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Chapter 1: The Haughty Royal and My First Claim

I stepped into the moonlit halls of Lady Varsa’s ancient castle in the misty hills of Lustopia, my researcher’s satchel slung over one shoulder, heart pounding with equal parts professional curiosity and raw, throbbing lust. At twenty-five, healthy, strong, and built like a warrior—broad shoulders, thick arms, and a cock that already stirred hungrily against my trousers—I was no blushing virgin. I had my share of exotic monster girls in my short career as a monster researcher, but this assignment felt different. Deeper. More dangerous.
 
She waited for me on her obsidian throne at the far end of the grand hall, bathed in silver moonlight and the flickering glow of black candles. Lady Varsa, centuries-old vampire royalty who appeared as nothing less than a fresh eighteen-year-old goddess sculpted for sin. Her pale skin seemed to drink in the light and reflect it back with an ethereal sheen. Long, glossy black hair cascaded over her shoulders like liquid midnight, framing a face of aristocratic perfection—high cheekbones, full crimson lips curved in a haughty smirk, and piercing blood-red eyes that narrowed with clear disdain as I approached.
 
Her body was pure lethal temptation. The tight black suit she wore clung to her like a second skin, the fabric glossy and restrictive. Massive, heavy breasts strained aggressively against the high-collared corset top, the deep valley of her cleavage on full display. Her waist was cinched dramatically, flaring out into wide, fertile hips that promised a grip I could lose myself in. Below that, toned thighs pressed together tightly, the suit hugging the swell of her ass and the hidden treasure between her legs. Long gloves reached past her elbows, and the overall attire screamed old-world vampire nobility—elegant, dominant, and utterly fuckable.
 
I stopped a few paces from the throne and let my gaze roam openly over her, not bothering to hide my hunger. My cock was already thickening, pressing insistently against the laces of my breeches.
 
“Lady Varsa,” I said, voice steady and clinical, yet laced with command. “As per the research accord of Lustopia, I am here to conduct a full, intimate inspection of your kind. That begins now. Stand and remove your clothing. All of it. Slowly.”
 
For a moment her red eyes flashed with icy fury. The air in the hall seemed to grow colder, carrying the faint metallic tang of her ancient blood. She rose gracefully from the throne like a queen who had never been denied anything in centuries.
 
“You dare speak to me with such insolence, mortal?” she hissed, her voice smooth as velvet yet edged with steel. “I am Lady Varsa of the Eternal Night, sovereign of this castle for four hundred and seventy-three years. And you… you are little more than a warm-blooded researcher with a notepad and a hard cock.”
 
“Correct,” I replied, smirking. “Now strip. Or would you prefer I tear that pretty suit off you myself?”
 
Her lips pressed into a thin line, but after a long, haughty pause, she obeyed. The noble vampire began to peel the tight suit from her perfect body with deliberate, teasing slowness, as if even in submission she refused to surrender her dignity.
 
First came the long gloves, sliding down her slender arms inch by inch, revealing pale, flawless skin. Then the high collar and corset top. She unlaced it with elegant fingers, and her enormous breasts spilled free with a heavy, hypnotic bounce. Gods above. They were even more magnificent than the suit had promised—full, round, and gravity-defying, easily double-Ds on her lithe frame, capped with stiff, pale pink nipples that had already tightened into sensitive little peaks from the cool castle air. The undersides curved beautifully, soft yet firm, begging to be squeezed, slapped, and marked.
 
She continued, shimmying the suit down over her wide hips. The fabric whispered as it slid past her ass—plump, heart-shaped, and perfectly toned. Then down those long, powerful thighs, revealing the smooth, hairless mound of her pussy. Her outer lips were plump and inviting, slightly puffy, the inner petals just barely peeking out in a delicate shade of rose. A tiny, glistening droplet of arousal already clung to her slit despite her stoic expression.
 
Finally, she stepped out of the pooled fabric, standing completely naked before me on the dais of her throne—centuries-old vampire royalty reduced to bare, exquisite flesh for my inspection.
 
“Approach,” I ordered, stepping closer.
 
She did, chin held high, red eyes burning with aristocratic pride. But I could see the faint flicker of something else—anticipation, perhaps even the tiniest spark of reluctant heat.
 
I reached out and placed both hands directly on her heavy breasts, feeling their incredible weight and cool smoothness. They filled my palms perfectly, overflowing slightly. I squeezed firmly, kneading the soft, yielding flesh, thumbs circling those stiff pink nipples in slow, deliberate strokes. Varsa’s breath hitched ever so slightly, but she remained mostly stoic, staring down at me with that haughty mask firmly in place.
 
“Exquisite,” I murmured, voice thick with lust. “So full and sensitive already.” I pinched both nipples harder, rolling them between my fingers until they grew even stiffer. Her cool skin felt like polished marble wrapped in silk—pleasant, addictive, just a few degrees below human warmth. I leaned in and dragged my tongue across one nipple, tasting faint copper and night-blooming roses. She didn’t moan, but her red eyes fluttered for half a second.
 
My hands roamed lower, tracing the flat, toned plane of her stomach, the dramatic flare of her wide hips, then gripping those hips hard enough to leave faint marks. I spun her around once, admiring the perfect curve of her ass—two pale, firm globes that jiggled enticingly when I gave the right cheek a firm slap. The sound echoed through the hall.
 
“Bend forward slightly and spread your legs,” I commanded.
 
She obeyed with a scoff. “Insolent mortal… treating a lady of my station like a common whore.”
 
“Yet here you are, presenting that royal cunt and ass for my inspection,” I shot back.
 
Varsa placed her hands on the arms of the obsidian throne and bent at the waist, arching her back. She spread her toned thighs wide, exposing everything. Her smooth, hairless pussy lips parted slightly, revealing the slick, glistening pink interior already weeping a thin trail of arousal down her inner thigh. Her clit was swollen, peeking out from its hood like a little pearl. Just above it, her tight pink asshole winked innocently—tiny, puckered, and untouched-looking despite her centuries of existence.
 
I dropped to one knee behind her for a closer look. The scent of her was intoxicating—cool night air mixed with feminine musk and that faint metallic sweetness. I ran two fingers slowly up her slit, parting the plump outer lips. She was already wet. Hotter inside than her cool exterior suggested. My fingers came away shiny with her juices.
 
“Beautiful,” I growled. “Look at this pretty royal pussy dripping for a mere human researcher.” I spread her lips wider, exposing her tight entrance and the sensitive inner folds. Then I moved higher and circled her clit with a fingertip, pressing lightly. Her thighs trembled once, but she stayed silent, chin still high.
 
I continued upward and pressed my thumb against her tight little asshole, rubbing the wrinkled ring in slow circles. It clenched visibly under my touch.
 
“Everything checks out perfectly,” I said, voice rough with desire. My cock was now rock-hard and aching, straining painfully against my trousers, a wet spot already forming from pre-cum. “Flawless body. Cool, smooth skin. This cunt and ass are going to feel incredible wrapped around me.”
 
Lady Varsa straightened slightly and glanced back over her shoulder, red eyes gleaming with a mix of disdain and something far hungrier. “You speak as though you will claim me, mortal. How amusing. I am no toy to be conquered.”
 
I stood up, pressing my clothed erection against her bare ass so she could feel exactly how hard she made me. My hands returned to her heavy breasts, squeezing them from behind while I spoke low into her ear.
 
“Oh, but you will be, Lady Varsa. I’m going to break that haughty mask of yours. I’m going to make this proud vampire princess moan, squirt, and beg like a common slut before I’m done with you. And we’re only getting started with the inspection.”
 
She let out a soft, dry scoff, but her nipples were diamond-hard in my palms and another fresh trickle of her slick ran down her thigh.
 
Gods, conquering this proud, ancient bitch was going to feel fucking incredible.




