylam Koskova - an Islamic vampire with the power to shoot fire from her eyes and throat. Then there had been the powers he had absorbed from the male vampires that he’d killed. The power of Blood Kin, from a South African vampire - the power to move blood with one’s mind.

Some of his new powers were useful, some were not. Collecting the new powers had become temporarily addictive for Brad, but he also found himself bored of it now. Above all else, his eyes were set on his true target - gaining strength to take down Mona, the strongest known vampire in the world.

“Gathering strength is a good thing Brad.” Eric said one night as they walked through the castle. “But the main thing to remember is that you prepare your mind for taking on Mona. You could gather powers here for a hundred years and she’d still outstrip you, you need to find another way to take her down. You need to remember your base power above all else. You are a Bull. You are an Alpha.”

“A bull just like she is.” Brad said. “There is no difference.”

“But there is.” Eric smiled. “You’re the one that does the impregnation.”

As they gathered forces within the castle, Brad felt his power growing every day, reaching heights that he had thought previously impossible. It wasn’t just his own power that grew, he felt the power of the Fangs Coven growing as well, swelling inside the old castle walls as the numbers increased. The energy from all the young vampires swelled within the stone walls until it felt as if the very walls themselves would break.

In those days the Fangs Coven crew in number from half a dozen, to just under a hundred. The new members all stood eager eyed whenever Brad was around, eager to lay allegiance to their new master, eager to be on the right side of vampire history as Brad re-wrote the rules to everything. The full army gathered in the grand hall one night, one day before their great assault on Mona and the Castle Harker was due. Vlad, one of the vampires who had originally been involved in making Brad, was at the head of the room, speaking to the crowd.

“We will launch on Mona’s castle tonight, and led by our leader Brad -” The room filled with cheer at the mention of Brad’s name. “- led by Brad we will take back control of the vampire kingdom from Mona, and lead the Fangs coven to glory.”

The room thundered their voices in agreement. Brad felt a chill of power as all eyes turned to him in expectation.

“Sleep well.” He said, “As tomorrow you may well die. But fear not, for it it as a good cause. Death will not be in vain.”

*

Brad sat on the highest spire of the Castle Valentine, looking out over the monument that was now in every right his.

“You’re up awful early aren’t you?”

He turned to meet the voice of his maker, and lover, Ren.

Brad smiled at her and turned his eyes back on the dark mountains below.

“I’m getting ready for the battle.” He said calmly.

“A prince needs his sleep.” Ren said, stroking a hand up Brad’s thigh to his cock.

“I am prince for only one day longer.” Brad grabbed Ren’s arm and twisted it until she was facing him. He wrapped his hands around her delicate waist, squeezing her ass as their mouths crushed together. “I will be king of all before the night is over.”

“King of all vampires.” Ren let out a moan as Brad’s mouth moved down her neck to her breasts.

“No.” Brad pulled away. “King of all earth. Every woman will be pregnant with my child.” He smoothed his hand over the large bump of his maker’s swollen belly. “Every woman will be fertilized by my seed.”

Ren’s eyes seemed to spark in wonder at his words. “Fuck me one last time before you go?”

“There isn’t time.” Brad said as he watched the last of the sun disappearing over the mountain.

“What are you talking about?!” Ren snapped. “The army isn’t leaving for another four hours - there’s plenty of time!”

“No.” Brad stood and smiled at his maker gently.

“What do you mean no?”

“The plan has changed, I’m going alone.”

“But that’s mad! You’ll die! When did it change?!”

“Well. That’s always been my plan.”

“Then why gather people here?!”

“I didn’t. They came of their own accord. I simply capitalized by taking their power.”

“They’ll come for you know. Once they realize you’re gone.”

“They can.” Brad said climbing onto the banister of the high tower. He crouched down, ready to start his descent into the night towards Mona’s castle. “But by the time they’re there I’ll already be done.”

Ren let out a gasp upon realizing the full extent of Brad’s words.

“Brad please don’t go, you’ll surely die.”

“I won’t.” He said cockily. “And you won’t tell anyone I’m gone. That’s an order.”

The small gothic teen dropped her head, nodding reluctantly.

“I’ll be back soon.” Brad promised. “Don’t wait up for me.”

He pushed his legs against the banister of the clock tower, and with one leap he was away into the night.

*

As Brad touched down on the outer limits of the Castle Harker, he flared one of his new powers, Ghosting. Ghosting gave Brad the ability to become undetectable. With it he could walk through the hallways of the Castle Harker, and get close to Mona before he would have to start fighting.

Brad didn’t know how many vampires Mona had in her employ, but he reckoned the numbers would be substantial. He also knew that she would be anticipating him. Just about every vampire in the world had learned about Brad over the past few days, he didn’t see why Mona should be any exception.

He launched himself through the forest that surrounded the dark monument, and with one last jump his hands landed on cold stone. He pulled himself up over the edge. Just then the voice of one of his oldest vampire friends came into his mind.

I have no idea what you think you’re doing. Vlad’s voice echoed through Brad’s mind. But this is a very bad idea. Taking on Mona and her army all by yourself? That’s a sure recipe to get yourself killed.

Brad laughed to himself and looked up and down the perimeter wall. The wall seemed to extend in both directions, and looked as it if circled round the castle, joining back again on the other side in one giant loop. Spokes led from the outer wall into the inner recesses of the castle like a giant stone wheel laid flat on the earth. The point on which Brad had climbed the wall led between two of the spokes.

“Come on Vlad.” Brad spoke to his friend through telepathy. “If you’re going to be here nagging me while I do this, you may as well help. Should I go left or right?”

Hang on. Vlad answered. I’m just consulting with a vampire that built this castle originally.

Brad had to admit, that even he was impressed with the scope of Vlad’s powers sometimes.

You’re better off going right. Vlad said. The path on the left goes through a main hallway that is likely to be congested. There’s a hidden door you can access through the passageway on the right. It can get you near to a room where Mona might be staying.

