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My Futa Vampire 1

I remember being afraid when she first emerged from the shadows. 

That wasn’t strange; I’m always jumpy coming home late at night, keeping my keys bundled between my fingers just in case. But as the woman came into the light of the streetlamp, the object of my fear shifted: she looked terrible, gaunt, like she could collapse at any moment. A young woman, shorter and frail, pale as death. She staggered towards me, her arms casting wild shadows as she reached out for help.

Naturally, I rushed towards her. “Are you alright?” I called out, catching her just as she fell. “What happened?”

She turned her gaze on me; despite the skeletal quality of her face, her eyes were deep and piercing, drawing me into a darkness that knocked the air out of my lungs. My train of thought slowed to a grinding halt, all plans and thoughts of emergency numbers spilling out like paper in the wind. Nobody could help her. Nobody could help me.

The last I saw was her lips becoming full and luscious as she sank her teeth into my neck.

* * *

My dreams were wild and carnal. Naked bodies, words whispered in the heat of passion, thrusting and squirming and a rising tension, my senses melting together as I tumbled over the edge.

Pleasant, really, for being dead. If that was purgatory, perhaps I’d enjoy my time here. 

The breath of life hit my face like a splash of cold water and fragmented my dreams into a million glittering shards. It left me confused and gasping, half-rising before I fell back once more.

Fact 1, I was in a bed. Fact 2, it was not my own. That’s as much as I was able to pierce together as the world slowly, slowly resolved itself around me. My head pounded and my throat was dry.

The thought of my throat sent my hand flying up to my neck as the memory of the bite came flooding back. The puncture wounds were there, sore and swollen to the touch. “Oh my god!” I wailed, fighting a sudden, rising panic as I realized its implications.

A voice spoke to me across the room. “Relax. I didn’t turn you.” It was a strong voice, steady and commanding, yet with a soft, sultry edge to it. Its owner stood by the window, her dark figure outlined in the moonlight.

I sat up abruptly, my heart hammering in my chest. It was her! She had taken me to her lair, to eat or kill or…

The vague memories of my dreams returned and I felt a pleasant shiver between my legs. Maybe the vampire’s plans were of a different nature.

She watched me in silence. It gave me more time to take her in, as the initial fury of my fear dulled and my eyes adjusted to the gloom. I would have recognized those eyes anywhere. But her form was something else. The face that had been hollow and dying had turned into its opposite, strong and alluring; if not for the fire in her eyes, I would’ve thought her a different person entirely. Her hair was short and dark, the color of midnight, and her skin was pale. Her lips, so plump and attractive that merely looking at them thrust debauched images of all the ways they could make me shiver and sing into my imagination, were painted black. So were her jewelry and dress, a dark monotone against the contrast of her skin. And below that dress, curves that I could only half way make out, a supernatural shapeliness that my fantasy were all too happy to fill in the blanks for.

I gathered the bedsheets around me like a silken shield and confronted my captor. “What do you want from me?”

She waved her hand in my direction. “Nothing that I did not already take.”

My eyes widened. What had she taken? I looked down and patted myself over. All my bits seemed to be intact; my insides felt inside-y, my heart was in its right place, and would a vampire even try to steal my kidneys? Then, another thought reared its head as to the providence of the blood-suckers suddenly enlarged boobs, but no, mine were still whole, undiminished and unstolen.

She rolled her eyes at me and shook her head. “Just your blood. Hardly too surprising, given the circumstance.”

“But why are you keeping me prisoner, then? Am I to be chained here, a slave to your unquenchable thirst?”

“You can leave any time. The door is over there. Your purse is on the table.”

I squinted at her. This was an unexpected trick. “But why did you bring me, then? Why am I not lying in a ditch or a shallow grave?”

“That would be quite rude, no? Would you rather I had left you for dead?”

“Not really. I just… expected something else out of being attacked by an undead monster in the night. So I’m not a blood doll to you?”

“No.”

“Not even a sex slave?”

“Still no.”

I deflated a little. “Huh.”

The vampire crossed the room and sat down at my side. “You were in a bad spot when I became myself again. You’ve been out for two days. But you’ll recover.” She held out her hand for me, nails painted black (of course) and finely manicured. “Welcome to my home, Camille. My name is Velvet.”

I gave her a look. “Is it really?”

“Yes. Welcome,” she said, more forcefully this time.

“Thank you, Velvet. I really appreciate it. After you, y’know, nearly murdered me. Did your mom give you that name, or is this some sort of vampire thing?”

“You can’t go around using your old name when you’re dead.” Her eyes bored into mine. “I don’t recommend you try.”

“Right. Right. You’re silky soft, so I’m sure it fits.” I took her hand and shook it. “Thank you, though. Scared the shit out of me, but… You don’t seem too bad, considering. Please don’t ambush me again, though.”

“I’m not planning to. Things got… out of hand.” She stood up again and walked to the window with such an exaggerated sway of her hips that it was hard to believe she didn’t do it on purpose. “I thought I could make do without blood. I was wrong.”

“I don’t know much about vampires, but that sounds about right to me,” I said. “Why even try?”

She turned her head sharply, her smoldering gaze freezing me to the spot. “Because I’m not a monster. I didn’t choose this.”

“Ah,” I said, detecting a wave of oncoming angst. “Fair. Forget I asked. Again, thanks a million for not murdering me. So, uh. If you’re not planning anything nefarious with me… why did I have these, like, super erotic dreams in your bed?”

Velvet raised an eyebrow. “Maybe you like being bitten? I’m not a mindreader.” 

My cheeks flushed. “Maybe. But… hey, no, that can’t be right. I never told you my name, and you knew!”

“Alright,” the vampire allowed, a slight smile spreading on her black lips. “Maybe I know a little. I’ve felt certain things from you, certain lusts, from that moment that I tasted your essence…”

“Uh-huh?” I said, leaning forward without even realizing.

Velvet advanced on me, her smile widening. “Yes. You like my confidence, my power, effortless sexuality. I’m taller than you, bustier than you, so strong I could pin you beneath me and never let up.” She laughed, looking down at me from the side of the bed. Here, so close in the dim light, there could be no doubt about the truth of her words; her limbs overflowed with curves and muscle, her very presence in the room sending shivers down my spine.

I realized that I was drooling. “Y-yes?”

“You don’t need to tell me. I know it’s true.” Velvet laughed. “Does it work like this for every vampire, I wonder? I was never a slouch, but your blood, it sculpted me this way. Made me grow bigger and stronger. Very interesting—even if it bodes ill for my wardrobe. And it gave me something else that could only have been dredged up from the depths of your desires…”

My eyes instinctively glanced between her legs before I could wrangle them back up. “What’s that?” I said, playing dumb.

But she noticed, the smug bitch. “You know,” Velvet intoned. “You’re dying to touch it, to kiss it, to be filled and fucked and ravaged.”

She lowered her hands with maddeningly deliberate movements, slipping her fingers around the edge of her skirt and lifting it to finally reveal… a monster of a girlcock between her garters.

It was as perfect as I had dreamed.

* * *

“It’s not going to fit,” Velvet said. She spoke in a factual tone of voice, as if explaining to a fish that it could not, in fact, breathe on land.

“Fuck that,” I snapped. “Ram it in anyway!”

“It’ll hurt.”

“Some things are worth a little pain.”

She took a deep breath. “Of all the women I could’ve run into…”

“You got lucky to pick me, yes. And if you’re balking at a little kink from the first chick you bite, maybe you oughta reconsider this whole vampire business.” I looked her in the eye. “I want it, Velvet. I need it.”

Then I turned my attention to the most important thing in the room: the 12 inches of vampiric cock waiting to split me apart. And she wasn’t even fully hard yet! I didn’t care if I were drooling at this point, taking her into my hand. Thick, warm, and commanding, swelling between my fingers to my lecherous delight. Shit, I might just have cum then and there. I had to have a taste.

“I am aware,” Velvet said. Despite her reluctant attitude towards actually railing me with her god-given girlcock, she did not move away. “Your lusts are practically radiating off you. It’s quite distracting.” She glanced over herself, noting the stretching sounds around her bust and the ever so slight thickening of her limbs. “I did not even notice the change, but here I am, growing bigger still…”

That did make me cum, just a little. A hors d’oeuvre for the night’s revelry. I felt the shiver run through my body, warmth, wetness and a pleasurable throb. I wanted more. Shamelessly, I took her in my mouth, looking up at her sculpted face, erotic and impassive. And finally, she did react: a small twitch of her lip, a flash of her eyes. Her cock pulsed in my mouth, forcing my lips apart as it grew hard and oh so deliciously meaty. 

“You fucking stud,” I breathed, coming off her monstrous cock to pepper its length with kisses.. Sitting between her legs, face to face with the most perfect penis that I had ever seen. I was entirely under her spell. “How are you so hot?”

“Magic. Literally, magic.”

“I love magic,” I said, pushing my face against her crotch and her enormous balls. Their scent made me lose my mind, so powerfully erotic and domineering that my mind spun with feverish thoughts of Velvet turning me into her toy. I kissed them, too, imagining how they churned and gurgled with enough cum to drown me wholesale. Or maybe I wasn’t imaging it.

Her cock throbbed next to my ear. She was ready, hard… and big enough to rival a fucking wine bottle.

“Holy shit. Now I see why you needed more blood so badly.”

“I get the feeling that you would’ve happily let me drain you dry just to see how big my cock might grow.”

“Shit yeah! I mean, do you want to bite me again?”

Velvet laughed. “Maybe later. If you prove to me that you can actually take my size without internal injuries.”

I scrambled onto the bed again, flinging off my underwear as if I’d die without an acute injection of dick. “You can just heal me in that case, right? Vampire magic?”

“I can’t do everything. Even if I am a supernatural creature.”

“Eh, fine. Heal the world or giant dick—I’d say you definitely ended up with the better of the two.” I spread my legs. “Now ravage me.”

The amazonian blonde looked me over once more. Then she leaned over the bed and engulfed me in her shadow. The arms that had been frail and haggard when she first approached me were thick with feminine power, her black nails tearing into the bedsheets. Her face hovered over mine, her lips curled with amusement. “As you wish. I’ll see you on the other side.”

Her cock slipped between my legs and I shuddered again with another juicy mini-orgasm. It was helpful, really, because I was about to take the biggest dick of my life; it was only fitting that I would be so sopping wet that I would’ve left a trail all the way home if she weren’t there to satisfy me.

But she did. Oh, she did. Velvet gave a low growl as she slid inside me. “Tight…” she whispered in a clipped voice, her moan reverberating in her chest, hanging just over my face. Inch by inch, she spread me, coaxing her monstrous ladycock deep, deep inside me.

I was in bliss. Also in pain, but mostly bliss. It was the sweetest, sultriest, most superlative sensation. I tried to move, but could not; I was wholly under her control, mewling with pleasure as the brutally hung vampire began to fuck me in earnest.