Chapter 2: Kissing and Fingering – Cracking the Ice

I pulled her into my arms on the velvet chaise longue that sat against the far wall of the moonlit hall, her cooler body pressing flush against my radiating heat. Lady Varsa’s naked form felt like living marble wrapped in silk—smooth, flawless, and just cool enough to make every inch of my warm skin tingle where we touched. Her massive breasts squished heavily against my chest, those stiff pink nipples dragging across my shirt like little points of ice. I could feel the subtle flare of her wide hips under my palms as I gripped her ass and yanked her tighter against me. My rock-hard cock throbbed angrily between us, trapped in my breeches and leaking steadily.
 
Our first kiss was my claim—raw, dominant, and unapologetic.
 
I crushed my mouth to hers, devouring that haughty, aristocratic pout. My tongue forced its way past her full crimson lips and brushed against her sharp fangs, tasting the faint metallic sweetness of ancient copper mixed with dark, aged wine. She tasted like midnight and forbidden sin. At first she remained mostly stoic, granting me entry but offering little in return—just small, dry little gasps against my lips and the faintest twitch of her cool tongue. Her blood-red eyes stayed open, staring into mine with that same imperious disdain, as if kissing a mortal researcher was beneath her.
 
But I didn’t let her stay distant for long.
 
I tilted her head back with one hand tangled in her long black hair and deepened the kiss into something filthy and wet. My tongue stroked hers aggressively, licking along her fangs, sucking on her lower lip until it swelled. Saliva began to mix and drip between our mouths in slick, obscene strings. I kissed her like I was already fucking her—deep, rhythmic, claiming every corner of that royal mouth. A low, involuntary hum finally escaped her throat, and her red eyes widened beautifully when my other hand slid down her toned stomach and between her smooth thighs.
 
“Mm… already soaked for me, Your Ladyship,” I murmured against her lips, voice thick with lust.
 
My fingers found her hairless pussy dripping. The plump outer lips were swollen and fever-hot despite her cool skin, parting easily under my touch to reveal the silky, molten interior. I dragged two thick fingers slowly up her slit, coating them in her glistening nectar, then pushed both inside her in one smooth, deliberate thrust.
 
Gods, she was perfect inside.
 
Her cunt was blazing hot compared to the rest of her body—velvet walls that clenched greedily around my invading fingers, slick and slippery beyond belief. I pumped them steadily, curling slightly on each withdrawal, feeling her inner muscles flutter and suck. Wet, lewd sounds filled the quiet hall: soft, squelching noises as her abundant juices coated my hand and began to run down my wrist in warm, sticky rivulets.
 
Varsa’s breath hitched sharply against my mouth, but she still refused to moan. She kept that regal composure, kissing me back with slightly more hunger now, her cool tongue finally starting to duel with mine. Yet her hips gave the smallest, most involuntary little rock against my hand, betraying her.
 
I broke the kiss just enough to growl against her lips, “Feel that? Your royal cunt is gushing all over my fingers like a needy whore.”
 
“Insolent… mortal,” she managed to whisper, voice still dry and haughty, though it had grown slightly husky. A single drop of her own blood welled on her lower lip where she had bitten it with a fang to stay quiet.
 
I grinned and captured her mouth again, kissing her even sloppier while I worked my fingers deeper. I curled them firmly upward, stroking that spongy, sensitive spot on her front wall—her G-spot. The reaction was immediate: her velvet walls clamped down hard around my digits, and a fresh flood of hot slick poured out, soaking my palm completely. I rubbed that spot relentlessly, massaging it in firm circles while my tongue fucked her mouth in the same rhythm.
 
Her thighs trembled. Her huge breasts heaved against my chest. Yet she still held back any real moan, only letting out tiny, controlled gasps and sharp breaths through her nose. The drop of blood on her lip smeared between us, adding a coppery tang to our messy kiss.
 
I pulled back just enough to look into her eyes. “You can pretend to be above this all you want, Lady Varsa… but your pussy is telling me the truth. It’s sucking my fingers like it’s starving.”
 
To prove my point, I added a third thick finger, stretching her tight entrance wider. The wet squelch was louder now as I pushed all three deep inside her clenching heat. My thumb found her swollen clit—peeking out, throbbing—and began grinding slow, heavy circles against it. Her red eyes fluttered, and for one glorious moment her hips jerked forward hard, fucking herself onto my hand despite her iron control.
 
Fuck, I can’t wait to break this ice queen completely, I thought, cock pulsing painfully in my trousers. I want to hear her scream my name before this night is over.
 
I kept the pace merciless: three fingers plunging in and out of her soaked cunt with obscene, wet sounds, curling and stroking her G-spot on every thrust while my thumb worked her clit without mercy. Her juices were flowing freely now, dripping down my forearm in shiny trails, puddling slightly on the velvet beneath her ass. The scent of her arousal filled the air—sweet, musky, with that faint metallic edge that made my mouth water.
 
Varsa’s pale cheeks had the faintest flush of pink. Her long black hair was slightly disheveled from my grip. She kissed me back harder now, almost angrily, her cool tongue licking into my mouth as if trying to regain some dominance. But her body kept betraying her. Her toned thighs quivered, her inner walls rippled and spasmed around my fingers, and her hips gave tiny, involuntary twitches every time I ground my thumb perfectly over her clit.
 
“Such a proud little vampire,” I taunted between deep, saliva-slick kisses. “Soaking my entire hand while pretending you’re not enjoying every second. How long can you keep up this act, hm?”
 
She pulled back just enough to speak, voice still regal and impressively steady despite the three thick fingers stretching and fucking her dripping cunt. “You… flatter yourself, researcher. This changes nothing. I remain… ah… in control.”
 
The tiny catch in her voice when I curled hard against her G-spot again gave her away. Another heavy gush of her hot nectar flooded my hand, running messily between her ass cheeks and onto the chaise.
 
I kissed her again, devouring her mouth with renewed hunger—tongues sliding, lips sucking, saliva dripping down our chins. All the while my fingers pumped faster, deeper, wetter. The obscene squelching sounds echoed off the stone walls of the castle hall, mixing with our heavy breathing. Her massive breasts pressed and rubbed against me with every small movement of her body. Her stiff nipples were like cool little diamonds dragging across my chest.
 
I could feel her getting closer despite her best efforts. Her pussy was fluttering wildly around my fingers, clit throbbing under my thumb, inner walls gripping me like a hot, velvet fist. Yet she still refused to fully break—biting her lip bloody again, eyes half-lidded but still trying to maintain that haughty stare.
 
She remained regal and dry-voiced even as her royal pussy flooded my hand like a broken dam, juices coating me to the wrist.
 
I smiled against her swollen lips, already imagining how much sweeter it would sound when that ice finally shattered completely.




Chapter 3: Oral Worship and the Semen Feast

I laid her on the silk sheets of her grand bed and dove between her thighs like a starving man. The massive four-poster bed in Lady Varsa’s private chambers was draped in black and crimson silk that whispered under her pale, naked body. I had carried her here from the hall, her cool weight feeling both regal and strangely vulnerable in my arms. The moment her back hit the sheets, I shoved her toned thighs wide apart and buried my face in her dripping royal cunt with a hungry growl.
 
Her stoic mask cracked just a fraction when my hot tongue dragged slowly up her slit and found her swollen clit.
 
“Fuuuck… you taste incredible,” I groaned against her smooth, hairless pussy. Her nectar was sweet-hot with a faint metallic tang, like spiced wine and copper—addictive. I sealed my lips around her clit and sucked hard, flicking the sensitive little pearl rapidly with the tip of my tongue. Varsa’s long black hair spilled across the pillows as her head tilted back, and her gloved hands shot down to grip my hair tightly. Those elegant fingers clenched, not pushing me away but holding me in place.
 