“So left for carnage, right for stealth?”

That’s right.

“Left it is then!”

Brad no!

Brad leapt from the outer position on the wall to the spoked pathway on the left.

What is the sense in me guiding you if you’re just going to go the worst way?

“Come on Vlad. We both know shit is going to hit the fan anyway. I might as well be the one who throws it.”

Brad froze upon seeing two vampire guards in bronze armor stood to attention at the door leading into the castle.

Relax. Vlad reminded him. You have your ghosting power illuminated, they can’t see you.

“Right.” Brad said to his friend. “I know that, it’s just…these guys aren’t moving very much. Even for vampires.”

Brad approached the statue like sentries carefully and upon closer inspection, he found the cause for their stillness.

“These guys are dead Vlad…” Brad leaned in close, inspecting the ghostly pale faces of the two guards.

Fascinating. Vlad said. It looks as if they’ve been petrified.

“Petrified?”

Yes, it’s the only other way of killing vampires without sunlight or decapitation. Mona must have developed some very interesting powers over the years.

“That goes without saying.” Brad said. “I was more questioning why she’d use it on her own guards.”

Brad took his first step into the castle, keeping his ghosting ability activated all the while. For the first several minutes or so, his feet carried him down empty hallways. Eventually he came upon another door with two more guards, frozen dead just like the first.

“Either someone beat me to it, or Mona has gone mad and killed her entire staff.”

I’m not really sure what to say. Vlad said. Let’s just keep going. The vampire ghost I’m communicating with said that the head room is at the very top of the castle. Cut through the great hall up ahead, and you’ll find a spiral staircase leading up to it.

“Roger that.” Brad said turning into the great hallway. Brad stepped into the vast room, which had been decorated with tables and chairs as if some grand ball had been taking place. Upon seeing the inhabitants of the room, he turned off his ghosting ability, turning his body back to being visible once more. Vlad’s voice came in Brad’s voice again.

What the heck are you doing Brad?! If someone is around…

“No one is around.” Brad said. “Look for yourself. Everyone in this room is dead, frozen. Petrified just like the guards. She’s killed everyone.”

Brad held his breath as he walked through the perfectly still hallway. Everywhere he looked he saw the frozen silhouette of vampire. Men sat at tables drinking from carafes of blood, women entwined in the arms of their partners as they danced. A band of musicians sat frozen in the haunt of a melody, servants brought out buckets of wine for those watching on the balconies above. Everywhere Brad looked, death stood inanimate.

“I’m at the spiral staircase at the back of the room. This place is starting to creep me the fuck out.”

Brad grabbed the bronze rail and followed the stairs upwards slowly. He had come to the Castle Harker expecting a full blown blood bath. He didn’t know what he was going to do when he got here, he was simply going to use his power to work through the chaos until he got to Mona. His feet carried him up the stairs surely, the sound of his footfall echoing through the staircase, the only sound in the castle.

“Something doesn’t feel right about this.” Brad said as he approached the top of the staircase. “Why has she made this so easy for me? Why do I feel like I’m walking into a trap?”

Right up ahead. There should be one door ahead of you now.

Brad approached the dark oak door and opened it. He walked into the grand master bedroom. The room was empty, the castle was abandoned.

No sign of her?

“Nothing.” Brad said. “Nothing is here. Something is wrong. I don’t like this at all. I need to get out of here. I’m coming back. Tell the Coven to stay put. There’s something wrong with this place.”

Brad turned back to the door from which he’d entered the room, and then he saw it.

The air before him twisted as though it shimmered with heat, and seconds later black smoke sprung through the distorted field. The smoke wisped from a faint wall of wafer into solid plumes of black and white. A moment later, the smoke wasn’t smoke at all, it had shifted into the being of a person.

Brad dragged his eyes up and down the body of the beautiful woman. She stood before him, her eyes almost impassable, the slightest of smirks etched on the corner of her mouth.

“But Brad. You can’t leave now. You’ve only just arrived. We’ve barely begun our fun.”

“You must be Mona.”

“It’s a pleasure darling. Let’s begin shall we?”

*

Brad clenched his fists and twisted the soles of his feet against the cool stone floor. If Mona wanted to fight then now was the time to prepare himself, he cycled through all of his powers mentally, trying to keep track of the ones he thought would be important. He had no idea what kind of arsenal the woman before him possessed. The only information he had on her so far were things he had heard from Eric, which was mostly significantly outdated, and what he had seen during his brief stint here at the castle.

Brad, listen to me! She’s phasing me out! She’d blocking my power somehow, I can’t-

Brad looked up at the blonde haired beauty in bewilderment. Mona looked back at him, that wry smile still etched at the corner of her mouth. He felt the breath leap from his mouth every time her eyes caught his. For a woman who was a thousand years old, Mona certainly was a sight to behold. Brad had never seen such a beautiful woman in his life. From her perfect doll like face to her voluptuous super model body, she was a picture of perfection clearer than any he’d ever seen.

“Yes, I’ve blocked your friend from accessing your thoughts. Vlad is a powerful seer, and he will come to be a useful right hand man during your reign as lord of vampires.”

Brad gasped at Mona’s words. Was she conceding defeat already?

“Come now.” Brad lifted his hands and tensed his body in preparation for her first assault. “You’re talking as if I’ve already defeated you. Aren’t you even going to pretend I might let you live?”

“I wouldn’t even if you wanted me to. Come.”

To Brad’s surprise, Mona turned from him and walked through a door that was off to the side of the master room. Brad followed her with his eyes, staring at the empty door in confusion for a moment after she left. He followed through the door after her, and found they her walking in a long attic.

“I’m a little bit confused.” Brad said as they walked through the long room. Mona was a few paces ahead of him. Brad’s eyes bulged in surprise as the slender blonde let her robe fall from her body, his eyes hypnotized by her perfect ass as it rolled on her wide hips. “Aren’t we supposed to be fighting?”