“Oh my fucking god how are you so good—”

Her smile hung over my face, smug as ever. “Magic.” And then she fucked me so hard that my capacity for further rebuttal evaporated on the engine of my red-hot libido.

The creaking of the bed grew increasingly dire as the vigorous vampire took charge, her balls slapping against my skin with such force as if to remind me of their unparalleled virility and the sheer, fertile load that they’d deliver once Velvet was through. I smelled her perfume and her sweat, sweet and earth, and I watched in disbelief as she grew taller and curvier before my very eyes, her breasts ballooning against the confines of her dress as if meaning to tear it apart from the inside.

And then, with a slam of her hips that might as well have paralyzed me, she roared and came. 

I felt every second of it, every exquisite pulse of her cock and the hot, heavy stream pouring into me. I laid under her, thoroughly dominated by her body, moaning myself hoarse. She was too much, too erotic to bear; I threw my arms around her neck, kissing her and shivering as I plunged into oblivion for the second time in her embrace.

* * *

One perk of making your vampire lover into a mini-giantess: she makes an excellent cuddler.

I had managed to coax her to undress, making no effort to hide my fascination with her gorgeous body as she did so. Now I laid in her arms, getting hot under the collar all over again as I played with her huge, shapely breasts and equally enticing ass. And despite my relative deficit in size, she seemed nearly as fascinated with mine, her elegant fingers drawing shapes across my naked skin.

“Are all vampires so warm?” I asked.” I thought you were supposed to be ice cold, being dead.”

Velvet regarded me with a thoughtful gaze, the edge of her lip curling upwards. “I haven’t a clue. I’m not an expert.”

“But you’re a vampire. You have to know!”

“I hardly know how I work. Whoever turned me didn’t stick around. And there’s hundreds, thousands of vampire stories; who’s to say which of them are true?”

“No vampire manual, huh? Not even a note? That’s disappointing. But I like you better being warm and soft, so I’ll take it. Plus, more exciting to explore the world of darkness when its all mysterious and unknown.”

She ran her hand across my thigh and gave me a fond squeeze. “True. I’m discovering new sides of myself just this night with you. Call it instinct. You might be interested to learn more…”

Obviously, I was there, eager as a puppy. “Yeah? Are you gonna get even bigger? Fuck me in some exciting new way?”

“Hah. You’re insatiable. Makes me wonder which of us is the real vampire…” Velvet smiled, her fangs white and sharp between her black lips. “I can feel your emotions pull at me with a gravity of their own. Your excitement, your desires… it’s more than palpable to me. Bubbly, infectious. Quite intoxicating, really…”

I felt a flush creep across my cheeks, but I was too turned on to truly feel ashamed by being so upfront. “You can black-out drunk on me for all I care, as long as you fuck me again.” God, she was just too fucking hot; I was positively squirming, aching for her all over again…

“In due time,” she said, still wearing that smug grin. “Sit up straight. You’ll appreciate the build-up.”

I gave her a searching look, damn near vibrating with impatience. I was ready now! But I obeyed, rising from her embrace. She didn’t say I couldn’t tease her cock, though, so I did, experiencing a kind of religious ecstasy as the monstrously fat member slowly stirred between my fingers. “Yeah?”

“Good girl. Now, close your eyes.”

I bit my lip and did so. “Fine. But don’t make me wait too long with your little game. I’m not—”

She kissed me, hard and voraciously. Her lips, her tongue, so soft and warm, so strong and in control. I shivered, still holding on to her meaty dick, throbbing with such power that it sent shivers down my spine.

Then she pulled back, leaving me panting and sweaty. “How’s that?” she asked, her voice rich and teasing. “Remember, eyes closed.”

I took a deep, quivering breath. “Not a bad start…”

“Good,” Velvet said, her voice now by my ear. She kissed the back on my neck, leaving a chain of lipstick marks around my shoulders. “Let’s try it again.”

Once again she kissed me, her tongue hot and slippery against my own in the sensual union of our lips. But then—the kisses on my neck continued. I could feel her breath on my skin making the little hairs on my neck stand up, as she drew me into her arms, her big, soft breasts pushed against my front… and my back?

I opened my eyes in confusion, twisting around to confirm what the little devil in the back of my mind already knew; I saw a double of Velvet, giving me a sly wink before she claimed my lips with her own and the original picked up her kissing my neck where the other had left off.

“Oh, fuck…” I murmured, feeling my knees go weak, swiftly followed by the rest of my body. But then, I was practically sandwiched between a pair of big, strong vampires, who were perfectly content to reduce me to a puddle of excitement in their embrace. The only strength left in my body resided in my hand, holding on to her fat, throbbing cock with as hard of a grip as I could muster, feeling it twitch and—dare I say it—grow from my overwhelmed lust.

“That’s the idea,” she whispered into my ear, her tongue still hot and wet against my own. Her nimble fingers ran over me, drawing a gasp of anticipation as they parted my legs. Just one of her mammoth cocks stretched the limits of what I could take, physically and mentally. Having two of them arranged against me, their every pulse and pump making me shiver with delirious desire… How could I ever hope to give two of her the attention she deserved? How could I please her—and let myself be pleased—without breaking in the attempt?

Velvet’s kissing only grew more passionate, her little moans filtering into my mouth and ears. She was all around me, everything I wanted and could ever want; strong and sexy, attentive and ravenous. As her finger circled my clit, I decided that this was a sacrifice I was willing to make.

“You’re still alive,” she remarked at the breaking of my brief chance.

“One of us has to be.” It was impossible to keep my voice level against her teasing touch, much less the rest of me, but there was no attempt to hide how good I felt. “God, it’s like you got twice as smug, too. Fucking hell, Velvet…”

“You seem to like it well enough,” she said, her brazen grin refreshed as I reeled under the eerie, but oddly hot sensation of hearing her speak in stereo, a demonstration of the supernatural power and coordination of her cloned selves.

“It’s… pretty good.”

“’Pretty good’ won’t cut it.” Velvet gave her twin a meaningful look.

“Sounds like we’ll have to convince you,” the other Velvet said. As if by a flick of a switch, her cocks grew so hard and warm between my legs that I thought they might catch fire, ready and waiting to spear me on their unyielding lengths.

“I’m… very open to that!” I stammered, rolling my hips to welcome them in. “F-fuck…”

“Good. Because we have two long, hard arguments for you.”

I meant to deliver another quip, but at that moment two well-lubricated monster cocks entered my cunt and my ass, and my higher brain functions ceased operating. My only hope was to ride the wave, bliss rocking through my body as my twinned lover began her sensual assault.

Fuck. How was she so good? Velvet moved in perfect unison, thrusting her hips like sexy, steamy clockwork. Her grip on me grew harder, more controlled, our moans and the sounds of our lovemaking filling the air. And while she had put on such a smug facade, now, at least, I saw it break down, her stone-cut expressions twisting with need, growling and panting as she throbbed inside me.

“Velvet…”

For all the hardness of her cocks, she remained blessed with the softness of the dual sexuality, her curves soft and warm. The amazons all but smothered me between their breasts, held there by necessity of their taller forms; I peppered them with kisses in return, finding a fat, luscious nipple to bite in between the uncontrollable moans that rocked my body.

“Camille…”

I don’t know how I took it all, but there could be no doubt; I felt her fill me, felt her fat balls slap against my skin as she thrust, again and again. And I saw how it drove her wild, her composed facade cracking to reveal a feral need to fuck. Seeing my beautiful monster pant with desire drove me towards my own orgasm at a perilous pace, careen towards such a monstrous climax that I might never recover.

It’d be worth it.

“Yes!” I cried at her, gripping her the best I could. “Do it! Cum, you sexy beast. Fill me up. Make me yours!”

That riled her up like nothing else, her rhythmic pounding growing outright desperate, stretching me in the best way on her monstrous femmecocks. She didn’t give a verbal reply, but hilted herself inside me with a grunt and unloaded her unbelievably potent climax, hot, wet, and so voluminous that I could’ve bathed in it.

Suffice to say, I came harder than I ever had before. It was hard enough to breathe in the crush of her sweaty tits in the first place, and when I lost control of my limbs, shivering and moaning with occult pleasure, I could do little but accept what I was given, only faintly aware that a world existed outside of my lover’s touch, her scent, her heat—and her inordinately fat cocks, still riding out their superhumanly long orgasm inside me, every twitch igniting a new explosion of rapturous pleasure inside my head.

It was unreal. It was decadent. It was perfect.

I felt her kisses on my face, pulling me up between the two of her. I was happy and spent, utterly smitten; and from the look in her eyes, devoid of her shell, so was she.

My insatiable desires were satisfied; for a moment, at least. I hugged her, welcoming the bliss of sleep and the dreams of a new life. A life of making love in the moonlight, of delving into shadow and sex too shameless and indulgent to ever see the sun.

Outside, dawn approached. I no longer cared for it. All I wanted was to go bump in the night.


My Futa Vampire 2

I looked down on the sleeping city. Dark. Defenseless. Utterly ignorant of the dangers prowling through its streets. And I was above them all, the apex predator.

All things told, I was taking pretty well to becoming a creature of the night. I told my vampire girlfriend as much from my perch on the windowsill.

Velvet wasn’t having any of my shit. She rarely did before her first cup of coffee.

“Camille, sweetling. Destroying your sleep schedule does not turn you into the living dead, it merely shaves a few years off your life.”

“So I have to be more drastic, is what you’re saying.” I turned my head to admire the sight of her slipping out of bed and into a kimono, every glimpse of her pale skin a treat. She was my personal goddess, statuesque and scrumptious. And, yes, the brief flash of the fat cock between her legs helped, too. I had only just woken up, and here I was, already plotting to go back to bed with her…

She regarded me with those gorgeous, dark eyes. “You really don’t. Not that I don’t appreciate you being awake with me.”

“I gotta be! Left on your own, who knows how many young maidens you might hunt and ravish in the night? No, better you ravish me instead. I’ll bear that cross.” 

“Such a generous soul,” she said and rolled her eyes. Instead of pouncing on me, like the sexy, blood-thirsty monster she was, Velvet turned to the mirror to comb her hair.

Which left me to correct this exceedingly un-vampiric behavior.

“I know, right?” I said, slipping up behind her and throwing my arms around her middle. She was big and strong and oh so curvaceous. Almost enough to get me a little jealous, if not for the fact that I got to play with all of it. “I’ll take my payment in kisses, thank you.” My hands found her breasts and I uttered a silent prayer that she wasn’t one of those cold and hard types of vampires; they wouldn’t be nearly as nice to snuggle.

She looked back at me in the mirror, a little smile playing on her lush lips. “Is that so? Seems to me that you’re angling for a lot more.”

I felt a tremble between my legs as I met her eyes and the confident playfulness that I adored. “I know what I’m about. Kisses are a great appetizer before the full package.”

At that, my hands slipped between her thick, powerful legs to find her cock waiting for me. Since I had first met Velvet two weeks ago, we had both been stunned to find how her body changed according to my desires; while she had reverted to her usual look during sleep, her cock was still inhuman in its proportions and perfection, a foot-long slab of feminine dick already growing as my fingers traced along its veiny shaft.