I devoured her like a man possessed. Long, sloppy, obscene licks covered every inch of her plump pussy lips. I sucked one swollen lip into my mouth, then the other, before driving my tongue deep into her tight, scorching hole. Her inner walls were velvet fire—molten and silky, clenching rhythmically around my thrusting tongue as I tongue-fucked her with wet, filthy sounds. Her juices flowed freely, coating my chin, dripping down my neck, and soaking the silk beneath her perfect ass. I lapped it all up greedily, humming in pleasure as the delicious flavor flooded my mouth.
 
“Mmmph… such a proud vampire princess, and your cunt is leaking like a faucet,” I mumbled into her folds, the vibrations making her hips twitch.
 
She still tried to maintain control. Her breaths came in short, controlled gasps, red eyes half-lidded, but no full moans escaped yet. Only the tightening of her gloved fingers in my hair and the way her toned thighs quivered around my ears betrayed her.
 
I wanted more. I wanted to taste every part of her.
 
I grabbed her wide hips and flipped her onto her stomach with one powerful motion. She let out a surprised little huff into the pillow as I yanked her hips up, forcing her to present that flawless ass to me. Her pale cheeks spread beautifully under my hands, revealing her tight, puckered pink anus and the dripping pussy below it.
 
Without hesitation, I buried my face between her cheeks and dragged my tongue directly over her virgin asshole.
 
The first real shuddering breath tore from Lady Varsa’s throat.
 
“Ah—!” It was soft, involuntary, and utterly delicious. Her cool, smooth ring clenched hard against my tongue as I circled it slowly, teasing the sensitive wrinkles before pressing the tip of my tongue inside. I rimmed her with long, wet, hungry strokes—licking, sucking, and probing her tightest hole while my nose pressed against her soaked pussy. The contrast was intoxicating: her ass was cooler and tighter, while her cunt still dripped hot nectar down my chin. I ate her ass like it was the finest delicacy in Lustopia, growling and slurping loudly, my hands spreading her cheeks wider so I could devour her deeper.
 
Her gloved hands fisted the silk sheets. Another shaky breath, then a third. Her haughty composure was fraying at the edges.
 
“Enough… teasing, you filthy mortal,” she whispered, voice still trying to sound regal but now husky and strained.
 
I pulled back, lips shiny with spit and her juices, and flipped her onto her back again. “Not even close, Your Ladyship. Now get that pretty mouth to work.”
 
I climbed up the bed and spun around, lowering my body over hers into a perfect sixty-nine. My thick, throbbing cock—veined, heavy, and leaking strings of pre-cum—hovered inches above her face. At the same time, I buried my mouth back between her spread thighs, sucking her clit hard while two fingers plunged back into her soaking cunt.
 
Varsa hesitated for only a heartbeat. Then her cool hands wrapped around my shaft, and her full crimson lips parted. The moment her mouth engulfed me, a spike of raw fear shot through my veins—she could bite, she could drain me dry in seconds. Those sharp fangs grazed the sensitive skin of my cock as she took me deeper, but she never broke the skin.
 
…Well, turned out that female vampires craved semen far more than blood.
 
Good for me.
 
Her cool mouth was heaven. Silky, wet, and just the right temperature to make my hot cock twitch wildly on her tongue. She sucked greedily, hollowing her cheeks as she bobbed her head, taking more and more of my thick length until the head bumped the back of her throat. Her tongue swirled expertly around the underside, licking up every drop of pre-cum like it was ambrosia.
 
I groaned loudly into her pussy and doubled my efforts—sucking her clit, finger-fucking her gushing hole, and occasionally dipping down to lick her freshly rimmed asshole again. The room filled with wet, obscene sounds: my slurping and lapping at her cunt and ass, her greedy, muffled sucking and gagging on my cock.
 
I started fucking her throat harder. Gripping her head with one hand, I thrust my hips downward, driving my cock past her tonsils in deep, sloppy strokes. Saliva poured from the corners of her stretched lips, dripping down my balls. Her throat convulsed and squeezed around my shaft, milking me beautifully. Her fangs grazed my skin with every thrust—dangerous, thrilling—but she only sucked harder, moaning around my cock for the first time, the vibrations shooting straight to my balls.
 
“Fuck yes… that’s it. Suck it like the cum-hungry vampire you are,” I growled, face still buried in her dripping sex.
 
Her red eyes were watering slightly, cheeks hollowed, black hair messy across the sheets. Yet she took every brutal thrust down her throat with greedy hunger, swallowing around me, tongue working frantically. The fear had completely vanished, replaced by pure lust.
 
I could feel my orgasm building fast—tight, heavy pressure in my balls as they slapped against her face with every deep thrust. I buried three fingers in her cunt, curled them hard against her G-spot, and sucked her clit like I was trying to pull it off.
 
With a guttural roar muffled against her pussy, I exploded.
 
Thick, ropey spurts of hot cum blasted straight down Lady Varsa’s throat. I kept my cock buried deep as pulse after pulse pumped out of me—seven, eight heavy jets flooding her mouth and gullet. She swallowed every single drop with desperate, hungry gulps, her throat rippling around my pulsing shaft. Not a single drop escaped.
 
When I finally pulled out, gasping, a thin string of saliva and cum connected her swollen lower lip to my cockhead. Her red eyes had glazed over with near-intoxicated bliss. A soft, dazed flush colored her pale cheeks for the first time that night. She licked her lips slowly, savoring the last traces of my load like fine wine, a tiny, almost drunken smile tugging at the corner of her haughty mouth.
 
For the proud, ancient vampire royalty, my semen seemed to hit her like the strongest aphrodisiac.
 
I stayed hovering above her, both of us panting, her juices still smeared across my face and her chin glistening with mine.




Chapter 4: Vaginal Penetration – Claiming Her Royal Cunt

Her legs wrapped around my waist like cool silk ropes as I positioned myself between her spread thighs on the luxurious silk sheets. The head of my thick, throbbing cock nudged against her slick, swollen pussy lips, still glistening from my earlier feast. Lady Varsa lay beneath me, pale skin flushed faintly across her chest, long black hair fanned out like a dark halo on the crimson pillows. Her blood-red eyes stared up at me with that lingering aristocratic challenge, even as her breathing had grown heavier.
 
I gripped her wide hips and pushed forward.
 
The moment I sank balls-deep into her molten pussy for the first time, we both felt it — that perfect, mind-melting fusion. She was impossibly tight, tighter than any human woman I had ever claimed. Her scorching inner walls gripped me like a velvet vice, rippling and squeezing around every thick inch as I stretched her open. Despite her cool outer skin, her cunt was blazing hot inside, almost feverish, sucking me deeper with wet, greedy contractions.
 
“Fuuuuck…” I groaned loudly, burying myself to the hilt until my heavy balls pressed against her perfect ass. “Your royal cunt is swallowing me whole.”
 
Varsa’s red eyes widened, lips parting in a sharp, silent gasp. Her gloved hands clutched at my shoulders, nails digging in through my shirt. For several long seconds I stayed buried deep, savoring the incredible heat and pressure, letting her adjust to my size.
 
Then I started moving.
 
Slow, deep strokes at first — dragging my thick cock almost all the way out until just the swollen head remained inside her clinging entrance, then sliding back in to the balls in one long, deliberate thrust. Each stroke made her massive breasts bounce heavily on her chest, those full, pale globes jiggling hypnotically with soft, fleshy slaps. The wet, squelching sounds of her soaked pussy filled the grand bedchamber as I fucked her with measured power.
 
Her inner walls fluttered and clenched around me, milking my shaft with every slow withdrawal and deep penetration. Hot nectar coated my cock, dripping down my balls and soaking the sheets beneath us. The contrast was exquisite — her cool thighs wrapped around my waist, her burning cunt gripping and rippling around my thrusting cock.
 