Brad followed Mona until she stopped at the far end of the attic. At the end of the room there was a solitary bed. Mona stopped just in front of the bed and turned to face Brad.

“I’ve been watching you since you were born Brad.” Mona’s ruby red eyes twinkled with a keen sadness. She stood before Brad naked, her pale body glowing in perfection in the dim dark of the attic. Mona sat on the bed gently and patted her hand, indicating for Brad to join her.

Brad decided to humor her, shifting the raging erection in his pants as he sat down beside the blonde beauty. Whatever had happened to Mona, she had clearly lost her mind. He would play along with her games for now.

“It’s a power I have. I have many. As I can see you have too.” Mona’s red eyes looked Brad up and down, the black pits at their centre seeming to pass through him. “But I can also see, that even in your short time of amassing powers, you have come to grow tired of it.”

Brad nodded quietly.

“What use is there of power, if there is none other to match it?” Brad said, putting into words the thought that had been keeping him up during the days.

Mona nodded solemnly in return. “None other know what it’s like to be plagued with our affectation. To be immortal is one thing. To be the leader of immortals. That is another. It is an isolated existence. I have the power to watch all vampires at all times, from their conception to their death. I have seen what you have seen, I have felt what you have felt.”

“You were spying on me?”

“Omnaphancy.” Mona explained. “I can’t help it. I have vision to see all vampire as they exist at all times.”

“So you did know I was coming.”

“I know everything there is to know about you. I know you better than anyone, better than you know yourself. You are me a thousand years ago, I have seen this all before, I have done as you are you doing now, to another who was once like me. It is all in time, it is all repeating, turning in and in on itself, until we are reborn over and over again.”

“What are you talking about?” Brad said, genuinely confused.

“The power of the Bull lasts for a thousand years. After that there is nothing. I passed my thousandth year two nights ago, and with that passing, most of my power left me.

“But the castle.” Brad’s mind raked over the scores of frozen vampire in the hallways of the Castle Harker.

“It died with my power. Such is the curse of the Bull. All who are born from a bull are tied to it’s clock. I thought I was a fountain of life, but instead, I am death incarnate. If I had passed my power to you before the thousandth year, they would have lived, but I was selfish.”

“No.” Brad shook his head refusing to heed the woman’s words. “There must be a way to save them.”

“There is none. I learned about the origin of my power at the start of my life. I was an early seer. I spoke with an ancient bull of the past. They warned me what to do, and I ignored them. I grew selfish. My greed is my curse.”

“But you can fight me, you can take my power, you can still win!”

Brad had no idea why he he encouraged her, but seeing a future version of himself disheveled like this, he felt as if he needed to help somehow.”

“I could, but for what? Another thousand years? I have lived my life. It is your turn now. You should take the reigns.”

Mona held her hand out and a stake materialized in the center of her palm. “Kill me. I have watched you. You are stronger than I was at your age. Take your power, take my wisdom, lead the vampire to glory. Hand over the reigns before the eve of your thousandth year. There is still time for us to survive.”

Brad took the stake from Mona’s hand, and looked at the item curiously. He threw it across the floor, listening as it echoed into the dark of the attic.

“You don’t understand do you?” Brad said, standing to face the blonde beauty. Mona looked up at Brad, unsure of his meaning.

“Only one of can live Brad. There can only be one Breeder at a time. Two may only exist briefly during the change over. The new one will die at the hands of the old one, or the old one will succeed power. That is the only way.”

“You’re right, and you’re wrong.” Brad said. “I had my seer look back. He spoke to every Bull that ever lived.”

“As did I.” Mona said softly.

“And what did you see?”

“What I have just described to you. One of must die, I offer up myself.”

“No.” Brad said shaking his head. “The other Bulls all had one thing in common.” He left the sentence hanging in the air as he undressed himself slowly. Realization passed over Mona’s face and she looked up at Brad, the answer trembling on her lips.

“There’s never been a male and female bull alive at the same time.” Her voice trembled, whispering like the ghost of a bell. “I never noticed before.”

“That’s right.” Brad dropped his trousers to the floor, standing before Mona as naked as she.

“But I don’t understand,” She said, “What does that mean?”

“Open your legs.” Brad said, climbing onto the bed on top of her. “I’m about to show you.”

*

Mona moved back on the bed, her eyes glued to the naked and muscular form of her successor.

“Spread your legs.” Brad flared his voice, using the very base of intention on his predecessor. He felt his power sliding into her mind, twirling round the base of her thought until her will was joined with his.

“I want you Brad.” Her voice cracked, gentle and delicate at first, but as their lips crushed together in a fever of passion and lust, she found his touch reinvigorated her spirit, and she found a semblance of her old strength. His lips traced down from the full flesh of her mouth, to the thin white skin at her throat. He traced the points of his teeth over the century old scars that marked the beginning of her immortal life. He traced the very points of his fangs over the marred flesh, drawing small circles over her skin.

Mona let out a gasp of delight, a giggle escaping from her lips. The first she could remember in the longest time.

“I can feel.” She dropped her head back, closing her eyes slowly, and rolling her head on her neck as Brad drew his lips down her body. He took her breasts in his hands, smoothing his palms over the full mounds, twisting the nipples between his fingers, sucking them into his mouth and nibbling on the gently. Mona threaded her fingers through the young vampires hair, holding him close to her body as his mouth worshiped her.

“I can feel!” Her eyes filled with life, and the imperceptible expression on her face broke for the first time in hundred years. Warmth filled her face. Brad looked up at her and was surprised to see that her beauty had grown ten fold as life returned to her face. “I can feel Brad!” She whispered the words in shock, spreading her legs as their bodies pressed together. “I’ve never been able to feel it before…”

Brad pushed her back onto the bed and moved his palms to the insides of her creamy and slender thighs, he parted them, and took his cock in one hand, moving it so the thick tip of his shaft nestled against her glistening folds.

They both gasped as he pushed gently, sinking the bulbous head of his cock between her wet pussy.