I bit my lip as another tremor ran through me; with my arms around my raven-haired lover, I could feel her body growing subtly wider, pushing my arms apart as she grew an inch taller and that much more attractive to my size-hungry fantasies. My imagination was not kind to her wardrobe—and I did not feel a shred of remorse. In fact, I don’t think I’d ever get tired of seeing her tits outgrow her top, her dress shredding apart from the sheer volume of woman pouring out from it. In that sense, her kimono nearly wasn’t as satisfying to tease her out of, but as long as I ended up beneath her, I’d take it. And judging from how hard her cock grew in my hand, she’d take me, too.

Velvet purred, the rumble of her voice reverberating through me. If I had ever doubted how good her body changing for my desires felt, that moment dispelled it. She took my free hand and guided me to stroke her massive cock, letting me feel how the monster grew with excitement—and my subconscious urging. (It didn’t feel all that subconscious to me, but it definitely wasn’t under my active control.)

“You know what you want,” she said, her voice slow and seductive. “I can’t fault you for that. Most mortals go through their lives without ever finding the courage to do so. What I want is coffee, but… I suppose it’s not the only thing I need.”  Her cock bucked as if to underline her statement, the power of its sudden pulse nearly throwing my hand off. 

I buried my face against her muscular back, all but humping my mountainous lover. All of my eloquence had gone out of the window once she started teasing me, and now I was little more than a clump of clay in her hands, to be played with at her leisure. Which, given my influence on the very shape of her body, seemed a fair trade.

Velvet turned and lifted me without even a hint of effort. Here were the kisses I had been waiting for, the sensuous shower of affection from her velvet lips and her gentle hands, holding me up as I melted into the warmth of her embrace. Naked skin, heady perfume, and the sexual thrill of her mouth and tongue overwhelmed me.

I couldn’t resist. I shuddered, moaning under my breath as an anticipatory mini-climax climax shot through me, cumming from her aura alone. “F-fuck…”

Velvet pulled back, her eyes glittering with delight. “Already, sweetling? No, that I won’t do. You don’t rouse me and expect a reprieve so soon.” I felt her cock between my legs, thick and eager.

“Who said anything about escaping?” I mumbled, trying desperately to compose myself again. I was horny out of my mind and any semblance of self control was quickly leaking out of me. God, she was too fucking hot to handle, so big and dominant and hung like hell. The devil could not have made a more perfect seductress for me.

She laughed. “Fair. You like to get into trouble. To get your hands much too full. And seeing as you’re to blame for making me this way, I may as well play the part.” She lifted me higher, the tip of her cock aimed at my cunt. I ached to feel her inside me, to be split apart on the wonderful beast between her legs. The heat was unbearable, a roiling radiance of unbridled sexual power radiating from her loins, the mere touch of her cockhead making me lose my mind with anticipation of what came next.

“C’mon…” I moaned, squirming in her grip. “Don’t make me wait.”

Velvet smirked, speaking with infuriating calm. “The night is young, sweetling. You’re so small and delicate. I have to take my time.” 

All the while, every throb of her cock against me made my heart jump.  “I don’t care!” I snapped. “I didn’t break yet!”

“I know. Not for lack of trying.” She leaned in, her breath hot on my face. “But since you insist—let’s try harder.”

* * *

Velvet got her morning coffee at half past midnight. 

I joined her in the living room with a mild limp in my step and a heart free of regrets. 

“So,” I said, taking the cup she had poured for me, “when are you going to turn me into a vampire?”

She looked up from reading the news on her phone. “When I’m going to kill you, you mean? That’s not something you get to ask of me just yet. Or ever, preferably.”

“Don’t have to be so glum about it. You’ve bitten me before.”

“And I did almost kill you. Let’s not go back there.”

“But you didn’t! And you treated me real nice, after. It’s all fine, right? We have a bond. In any case, you’ll need to feed on me again eventually.”

“Not if I can help it. It’s too risky.”

I shrugged. “Risky is hot. You’re doing great, monster girl.”

“Thanks,” she said, her tone so dry as to be almost crunchy. “There’s no manual for becoming a vampire, you know. Even if I wanted to, I don’t know how to turn you.”

“You can’t find your own sire and ask them?”

“No. For all I know, my transformation isn’t even complete yet. You’re the first woman that I bit, and I was hardly myself at the time. The inner workings on the creatures of the night are veiled by a darkness that even I cannot pierce.”

“I got something for you to pierce,” I quipped, despite still feeling too sore to really make something of it. The spirit is willing but the flesh is spongy and bruised, as the quote went. “Huh. It’s quite something for a vampire to be scared to go out.”

Her eyes flashed at me. “I’m not scared. The hidden world is full of dangers, however. I have only recently entered it. And, by my actions, so have you.”

“Sounds fascinating, “I beamed. “Let’s explore it!”

She sipped her coffee. “You’re determined to throw yourself at any danger you perceive. I have to wonder how you made it this far.”

“Grit and determination. And being too damn cute for anyone to really hate.”

“A predator rarely hates its prey.”

I laughed and went around the table to kiss her cheek. “Thanks for the kind words, lover. I’ll take ‘not hate’ and work up from there.”

“I said, ‘rarely.’” Velvet murmured with a slight smile as she raised her face to receive my kiss. “I guess I have no choice but to guard your life on your ill-advised venture.”

“Exactly. Better take one of the new dresses we got for you; I’m not gonna be able to resist shaping you a little to make the rest of the town jealous.”

* * *

The night was alive. Music, laughter, and the clinking of glass echoed through the neon-lit streets as crowds of humanity congregated around the late night bars and clubs, telling truth and lies as they drank and danced the night away. 

Velvet and I slipped into a bar to the tones of punk rock. The crowds had started to thin out for the night, leaving its more eccentric specimens as the responsible citizens drifted homewards, but the room was still plenty lively as Velvet claimed a table and I went to get our drinks from a saucy blonde with an irreverent smile and silver studs at the bar. A Cosmopolitan for her, a Long Island iced tea for me.

She accepted the cocktail with a look of reproach. “You just had to get something red, didn’t you?”

“Don’t complain, I could’ve brought you a Bloody Mary.” I grinned at her and raised my glass. “Cheers! It’s almost like a proper date, now.”

“It’ll do. I can take you somewhere more upscale for the real thing,” she said, tapping her glass to mine with a little smile before considering her cocktail with a wary eye. “I was never a heavy drinker. Fate played a strange trick, choosing me to become a vampire.”

I regarded her for a moment. It was strange to see her out of her element; my sensual monster, an engine of erotic dominance, reduced to shifting in her seat as she watched the establishment with unease. Even a vampire could be an introvert.

“It’ll be a learning experience. For the both of us,” I said and smiled encouragingly at her as I took advantage of the corner sofa to slide in close, one arm around her middle. “Remember, if anyone bothers you, you can just eat them.”

Another look of admonition from her dark eyes. “I will keep it in mind. But If you suggest we go clubbing next, I might eat you.”

“Yes, please,” I said, draping myself over her front and seizing the moment to steal a kiss. “I can’t wait to see how freaky you’d get from tongue-fucking me.” I couldn’t help but giggle at the adorable blush that spread across her pale face.

Then the bartender appeared, setting down three shot glasses with a thunk. “Interesting conversation you’re having,” she said and slid the drinks across the table with a fiendish smile.

I looked her over again. Razor sharp pixie cut, a toned figure, killer hips. I’d let her ride my face in a heartbeat. “Why, you thinking of joining in?”

Her emerald green eyes twinkled in the half-light of the bar. “I might have a thing or two to contribute. Always happy to welcome the newbies, show them the ropes.” She sat down, smirking at Velvet as she ran what seemed to me an abnormally long tongue over her dark lips.

I only now realized how tense Velvet was beside me. She had recognized the shape of the woman’s sharp fangs before I had. Another vampire. I found myself holding my breath, my shoulders tense; but I let go of it as well as I could, fighting my instincts. We were here to meet other denizens of the night, and I refused to let my reflexive fear fear spoil the first impression!

The blonde laughed at our reaction and slouched over the back of her chair. “No need to look so shocked, ladies. You’re not exactly inconspicuous. Not that you have to be in my bar; I like a show.” She grinned. “Call me Absinthe.”

Velvet sat still as stone. “I didn’t realize we had intruded.”

“You haven’t. You’re my guests. Unless you’re looking for trouble. But then, there’s far better ways to spend your nights than fighting,” Absinthe winked at me, “don’t you agree?” 

“I do agree!” I interjected, quick to break the ice with the offered shot of liquor. It was dark and smelled of menthol. “Always happy to make new vampire friends,” I prompted Velvet, sliding a glass over to her. “Right?”

Velvet didn’t try particularly hard to look convinced, but she did raise her glass.

“To new friends,” Absinthe said and downed her shot. “You must be very new indeed. Never saw you around before. And you’ve still got that new-car smell all over your pretty face. Almost human. De-licious.”

“Almost. But not quite enough to enjoy a sunrise.”

Absinthe grinned. “Just as skittish, too. Not that it seems to be a problem for your friend.” She gave me a conspiratorial look. “I know how it is. I was just as giddy as you, back when I had my first taste of vampire dick. The first time is always the sweetest.” 

My cheeks flushed hot and rosy under the force of her gaze, and I found myself smiling. There was something about Absinthe that made my heart beat faster, made me want her to steal me away. It was the same effortless aura of erotic dominance that Velvet displayed in the bedroom—it made my knees weak there, and it made them weak now. Only, the short-haired blonde was far more at ease with her vampiric powers, and she made no effort to hide that she could read me like an open book—and that she liked what she saw.

Velvet wasn’t having it. “Very flattering, but she’s taken,” she said, pulling me against her.

“So? Love is free.” Absinthe’s eyes glittered with amusement. “Take it from one of your elders; you’re gonna fuck a lot of people through your unlife. No reason to be a prude about it.”

“I’m sure. So you’ll have no trouble finding some other couple to break up.”

“So dramatic!” Absinthe laughed. “Who said anything about breaking up? I wanna fuck both of you. That shouldn’t be so nefarious.” 

“Actually,” I started to say, “I wouldn’t mind—”

Velvet’s grip on me tightened. “Camille is bonded to me.” 

I bit my lip, gawking at the two alphas as they dueled over me. This was getting spicy. I didn’t think Velvet had it in her to be so territorial all of a sudden… but I liked it. I liked it a lot. But then, the thought of being spit roasted between both vampires? I liked that even better.

Absinthe rested her elbow on the table and leaned in. “No need to be so greedy, newbie. I’m giving you the proper welcome into our little community. Besides, we have a few interests in common.” She ran her fingers through her hair, which shimmered and shifted under her touch to leave fashionable green streaks of color amid the pale gold of her locks.

When I looked down again, her cleavage was now so pronounced that no amount of willpower could have prevented me from staring at her. Which was just as well, as I would otherwise have missed the view of her plunging neckline as her breasts abruptly bulged outwards in a surge of unnatural expansion, her sexy C-cups rising through the alphabet in a display that threatened to stretch her top apart and left me breathless watching the struggle.