Varsa tilted her head up, fangs bared. She pressed her cool lips to the side of my neck and began to gnaw and lick at my skin with teasing hunger. Her sharp fangs grazed my pulsing artery, scraping lightly, threatening, but never breaking the skin. She licked long, slow stripes up my throat, sucking marks onto my flesh while I continued those deep, claiming strokes.
 
“You crave this, don’t you?” I growled, slamming in harder now, shifting from slow and sensual to powerful, pounding thrusts. “My mortal cock stretching your ancient royal cunt.”
 
Her heavy breasts bounced wildly with every rough impact, nipples stiff and pink, slapping against her chest. The obscene sound of skin-on-skin — my pelvis smacking against her wide hips and soaked pussy — echoed through the room. I gripped her hips tighter, fingers digging into her cool, smooth flesh as I rutted into her with growing ferocity.
 
She still tried to maintain her haughty dignity. Soft, controlled little gasps escaped her lips against my neck, each one regal and restrained even as her cunt gushed around me. But I could feel her breaking.
 
I suddenly grabbed both her wrists and pinned them high above her head with one powerful hand, stretching her body out beneath me. The new position made her massive tits thrust upward even more prominently, jiggling with every brutal thrust. I rutted into her like a wild animal — hard, fast, and deep. My thick cock hammered her royal pussy without mercy, the wet slapping sounds turning filthy and rapid.
 
Plap-plap-plap-plap-plap
 
“Yes… take it, you proud vampire bitch,” I snarled, pounding her so hard the heavy bed creaked beneath us.
 
Her red eyes fluttered. The haughty little gasps finally started turning into needy, breathy whimpers. Each powerful thrust forced a new sound from her throat — soft, reluctant, but growing louder and more desperate.
 
“Ah… hah… you— insolent— nngh!”
 
I grinned savagely and leaned down, biting at her neck in return while I railed her. My free hand mauled one of her bouncing breasts, squeezing the heavy flesh roughly, pinching and tugging her stiff nipple. Her pussy spasmed wildly around my cock, hot velvet walls rippling and sucking me deeper with every savage thrust.
 
I could feel my balls tightening, that heavy pressure building at the base of my spine. Her cunt was sucking me so perfectly, clenching and fluttering like it was begging for my load.
 
“I’m going to flood your royal womb,” I growled against her ear, never slowing my brutal pace. “Fill this haughty vampire cunt with every drop.”
 
Varsa’s whimpers grew higher, needier. Her toned thighs squeezed tightly around my waist, heels digging into my back as she pulled me even deeper. Her fangs grazed my neck again, licking and sucking frantically, but still she held back from biting — because what she truly craved was my cum painting her insides.
 
With a deep, guttural roar I slammed balls-deep one final time and erupted.
 
My cock swelled and pulsed violently inside her as I flooded her womb with the first massive creampie of the night. Thick, heavy ropes of hot cum blasted straight against her cervix in powerful jets — one, two, three, four, five… I lost count as wave after wave pumped deep into her royal cunt. Her molten walls milked me greedily, rippling and spasming around my throbbing shaft, drawing every last drop into her depths until her belly felt slightly fuller, warmer.
 
Lady Varsa let out a long, shuddering sigh of quiet satisfaction. Her red eyes were half-lidded in bliss, that haughty mask softened by raw pleasure for the first time. A faint, almost dreamy smile touched her crimson lips as she felt my seed filling her completely, overflowing slightly around my still-buried cock and trickling down her ass.
 
She didn’t speak. She simply lay there beneath me, wrists still pinned, chest heaving, pussy gently pulsing around my spent but still twitching cock — quietly savoring the warm, sticky load I had just pumped into her ancient womb.




Chapter 5: Anal Virginity – Centuries of Waiting

After centuries of noble restraint, Lady Varsa’s perfect ass was still untouched. I could see it in the way her tight pink ring winked nervously as I pulled my cum-smeared cock from her freshly-creampied pussy. Thick strings of my load and her own nectar clung to my shaft, glistening obscenely. I used that warm, slick mixture as lube, coating every veiny inch of my still-hard cock while staring down at her.
 
“Turn over,” I commanded, voice rough with lust. “On your hands and knees, ass up. I’m claiming something no one has ever taken in four hundred years.”
 
Lady Varsa’s red eyes flashed with a mix of pride and raw vulnerability, but she obeyed. She rolled onto her stomach and rose onto all fours on the silk sheets, arching her back deeply to present that flawless, pale ass to me. Her wide hips flared dramatically, framing the perfect heart-shaped cheeks. Between them lay her untouched prize — a tiny, puckered, virgin rosebud that had never known a cock in all her long existence.
 
I gripped her hips firmly and pressed the swollen, slippery head of my cock against that tight ring. The heat from her pussy still radiated, but her asshole was noticeably cooler, smoother, and impossibly small.
 
“Relax for me, Your Ladyship,” I murmured, rubbing the fat head in slow circles, smearing her own juices and my cum all over her virgin hole. “This proud royal ass is finally going to get fucked.”
 
I pushed forward with careful, relentless pressure. The tight ring resisted at first, clenching hard. Then, with a sudden wet pop, the head of my thick cock breached her sphincter and sank inside.
 
Lady Varsa’s blood-red eyes flew wide open in pure shock and overwhelming pleasure. A silent, fangs-bared snarl twisted her beautiful face as every inch of my cock slowly disappeared into her impossibly tight, cool anal passage. The feeling was indescribable — her virgin ass gripped me like a silky, icy vice, squeezing so intensely I had to grit my teeth. Inch after inch stretched her open until my heavy balls rested against her dripping pussy lips, every single centimeter buried deep in her cool, velvet bowels.
 
“Gods… so fucking tight,” I groaned, holding still to let her adjust. Her inner walls fluttered wildly around me, rippling and pulsing in waves.
 
She loved it instantly.
 
Her back arched violently like a drawn bow, pushing her ass back against me greedily. A silent snarl of pure ecstasy bared her sharp fangs, her long black hair falling messily over her shoulders. No haughty words this time — just raw, animalistic pleasure as her centuries of untouched restraint shattered.
 
I gave her a moment, then began to move.
 
Slow, deep strokes at first, pulling out until just the head stretched her ruined ring, then sliding back in to the hilt. Each thrust made her toned thighs tremble. Her massive breasts hung and swayed heavily beneath her, nipples brushing the silk sheets. The cool, slick grip of her anal walls was addictive — tighter than her pussy, smoother, and somehow even more intimate.
 
Then I lost control.
 
I grabbed her wide hips and started pounding her hard. Deep, brutal anal thrusts that made her perfect ass cheeks ripple and clap loudly against my pelvis. Plap-plap-plap-plap! The wet, filthy sounds of rough ass-fucking filled the grand bedchamber as I railed her virgin hole without mercy. Her wide hips slammed back to meet every thrust, fucking herself onto my cock like a needy whore despite her noble blood.
 
“Fuck… yes… take it deeper,” I growled, slamming into her harder. Her toned thighs quivered uncontrollably, knees sliding on the sheets as I reamed her bowels.
 
Lady Varsa’s cool anal passage grew hotter from the friction, squeezing and milking my cock with every powerful stroke. I could feel every ridge and ripple inside her as I destroyed her last untouched virginity. She was moaning now — real, broken moans that she could no longer hold back.
 
I reached forward, tangled my fist in her long black hair, and yanked her head back sharply, arching her spine even more. Her throat was exposed, fangs glinting as I growled right against her ear.
 
“You’re my anal slut now, Lady Varsa. This royal vampire ass belongs to me. Say it.”
 
She whimpered, voice husky and trembling. “I… I am… your— nnghh! Fuck!”
 
I pounded her even harder, using her hair like reins, slamming my thick cock balls-deep into her clenching asshole again and again. Her juices from her neglected pussy dripped constantly onto the sheets, creating a growing wet spot beneath us. Her massive breasts bounced and slapped wildly with the force of my thrusts.
 