“Oh Brad,” Mona wrapped her hands around the muscle of his waist, pulling him hard, welcoming inside of her.

Brad thrust forward, sinking the entire length of his mammoth cock inside of her tight pussy.

“It’s been so long since I’ve felt anything.” Mona purred as Brad began to roll his hips back and forth, slicing the tightness of her cunt in two with throbbing steel. He lowered his body to hers, pressing the hard muscle of his chest against the soft fullness of her breast. Their mouths met again in a slow yet deep embrace of passion. Brad held his fingers through the thick carpet of her blonde hair while rocking his hips back and forth, burying his cock deep inside of her.

“I think I’m cumming!” Shock washed over her face, her red eyes twinkling, then scrunching up tight as the orgasm washed over her body. Brad sped up, fucking the Vampire Queen’s tight cunt with burning intensity, slamming his hips forward, burying his cock deep inside of her, until he could take no more either.

Fire burst from the tip of his cock, and he erupted in an explosion of passion. Seed spilled forth from his slit like a fire hose, gushing from the narrow point, up and into her pussy, coating every inch of her, filling her until he had nothing left to give.

“Oh Brad, yes, yes! Claim me master! Claim me!”

Brad pulled his cock out of the shivering beauty and spun her over on to her front. Mona half turned back at him in shock.

“What are you doing?!”

“Claiming you.” He smiled, pulling the waist of the girl toward him, parting her legs so he could see her asshole. “All of you.”

He pushed forward, the hard tip of his erection sinking into her ass until half of his long shaft had disappeared. Mona writhed and mewed underneath him, pushing her hips back, guiding his cock inside of her tight hole. Her fingers twitched across her cunt, rubbing fast and firm circles over her clit.

“Oh Brad, oh yes, fuck me master, fuck me!”

Brad tightened his fingers into the small waist of the girl who had been Vampire Queen just minutes before their entanglement. She had been the same girl that had been ready to give everything up, the same girl that had been ready to hand him everything. Now she would live for his cock, and beg for it until the end of days.

He tightened his grip on her, feeling his cock and balls tighten as his second orgasm came, he slammed his hips forward and his tip burst with fire. A dozen thick strings of cum splashed up into her ass, filling her channel completely until it was pouring out of her, dripping from both her holes and splatting on the insides of her thighs.

After he was finally finishing cumming inside of her, Brad pulled out, feeling truly spent for the first time since he had become a Bull. He fell onto the bed beside Mona, their breath heaving in unison, staring at the girl as she lay on back, staring up into the distance doe eyed, sliding her fingers across her cum strewn pussy.

Finally she spoke, breaking the silence between them. “Oh that was good. That was very good honey. What a nice way to end my life.”

Brad laughed. “To end? What on earth are you talking about?”

He stood up from the bed and started dressing himself. Mona pushed her weight up onto her elbows, staring at Brad confused.

“I still have to die honey. I’ve lost my power, I lost my people. It’s over.”

“Stand.” Brad spoke the order calmly, and Mona followed it instantly. “Come here.”

Mona stood before him naked, the lower half of her body covered in cum. Brad held his palm against her stomach, and flared the power that gave him the ability to see if someone was pregnant.

He felt the faint glow within her.

“Look inside yourself.” He said, “You are pregnant.”

Mona’s jaw dropped at his words and she held a hand. “Dear lord, you’re right, but that means my power… it’s returned! But how?!”

Brad held his hand against her stomach once more, speeding up her gestation until she was just days from pregnancy. Her belly swelled until it was big and round. The sight almost made him ready to go again.

“We are the first Bulls to ever mate in the history of the vampire. You are pregnant with the first ever bull heir.”

Mona’s eyes bulged. “You mean?”

“Yes, our child will be like us too. This is just the beginning for vampire kind.”

The sound of footsteps bracing across the attic floor caused them both to turn to the door.

“M’lady! We have been looking for you everywhere. Shall we continue the ball without you?”

“Twist… I thought you were… I thought you were dead.”

The face of the vampire guard twisted in confusion. “M’lady?”

Mona looked at Brad and shook her head.

“Never mind Twist. I shall be down shortly. We have a guest too.”

The guard nodded. “Yes M’lady. At once.”

The guard left, leaving Brad and Mona again alone once more.

“They’re alive… they’re all alive.”

“As your power returned so did they.”

Mona swallowed at something in her throat and then, she dropped onto one knee, until she was kneeling before Brad.

“I kneel before you now, you are my King.”

“And you are my Queen. Now rise.” Brad laughed, helping Mona to her feet.

“What will you have me do first sire?” Mona said, gathering her robe from the floor as they prepared to meet her people down stairs.

“Let Vlad come through to me again will you, I need to speak with him briefly.”

“At once.”

Mona closed her eyes and a moment later Brad felt the fog lifting from his mind, blocking Vlad from contacting him telepathically.

Brad, Brad?! It’s Vlad, is everything alright?!

Brad answered Vlad in his mind.

“It’s settled Vlad. I have fertilized Mona’s womb and she has knelt before me. It is done, tell the army to retreat.”

It’s over?! But! You mean?!

“Yes Vlad. I am King of the Vampires.”

End
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Chris sat mesmerized, watching the cheerleaders dance throughout the half time show. He wasn’t one for sports, but his friend Tom had been rather insistent that he came along to watch the game.

“I’m telling you man, I’ve been watching Becky and the cheer team rehearse, you’re going to want to see this…”

The lights dimmed, and the cheer team walked out onto the empty basketball court. “This is it man!” Tom punched his friend in the arm excited, as the crowd watched the team of girls in anticipation.

At the front there was the head cheerleader and most popular girl in school, Vicky Chambers.

Chris had a personal love hate relationship with Vicky. Chris had crushed on Vicky ever since they’d been in kindergarten together. During their academic life, Chris had watched her grow into a spectacular specimen of a woman. Chris on the other hand, had grown into a shy and reclusive geek. Vicky was popular and she was also kind of a bitch, making plenty of time in her day to make fun of less popular and poor kids, kids like Chris.

