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    Dreams May Come True 
 
      
 
    The letter arrived in a vellum envelope with strange postage stamps affixed. One depicted a green bat and the othered what looked like a withered claw or a mummy’s hand. The envelope was sealed with wax bearing the imprint of some foreign official. I was sure there was some mistake, that the mail was intended for somebody else, but my name was on the envelope. Thomas Hutter. I tore it open carefully and took out a single typed paged. An attorney named Mr. Orlock was writing to inform me that my father had died in Romania.  
 
    “Your father died of natural causes with little suffering.”  
 
    Well, that was good, I guess. I hadn’t seen my father in fifteen years. I was six when he left my mother. I barely even remembered his face and hadn’t heard from him in well over a decade.  
 
    “You are the sole heir of his extensive estate,” I said, reading the letter aloud. “Please come to Wisborg, Romania no later than 12th of February so that this matter might be settled.” 
 
    The letter had taken so long to reach me that I had only four days to arrange my travel. Not easy when I was already almost maxed out on my credit cards and living in a one-bedroom student apartment with my girlfriend.  
 
    “So don’t go,” suggested Ella, my girlfriend. “We’re doing okay. You don’t need anything from him.” 
 
    Ella snuggled against me, her perky tits pressing against my arm, her sketchbook opened across her lap. I brushed a lock of golden hair from her face and kissed her forehead. 
 
    “I don’t need it, but an ‘extensive estate’ would make things a lot easier for us,” I said. “We could quit our jobs and focus on school. You could get your art degree, maybe even open a studio. I could go to graduate school. Be something more than a pharmacist.” 
 
    “My doctor boyfriend?” She asked. 
 
    “Dr. Hutter? Doesn’t that turn you on?” I teased, kissing her lips.  
 
    “You don’t need a certificate to get me hot and bothered,” she giggled, returning my kiss with equal passion. I gingerly set aside her sketchbook and pressed her back on the couch. Her tongue tasted like the sweet Japanese soda she had been drinking. Her petite body squirmed on the couch beneath me as she unbuttoned her jeans and slid them down. Our kissing grew more intense. Our mouths melting together in a torrid swirl of desire.  
 
    “We’ll be rich,” I whispered, easing my hand into her cotton panties. “I’ll buy you all the nice things.” 
 
    “I just want you,” she said. “You’ll miss Valentine’s Day.” 
 
    “Maybe I’ll be home in time,” I said, stroking the seam of her cove with a practiced finger. “I can take you out dancing. To that hotel we stayed at in the city. We can do terrible things.” 
 
    “Butt things?” she giggled. 
 
    “Oh, yes, so many butt things,” I said, reaching around her to squeeze the firm peach of her ass. 
 
    “Only doctors get to do that to me,” she said, reaching for my cock straining inside my underwear. 
 
    “Then I’m definitely going to Romania,” I replied, smothering her laugh with another passionate kiss. My fingers stroked the bud of her clit at the cusp of her folds. Her moan vibrated against my lips as her hand encircled my cock. Stroked me against her thigh. I pulled aside the front of her panties. Thrust through her fingers until I felt the warm folds of her cunt. 
 
    “Doctor Hutter,” she gasped, parting her thighs to invite my cock into her pussy. I grasped her legs under her knees, pushing them up and in that same moment thrusting into her tight little cunt. She crooned with pleasure. “Ooooh, I like the sound of it. Ohh... oh, yes. Not so rough though.” 
 
    I wasn’t be rough. I never was. But Ella liked things very measured and gentle. I fought against my urges and slowed my strokes. Thrusting into her and trying to savor her tightness rather than slamming into her hot cunt as hard as I wanted.  
 
    “That better?” I asked, being careful with each thrust. 
 
    “Yesssss,” she moaned, leaning up to kiss me. 
 
    Our old, inherited couch creaked dangerously beneath us as I thrust into Ella’s tight pussy. Her brow furrowed as if she was concentrating on a math equation. She wasn’t very wet, which didn’t make things easier. Usually, I went down on her first to make sure she was dripping, but in the heat of the moment I had been more concerned with my own lust than hers.  
 
    “Ow,” she said, looking down. “Maybe… maybe from behind?” 
 
    “Oh, okay,” I said, sliding my cock back out. “Um, let’s try it standing up. You know, last time you said your knees were hurting when we did it on the carpet.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah, but it’s hard to cum when I’m standing up,” she said. “Let’s just go to the bed. And maybe, um, you think you could go down on me a little bit?” 
 
    “Of course, sweetie,” I said, smiling lovingly at Ella. 
 
    In the bedroom, she sprawled on all the pillows and stuffed animals she kept on the bed and parted her slender legs. I stroked the golden thatch of hair and the pink of her pussy with my fingers. I took off my shirt and leaned down between her creamy thighs. She moaned, stroking my unruly brown hair and guiding my face to her hot mound. I breathed her familiar scent. Faintly floral, a hint of sweat, and the musk of her desire. My tongue slid over her folds and slipped into her channel. I licked her sweetness. I flicked my tongue against her clit. Ella moaned and writhed. She wrapped her legs around me and held my face against her cunt. While I licked her, my cock was practically burrowing a hole in the bed. I didn’t mind going down on her, but it made me desperately want to fuck. But I knew how much she liked it, so I kept licking. Her soft moans and the jerk of her hips kept me going. Licking and sucking. Pushing two fingers into her increasingly slick channel. 
 