Suddenly her entire body seized up.
 
She came hard from anal alone — no clit, no pussy stimulation, just my cock wrecking her virgin ass. Her cool anal walls clamped down around me like a velvet vice, spasming violently in powerful, rhythmic contractions. A long, throaty, almost feral moan tore from her throat as her eyes rolled back, fangs fully bared in overwhelming ecstasy. Her toned thighs shook violently, ass pushing back desperately to take every inch while her bowels milked my cock with greedy, rippling squeezes.
 
That was all I could take.
 
With a savage roar I buried myself to the hilt one final time and exploded deep inside her. Thick, heavy ropes of hot cum blasted straight into her virgin bowels, painting her insides white. Pulse after pulse pumped into her as I filled her royal ass with load after load of thick seed. Her spasming ring squeezed and milked every drop, drawing my cum even deeper until it felt like her cool passage was sucking me dry.
 
I stayed buried inside her for a long moment, both of us panting, my cock twitching with aftershocks as the last weak spurts leaked into her overflowing ass. When I finally pulled out, a thick glob of my cum immediately oozed from her freshly-fucked, gaping pink hole, dripping lewdly down over her swollen pussy lips.
 
Lady Varsa collapsed forward onto the silk sheets, chest heaving, ass still slightly raised and twitching. Her red eyes were glassy with pleasure, cheeks flushed deeper than ever before. The proud, haughty vampire princess had just had her last virginity brutally claimed — and she had cum harder than she ever had in centuries.
 
I stroked her trembling ass cheek possessively, admiring the sight of my cum leaking from her well-used royal hole.




Chapter 6: Experimental Positions – Breaking the Vampire Princess

We fucked in every position the ancient castle allowed, turning Lady Varsa’s grand bedchamber and throne hall into our personal arena of raw, filthy pleasure. After filling her virgin ass with cum, I didn’t give her even a minute to recover. I dragged her off the silk sheets and spent the next hour claiming her body in every way I could imagine, determined to shatter the last fragments of her aristocratic pride.
 
We started in deep missionary. I folded her in half, pressing her toned thighs back until her ankles rested beside her ears, her wide hips tilted upward and her soaked pussy completely exposed. I drove into her with long, punishing strokes, my heavy balls slapping loudly against her ass with every thrust. Her massive breasts squished between us, nipples dragging against my chest as I pounded her cunt mercilessly. The wet, squelching sounds of her creamy pussy filled the room while she bit her lip hard, still trying to stay regal.
 
Next, I pulled her on top for cowgirl. Varsa straddled me, her pale, perfect body glistening with sweat and cum. She tried to ride me with controlled elegance at first, but I gripped her wide hips and slammed her down hard, forcing her to bounce violently. Her enormous tits slapped loudly against my face with every drop — heavy, fleshy smacks that left her stiff pink nipples brushing my lips. I sucked and bit them greedily while thrusting up into her, making her gasp and shudder.
 
“Fuck… your tits are perfect,” I growled, slapping the side of one heavy breast and watching it jiggle.
 
She moaned despite herself, hips rolling faster.
 
I spun her around into reverse cowgirl so I could watch that perfect ass. Her plump cheeks rippled hypnotically as she rode me, my thick cock disappearing between them over and over. I had a perfect view of her tight, cum-leaking asshole winking above her stretched pussy lips. I slapped her ass hard, leaving red handprints on her pale skin, making her bounce even more desperately.
 
We moved to the stone wall. I lifted one of her toned legs high, pinning it against the cold castle stones while I fucked her standing up. The contrast of her cool skin against the rough wall and my burning heat made her whimper. I railed her cunt with deep, upward thrusts, her massive breasts bouncing wildly between us as her back scraped against the ancient stone.
 
Finally, I bent her over her own obsidian throne — the ultimate symbol of her power. Her upper body rested on the seat, ass high in the air, legs spread wide. I took her from behind like a beast, gripping her hips and slamming into her with brutal force. Her cheek pressed against the cold throne as I destroyed her pussy, her juices and our mixed cum running down her thighs in shiny rivulets.
 
But none of it was enough. I wanted her completely broken.
 
I pulled out, spun her around, and locked her into the most devastating position yet — the full nelson.
 
I sat on the edge of the throne, pulled her back against my chest, and hooked my strong arms under her knees. With a powerful heave, I lifted Lady Varsa completely off the ground, folding her in half like a helpless ragdoll. Her legs were spread obscenely wide, knees nearly touching her shoulders, her dripping pussy and tight asshole on full display. Her massive breasts rested on top of her folded body, nipples pointing upward. She was entirely airborne, utterly immobilized, her weight supported only by my arms and my thick cock spearing upward into her cunt.
 
“Fuck— wait—!” she gasped, voice cracking with sudden panic and overwhelming arousal.
 
I slammed her down hard onto my cock.
 
The new angle was devastating. My thick shaft hammered straight into her deepest spots, battering her cervix with every brutal thrust. I used her folded, helpless body like a fleshlight, lifting and dropping her rhythmically while thrusting up at the same time. The wet, violent plap-plap-plap-plap of her soaked pussy taking my cock echoed through the throne hall like thunder.
 
Her red eyes widened in shock. The haughty mask finally began to crumble.
 
I fucked her harder, faster, more savagely — bouncing her entire body up and down on my cock while she hung suspended in the air. Her huge tits bounced wildly on her chest. Her toned thighs quivered uncontrollably in my iron grip. Every thrust made her gush fresh nectar that sprayed out around my pistoning shaft.
 
Then she broke completely.
 
“Aaahhh—! Dickard—! Oh gods, Dickard!!” she screamed, her regal voice shattering into raw, desperate moans. Her red eyes rolled back in her head as total submission took over. “It’s too deep—! I can’t— fuck— I’m breaking—!”
 
Her body convulsed violently. A powerful, violent squirt exploded from her pussy, spraying in a hot, clear arc across the stone floor as I continued hammering her. The orgasm ripped through her like lightning. She screamed my name again and again, voice hoarse and broken.
 
But it didn’t stop there.
 
Her bladder gave way completely. Powerful golden arcs of hot vampire piss shot out of her in wild, uncontrolled streams, splattering messily across the throne room floor, splashing against my thighs and dripping down her own quivering body. She pissed violently while I railed her, the humiliating release mixing with her squirting juices in a filthy, soaking torrent.
 
“Yes—! Fuck yes, break for me!” I roared, pounding her even harder, using her airborne, folded body without mercy. “Scream my name, you haughty little slut!”
 
“Dickard—! Dickard—! Please—! I’m yours—! I’m your slut—! Don’t stop—!” she begged shamelessly, tears of overwhelming pleasure leaking from the corners of her rolling eyes. Her once-proud voice was now a wrecked, sobbing mess of moans and pleas. “I’m cumming—! I’m pissing—! Everything is yours—! Take me—! Ruin me—!”
 
Her pussy clenched and spasmed wildly around my cock like a living vice, milking me with powerful contractions as wave after wave of her orgasm tore through her. She kept squirting and pissing in messy, golden sprays while I held her completely helpless in the full nelson, hammering her ruined cunt without pause. Her entire body shook violently in my arms, fangs bared, black hair wild, red eyes completely rolled back in total, blissful submission.
 
The proud, centuries-old vampire princess was gone.
 
In her place was a broken, screaming, squirting, pissing mess of a woman who could only moan my name and beg for more.




Chapter 7: Breeding Attempts – Human-Vampire Hybrid Research

After her complete shattering in the full nelson, Lady Varsa lay sprawled across the silk sheets like a conquered goddess — flushed, trembling, and leaking my cum from both her well-fucked pussy and ass. I collapsed beside her, still rock-hard, and pulled her cool body against mine. While she caught her breath, I decided it was time to tell her the true purpose behind this extended “research.”
 