“Oh,” I said with flushing cheeks. “You’re one of those vampires.”

Absinthe’s fat nipples tented the dark fabric of her shirt, proud and perky. No bra for this vampire—and honestly, if I had body-shaping magic at my disposal, I’d do the same.

“All that and more,” she promised with honey in her voice. “You only have to let me in”.

Velvet replied without a word: Her tits tore through her dress, growing enormous in the blink of an eye to assert her dominance. There was no regard for decency or subtlety, just the erotic explosion of her curves and the spectacle of their eruption, which struck the table as they filled her front and sent our glasses flying. And there I was, crushed against the side of her tide of tits by her unrelenting grip around my waist. I could think of worse ways to go out.

“I’m plenty for her tastes,” Velvet said, her deep voice reverberating through me. “You don’t have to trouble yourself.”

Absinthe ran her long tongue over her fangs. “It’s no trouble at all. In fact, this is looking more enticing with every passing moment.” She ran her nails across her top, slicing through the taut fabric like razor blades, and gave a smug grin as her growing breasts finished the job: they swelled rapidly, rising like dough between the ragged lines of her top before they became too much to contain and finally tore her top apart. It wasn’t even the only part of her that was changing; her jacket was becoming noticeably tighter, her sleeves riding up her arms as the cocky blonde grew taller before my very eyes.

I didn’t even have to look at Velvet to know that she was matching Absinthe, beat for beat. Her hand grew bigger and stronger around me, her fingers extending across my midsection even as their shape remained as delicate as ever.

“Now who is causing trouble?” Velvet growled, growing right out of the remains of her tattered dress without so much as a blush. Which was fine by me; I had rather hoped she’d put on a show like that! I just didn’t anticipate it’d be while throwing down with another sexy vampire. And even if I didn’t have to look at her to know she was changing, I couldn’t help myself, craning my neck to catch a glimpse of the monstrous bulge brewing between her legs. Alas, her tits had grown far too big to let me see it up close. Even so, I could feel the heat billowing from her crotch, the sharp, domineering scent of her sex. Could anything be better?

Absinthe grinned wickedly at me, as if reading my thoughts. She rose sharply, presenting her counter-argument as she loomed over the table, a gorgeous giantess of a woman. And, as I had guessed, more than just a woman: her tight, ripped jeans bulged so obscenely at her crotch that I was tempted to think she had stuffed it. But no; the top button was undone and her zipper opened, bit by bit, as the sheer pressure of her swelling girlcock forced it down. My throat went dry as I watched the spectacle, gasping out loud when her tenting cock reached a tipping point against the zipper and it finally rolled out into the open air, an outrageously fat phallus the size of my forearm that slapped against Absinthe’s thigh before settling between her legs, brazen and proud.

I heard Velvet breath through her teeth beside me. “Is that it?”

“I think we all know the answer to that,” Absinthe laughed. Her every move tore a part of her outfit, now, her jacket, pants, and even her shoes audibly straining at her growing bulk; she was nearly 8 feet tall and at risk of a total wardrobe malfunction, right there in her own bar. That was her saving grace, I figured; people knew to keep quiet when she put on a show.

She turned her gleaming eyes onto me. It felt like being caught in a spotlight. “What do you say, Camille? You’re not afraid of a little healthy competition, are you?”

My heart beat like crazy. Was I afraid? A little. But not enough to stop me. I glanced towards Velvet. Her frown seemed carved into the fabric of her face, a perfectly sculpted mask of concern. But that was her possessiveness speaking. Which, fine, that was hot, but maybe not the best when meeting her first vampire neighbor. 

“I’m okay with it,” I said, looking more at my lover than I did Absinthe.

Velvet shook her head. “You’ll get hurt,” she murmured.

“We’re here to explore, right? Only polite to indulge in the local traditions.” If all the vampires in this city were as fat-cocked as Velvet and Absinthe, they could damn well do anything they liked to me. I didn’t say that out loud, but felt very smug at the thought for a moment—until I remembered that I was dealing with a couple of mind readers. 

Absinthe’s eyes flashed. “Great,” she said. “Let’s party.”

* * *

Absinthe’s bed was spacious and soft. I landed in it without much grace, but I didn’t care, because I had a pair of amazonian dickgirls looking down on me with lust in their eyes and blood in their cocks. 

The trek to the upstairs bedroom had been short, but even so, I had the pleasure of watching Velvet’s and Absinthe’s clothes disintegrate, step by step, until now, when Velvet threw me onto the bed, they were naked in all their glory; a pair of Herculean goddesses come to life, having stepped right off the pedestal upon which they were carved.

Velvet came in first, her dark eyes fixing me with their intensity. “I hope you know what you’re doing,” she said under her breath, stroking my cheek as she loomed over my comparatively tiny body.

“Me too.” I said, offering an upbeat smile. “If not, I have you to protect me, right? Relax, it’ll be fun.”

Then Absinthe joined us, the titaness bending her head under the door frame to fit. She was taller than Velvet, but still more slim; where Velvet’s body was broad and muscular—in that perfect marriage to her mouthwateringly feminine curves—Absinthe was lean and toned. Which only emphasized the overwhelming size of her tits and the fat, juicy cock that stood out between her legs, seemingly swelling by another inch every time I looked at it. God, just seeing it made me tremble, imagining the depths of pleasure that majestic slab of dick could bring me to…

Absinthe caught my stare and cocked her hip. “Eager to get acquainted, eh? Good. Me too.” She put a bottle of Cointreau from the bar down on a bedside table and poured three glasses. “Here. If your nerves need loosening up.”

I glanced at Velvet.

“I’m fine,” she insisted, and all but shrieked when Absinthe slapped her ass.

“Sure,” the blonde laughed. “You’re a big girl, you can handle yourself. I don’t think I ever had to coax another bloodsucker this much for a threesome, I’ll tell you that. But don’t worry. I’ll make something of you yet. You, and your little girlfriend.”

I passed Velvet a glass and sat up by her side. “Some things are worth a little pain,” I said, catching her eyes as I gave her gorgeous hips a reassuring squeeze. “Even if that means a bruised ego.” Then I grasped her cock and set to kissing it all over.

Velvet’s stoic expression softened somewhat at this. Quite unlike her divine phallus, which only grew harder in my grasp, bucking so violently that it nearly poked my eye out as I lavished kisses upon it. Not the kind of sacrifice I had in mind, but one that I was prepared to make!

“There we go,” Absinthe crooned as she swept in, one arm around Velvet and one on me, running her fingers through my hair. “Such a good girl you got there, Velvet. You better make her feel special.”

“She does!” I agreed, when Absinthe abruptly took the opportunity to push my open mouth around the tip of Velvet’s mammoth cock, her masculine taste—and plentiful precum—drowning my throat. It was a dirty trick, but I wasn’t about to give Absinthe another reason to smirk at me, so I played along, all but gagging on my lover’s overwhelmingly potent penis.

She shifted in place, moaning softly; music to my ears. And her breathing continued to strain as I sucked on her, her sculpted body rippling with barely controlled pleasure. Her fingers ran across the side of my head, fingers that could smash steel giving me the lightest of caresses.

I was less gentle; but then, I couldn’t have hurt her even if I tried. So I choose passion over tenderness, worshiping her exquisite form. Her thick, throbbing cock, her fat, potent balls, her thick, inviting thighs. I traced my fingers across it all, this wonderland of sexual desire. I was so happy that I could make her feel as appreciated as I did.

A little too appreciated, perhaps. Even with the vampiric sex magic, the size of her cock challenged my jaw; and now, driven by her desires—and perhaps my own—I felt it throb and thicken, growing bigger right then and there!

I gagged, finally, struggling against my reflexes. It was too much, too fast; Velvet filled my senses utterly, the feeling of her cock against my face, her intense, sexual scent, her deluge of precum filling my mouth—even her mere presence, as I pulled back and saw her perfect body tower over me, made my head swim.

Absinthe cackled. “Look at you. Drunk on love. Or is it lust?” She eased me back onto the bed and nodded at Velvet. “I’d say that your tall glass of dark and stormy here has grown much less tense, but that’s not really true, is it? You just concentrated it in her dick. Better do something about that before she blows, eh?”

Velvet parted her black lips as if to say something, but the truth was hard to deny. Instead, her eyes found mine, a soft pleading behind her needy gaze.

I was more than happy to oblige. “Take me, lover.”

And she did. With a ferocity that left me in shock, Velvet tore my underwear away and spread my legs as she pulled me to the edge of the bed. For a moment, her monstrous shecock hovered over my belly and made me half mad with lust and fear at the stark realization at how deep it would go inside me. But fuck that; who needs organs anyway?

The point of no return raced by. She filled my cunt, inch by agonizingly pleasurable inch, until I was impaled on her monstrously fat phallus, twitching and writhing in her implacable grip. I couldn’t have escaped in a thousand years—but it felt so good that I’d never want to. 

She pulled out, sending a shiver through my whole body. “Oh, god!” I gasped, about to lose total control of myself. Then she thrust her hips once more and I saw stars and colored lights, only absentmindedly registering the slap of her enormous balls against my ass. 

I heard the floorboards creak beneath her massive frame and a barely suppressed moan from her lips. Then the fucking started in earnest and I melted into a puddle of bliss, insensate to the world.

Or at least, I would have, had Absinthe’s face not appeared over mine at that moment. “Full of hidden talents, aren’t you?” she said, speaking over the sounds of naked, sweaty skin slapping upon skin. “Be a shame to leave you with just one toy to play with.”

My luscious lover had, in fact, made me forget about Absinthe’s place in this threesome. But now that she stood above me, presenting her otherworldly anatomy with a saucy smile, my desires to drown in vampire cocks reignited.

“Yes,” I murmured, the room spinning around me as the redolent scent of Absinthe’s cock filled my nostrils. “Yes, please…”

“Such a good girl,” she laughed, hefting her fat cock before dropping it onto my face. She was big and hard, just as overwhelming as Velvet; and as she read my desire—or my desires, perhaps, imposed upon her—it grew even more so, her glorious girldick smothering me beneath it.

I wanted it more than anything. And yet, I could barely move, my lower half completely under Velvet’s control, and my arms worth little more than those of a marionette.

Luckily, Absinthe needed only my consent—if even that. She throbbed against me with such a strength that I felt it in my bones, laying me back flat and parting my lips to slip her colossal cock inside them. And now I really needed that vampire magic to work, because she was so fucking big and yet, in my heart of hearts, I still wanted her bigger—so she grew, obliging me, even as her phallus filled my throat in ways it had never been designed to do. 

I gurgled, trying to moan and curse in utter bliss. I was drunk on futa cock and I loved it.

“So eager,” Absinthe laughed. “I love it. Full fucking throttle!”