    She sangs with pleasure, “Ohhhhhh, Tom! That’s so good! You’re going to… going to make me… ohhhhh… keep going!”  
 
    Her legs were locked so tightly around my head that I hardly could have stopped if I wanted to. I lapped at her clit. I pressed my lips against it and sucked. She howled with pleasure, her toes curling and her hips shaking as she began to cum. I pumped two fingers in and out of your fluttering folds, her pussy squeezing tightly against my fingers with each spasm of her pleasure. 
 
    At last, her pleasure spent, she relaxed back onto the bed. She slid her fingers back out of my hair and her thighs released me. She smiled up at me, flushed and panting.  
 
    “That was so good, baby,” she purred.  
 
    I climbed up on the bed next to her. She smiled at me dreamily. I glanced down at my raging erection in the hopes she would notice it. She cuddled against me as if she wanted to go to sleep. 
 
    “Uh, Ella,” I said. “Somebody wants to say ‘hello.’”  
 
    I twisted my hips to sort of thump her on the side with my erection. That got her attention. 
 
    “Oh! Sorry, Tom.” She laughed and took hold of my cock. “Does he need a hand?” 
 
    She pressed her lips to mine before I could answer. I was so worked up from fucking her and then going down on her that I hardly even minded that I was only good a handjob. Well, okay, I minded a little bit. She wasn’t great at it and it took a long time. I did most of the work by thrusting against her hand and rubbing my cock against her flat tummy.  
 
    “Put it between your thighs,” I gasped. 
 
    “Um, that’s weird, but alright,” she laughed, parting her thighs just enough to slide my cock between them. She closed her thighs again, trapping my cock against her supple skin and the radiating warmth of her pussy. I held her hip and thrust against her like I was fucking her. My cock reached between her thighs and poked out the other side. Faster and faster as my pleasure built. The bed rocked. Ella’s hard nipples poked against my chest.  
 
    “Fuck, that’s good,” I gasped. “I’m going to…” 
 
    “No, don’t make a mess!” she cried, but it was too late for me to worry about that. My pre-slicked cock poked between her thighs and out the other side, the purpling tip twitching with my pleasure. I groaned and held her hip tightly, my cock launching jets of my cum that spurted onto the bed, over Ella’s peachy bottom, and down her right thigh. My strokes slowed and my cum smeared between her thighs. 
 
    “Ew!” Ella wrinkled her nose. “I think you made a mess all over the bed.” 
 
    She pushed away from my chest and hobbled awkwardly into the bathroom to clean herself off. She shut the door and I heard water running.  
 
    “I love you, babe,” I laughed, looking at the glistening gray stain smeared across the bed.  
 
    “I know, I love you too,” she said. “But you’re absolutely disgusting! You better change the sheets before I get back.” 
 
    I had not only changed the sheets by the time she returned, but I had made the bed and posed atop it stretched out on my side like a male model. I used one of her big rabbit stuffed animals to cover my business. She took one look at me and burst out laughing. When she also threatened to take a picture of me, I grabbed her phone and wrestled her onto the bed. 
 
    “For your eyes only,” I laughed, kissing her. One hand crept under her tank top and fondled the small mounds of her breasts. She pushed me away, her brow furrowing. 
 
    “Oh, no, you’re not getting me going again,” she said. “You have to save it for Valentine’s Day. You have to come back by the fourteenth.” 
 
    “I had a present for you,” I said, rolling onto my stomach to retrieve it from under the bed. She saw the red velvet jewelry box and her eyes widened. I held it out to her.  
 
    “What is it?” she asked. 
 
    “I was going to ask on Valentine’s Day, but since my flight is probably leaving tomorrow morning, I figured I should give it to you now. Just in case I’m late.” 
 
    I watched her open the box. Her eyes somehow got even bigger. 
 
    “Tom… is this…?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “I want you to marry me.” 
 
    “Yes!” she cried, throwing herself into my arms. She rolled atop me on the bed, seemingly fine that my naked cock was flopping against her buns as she showered me with kisses.  
 
    “It’s official,” I said, slipping the ring onto her slender finger. “We’re engaged.” 
 
    “We’re engaged,” she agreed, tears willing in my eyes. I stroked her hips as she straddled me. Squeezed the firm bubble off her butt. My cock began to stiffen. 
 
    Ella leapt off me. 
 
    “I have to tell my sister! Oh, I love you, Tom!” She ran out of the room, grabbing her phone as she went. 
 
    I looked at my stiff cock and then the stuffed rabbit I’d used as a shield. 
 
    “Well?” I asked. “You going to do anything about it?” 
 
    No answer from the rabbit. 
 