Music flooded the auditorium and the team broke into their choreographed dance, led by Vicky at the front. For the first thirty seconds or so, the dance was standard cheering fair, and as pretty as he found Vicky, Chris side eyed his friend Tom out of boredom. Tom placated Chris, sensing his impatience.

“It gets better man, just watch.”

The track split into some wild dub step remix and with the drop, the girls ripped their cheer uniforms from their bodies, revealing hot pink lingerie underneath. The audience went wild. Chris could see the teachers on the bleachers below staring at the girls with their mouths open.

“Shit I told you! Isn’t this whack?!” Tom shouted to Chris over the sound of the cheering, but Chris hardly took any notice of his friend. His focus was on one thing and one thing only. Vicky.

She moved like an expert temptress, dropping and rolling her hips around, straddling the air and popping her ass out, as if she was inviting every male in the room to come down and fight for her. There wasn’t an inch of her that wasn’t perfection. Chris stared at the tiny lace panties covering her crotch, imagining how perfect her pussy probably was.

She probably shaved everyday, and she was probably tighter than a vice. Chris’s dick throbbed in his pants at the thought.

A minute later, the dance had finished, and the girls bowed to a standing ovation. Whatever the teachers would make of it, the crowd had clearly loved the racy performance.

Later on as Chris and Tom walked through the parking lot to Tom’s car, Chris saw Vicky walking through the lot with her jock boyfriend, Bryce Howard.

“Shit man! There’s Vicky again!” Tom punched Chris again as they saw the couple walking toward them.

“Just play it cool you fucking idiot.”

They arrived at their cars at the same time, which happened to be parked right next to each other. Tom’s scrapheap of a car looked especially shit, next to Bryce’s brand new convertible.

“Well if it isn’t the gay patrol!” Bryce threw his arm around Vicky. “What the fuck are you queers doing here?”

“Driving home. In my car. What else?” Tom said.

“I don’t know, maybe sucking each other off? I don’t know what the fuck you dorks do.” Vicky burst out laughing at Bryce’s comment.

For all her physical perfection and grace, Vicky Chambers and her jock boyfriend Bryce were bane on Chris and Tom’s existence.

“Aw leave them alone Bryce.” Vicky rolled a lock of her thick blonde hair through her fingers. “They’re probably still in the closet.”

Bryce burst out laughing. “Nice one babe. Come on, let’s go.”

Bryce and Vicky jumped into his convertible. The car roared out of the lot and a second later, they were gone.

“Fucking nice going idiot.” Chris rolled his eyes at Tom as they climbed into his car.

“I hate that she’s such a bitch.” Tom said, trying to start up his car. “Damn is she fucking hot though. I’d love to see her pussy just once.”

“I hear that.” Chris looked out the passenger window into the night and played images of Vicky dancing in her lingerie over and over.

“I can’t believe that Bryce cunt gets to fuck her either. He’s such a lucky fuck.”

“We live in a twisted world.”

Tom eventually got the car to start, and drove Chris to his house, car sputtering all the way.

“Hey, me and Miranda are going to the arcade tomorrow after school. They’re having a board game night. You want to come?”

“Ah I can’t.” Chris shut the car door and leaned in, talking to Tom through the window. “I’ve got my first shift at that Toy Shop tomorrow.”

“Shit.” Tom laughed. “I forgot you got a job at that gay old place. Why you want to work there anyway? You know that old man who owns is totally going to rape you.”

“Shut up.” Chris pushed himself off the car and stood up. “It’s not like I want to work there, I need the money. That’s the only place that got back to me.”

“Whatever man. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Later.”

As soon as Chris got in, he threw a couple of hot pockets in the microwave. In the kitchen there was a note from his mom.

Working late again. Don’t wait up. Love you, Mom. X

The microwave dinged and Chris took the scalding food out, sitting down in front of the news as he ate. The world was trash, the same as it always was. A young male reporter blathered on about the latest unlucky S.O.B to make it on the six o’ clock.

“And now updates on the missing persons case. Stephanie Chang is an accountant from Briarstown…”

Chris flicked the channel over, unable to hear about any more missing persons cases. It was almost like there something in the water around here. People just up and left all the time. It made him feel sick, especially with his mom working so many late nights.

Chris lived alone with his mom, and he was more than well aware that they weren’t well off at all. His dad had left when he was three, and he was an only child. Chris had worked at the Burger Barn since he was fourteen to help his mom make ends meet, but it had been shut down last month due to health code violations, and Chris had been looking for other work frantically. Unfortunately the town was small, and there wasn’t a lot of work. Chris printed off three hundred copies of his resume and handed them out to every business in town.

The old toy shop on Belmont was the only one that had got back to him.

The toy store was creepy as fuck, and it was run by an old man. The kids at Chris’s school referred to him as ‘The Doll Maker’, and Chris had always done so too, until learning at his interview that his name was actually Terry.

Terry as it seemed, was actually quite a nice guy, and he was looking for someone to help close the shop up at night. Terry was getting older and wanted to start spending less time at the shop. Chris’s interview at the shop had gone well, and Terry offered him a job on the spot.

Chris didn’t care what the job was, as long as it paid money, he needed to help his mom pay bills. Since he’d lost his job at the Burger Barn she’d been working doubles, and it pained him seeing her so tired all the time. Chris learned at the interview that the toy store had had been in Terry’s family for four generations. They used to make a lot of the toys themselves, but over the years they’d had to start buying more stuff in from China to keep up with demand.

Nowadays there wasn’t actually much in the way of toys in the store. Terry had cleared out all of the inventory a few years ago and filled the store with these life size mannequins that he had made from scratch. The mannequins were bizarre. They were all serenely beautiful and seemingly perfect women. Heading past the store always gave Chris the creeps. The women looked so life like, it was unnerving to see a shop full of perfectly still bodies like that.