And so she went, fucking my mouth raw as Velvet pounded my pussy. I came, I came, and I came again, too turned on to even think. And eventually, they did, too, cumming inside me with the strength of gods. I was a plaything, a toy for these unholy monsters. My monsters. And my fantasies.

Like the monsters in my fantasies, a single climax wasn’t enough for Velvet and Absinthe.

* * *

“Camille… Oh, heavens, Camille…”

Hearing Velvet moan my name like that would’ve made me cream myself at any other time. Now, it blended into the dreamlike haze of constant fucking. I thought, for a moment, that I saw a brightening of the sky outside, the coming of the sun. Or maybe it had already come and gone and left me a new night of non-stop ravishing by my indefatigable lovers.

I was between them, between Velvet and Absinthe. They held me aloft, smothering me between enormous breasts, strong arms, and their greedy cocks pounding both of my holes. My voice had gone hours ago, leaving me with little more than a hoarse whisper to acknowledge Velvet’s pleading gasps. 

Absinthe attacked me with her mouth, meanwhile. Her kisses were hot and hungry, devouring my lips and filling my mouth with her tongue. There was so much of it; but then, there was so much of all of her, always ready to plunge me deeper into that delirious chaos that I so desired.

I felt her cock harden and shudder once more, gushing her hot, messy load inside me. I had lost count of their orgasms, past caring about what a mess I had become. I was an orgasm machine, well-lubed and expertly handled, pushed to my utmost limits. Absinthe and Velvet played their parts, moaning and thrusting.

Absinthe’s quips had died away. As had Velvet’s reservations. They had both become something else, something primal. Subtlety and teasing was gone; animalistic rutting was left in its place, an urge to fuck stronger than even their supernatural composure could control. Would they ever stop? Could they ever stop?

A climax was building in the room. Even I felt it, in my state of delirium. Something bigger than me, or Velvet, or even Absinthe—a transcendental crescendo, an orgasm that would be felt across the whole building.

“Velvet…” I gasped, reaching for my sweat-soaked lover. She was so hard, so much, that I feared for what might happen when we reached that point. But I had to let her know that it was okay. That I was fine, no matter what would happen. It was my choice.

My voice failed me, but I think she understood. Deep down, below the roiling surface of desire. That mind-reading thing, still pretty useful. Absinthe, too, though her smirk was a shadow of its former self, reduced by the sheer weight of her need to cum.

They lifted me up higher, their lips peppering my neck with kisses. Throb, throb, throb, they went, cocks harder than steel. 

I trembled and held my breath. Here it came, this avalanche, this orgasmic onslaught that we had been building to. Velvet and Absinthe tensed up, burying me between them—and finally let go, joining their voices to mine in a tremendous release.

I threw my head back, shuddering in relief—and shrieked as a vampire’s fangs bit into my neck.


My Futa Vampire 3

She came to me as I drifted between life and death. My lover. My Velvet. Out of the formless mist of my mind, she gave shape to my desires, plucking me from the void and into her arms.

Was I dreaming? I couldn’t tell. I floated in the middle of nothing until she appeared; and when she did, everything else ceased to matter. Those alluring, red eyes, the black, luscious lips; curled at one end with a touch of sly amusement at how obviously I wanted her. I didn’t care about her sharp fangs, her towering stature, her dangerous strength. Or rather, I did care: I loved her for it, loved how beauty and risk came together in harmony in her form, joining into my ideal lover. She could force me to do anything—and she would never need to, because I’d never tell her no.

Her body took shape as I looked upon her, a blurry silhouette snapping into focus before me. Gorgeous and pale-skinned, Velvet stood naked before me, graciously allowing my eyes to drink their fill. She was at once curvaceous and muscular, her limbs toned and defined on a hyper-feminine body, with slender shoulders, wide hips, and massive, shapely breasts. There was not an inch of her that I wouldn’t gladly pepper with kisses. The thought naturally drew my attention downwards, towards the forbidden prize between her legs:

Her cock. Her enormous, outrageously fat girlcock. Only a supernatural being could be that indulgently endowed, hung almost to her knees, and armed with such a heavy set of nuts that I couldn’t help but fear (and hope) that they might one day drown me in their love. She was plucked straight from my deepest fantasies and I couldn’t help but quiver as she started to grow hard, her heavy, pulsing throbs sending shivers down my spine (and between my legs).

Velvet leaned down and kissed my cheek, her warm, sultry lips leaving a tingle upon my skin. Was she taller than usual? She looked that way, towering above me. even on my toes, my kisses could not hope to reach her face, let alone her neck or shoulders. This observation only made me wetter, of course—especially when it left me in the happy circumstance that her gorgeous breasts were presented to me at eye level, enveloping my face as she hugged me once more.

“Velvet…” I mumbled, squirming in place. Pressed to her body, wrapped in her strong arms, I couldn’t help but hyper-focus on the touch of her cock between my legs, the uncompromising firmness and the sheer, erotic heat of her hardening shaft slipping between my thighs to rest its veiny girth against my slit. My hands scrambled blindly over her back, finding only more firm muscles and rounded curves to fuel my growing lust.

“Yes, sweetling?” Velvet replied, her voice low and sensuous. It came from all around me at once, a tone that would’ve left me willing and obedient any day. She ran her thick, pulsing shaft back and forth, her strong, elegant fingers grasping my ass and lifting me off the ground—a feat that I couldn’t help but wonder if her penis could achieve on its own.

“Where… are we?” My speech was as sluggish as my mind, each word feeling strange and unfamiliar on my tongue. The fog still lingered at the edge of my vision. She was all that was clear to me, my personal goddess, as pale and seductive as the moonlight. But though she dominated my senses with her touch and heat and scent, another impression rose in the back of my mind, fighting through the haze of lust to deliver another message to me: a sense of foreboding.

I heard voices, music, the clinking of glasses. A wall materialized behind Velvet, raw brick covered with worn posters for punk and metal gigs. At the edge of my vision, I saw people drinking and laughing over bottles of beer, indistinct faces and long shadows in a a dimly lit venue. The shadows surrounded my Amazonian lover, adorning her like a cloak of inky blackness. The semblance of modesty did nothing to diminish her raw erotic aura, however, and her iron-hard cock only felt stronger, hotter, and bigger between my legs. I, on the other hand, was painfully aware of being naked in the middle of a crowded bar, my face burning bright at the prospect of having sex in front of a dozen random people.

“Velvet, please! Not here!” I hissed. “They’ll see!”

“So?” came her laconic reply, her teasing smile hovering above me. If she was at all moved by the prospect of pounding me in public—or indeed, our otherworldly transportation to the grungy bar—she did not show it. “I thought you wanted to show me off. Are you ashamed of me? Of being with a vampire?”

“There’s showing off and there’s getting arrested for public indecency! Don’t you play that card with me.” I was aware of movement behind me, but being held in my lover’s hands, straddling her cock and smothered in her tits, I could only catch glimpses of the shadowy figures leering at us. I redoubled my squirming and twisting, though of course  I could never escape her iron grip—nor could I truly find it in me to pull away from her fat, juicy erection.

“Gods, of all the times for you to develop an exhibitionist streak…”

“This is all you,” she replied, her low, sultry voice thrumming through me. “You wanted wilder. You wanted more. No matter the consequences.”

“A threesome with a pair of hung futa hotties isn’t the same as inviting a throng of strangers into my bedroom!” I said hotly. Behind me, I heard steps approaching. “Velvet, come on…!”

“But I’m not a stranger,” the unseen woman behind me said and put her face against the  nape of my neck, her breath hot and alluring as she left a trail of kisses on my shivering skin. “Don’t you recognize me?”

I’d recognize that voice anywhere. But Velvet was in front of me, holding me up in her strong, shapely arms—so why did I feel her lips against the back of my neck, whispering sweet nothings into my ear?

Velvet did not play coy about the fact that there was two of her for long. The vampire behind me turned my head and pulled me into a savage kiss, leaving no doubt about her identity, as the ‘first’ copy of her continued to squeeze my ass, her monstrous cock shaking me to the core with its every powerful throb against my clit.

Fuck. There was so much of her. She overwhelmed my senses with her touch, her voice, her scent, a pair of curvaceous futa goddesses sandwiching me between their naked bodies. And with every deliriously lustful through rattling through my head, every new sensation that made me gasp and shudder, I felt her grow more, still: taller, bustier, and more maddeningly hung.

“Velvet…” I mumbled, as her tongue left me a moment’s reprieve. Her face loomed above me, as if cut from marble; her black, sensuous lips tempting me at every turn, her very gaze threatening to destabilize my attempt to think straight. Her cock rubbed against my back, its impossible size making me shiver. But, drowning as I was in carnal fantasy, the sense of dreamy disorientation still nagged at me with the sense that something was terribly wrong. I had forgotten something important from the night before, and the more I tried to focus on it, the deeper that thorn of worry wedged itself into my mind.

“Velvet,” I repeated, “why are we doing this here? This isn’t your place, your bedroom. It’s…”

I finally had a revelation, recognizing my surrounding. Absinthe’s bar! Of course! The sexy blonde vampire from the night before; the very one we had a steamy threesome with. The last thing that I could remember…

I twisted myself sideways, hoping to see her at the bar, certain that she could restore my memory. But though the dreamy fog receded, I did not find her face among the indistinct figures who stepped out of the shadows and, one by one, revealed themselves to be none other than my lover.

Velvet, in the dozens. As tall and enticing as ever, wearing naught but the strands of inky blackness. She approached me, surrounded me. How could I ever have failed to recognize her?

“Forget about her,” Velvet’s voice intoned all around me, a curvaceous coven of clones. “Forget everything.”

She was everywhere I turned to look, her wry smiles looking down at me, albeit with a new, unsettling touch of malevolence that I had never before seen in her. My heart hammered it my chest and I froze, utterly helpless in her arms.

“Velvet…” I pleaded, looking up at the ring of implacable faces.

She was always so stoic; I’m the one who had to pull out her monstrous side. And yet, now, I found myself yearning to slam that drawer shut, seal her up nice and tight and go back to nothing but a good, chaste cuddle.

But there was no turning back. Her embrace was a prison, her love a threat. Above, I saw her fangs gleam terribly in the half light, her lips running red with blood. My blood.

“Your desires carry a steep price, sweetling. I warned you. Again and again. And yet you keep demanding more.”

“No…” I whispered, fighting my rising panic. “That’s not what I meant!”

And yet more of her kept appearing, larger, curvier, hungrier.

“It can end no other way,” she said.

For a brief moment, her predatory mask gave way to a look of heart-wrenching agony. Then her teeth descended upon me and I screamed.

Goodbye, my love.

* * *

It was a dark, moonless night when I returned to life. I awoke, drenched in sweat, blinded by the blackness of my own bedroom. It took me by surprise to discover that I still had a body. I might as well have been a spirit for all the good that did me, because my limbs refused even my most basic commands. I felt weak, stuck, and tangled. Trapped in my bedsheets, in my own body, with nothing but a basic awareness of my surroundings and a numb tingle creeping down my left arm, its circulation cut off under the weight of my torso.

