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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.”
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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.”

***
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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.”
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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.

***
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“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.
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