“There are rare but well-documented cases of human-vampire hybrids throughout Lustopia’s history,” I murmured, stroking her wide hip possessively. “The offspring are exceptionally powerful. Stronger than pure vampires, with enhanced abilities and no crippling weakness to sunlight. I intend to see if we can create one.”
 
For the first time since we met, Lady Varsa smiled.
 
It was not her usual haughty smirk. This was a wide, feral, hungry smile that showed the full length of her sharp fangs. Her blood-red eyes glowed with primal excitement as she looked at me.
 
“Then breed me, researcher,” she whispered, voice husky and dripping with lust. “Fill this ancient royal womb until it takes.”
 
The next days became a nonstop breeding frenzy.
 
We fucked like animals from morning until the early hours of the next night. I took her again and again, focusing every drop of my seed directly into her fertile depths.
 
The first session of the day always started with the mating press. I folded her perfect body in half on the grand bed, pinning her toned legs all the way back until her ankles rested beside her head. Her massive breasts squished together under the pressure, nipples stiff and begging. In this position, her soaked pussy was tilted upward perfectly, completely helpless and presented for deep insemination.
 
I mounted her like a beast and drove my thick cock straight down into her molten cunt.
 
“Fuck… look at this royal vampire pussy,” I growled, slamming into her with heavy, womb-seeking thrusts. “Gripping me so greedily, begging to be knocked up by mortal seed.”
 
Each powerful stroke bottomed out against her cervix. The wet, obscene plap-plap-plap of my heavy balls slapping her ass echoed through the chamber as I fucked her with bestial intensity. Varsa’s red eyes rolled with pleasure, her fangs bared in a constant snarl of ecstasy.
 
I leaned down, pressing my forehead to hers, and spoke filthy words right against her lips.
 
“I’m going to knock up vampire royalty. Imagine it — your proud, ancient bloodline mixed with my human cum. Your belly swelling with my hybrid bastard. Everyone will know the haughty Lady Varsa got her royal cunt bred by a mortal researcher like a common broodmare.”
 
She clenched violently around me the moment the dirty words left my mouth.
 
Her velvet walls spasmed hard, milking my cock as a powerful orgasm ripped through her. Hot nectar gushed around my thrusting shaft while she screamed, back arching beneath me.
 
I didn’t stop. I kept her folded and pinned, hammering her cervix like I was trying to break through it, until my balls tightened and I roared.
 
With a deep, savage thrust I buried myself completely and unloaded.
 
Thick, heavy ropes of cum blasted directly against her cervix, flooding her womb in powerful jets. I kept pumping, grinding deep, making sure every drop flooded her fertile depths until her lower belly visibly swelled slightly from the sheer volume.
 
She came again just from the feeling of being flooded, whimpering my name like a prayer.
 
We barely rested before the next breeding session.
 
I took her on the edge of the bed, legs over my shoulders again, pounding her in a standing mating press this time. Then against the wall. Then bent over her obsidian throne once more, ass high while I railed her from behind, reaching around to rub her swollen clit as I flooded her for the third time that day.
 
Every single time I talked dirty about breeding her, she lost control.
 
“Gonna put a baby in this ancient vampire womb,” I snarled during one particularly rough session, pinning her legs wide and slamming into her like a rutting bull. “Your tits are going to get even bigger when they fill with milk. Everyone will see the proud Lady Varsa waddling around her castle with a big, pregnant belly full of my hybrid seed.”
 
Her pussy clenched like a fist around me. She came instantly, squirting messily around my cock while screaming, “Yes—! Breed me—! Fill your vampire whore—!”
 
I rewarded her by pumping another massive load straight into her womb, so much that it overflowed and ran down her ass in creamy white rivers.
 
The breeding became more and more bestial as the days passed.
 
I would wake her in the middle of the night by spreading her legs and mounting her without warning, driving my cock deep while growling breeding filth into her ear. Sometimes I’d keep her impaled on my cock for hours in a deep mating press, slowly grinding and stirring my cum inside her while telling her exactly how I was going to ruin her noble bloodline with my child.
 
Her reactions grew more intense each time.
 
Every time I flooded her, her cool body would shudder violently. Her inner walls would ripple and squeeze, milking my cock desperately as if trying to suck every last sperm straight into her womb. Her red eyes would glaze over with feral bliss, fangs fully extended, moaning and begging in ways that would have shocked her noble ancestors.
 
“More… give me more of your seed… knock me up, Dickard… make me carry your hybrid…” she whimpered during one particularly long, rough session where I had her folded completely in half for nearly thirty minutes straight, hammering her cervix without mercy.
 
I lost count of how many times I filled her. Ten? Fifteen? Every load was aimed directly at her womb, thick and potent, pumped deep while she came around me again and again.
 
By the end of each day, Lady Varsa’s once-impeccable royal pussy was a swollen, creamy mess constantly leaking my cum. Her lower belly had a permanent slight bulge from the sheer amount of seed I had pumped into her. Yet she still spread her legs eagerly every single time I approached, that feral, hungry smile on her face.
 
The proud, haughty vampire princess had fully embraced her new role as my breeding bitch.
 
And I had no intention of stopping until her royal womb was undeniably claimed.




Chapter 8: Extended Stay – Prince of the Castle

For weeks I lived like a prince in Lady Varsa’s ancient castle.
 
The days blurred into a haze of luxury and depravity. The little bat-winged servants — tiny, adorable creatures with leathery wings, sharp teeth, and formal vests — fluttered around me constantly. They brought trays of the finest delicacies: rare blood-infused wines that sparkled like rubies, tender cuts of exotic meats roasted with night-blooming herbs, fresh fruits dripping with sweet nectar, and soft velvet robes lined with silk that felt like a lover’s caress against my skin. They drew my baths in marble tubs filled with scented oils, polished my boots, and even massaged my shoulders after long nights of rutting their mistress.
 
I was spoiled beyond imagination. Yet nothing — not the vintage wines, not the feasts, not the opulent surroundings — compared to my new favorite drink.
 
Lady Varsa’s warm, slightly sweet vampire piss.
 
It had become our most intimate ritual. Morning, noon, and night, the proud vampire princess would offer me her golden nectar straight from the source, and I drank it down like the finest vintage in all of Lustopia.
 
It started one lazy morning after yet another breeding session. Sunlight filtered weakly through the enchanted stained-glass windows of her bedchamber. I was lounging naked on the massive bed when Varsa crawled over me with that now-familiar feral yet affectionate smile. Her heavy breasts swayed, nipples still slightly reddened from my mouth the night before.
 
“Thirsty, my favorite mortal pet?” she purred, voice husky and teasing. She had taken to calling me that with increasing fondness, her long black hair tickling my chest as she straddled my face.
 
I didn’t even answer with words. I simply grabbed her wide hips and pulled her dripping pussy directly onto my mouth.
 
Varsa let out a soft, regal sigh and relaxed. A moment later, the first warm stream of her piss flowed over my tongue.
 
It was heavenly.
 
Warm — almost hot — and with a delicate, slightly sweet flavor that reminded me of dark honey mixed with copper and midnight spices. Not bitter like human piss, but rich, smooth, and strangely addictive. I groaned loudly and opened my mouth wider, gulping it down in greedy swallows as the golden liquid poured straight from her royal cunt onto my tongue. The taste coated my throat, warm and silky, filling my belly with liquid heat.
 
She stroked my hair gently with her gloved hand, petting me like a beloved dog while she relieved herself.
 
“Good boy… drink every drop of your Lady’s gift,” she whispered affectionately, red eyes half-lidded in pleasure as she watched me swallow. “That’s it. Swallow Mommy’s warm piss like the thirsty mortal you are.”
 
I moaned into her pussy and drank harder. The stream grew stronger, powerful and steady, flooding my mouth so fast I had to gulp noisily to keep up. Some of it overflowed, running down my chin and neck in hot rivulets, but I chased every drop, sucking gently on her swollen clit between swallows. The filthy, intimate act made my cock throb painfully hard against my stomach.
 