Was this life?

Well, shit. Even if it weren’t, I’d still wanna move before my arm fell off. Being a one-armed ghoul would be downright embarrassing. Velvet would throw a fit.

Velvet. She wasn’t here. And this was my apartment, not hers. How had I ended up back here? Where had my favorite vampire gone? And why did she leave me with such an erotic nightmare?

The dream. Yes, it was coming back to me. In bits and pieces, vivid flashes of emotion and visions that made me shiver before fading away into the fog of my mind once more. That shit was wild. Getting tag-teamed by two dozen clones of my lover, getting more mind-bendingly (cunt-stretchingly?) hung by the moment? Sheesh, I would’ve begged her for that sort of treatment. But why the hell did the dream stop, right before it got to the good bit? Some fucking tease, that was.

Well. I guess because I died. That does tend to be a buzz-kill. But still…

At that point, my body had woken up enough for me to flop onto my back and restore circulation to my arm. But even as the sensations and control of my body returned to me, I still felt weak and clumsy, as if I been bedridden for weeks, withering away.

Then I discovered the blood. Around me, on me. A frightening volume of crimson staining my bedsheets, damp and sticky.

Revulsion shot through my dulled senses, delivering the shot of adrenaline that I needed to free myself from the tangled duvet. I jerked upright, kicking and thrashing in unthinking terror. Was it all my blood? What had happened to me? I felt smothered, claustrophobic; I had to get out!

It was not my finest moment. Fortunately, nobody was around to see me acting like a fool. The fear passed when I realized that I was not, in fact, bleeding out. I wasn’t even hurt, in fact, despite looking like an extra from a splatter movie. The only throb of pain came from my neck… and the puncture wound I found there. A vampire bite. Of course.

So it wasn’t all a dream.

I focused on my breathing, steadying myself while I stared into the darkness. Images appeared in my head, dredging up flashes of sensation to fill out the holes in my memory. The scent of Velvet’s perfume. The visit to Absinthe’s bar. The tension between the two vampires. The thrill of them sparring over me, teasing, transforming. The threesome.

A chill went down my spine. It was a blur after that point, a hedonistic fantasy. Caught between a pair of domineering amazons, overpowered by their lust, their passion, their frenzied desire. And even as I drowned in it, I wanted more.

Which was, as the throbbing of my neck wound reminded me, the problem. I was still human. Though my spirit was willing, my flesh was bound to bruise if I urged my supernatural lovers to become as ravenous as I wanted them to be. I had survived that night, but judging from the state that I found myself in and the warning Velvet delivered in my dream, only just.

Was dating a vampire more than I could handle? I could think of only one person to ask.

* * *

“Of course it is!” Absinthe said across the bar as she mixed my drink. “That’s why you’re so into it, right?”

“Yeah, maybe.” I seated myself on a stool and examined the array of bottles behind her, avoiding her saucy gaze. She was way too entertained by my troubles for my liking. Or maybe she was just bored—it was late and despite being the only bartender on duty, she had plenty of time to chit-chat.

“The danger, the excitement,” she continued. “Knowing that every moment could be your last.”

“I wouldn’t go that far. I wanna have freaky sex, not get killed doing it.”

“Yeah, well, if you want danger, then you’re gonna have to accept some risk. You’re a frail, little flower. And the way that you’re revving your girl up, pushing the monster in her? No fucking chance you’ll last more than a few months at this rate.” She filled my glass with ice and poured the drink. “Want a straw?”

“No thanks.” I sat for a moment, studying her face. “Didn’t take you for such a downer.”

“Hah! Any time. Drink, have some snacks. You look like you need it.”

“You could say that,” I allowed, reaching for the peanuts. The taste of salt on my tongue reminded me that I couldn’t remember when I had last eaten. “I was counting on you to tell me to go on ahead.”

“I’m not your boss. If you want to burn bright and briefly, be my guest.”

“I just might,” I said, wondering if I meant it. Part of me wanted to throw all caution to the wind and go out in a blaze of glory. But that meant leaving Velvet behind to deal with the consequences. Even I couldn’t be that selfish.

Absinthe watched me with a wry smile on her lips. She was as gorgeous as last I had seen her, turning her supernatural attractiveness on and off as casually as I might put on a jacket. The fact that she deigned to have this conversation instead of simply enthralling and eating me felt like a sign of confidence.

“Your lack of self-preservation is truly exemplary. It draws you to our kind like moth to a flame. So much, in fact, that you managed to overwhelm a young vampire like Velvet all on your own. Pretty impressive.”

“Thanks, oh wise elder. So if I’m so goddamn special, don’t you think there’s a chance that we can make it?”

“No. And fair warning, I’m gonna slap you if you call me that again.” She gave me a piercing look. “Velvet likes you. But she doesn’t know how to control herself. Especially not when you’re egging her on to become a twelve foot tall sex monster.”

“Hey!” I interjected, mostly on principle. “That’s a dirty lie. I would do no such thing.”

“No, you wouldn’t stop there. In any case, you’re both fucking volatile, and she’s right to push you away. Too damn noble, between the two of us—I would’ve happily ruined us both in a hedonistic bender—but right.”

There was no pretense in her words, no games. Just the raw truth. She might as well have punched me in the stomach.

I sought refuge in my drink, trying to point my thoughts anywhere but at Absinthe’s conclusion. When they went to Velvet instead, it only got worse, the notion that I might never see her again making my insides turn.

“There has to be a way…”

Absinthe caught my eyes, her steely gaze holding me firm as the world seemed to tilt around me.

“Listen. You almost died the other night. You would have died if not the intervention of yours truly. You owe me your life. Don’t be so quick to waste it. Or at least,” she said, her smile returning, “let me in on the big finale.”

Now I was really reeling, holding on to the bar as if it was the only solid thing left in the world.

“You did what?”

“Come on, you didn’t expect me to let you bleed out, did you? I’m not that kind of monster.”

My thoughts whirled around the inside of my head, my earlier sense of dread resurfacing in triumphant vindication.

“But… how? The dream…?”

“I have no part in that. But I did give you a taste of being a blood-sucker. Just enough to keep you going.” She grinned at me, clearly enjoying my shock. “You’re welcome, by the way.”

“Did you make me into a vampire?”

“Only a little. It’ll pass. But it’s a handy trick, I’m sure you’ll agree. If you can get over the ‘forever cursed by God’ bit.”

I ran a fingertip over my teeth. They didn’t feel any sharper than usual. And I still felt fucking wobbly—a vampire wasn’t supposed to feel weak all the time. Though, I guess, I had lost a fair volume of blood after all…

Absinthe laughed. “I just let you have a little taste of my blood. A pick-me-up, if you will. Not nearly enough to transform you.”

“But you could?” My mind had already latched on to the idea. I didn’t care about blood or curses or even seeing another sunrise. It was clear as day. If I were a vampire, there would be nothing to break Velvet and I apart. No danger, no death.

Absinthe rested her head on her hand, watching in silence as the gears turned in my head.

“You could turn me?” I repeated. “Like, properly? Is it hard? How long does it take?”

“Long enough.” When she spoke, I felt a new weight to her words, a profound weariness carried down through a hundred years of nocturnal existence. She gave me an intense look that left me shivering before putting her carefree expression back into place.

“It’s a commitment, Camille, not to be taken lightly. Think about it.”

“Sure. I’ll do that,” I lied.

Fifteen minutes later, I stood in front of Velvet’s front door.

* * *

I found my lover by the bedroom window, staring out into the starless night. Dressed in black, only the subdued lights of the city revealed her stunning silhouette, that strong, feminine form that made my heart quicken by its mere presence. She was brooding, like a proper vampire. I felt so proud of her.

“You’re back,” she said.

“I’m back. And ready for another round.”

While I rocked up with the energy of a boxer getting back into the ring after losing a few teeth, Velvet looked none to pleased at the prospect of sparring with me. She turned her face away, studying the whirling clouds as if they interested her.

“I had hoped it wouldn’t come to this…”

“Won’t get rid of me that easy, sweetheart.” I crossed the floor and touched her side. “Though if you keep sending me dreams that end with me dying rather than getting fucked, we’re gonna have a Serious Talk.”

Her eyes darted back to mine, dark and intense. She was—as ever—perfect, the platonic ideal of my dreams. Which made it all the stranger to see her beautiful face twisted with sudden despair, her luscious black lips pressed tight against each other.

“It was a warning. We can’t—

“I know. You weren’t being subtle, love. Don’t worry, we’ll work on the ‘master manipulator’ part of your vampire persona some other time. Can’t have you make a fool of yourself when you’re out there, mingling with the other monsters.”

She flinched, baring a sliver of her sharp, white fangs.

“Camille, please. This isn’t a game.”

“Only because you aren’t playing.” I returned her gaze, intent to be an island of calm in the turmoil behind her brow. “I know you’re dangerous. I know the risk. I might have ignored it for a while, but that was always my own choice. You don’t have to push me away just for that.”

Velvet gave a deep sigh. Then she accepted my fumbling hug and pulled me in against her chest, her strong arms closing around my shoulders.

“I don’t want that risk. I hurt you, Camille. I don’t want to hurt you again.”

She sounded more solemn than I’d ever heard her, her words filled with hurt. The thought of how traumatic it must have been for her to come out of her lust-filled blood frenzy to find me half-dead in her arms had never crossed my mind before. I had been laser-focused on myself and my own desires. Now I just felt like an asshole.

“Same,” I said, “I’d prefer to remain in one piece, too. I’m sorry that I didn’t take your warnings more seriously; I was too excited, too into you to think straight. But there’s a simple way to solve it.”

“There is.” A pregnant pause filled the air as she gripped me tighter in her arms, as if she’d never get the chance again. “So why did you come back?”

“To ask you to save our relationship.” I looked into her eyes with all the calm and command I could muster, even as my traitorous body trembled in her embrace. “Turn me into a vampire.”

Velvet’s eyes widened. “I couldn’t possibly…”

“You can and you should.”

“You’d be giving up your life!”

“Trading it for a life with you. Of the two, I know which I’d prefer.”

“Camille…”

“If you won’t turn me, I’ll find another vampire who will. You know I will.” I frowned at her. “But that wouldn’t be very romantic, would it?”

She sighed. “No. It wouldn’t be. God, you’re impossible.” She shook her head—but I sensed her soften, her grip on me growing less desperate.

“Maybe I’ll be different as a vampire, who knows? Just gotta try and see.”

“Hah. Hardly.”

“Maybe not,” I agreed, giving her a light smile. “But I will be more durable. And when you’ve turned me, I can help you better with all the vampire stuff.”

Her expression softened.

It was a relief, for both of us.

“Fine,” she said, still a little exasperated with me, but closer to the flirty response that I usually got when teasing her. “But it might be a little while. I don’t know how to do it.”

“Ah, my sweet, inexperienced mistress of the night… We’ll just have to experiment, won’t we?” I grinned at her, sliding my hands down her back. “I have an few ideas.”