Still. A job was a job and Chris needed the money. At the end of the day he didn’t care where he worked, as long as it paid.

Chris ended up falling asleep in front of the TV, and dreamed of Vicky in her cheer lingerie. In the dream she’d come home with Chris instead of Bryce, and she was giving him a lap dance in his bedroom as Chris ate hot pockets. She stripped from her lingerie one by one as she ground against him, pushing her perfect and dripping pussy against the hard line of his cock.

“You want to fuck me don’t you Chris? You want to put your cock in my perfect little pussy.”

Vicky bent over in front of him, baring her perfection to him.

“Come and fuck me. Fuck me Chris. Fuck me.”

He wrapped his hands around her waist, pulling himself in close. He had his cock in one hand, and he was about to slip inside of her. He inched close, his throbbing head just inches away from her dripping sli-

“Chris!”

Chris jumped awake at the sound of his Mom’s voice.

“What? What’s going on?!”

Chris looked around the living room, surprised to see he was still sitting in the chair and that it was morning.

“Get up Chris, you’re going to be late for school. Tom will be here any minute.”

“What time is it?” Chris sat forward in the chair, wiping sleep out of his eye.

“It’s 8:30am. You’ve been sleeping in the chair all night.”

“Damn Mom. You should have woke me.”

“I would have honey, but you looked so peaceful. You want pancakes? You’ve got a big day ahead of you.”

“Sure, thanks.”

Chris went into the bathroom and splashed water on his face, trying to cool himself down from his hot dream about Vicky. It hadn’t been the first time he’d dreamt about her like that, and it probably wouldn’t be the last either. He needed to keep his head in the game for now, he had a few big tests at college and after that he had his first shift at the Toy Shop.

After he finished his pancakes, Chris grabbed his things and went to wait outside for Tom.

“Hey, give your mother a kiss before you leave!”

“Sorry mom.”

His mom pecked Chris on the cheek before running her fingers through his hair. “You look very smart. Are you excited about starting your new job at the store?”

“I guess.” Chris rolled his eyes. “Let’s just hope The Doll Maker doesn’t butcher me or anything.”

“Stop that nonsense.” Chris’s mom batted him across the head and walked back into the kitchen. “He’s a very nice man and he’s doing us a big favor by giving you this job! He’s probably very friendly.”

Chris tightened his hand around the strap of his bag as he walked out the front door. He didn’t know what to think of The Doll Maker, or Terry, but he was sure that he’d find out very soon.

*

“Terry? Mr. Blythe? It’s me. Chris. Chris Nixon? I’ve come for my first shift.”

Chris walked through the shop, looking for the old man. From the outside the shop had looked closed, which was curious to Chris as he knew he was meant to be helping Terry close up.

Chris looked up and down the aisles, his eyes lingering across the beautiful dolls within. The women were extraordinarily beautiful, and were it not for the fact that they were perfectly still, Chris would have assumed they were real.

“You sure are some hot stuff…” Chris walked up to one doll that caught his attention. She was life sized, just as all the dolls were in the shop, only a few inches shorter than Chris was. All the dolls were placed standing up, supported on three dowels from the wall behind them that ran between their arms and legs.

Chris reached his hand out and stroked the flesh of the woman, marveling at how real her eyes looked. He was barely two inches from her face and he could make out every detail. It was as if she wasn’t even a doll at all.

“How did he make you?” He whispered to himself as he looked the doll up and down.

All the dolls in the shop were dressed in some sort of revealing lingerie. Truth be told, Chris knew that he would have to have a couple of wanks in here when the old man left. Being alone in the shop with this many life like dolls was starting to get him turned on. He glanced down the top of the doll he was closest to.

“How much detail did he put in you exactly?”

Chris pulled the fabric away from her breasts and was surprised to see a perfectly real looking nipple on the doll’s tit. He slipped his hand under the lingerie, cupped the breast and marveled at how real everything felt.

“This is unreal…” Chris shook his head in amazement and his attention fell to the doll’s panties. Had the same amount of effort been put in down there? Chris cast a cursory glance over his shoulder, and slipped his hand down the doll’s panties. Sure enough, she had a pussy, which was soft, warm and …wet?

Chris pulled his hand from the doll’s panties and saw a fine sheen of damp on his fingers. Was this fucking wet?

“What the fuck…”

Chris looked around again, but there was still no sign of the old man. He slipped his hands back down the panties of the doll and slipped a finger between her wet folds. He pushed his finger into her pussy, gasping at how real it felt. Her walls were soft, tight and silky. He pushed his finger inside her up to his knuckle. He stroked the inside of her pussy, feeling himself get hard. He could even feel a fucking g-spot inside this thing. However Terry did this, he did a fucking good job. Chris pushed his hand against the Doll’s g-spot, just as he had done with his ex, Tiffany.

The Doll’s g-stop clicked like it were a button and then, she came to life.

“Yes Daddy! Fuck me!”

“What the fuck?!” Chris whipped his hands out of her panties, jumped backward and fell into a shelf full of dolls behind him.

The doll stepped out of her slot and onto the carpet between the aisles. She looked around the shop robotically and then her eyes fell on to Chris.

“Master! Please fuck me Master!”

Chris’s first instinct was to run, but upon seeing a beautiful woman walking toward him, he did the thing that any man would - he froze.

“What are you?!” Chris gasped as the doll swung around and dropped herself onto Chris’s crotch. She started rolling her hips, pushing the dampness between her legs against his raging hard on.

“I’m Mindy! Bimbo Doll at your service! Would you like a blow job?”

Chris stammered at her invitation. The doll moved with such a life like quality, the only thing that betrayed her construction were a series of hairline joints around the parts of her body that moved.

“S-s-sure!”

Mindy jumped off of Chris’s crotch, spun on a heel and dropped back down again, so her face was in line with his dick.

“I love cum!”

The doll unzipped his jeans, and before Chris could process what was happening, his dick was in the back of her throat.