When her stream finally tapered off, I licked her clean with long, worshipful strokes of my tongue, savoring the last tangy-sweet traces mixed with her natural nectar.
 
She shivered and praised me softly, still petting my hair. “Such a good pet… my favorite drinker.”
 
By noon, the ritual had become even more decadent.
 
We were in the throne hall. I sat on her obsidian throne like a king while Varsa stood before me, one leg raised and resting on the armrest, her smooth pussy inches from my face. The bat servants fluttered around us, pretending not to notice, though a few watched with curious red eyes.
 
This time she sat fully on my lap, facing me, her massive breasts pressed against my chest as she guided my mouth to her cunt once more.
 
“Open wide, pet,” she commanded softly, voice dripping with affection and dominance.
 
I obeyed instantly.
 
The warm flood came faster this time. A powerful, hissing stream of hot vampire piss jetted directly into my open mouth. I drank greedily, loud, wet gulping sounds echoing through the hall as I swallowed mouthful after mouthful. It tasted even sweeter at midday — richer, more concentrated, with that addictive honey-copper tang that made my head spin with filthy pleasure. My throat worked visibly as I chugged her golden offering like fine wine, eyes locked on hers the entire time.
 
Varsa cradled the back of my head with both hands, gently rocking her hips, petting my hair and cooing down at me.
 
“My precious mortal pet… look at you, drinking my piss so eagerly on my throne. Does it taste better than my finest blood-wine?” She laughed softly, a low, musical sound. “Swallow it all. Fill your belly with me.”
 
I groaned in pure bliss, sucking lightly on her pussy lips between gulps to draw out more. The warmth spread through my body, making me feel owned, marked, and completely addicted to her. When the stream finally slowed, I buried my tongue deep inside her, licking every last drop from her inner walls while she sighed in satisfaction and continued stroking my hair like I was her most treasured possession.
 
The nighttime ritual was the most intense and filthy.
 
After a lavish dinner of rare meats and spiced blood-wine, Varsa would lead me back to the grand bed. This time she preferred to straddle my face while lying back in a lazy sixty-nine position, her perfect ass hovering over my mouth as I lay flat on the silk sheets.
 
She would relax completely and let go.
 
A long, powerful, hissing torrent of warm piss rained down directly into my open, waiting mouth. I drank ravenously, swallowing as fast as I could while the excess spilled over my face, soaking my hair, neck, and chest in hot, fragrant liquid. The taste at night was deeper, muskier, slightly sweeter from the day’s indulgences — an intoxicating cocktail that made my cock leak pre-cum constantly.
 
I gulped and moaned beneath her, drinking every drop she gave me like a man dying of thirst. The wet sounds of me swallowing her piss filled the candlelit chamber as she gently ground her pussy against my mouth and pet my hair lovingly.
 
“That’s my good boy… my favorite mortal pet,” she whispered tenderly, voice thick with pleasure. “Drink deep. Let my essence fill you. You belong to me now, just as I belong to your cock.”
 
I reached up, gripping her plump ass cheeks and pulling her tighter against my face so I could drink even more greedily. The warm stream seemed endless, soaking me completely, running down the sides of my face and pooling on the sheets beneath my head. I loved every filthy second — the taste, the heat, the intimate humiliation, the way she claimed me so possessively while I swallowed her golden nectar.
 
When she finally finished, she stayed seated on my face, letting me lick her clean for long, lazy minutes while she praised me and stroked my cum-soaked hair.
 
This ritual repeated every single day for weeks.
 
Morning piss to start the day. Noon piss while I sat on her throne. Night piss to send me to sleep with her taste coating my throat. Sometimes she would make me drink while she rode my cock, sometimes while breastfeeding me from her heavy tits at the same time. The taste never grew old. If anything, I craved it more with each passing day — warm, sweet, slightly metallic, utterly delicious.
 
The bat servants quickly learned to bring me water and towels afterward, but nothing could wash away the constant subtle taste of her on my tongue.
 
I had come here as a researcher.
 
Now I was truly her spoiled, piss-drinking mortal pet — and I had never been happier.




Chapter 9: Conception and Pregnant Vampire Wife

After a full month of relentless, bestial breeding, the signs finally appeared.
 
Lady Varsa’s once perfectly flat, toned stomach now showed a soft, noticeable swell — the slightest, most beautiful curve where her royal womb had taken my seed and begun to grow our child. Her blood-red eyes had changed too; they glowed softer, warmer, with a gentle crimson light instead of their usual sharp, imperious glare. The ancient vampire princess was pregnant. The rare human-vampire hybrid was already forming inside her.
 
The confirmation only made us hungrier.
 
We never stopped fucking. Not for a single day.
 
Her pregnant body had become even more sensitive, every nerve ending heightened and raw with new life. Her massive breasts had grown heavier and fuller, veins faintly visible beneath the pale skin, nipples darker and hypersensitive. Even the lightest touch made her shiver and moan. Her swollen pussy was perpetually wet, dripping with sweet nectar that tasted richer than before, and her clit throbbed at the slightest brush of my fingers or tongue.
 
One lazy afternoon in the candlelit bedchamber, I pulled her on top of me for another slow, deep breeding session.
 
Varsa straddled my hips, her slightly rounded belly resting warmly against my abdomen as she slowly sank down onto my thick, throbbing cock. The feeling of sliding into her pregnant cunt was unreal — hotter, wetter, and tighter than ever. Her velvet walls rippled and clenched around me with every inch, sucking me greedily toward her womb.
 
“Mmmh… so full,” she sighed, red eyes half-lidded in pleasure as she bottomed out, her swollen belly pressed between us.
 
I reached up and cupped her heavy, enlarged breasts, squeezing the soft, milk-laden flesh. A tiny bead of clear fluid leaked from one stiff nipple. I groaned and leaned up, sucking it into my mouth while she began to ride me with slow, rolling movements of her wide hips.
 
“That’s it… ride my cock, my pregnant vampire wife,” I growled against her tit. “Your belly is already showing. Everyone in Lustopia will know I knocked up the proud Lady Varsa.”
 
She moaned loudly, her sensitivity making every word and every thrust feel electric. Her cool hands braced on my chest as she rocked faster, sliding her dripping pussy up and down my shaft in long, sensual strokes. The wet, creamy sounds of her pregnant cunt working my cock filled the room.
 
I fed her my cum like the nourishment she now craved.
 
While she rode me, I masturbated myself to the edge with one hand, then pulled out of her pussy just long enough to aim my cock at her open mouth. She leaned down eagerly, lips parting, and I erupted. Thick, heavy ropes of hot cum blasted across her tongue and down her throat. Varsa swallowed greedily, moaning around my pulsing cock as she drank every drop, her red eyes glowing with soft bliss.
 
“Your seed… it sustains us both,” she whispered reverently after swallowing the last spurt, licking her lips clean. “Our child needs it.”
 
I slid back into her soaked pussy immediately, and she resumed riding me slowly, her swollen belly rubbing against me with every sensual roll of her hips. The sight of her pregnant form — pale skin glowing, black hair cascading over her shoulders, heavy tits bouncing gently, and that beautiful little bump — made me throb inside her.
 
Later that same day, I fed her again, this time straight into her cunt.
 
I put her on her back, legs spread wide, and fucked her with deep, womb-focused strokes. When I felt my orgasm rising, I buried myself to the hilt and unloaded directly against her cervix. Massive spurts of thick cum flooded her pregnant womb, filling her until excess seed leaked out around my cock in creamy white rivers. Varsa cried out in ecstasy, her sensitive inner walls spasming hard around me as she came, milking every drop into her already-occupied womb.
 