* * *

I was back to cuddling Velvet in bed. All was right with the world.

Or, it would be if she stopped shifting so much.

“How exactly,” Velvet started, “is this supposed to help?”

I buried my face deeper against her chest. “Ssh. I need this.”

Her breasts rose and fell against my cheeks. I bet she was rolling her eyes right now.

“I’m sure. But that hardly solves our problem.”

“It’s solving some of mine. Anxiety? All gone. Tiredness? Done and dusted. I swear, babe, your tits are a panacea for everything that ails me.”

“Except for your distinct lack of vampirism.” She stroked my hair and let out a sigh. “And my breasts are hardly sufficient to revive you after a bite…”

“Hey, let’s not count them out so quickly. Did you try to smother me in your boobs after draining me half dry?” I placed a kiss on her gorgeous, rosy nipple and continued before she could groan at me. “No, don’t answer that. I do have a plan.”

“To convince me to pound you unconscious, I’m sure.”

“Oh, come on. I have several of those. But that’s not the one I’m talking about. Well, kinda. It might involve some fucking.”

Velvet raised an eyebrow at me.

“Fine. A lot of it. But that’s the thing, see? You have all these great powers that you don’t know how to control. And I have no powers, but whenever you get me really, really turned on… you sort of do all the things I fantasize about. So if we both get horny enough about the idea of you turning me into your immortal lover, that might actually work, right?”

She mulled it over. Frowning again, probably, but that was her business; I had her boobs to cheer me up.

“I suppose it might.”

“Right? I’m a genius, I know. You don’t have to tell me.”

She pushed her hand against the back of my head, smothering my witty remarks in her titties, and nodded. “Don’t worry, I won’t.”

“Jokes on you,” I mumbled, hefting her bosom with both hands, “this is thanking me.”

Velvet smiled, finally. “You’re incorrigible.” My fool antics had, at last, broken through her dour mood; or maybe she just had just missed having her boobs played with.

“That’s why I’m such a good vampire candidate. Great at sucking, too.” I demonstrated this one her fat, waiting nipple, noticing with delight her subtle shift in the bed and the ever so slightly longer paused before she resumed admonishing me.

“It’s more complex than that. But,” she said, drawing a deep breath as my tongue circled around, “I take your point. In fact, you’ll need to practice your sucking, won’t you?”

Velvet drew the silken sheets aside, exposing her pale body. I couldn’t see it, being buried in her boobs, but I felt the heat, the firmness, the sheer sexual power of her rising cock so vividly that my mind hardly even needed to fill in the blanks. And yet, those blanks were exactly what I wanted to fill, I thought, mindful of how hot and tingly my own sex grew at the prospect. Because as big and juicy as her cock had looked when she had disrobed and slipped slipped into bed, I only had to imagine it even bigger…

“Ah. That didn’t take long,” Velvet murmured. Already, her voice was huskier than before, full of desire. For all her complaints about my one-track mind, she surely didn’t protest much once I got her out of that prim and proper shell. Her hand ran down back back, squeezing my ass and pushing me flush against her larger body. As if I needed any more encouragement to worship her.

“Gotta get horny out of my mind for it to work, no?” I let go of her breast and gave her a grin as I admired my handiwork, her pretty nipple glistening with saliva in the low light. I must have been getting ahead of myself, because I could’ve sworn her tits were smaller a moment ago—and merely contemplating that made them grow even fuller against me, as shapely and fertile as I could imagine.

“At least, that’s the idea.”

Velvet returned my grin, her luscious, black lips twisting with sensual enthusiasm. “By all means. Let’s plunge into the depths of your psyche.”

“That’s an… interesting choice for dirty talk, but—“ I stopped, feeling the mattress shift under me as somebody else sat down on the edge of the bed out of my sight. I whirled around to see—who else?—another Velvet.

“Bit early to start twinning yourself, isn’t it?”

“You tell me,” both vampiric women said as one, the eerie synchronicity of their voices sending shivers down my spine. “Do you want me to slow down? Or do you want to drown in my love?”

The second Velvet climbed onto the bed and embraced me from behind, sandwiching me utterly between her powerful forms. If I weren’t already swimming in boobs, now I was straight up being pulled under. She was so tall already, my own personal giantess. I couldn’t even remember consciously egging her on like that, but just looking up at her face and her knowing smirk made me squirm and wish for her to grow even bigger, more powerful, more perfect.

“Fuck…” I muttered.

“I thought so,” came her dual voices, firm hands running up and down my comparatively frail body. She spread my legs with a touch that, gentle as it was, would not be denied, caressing my cunt until I could wait no longer.

“… You win,” I said, humping the fat monstercock that laid nestled against my front, stretching from crotch to sternum. Its mirror image throbbed behind me, slathering my shoulder blades with her plentiful precum, so warm and enticing. I knew my holes would regret my unabashed size queenery, but I didn’t fucking care. I wanted it all, to be stretched apart on her brutal studcocks.

She chuckled, teasing me still. “Aren’t you forgetting something? That’s no way to practice your sucking…”

As I turned to look up at her faces, a pair of fat, exquisitely scented balls landed on my face. A third Velvet, this one squatting at the head of the bed, the better to smother me in her feminine manhood. The heat, the scent, the sheer weight of her massive scrotum made me shudder and hump at her even harder. I was drunk on her cock, intoxicated by that powerful, erotic smell of her sex, and all I could do was huff her scent and beg for more.

Slow, sultry laughter. Velvet’s darker side had awoken; no longer a hungering beast, but a proper mistress of the night, at ease and in control. As a vampire should be. I took credit for shaping her into that, even if I were currently too overwhelmed by how scorching hot it was to vocalize it.

“C’mon, enough stalling…” I didn’t even care how needy I sounded, as long as she put something inside me. I had to cum so fucking bad.

Velvet ran her tongue over her lips and looked at her doubles.

“Should we, girls?”

“She sounds like see needs it.”

“Horny little thing…”

“Please!” I screamed, submitting fully to my dommy mommies. “Please fuck me!” I couldn’t see anything, but I knew how she was grinning, savoring the moment. Then finally…

“Fine.”

“Since you asked so nicely.”

“But don’t think we’ll let you off easy.”

I didn’t care what I had to agree to, just that she fucked me. And, finally, she did; three bodies moving as one, her outrageously fat cocks invaded me from all sides, stuffing my cunt, my ass, my throat with more veiny girldick that any one person should be expected to take. I squirmed, I gasped, I struggled—and without so much as a single moment of hesitation—made my predicament worse, as my fantasies instantly went to work on making her even more overwhelming.

Her every thrust sent shock waves through me, grinding and throbbing against every possible erogenous zone in my body. Her hands, her breasts, I drowned myself willingly in her touch, in her curves, in my dream of being her helpless plaything. I felt like a child next to her towering frame, utterly enclosed between her powerful, moving bodies. Below me, her hips, so thick and luscious, working tirelessly to fill my holes. Above, the Velvet who used my mouth, her plump, perfect thighs rising over my head, walling me into this cage of passion. I caught a glimpse of her face above me, her eyes alight with desire as she steered me towards rapture. Her mouth hung open, her breathing was ragged. It wasn’t a show for my benefit—she was as captivated as me, loving every second.

It made me laugh—or, well, to gurgle awkwardly, on account on the arm-dwarfing python stuck down my throat—to think that I’d hone in on something as sappy as that. She was happy, released from her inhibitions, free to gang-bang me to kingdom come. And that was fine by me.

I might have had some other thoughts, too, but it all washed away in the face of my impending orgasm, a great white-out that hit me so hard that I, for all intents and purposes, ceased to exist. There was only bliss, my tiny self floating away into a peaceful sea, looking up at the stars…

Until my temporary nirvana cut away and my soul slammed back into my body, heaving for breath and burning hotter than a furnace.

But I did not get a chance to pass out. Velvet picked me up without delay, hugging me into her plentiful front.

“Steel yourself, sweetling. You’re not a vampire yet.”

“But you…” I said, annoyed with how weak my voice sounded. “You’re, like, 50% more vampire than usual. That’s… that’s all me!”

Velvet smirked, her black lips captivating me once more. “Having trouble counting?” she said with three voices, her other two copies stepping up behind me and pressed in to form a vise of curves and cocks around my modest self.

“Don’t worry, love, we won’t hold it against you. Math is hard when you’re as drunk on cock as you. But you’ve made so much of me… and we’re still not satisfied.”

A shiver ran down my spine and my gaze automatically flicked downwards. Sure enough, Velvet’s shocking slab of girlcock was already rising again, so big and demanding that, for a moment, I feared that I wouldn’t survive another round with it.

“Give me a minute…”

Velvet kissed my forehead. “Vampires are insatiable. That’s what you want to be, right? You can’t quit. Not now, not ever.”

I closed my eyes. Couldn’t argue with that.

“Besides,” she continued, “the longer you make me wait…”

She stepped back, releasing me from the sweaty press of her pale titties, and graced me with three cryptic smiles. I saw the darkness move in the corner of my eyes, and then…

Another Velvet. Stepping out from behind the first as if she’d been there all this time, just out of sight. I whirled around, my heart skipping a beat as her two other selves repeated the trick and closed the circle anew.

“… The harder you’ll have to work to satisfy me.”

Hearing six of her croon at me, their voices and manner dripping with lust, was more than I could bear. And yet…

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” I said, mostly to myself, as my attention drew inexorably to the ring of cocks around me, juicy, growing, and positively monolithic. I guess all my fantasies of drowning in her wasn’t such a metaphor after all—how could I possibly take care of so much needy girlcock and keep myself breathing!?

“This is your fantasy, no? To think, you spent so much time egging me on… Have we finally found your limit?”

“Too bad,” her voice continued behind—and above—me. “We’re past the point of no return.”

How fucking tall had I made her? Eight feet? Nine? Her enormous tits blocked my view of her face as she drew close once again, her strong, graceful fingers seizing my shoulder and running down my front. The perfect height to appreciate her sensual hips, her thick, fertile thighs… and to worship the inhuman packages that hung between them, ready and waiting to destroy me.

“You have to learn to suck,” she intoned, pushing her cocks against me all around.

The world dimmed outside of the circle of towering shebulls. My throat felt dry.

“Velvet, I can’t. I’m stretchy, but I’m not that stretchy.” I put my hands tentatively around the tree trunk of a shaft that hung in front of me and felt the blood leave my head. Christ, was this what wanted? For my lover to evolve until even her cock dwarfed me, to leave me as little more than a toy to be used and abused between her many insatiable selves?

No prize for guessing what effect that sort of fantasizing had on my towering vampire girlfriend. Thankfully, Velvet broke my reverie with a sultry command:

“Suck.”

That voice could make me an obedient puppy any day. Six of it at once, rolling over me like thunder in the tight, sweltering space between her six curvy selves? I had no chance at all.

Blushing harder than I wanted to admit, I wrapped my arms around that first cock ahead of me. It dwarfed even the giantess’ own arm at this point, threatening to become a third leg if my deepest desires—and utter lack of self preservation—got to work on it for much longer. Clearly, worship and outercourse was the safest strategy to appease this behemoth.