If the old man finds me like this he’s going to freak, Chris thought, but there’s no point in not enjoying this!

“Oh yeah baby.” Chris pushed his jeans down his legs and opened his hips, giving himself space to face fuck the doll. She moved her mouth up and down like a professional porn star, hammering her tonsils against the tip of his cock with sharp and forceful thrusts.

Chris sieved his fingers through her thick blond hair, scrunching his hands around the back of her head. He took tight hold of the gorgeous blonde and thrust his cock in and out of her mouth furiously.

He bit his lip as he felt the pressure building in him. The doll placed her hands on the floor and simply crouched there mouth open as Chris pounded his cock against the back of her throat. From this angle the doll almost looked like Vicky. The thought pushed Chris over the edge and he lost it, imagining that it was Vicky he was face fucking right now.

“Yeeeessss!” He pulled Mindy’s head down onto his cock as far as he could and burst inside of her. Mindy clamped her lips around his base. He grabbed fistfuls of her hair, squeezing rope after rope of thick semen into her pretty little mouth.

“Enjoying ourselves are we?”

Chris jerked his cock out of the doll’s mouth startled by the voice, jumping to his feet to dress himself.

“Mr. Blythe, I’m sorry, I’m so sorry!”

Fuck fuck fuck. I am so fucked. Why the fuck did I have to go and stick my dick in the merchandise on the first day?!

Chris cursed himself as the old man stared at him, knowing full well that the prospect of him working here was well and truly dead.

“You’ll fit right in here.” Terry laughed, turning from Chris to walk to the reception at the back of the store. He turned back and shouted something at the doll. “Mindy go wash yourself off and then return to your station.”

“Yes master!”

Chris stared in amazement as the doll walked off, presumably carrying out the old man’s orders.

“Wait a minute, mister!” Chris ran after the old man, who had sat down behind the reception, reading a paper. “I can explain myself, I’m sorry, please don’t fire me!”

Terry looked up at Chris and laughed. “Come on Chris.” He rolled his eyes. “Any red blooded male would do the same. In fact, I’d probably fire you if you didn’t molest a doll on your first shift.”

“What?”

“It takes the right kind of person to work here Chris, and I think you’ve got what it takes. Truth be told, I’m not looking for someone to take over the store at night, I’m looking for someone to take over the store completely. I’m getting old, and it’s time for me to move on.”

“I don’t understand…” Chris turned his head at the old man. Was Terry suggesting he wanted Chris to take over the store? “I can’t make stuff like this Mister. I’m not an artist like you. The stuff you do here, it’s unreal.”

“Oh I assure you that it’s very very real Chris. Come. Follow me.”

Terry stood from the desk and led Chris into the back, into the workshop of the store. Everywhere Chris looked, there were surfaces covered in doll parts.

“This is unbelievable.” Chris said as Terry led him to a large box at the back of the store. “You make all this yourself?”

“I’m more of an… assembler.” Terry said, half turned to Chris. They had stopped in front of a giant wooden crate.

“Do you watch the news? Did you hear anything about that missing woman?”

Chris squinted at the old man. “The accountant from Briartown?”

“Yes. That’s the one. Young girl. Mid twenties. Asian.” Terry picked up a crowbar from off the floor and slid it into the corner of the box.

“Stand back, watch your feet.”

He pried the bar into the box and it fell open.

“Meet Stephanie.”

Chris’s mouth fell open. It was the missing woman that was all over TV, except… she didn’t look like a woman anymore. She looked different, just like the rest of the dolls in the store. She even had the same hairlines fractures at her joints. Stephanie stood up perfectly still in the box, supported on a stand.

“Stephanie, wake up.”

The doll’s eyes open and life spread across her face and body. She turned from Terry to Chris, then back to Terry again.

“Hello master! Would you like a blow job?” She spoked with the same saccharine voice as Mindy.

“No. Deactivate.”

Stephanie’s eyes closed again and her face become doll like once more.

“What do you think? Pretty neat huh?”

“But she, you - how?!” A million questions raced through Chris’s mind, and he struggled as he attempted to get them all out at once.

“Took her after she was working one day. That’s how I get all my subjects.”

“Subjects? Subjects!”

Chris looked back at the shop in abject horror. Did that mean all the women in there had some point been real?

“Yep. Can’t say I get out much anymore though. I’m getting a bit old for this. You’re probably wondering how I turn them into dolls though…”

Chris opened his mouth several times over. He was wondering that, but he wasn’t sure if he wanted to know. This guy abducted women and turned them into walking sex dolls somehow. He was a mad man! Chris had to get out of here, he had to call the police.

“I’ll show you. Come.” Before Chris could react, the old man grabbed him by the arm with surprising strength and pulled him to a table on the opposite of the room. There was a cloth over the table, which seemed to be covering a body.

Terry whipped the cloth from off the table, causing Chris’s eyes to nearly bulge out of his skull.

Strapped to the table, completely nude, it was Vicky.

“Vicky?!”

A dark smile spread across Terry’s face. “That’s right. I took her last night after she got home. I’ve been following you around Chris, didn’t take a genius to figure that you had the hots for this girl.”

Vicky’s eyes bulged back and she screamed as she set eyes on Chris and Terry. She writhed on the table, trying to struggle at her restraints.

“So? What do you say? Want to turn her into a doll?”

Vicky shook her head terrified, screaming into the rubber gag in her mouth. As bad as it was, Chris couldn’t help but get aroused at seeing her naked body. Still, the old man was clearly insane. Chris couldn’t do this, he had to get out of here and get help.

“Mister…I …I-”

Chris backed away from the old man. Terry simply kept on smiling.

“You have two choices Chris.”

Chris backed away shaking his head. The old man was insane. He had to get Vicky out of here, he had to…

He walked back turning his head in disbelief, until he hit the wall behind him. There was nowhere to run. He was cornered.

“You can run, and you can tell the cops. Or…”

“…or?” Chris’s voice broke.