“Yes… feed our child… give it more of your strong seed…” she moaned, rubbing her slight belly with both hands while I kept pumping the last weak spurts into her.
 
But her favorite way was when I fed her from her own tits.
 
I had her ride me again that evening, slow and intimate, her pregnant belly pressed warmly between our bodies. I sucked hard on one swollen nipple while mauling the other breast. The stimulation made her leak sweet, thin fluid, and I drank it while she rode my cock. When I was close, I pulled out and sprayed the next thick load all over her heavy tits and swollen belly, painting her pale skin with ropes of white cum.
 
Varsa scooped it up with her fingers and licked it clean, moaning softly as she swallowed. Then she guided my cock back inside her dripping pussy and continued the slow, loving ride, belly rubbing against me as she whispered filthy, maternal praises.
 
“Your cum is our child’s nourishment… I need it in my mouth… in my cunt… all over my tits… every day…”
 
Her sensitivity made every session more intense. The slightest pinch of her nipples made her gush around my cock. When I gently rubbed her swollen clit while she rode me, she would cum almost instantly, her pregnant pussy clamping down like a hot vice and rippling in long, powerful waves. Her moans had lost all trace of haughtiness — they were now soft, needy, and full of genuine affection.
 
I took her in every position, always making sure to feed her my cum.
 
In the mornings I would wake her by sliding into her from behind, spooning her pregnant body and filling her pussy while sucking on her neck. At night I would have her ride me reverse cowgirl so I could watch her ass and that adorable swollen belly as she bounced, then pull her off at the end to paint her tits and make her lick them clean.
 
Every single load was treated like sacred nourishment.
 
She would moan the same words again and again while my cock was buried deep inside her or while she was swallowing:
 
“My seed… it sustains our child… thank you, Dickard… feed us…”
 
Her red eyes glowed with soft maternal warmth every time I pumped another load into her or onto her body. The proud, haughty vampire royalty had transformed into my pregnant, cum-hungry wife — belly slowly rounding, tits growing heavier, body more sensitive and needy with every passing day.
 
And I kept feeding her. Load after thick, potent load. Pussy. Mouth. Tits. Belly. I made sure my pregnant vampire wife and our growing hybrid child were well-nourished.




Chapter 10: Birth, Final Claim, and Eternal Promise

Nine months later, in the softly candlelit birthing chamber deep within the castle, our son entered the world.
 
The labor was intense but swift, aided by ancient vampire magic and the little bat servants fluttering anxiously around us. With a final, powerful push and a cry that echoed through the stone halls, Lady Varsa gave birth to our hybrid child. Tiny fangs peeked from his gums, his eyes already a vibrant crimson, skin pale as moonlight with the faintest hint of human warmth. He was perfect.
 
Varsa, exhausted yet radiant, cradled him to her heavy, milk-swollen breasts with tears of pure joy streaming down her cheeks. “Viktorr,” she whispered, voice trembling with emotion. “My sweet prince. Viktorr Brieder-Varsa.”
 
I kissed her forehead, then the baby’s tiny head, my heart swelling with a fierce, protective love I had never known before.
 
Now, hours later, little Viktorr slept peacefully in an ornate cradle right beside our massive bed, his soft breathing the only other sound in the grand chamber. The candles flickered low, casting warm golden light over Varsa’s naked body as she lay beside me — belly still softly rounded from pregnancy, breasts massively full and leaking tiny drops of milk, her red eyes glowing with a mix of maternal bliss and deep longing.
 
This was our final night together.
 
I pulled her into my arms and took her one last time — brutal, loving, and utterly filthy.
 
I started slow and deep, sliding into her still-tight pussy while she lay on her back. Her legs wrapped around me instinctively as I thrust with long, powerful strokes, savoring the way her sensitive, post-pregnancy cunt clenched and fluttered around my thick cock. We kissed deeply, tongues sliding, moaning into each other’s mouths while Viktorr’s gentle breathing reminded us of the new life we had created.
 
But tenderness quickly gave way to raw hunger.
 
I flipped her onto all fours, facing the cradle so she could watch our sleeping son, and mounted her like a beast. I fucked her pussy hard and fast, slamming deep until my balls slapped wetly against her clit. Her heavy breasts swung and leaked milk onto the sheets with every brutal thrust.
 
“Mine,” I growled, gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. “This royal cunt will always be mine.”
 
“Yes… yours… forever yours…” she moaned, pushing back against me desperately.
 
I filled her pussy first.
 
Burying myself to the hilt, I roared and unleashed a massive load straight into her womb. Thick, heavy ropes of cum flooded her depths as her walls milked me greedily. When I pulled out, my seed immediately began leaking from her swollen lips in creamy white streams.
 
Before she could catch her breath, I moved to her mouth.
 
I knelt beside her head and fed her my cock, still slick with our combined juices. Varsa sucked me eagerly, eyes locked on mine with pure devotion as I fucked her throat. I held her head gently yet firmly and pumped deep, using her warm, wet mouth until I exploded again. She swallowed every powerful spurt, gulping noisily, a few thick strands escaping the corners of her lips and dripping down her chin.
 
Finally, I claimed her ass.
 
I slid into her still-tight anal passage, now familiar but no less heavenly. I fucked her ass with long, deep strokes, gradually building to savage intensity while she moaned and pushed back, one hand reaching out to gently rock Viktorr’s cradle. The contrast — filthy anal fucking while our newborn son slept peacefully beside us — made everything feel even more intense and taboo.
 
I filled her ass with the third massive load, pumping rope after thick rope deep into her bowels until it overflowed and ran down her thighs.
 
But we weren’t done.
 
While I was still buried balls-deep in her cum-filled ass, Varsa looked back at me with glassy, possessive red eyes.
 
“I’m going to mark you… make you mine…” she whispered hoarsely.
 
She let go completely.
 
Hot, golden streams of her vampire piss began to spray over me. First across my chest in powerful arcs, then up to my face and open mouth. The warm, sweet, slightly metallic liquid splashed over my skin as she marked me possessively, claiming me in the most primal way. I groaned loudly, still buried in her ass, and drank what landed in my mouth while the rest soaked my hair, neck, and torso.
 
She aimed lower, pissing all over my cock and balls while I slowly thrust inside her, the hot liquid mixing with the cum already leaking from her holes. The filthy, intimate act pushed her over the edge again. She came hard, ass clenching around me like a vice as she marked her mate.
 
We collapsed together onto the soaked sheets, covered in each other’s fluids — cum, piss, milk, and sweat. Our bodies tangled, breathing ragged, hearts pounding in perfect sync.
 
Varsa rested her head on my chest, gently stroking my cum-and-piss-soaked skin with tender fingers. Her voice grew soft and sad.
 
“My love… your researcher duty calls you away again. I know this. I will wait for you here, in this castle, for eternity if I must. Viktorr and I will be here.” She lifted her head, red eyes glistening with unshed tears. “And when you grow old and weary… come back to me. I will turn you. We can spend forever together — you, me, and our prince. No more partings. Only endless nights of love.”
 
I cupped her beautiful face and kissed her deeply, slowly, tasting myself and her on her tongue. The kiss was full of love, promise, and bittersweet sorrow.
 
“I will return,” I whispered against her lips. “I promise. You and Viktorr will always be mine. My conquered vampire wife. My son. My family.”
 
I dressed slowly, savoring every last glimpse of her — naked, marked, leaking my cum from every hole, glowing with satisfaction and quiet sadness as she watched me from the bed. Little Viktorr made a tiny cooing sound in his sleep.
 
With one final, lingering kiss on both their foreheads, I turned and left the chamber.
 
My heart ached even as fresh excitement stirred in my chest. Another monster girl waited somewhere in the vast lands of Lustopia. Another research assignment. Another conquest.
 
But Lady Varsa and Prince Viktorr would always be mine. My eternal home. My greatest treasure.
 
And one day, I would come back to stay forever.
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