Would this even work? Was I really becoming a vampire by servicing a throng of impossibly hung futas? I had no idea how my power of suggestion worked on Velvet. It had transformed her alright, that was obvious, and I had weathered the first physics-defying round of penetration. Taking her on now, however, seemed insane, even to me.

But what other choice did I have? I wanted her. She wanted me. This was the plan—my plan—and if I had the power to make my girlfriend a fucking goddess of sex, then surely sprinkling a bit of blood sucking over my comparatively plain self shouldn’t be such a hard ask.

Might as well strap in and enjoy the ride.

“There we go,” Velvet purred above me. “You can be a good girl after all.”

“I’m better at being bad,” I said, planting a line of kisses across her veiny shaft until her cockhead was staring me in the face. “Takes some coaxing.”

“Don’t I know it. Good thing I’m here to teach you.” She rubbed herself against me from all sides, leading my hands away to stroke the cocks on my left and right, rewarding my efforts with little giggles and sexy smiles. There was never any shortage of her to please, and though I felt like I should be getting used to it, I still felt as overwhelmed as before, lost entirely in her presence; she was all I touched, all I breathed, all I saw and thought about. And I loved it. I worshiped her cock with all my heart, surrendering to its erotic power, its size and its thrill. And though I felt increasingly inadequate to please so much well-hung woman at once, I noted with something approaching religious ecstasy how her breathing grew shallow and heated like my own. Her grip on me tightened, her throbbing increased in intensity, and I heard her mingling voices murmur my name between their soft moans. I could only do so much for her at once—but I made up for it with passion and love, pouring myself into the task.

“Two minutes without a glib comment? You really are committed,” Velvet commented. She was playing with the ass of the clone next to her, groping herself more fervently as her arousal grew. Behind me, two of her had started to jerk off their own slabs of cockflesh, letting me feel and hear how hot and ready she was getting. All around, her absurdly fat balls churned and tightened…

“You deserve a reward.”

I held my breath. This is what it had all been leading up to. My rise, my fall, my journey beyond the world as I knew it. Now, at the cusp of everything I wanted, the manic energy that had propelled me thus far ran out, leaving me weak and feeble. Completely at her mercy.

Just like I wanted it.

Her climax erupted with the force and heat of an active volcano, her moans of passion shaking me to my very core. Hot flashes splattered over my skin as the air around me grew thick with her sexual scent, and her hands lifted me up, stroking me, holding me tight against her bountiful bodies. She kissed me hungrily, flashing her sharp teeth, but forsaking them for the union of our lips, her doubles peppering me with the dark marks of her lipstick. It was messy, overwhelming, and utterly perfect.

I had seen my last sunrise, and I couldn’t be happier. I had everything I needed, right here in my arms.
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Over the years, she has titillated thousands of her followers with her expansive works. Whether you desire impossibly endowed futas, ever-growing giantesses or endless lovers, Mara has you covered and will leave you yearning for More.

* * *

Find the links to all of Mara’s writings, art, and community to keep up with her new releases and work in progress. You can also join Mara's mailing list.
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Get in touch at: MaraMoreWrites@gmail.com

Your feedback is important! If you liked the story, why not leave a review?


Also By Mara More

Screwed by Her Futa Genie:

A Futa-on-Female Size Queen Fantasy

Frankenfuta:

Or; the Shameless Prometheus

Night of the Voluptuous Vampires:

A Giantess Femdom Fantasy


Sample: Screwed by her Futa Genie

Cairo by night. Decent folk had gone to sleep, but the city never lacked those who preferred to work by moonlight. Black-clad figures darted from building to building in a grand game with many losers and a handful of winners, who mostly lost in the end as well.

Karen was one of these figures. She darted across the road and pressed herself against the wall behind an abandoned newspaper stand to catch her breath. Her eyes flickered from side to side, but nothing but silence emerged from the dark streets. Perhaps she had lost them. The cold night didn’t tell her either way. She went through the building block through winding passages to end up at her hotel, a discreet little building with no cameras and a receptionist who was fast asleep.

Her room was just as messy as she had left it and Karen allowed herself a sigh of relief as the door slid closed behind her. She stepped towards her bed and released the bundle that had been cradled against her chest like a baby. More carefully than a baby, in fact – Karen had never cared much for children and her prize was more valuable in any case. The bundle dropped onto her bed sheets and she spread it open carefully, like a surgeon at the operating table. A shiver ran down her spine as the ceiling light caught the glimpse of gold.

Karen stood up straight again and backed away. She had to savor this moment, had to get ready. She kicked off her shoes and the long, dark jacket. The spoils of victory should be enjoyed comfortably, after all. Her vision in the mirror changed from an anonymous figure - like so many others in the night - to a slender, fair-skinned woman with short auburn hair.

She was of average height and had a nice, if slightly unremarkable, face. Her ice-blue eyes, however, shone with an intensity that made most of her associates uneasy. Especially in this part of the world, she found that men were unnerved by her unafraid demeanor. Karen didn’t mind - she was happy to take any advantage she could get. Having shed the dark, heavy clothing, she could wait no longer. Now wearing just a black top and plain undergarments, she approached the bundle again.

Karen pulled out the Lamp.

She finally had it! With a broad smile on her face, Karen rubbed the side of the ancient, golden Lamp and waited. It did not disappoint – her fingers had barely touched the strangely warm surface before a deep purple mist poured out the tip and started to swirl around the room. Despite the months of research and hundreds of written accounts, Karen still found herself sitting back in wide-eyed wonder at the magical display.

The vortex of smoke coalesced into a figure at the foot of the bed. It was so cliché that Karen almost started laughing. The Genie was a beautiful, brown-skinned woman in an elaborate harem dancer’s dress with long, black hair cascading down her back, but she looked ridiculously out of place beside the crappy old television by the wall and the broken electric fan. She clearly belonged in a sultan’s harem a thousand years ago. Her dress was adorned with jewels of every color that managed to look good even in the cold light of the ceiling lamp, while the fabric of her dress was so thin that Karen could practically see right through it.

Put on display like this, it was obvious that the Genie was more of a woman that Karen had ever imagined possible– full, perky breasts the size of melons jiggled gently in front of her and her implausibly thin waist bloomed out into a wide pair of hips that left any big-booty icon in the dust. The artfully arranged jewelry only served to further accentuate her curves to a level that made even Karen blush and briefly consider what the touch of a woman might be like.

Still, the graceful woman did not miss a beat and bowed deeply in front of Karen, her baubles clinking softly with every movement. “Greetings, Mistress. I am the Genie of the Lamp. As thanks for releasing me, I am your slave to command and I owe you three wishes.” The genie gave her a meaningful look. “But you knew that already.”

Karen was still smiling like a fool and gave a brief nod as she rubbed her hands. “Of course I did. Hi! I’m Karen. You may continue to call me mistress, though.” Her blue eyes twinkled while she tried to organize her thoughts – she’d been preparing for this moment for so long, but the sheer weight of the power at her fingertips was a dizzying experience. So many possibilities! “Do you have a name besides Genie? It sounds a tad too impersonal.”

“I’ve been named many things over the years,” the Genie started. “I prefer to go by Cassandra.”

“Cass it is, gotcha. Ooh, also wanted to check – is the ‘no wishing for more wishes’ rule in effect?” Karen got to her feet and started rummaging through her stack of notes. That question had never been clearly explained in her research. Karen had previously settled on the most optimal wishes after much deliberation and written them down, but her chaotic nature came back to bite her ass when she had to find the damn notebook again. The rush of actually speaking to the genie made her hands quiver and obliterate what little order there was to her stack of papers.

Cassandra laughed gently and tactfully covered her mouth. “Yes, you cannot wish for more wishes. That is the only limitation to the cosmic power at your disposal. That is the only limitation, my dear mistress, and it can be overcome with the right kind of imagination.”

Karen stopped rummaging through the stack of notes with an overstuffed binder in each hand and a ton of loose pages scattered over her lap and the rest of bed. “Huh? Go on.” She fell silent, chewing lightly on her lower lip. “Why would you help me phrase a wish?”

The genie smiled warmly, leaning over the edge of the bed and putting her deep, brown-skinned cleavage on even better display. “If you phrase it right, you can gain the power to grant wishes to your heart’s content.”

“Hey! Don’t try to trick me, I saw that Disney movie!”

Cassandra shook her head. “I’m not trying to make you into a genie, but you could gain a measure of my power. As for why – am I not allowed to like my mistress? You’re a vast improvement over the last dozen sweaty, old men who got their hands on me.” She cracked a grin. “Besides, if I can get away with giving you one wish instead of three, I get to do only a third of the normal work.”

Karen hesitated. She really should find her notes, but Cass’ proposition sounded logical enough. She hadn’t considered magical power as a possible wish and she’d always have some more wishes to bail her out, right?

“Hmm. I guess.” Karen bit her lip. “Alright. Let’s try that. Just gotta put these back and we’re good to go.”

The genie snapped her fingers and the notes jerked abruptly out of Karen’s hands, flying into the air and rearranging themselves perfectly on the nightstand. Cassandra winked. “A taste of what is to come. Now, you have to make the wish to be filled with my power, then I can do my work.”

Karen nodded and briefly hesitated. Didn’t this sound a bit too easy? But why be difficult if it really was that simple? “Right, right. So… I wish to be filled with your power.”

Cassandra broke into a wide smile. “Excellent! Your wish is my command, my mistress.” She did a flourish and bowed, once again filling the room with the gentle sound of jingling jewelry. “Be aware that snapping my fingers alone won’t do the job. This sort of wish takes some time for me to fulfill.” The smile grew wider. “But it is oh so enjoyable.”

Karen waited for a few milliseconds until her patience ran out. “Huh? So get to it. What do you need to – what the hell?” Cassandra’s friendly expression changed subtly, eyes descending down Karen’s body in an openly ogling manner while she gave the woman a wanton smile. The genie’s body remained unmoving, hands squarely on her hips, yet something made her jewels chime again. The delicate satin panties that struggled to keep Cassandra descent started bulging outwards before Karen’s eyes in a slow expansion, threads bursting as something big and meaty manifested itself.

“Ah…” The genie moaned slowly and deliberately, licking her plump lips and grinning at the sight of Karen trembling on the bed with her gaze fixed on Cassandra’s emerging cock. A thick, dark shaft slipped over the hem of her inadequate undergarment, a dozen inches slapping lewdly against the genie’s wide, brown thigh. Then her panties could hold on no longer and gave up, snapping apart and allowing a pair of swollen, grape-sized nuts to emerge into the open.

“Much better, don’t you think?” The genie’s voice was like butter, slow and sultry.

Karen snapped out of the trance, looking back up at Cassandra’s face in disbelief. “Just what do you think you’re doing? You were supposed to give me power, not fuck me over!”

Cassandra giggled. “I’m doing all that. Now I’m equipped to fill you properly.”

# # #
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