“You can inherit a harem of willing and obedient sex slaves. Led by your sweet and faithful Vicky.”

Chris swallowed at something in his throat. He thought the proposition over. Really, there shouldn’t have been anything to think about. There was only one thing to do and that was the right thing. But then… Chris’s eyes were focused squarely on Vicky as she writhed in terror on the table. That bitch. That fucking bitch had caused him so much misery all these years. It sure would be good to get his own back on her.

Chris pushed himself off the wall and stepped back to the table, looking down at the perfect cheerleader.

“How…how do I do it?”

Terry held his hand up to Chris, pointing at a golden ring with a green gem in the middle of it. “It all comes from here…”

He pulled the ring from off his finger, holding it up in front of Chris. “Once you wear this, you get the power, but beware. Once you put it on, you must keep it on. For when you remove the ring, you will die within the hour.”

“But, surely-”

“Yes.” Terry pulled Chris’s hand up and set the ring into his palm. “I know. I know because the same thing happened to the man who gave me this very ring. I watched him die, and now I’m ready to die too.”

Chris swallowed. For such a little thing it seemed to be a marvelous weight in his hands. For all he knew this was all just nonsense, he had no evidence it worked.

“It is your choice now, take it or don’t. Regardless of what happens, the ring will find a new owner soon. This is your chance to seize the power. This is your chance to become… The Doll Maker.”

Chris looked at the man startled.

“Yes.” Terry laughed. “The nickname existed long before you kids.” He broke into dark laughter, but the laughter turned to coughing. He raised his hand to his mouth and pulled it away, revealing large flecks of blood. “It’s already begun. Make your choice boy, before it’s too late. There are things I must tell you before I go.”

Chris pulled the ring onto his finger, feeling an alien warmth spread across his body as he did so.

Darkness spread across the old man’s face once more. “Very good. Now, place your hand on her body. Anywhere you like. That’s it.”

Chris steepled his fingers on Vicky’s right shin.

“Now, take the middle finger of your other hand, and place it on the stone. The transformation will then begin. Hold your hand there until it’s done.”

Chris did as he said, touching the pad of his middle finger against the cool green stone. As soon as he made contact, waves of pulsing fire spread from his fingertips, into the body of the girl, coursing across her flesh like lightning.

At first Vicky flinched and twisted as the energy took it’s hold, but she became still very quickly, and Chris’s eyes bulged as he saw deep hairline seems forming at her joints. The transformation took only ten seconds at the most, a hot flash of fire spitting from the stone back into Chris’s finger once it was done.

“That’s it.” The old man stared at Chris’s creation. He turned to Chris and looked him up and down.

“You are the doll maker now. Do not remove the ring until you are ready to die. It will kill you once you do.”

“But what will you do?”

“I’m going to leave you now. To go and die alone. I’ve lived for too long, and you will live as long as you wear the ring.”

“But the dolls…” Chris glanced back into the store, and looked at the parts across the shop. “How do I - what do I -”

“You will figure it all out.” Terry said. “All ownership transfers to you. I’ve even prepared the papers for the store. They’re on the reception in the front. All you have to do is sign them.”

“But the parts…” That was still the part that Chris couldn’t figure out.

“You will learn in time. You can customize. Rearrange. Build your dream woman. You can do anything.”

“Anything.”

With that, Terry walked away, disappearing out the back of the shop. Chris stood mouth agape, left alone with the Vicky Doll. He turned to look at his creation and gazed down upon the sleeping beauty. Chris placed a hand on her thigh, glancing his palms up and down her flesh, shivering at her softness. All this time he’d wanted her, and now he had her. To do with her as he wished.

“Vicky. Activate.”

Her eyes opened and life sprung into the doll for the first time. Chris pulled the gag from her mouth, and she beamed up at him in expectation.

“Master! Would you like a blow job?”

*

“Stand up. Bend over. That’s it. Spread your legs apart.” Vicky spread her legs, baring her pussy for him completely. Chris swallowed as he stared at the naked beauty before him. He pumped his hand up and down his shaft.

“Fuck me Chris. I want your cum inside my tiny little pussy.”

Jesus.

Chris pushed his body against the naked girl, his cock springing up between her legs, kissed by the dampness of her cunt. He placed a hand on Vicky’s back between her shoulder blades, and pushed her torso down onto the table top. Vicky let out a moan of approval, pushing her ass back against him.

“Stay still.” Chris growled in the girl’s ear, biting his lips as he looked down at her perfect nubile body.

He took his throbbing cock in his hand and pushed it into her folds, gasping as her slick damp enveloped him.

“Vicky…fuck!”

Chris wrapped his hands around her waist and pulled himself inside of her completely. She gasped back in pleasure.

“Oh Daddy!”

It was all Chris could do to stop himself from cumming right there. He started thrusting his hips back and forth, sliding his cock all the way in and out of the girl. Vicky pushed her weight up onto her elbows, and palming at her tits as Chris hammered her cunt from behind. He moved in and and out of her slick wet with ease, his mammoth cock gliding out of her like a well oiled piston.

He felt himself getting closer. He was nearly there.

“Yes Daddy, yes!” Vicky’s moans filled the empty workshop, and Chris could tell that he was nearly there now. All these years he had lived under this cunt, and now it was his. He owned her, and she would be his slave until his dying breath.

“Yes, yes, yes!”

Chris thrust himself all the way inside of her, firing jet after jet of his molten cum deep into her pussy, coating her walls. He came so much he was almost sure he’d fill her up. When he was finished he pulled out, collapsing onto a workbench behind her. She stayed bent over for a moment, breath heaving as she processed what had just happened. Chris stared at her throbbing cunt, biting his lip as he watched his jizz dripping from her wet folds, down onto the floor below.

*

Chris finished college several weeks later. Upon finishing he started working at the Toy Shop full time. With a whole shop to explore and a world full of possible subjects, Chris found that he had a lot to preoccupy himself with.

The only question was who he would turn next.
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