      
 
    Down and Out in Wisborg Hills 
 
      
 
    The flight to Romania was over ten hours long. I slept for most of it thanks to the pills I “borrowed” from a friend. I dreamt of Romanian girls. Specifically, a huge-breasted brunette named Ingrid that looked like Elvira in an Oktoberfest costume. I didn’t know anybody named Ingrid, but the dream was vividly realistic and extremely horny. I made out with Ingrid. She squeezed my cock between her breasts. There was some butt stuff in the back of a tavern with a giant cuckoo clock on the wall. She promised to introduce me to her sister. Said she shares everything with Krysta.  
 
    I didn’t get to find out what a threesome with a couple of busty Romanian girls felt like. I was nudged awake by my seatmate Geoffrey at Henri Coandă Airport in Bucharest. 
 
    “You were snoring so loud I had to wear earplugs,” he said.  
 
    “Sorry about that,” I replied as he stood up to get his luggage out of the overhead compartment. It was then that I realized I’d drooled all over my shoulder. A big dark patch on my jacket. Gross, I know, but after those dreams I felt lucky that drool was the worst of my problems. 
 
    “By the way,” said Gary, hefting his luggage down from the overhead. “Who is Ingrid?” 
 
    “Oh, uh, my sister,” I lied. 
 
    Wrong answer. His brow furrowed and he shook his head.  
 
    “You need to stop thinking about your sister’s rack, my friend,” he said. “That was all you were muttering about for hours. How big and soft Ingrid’s breasts were.” 
 
    “Oh, shit,” I laughed, burying my face in my hands to hide my shame. Thankfully, Gary had moved on with the flow of deplaning passengers by the time I looked up.  
 
    I’ll admit, I was still thinking of Ingrid and Krysta when I called Ella and left a voice mail to let her know I had landed safely in Romania. Those big, pale, Romanian tits had seemed so real. I’d never thought of myself as a breast man. I mean, Ella turned me on and she didn’t have much to speak of in the way of breasts. Perky, cute, but not even a handful.  
 
    I tried to put the naughty Romanian sisters of my dreams out of my head and sought out the rental counter. I soon discovered that my Camry rental had been mistakenly given to someone else and I was stuck with a tiny, two-door brick of a car called a Ludzo. It was a local Romanian car that seemed to have the engine of a go-kart and the upholstery of a school bus from 1965. I was horribly intimidated as I pulled the little buzzing car onto the highway and was immediately surrounded by huge trans-European trucks roaring past me at almost double my speed.  
 
    “This ought to be fun,” I muttered.  
 
    Needless to say, it wasn’t. Nerve wracking highway driving gave way to the narrow roads and unforgiving landscapes of the Carpathian Mountains. Night approached as I finally reached my destination.  
 
    Wisborg was a small town of traditional-looking houses and dirt roads clustered around two or three electric lamp posts. I was hungry, tired, and stressed from my drive. There was a tavern called Lupescu’s that had a few lights behind its windows.  
 
    Stepping inside was like stepping back in time to at least the 19th century. The lights turned out to be kerosene lamps. The customers looked unfriendly, the décor reminded me of a hunting lodge, but there was a warm fire and the food smelled, well, not disgusting. I found a table not far from the beer taps and settled in for some local cuisine.  
 
    The waitress, at least, seemed friendly. She was a gray-haired woman who spoke English (thank god) and introduced herself as Willa. She helped me order some stew and bread dish and explained that there was an inn on the floor above the tavern and that she could arrange a room for me. Mostly, she seemed puzzled that I was there at all. 
 
    “Wisborg is, ah, not for traveler. Why do you come to these places?” she asked. 
 
    “My father, actually,” I said. “He lived here until recently. I received a letter he died.” 
 
    She pulled back. Gave me a wary look. 
 
    “What is father name?” she asked. 
 
    “Victor,” I said. “Victor Hutter.” 
 
    She muttered a prayer and made the sign of the cross on her chest. I heard more muttering and cursing from other patrons in the tavern.  
 
    “Uh, is something wrong?” I asked. 
 
    “This name… it is very, ah, bad news. This man lived here in village. He was doctor. Treat people, make them better. Then he built house in mountains. Very big. A castle. Lived there with lady.” 
 
    Several of the patrons interjected in Romanian and seemed to argue with Willa. Two of them disagreed so strongly that they stood up, got their coats, and walked out, leaving their food uneaten on the table. 
 
    “My father had a girlfriend? A wife?” This was news to me. “What was her name?” 
 
    “Madam Damamshuge,” said Willa, pronouncing the name “Duh Mom Shooch.”  
 
    The remaining patrons departed, muttering more curses. Willa apologized and fled behind the bar, busying herself and denying me any further answers. I looked around the empty tavern. Well, not quite empty, there was a woman slumped in a booth. I thought that she was asleep for a moment, then I realized her shadowed eyes were glittering at me. She was staring in my direction. A smile spread across her face. She moved from the shadow and into the light. 
 
    She was an attractive, but wild-looking woman of maybe forty. Her hair was long, dark, and a little bit tangled. She wore a corseted dress that emphasized her bosom and draped her pale shoulders in a shawl. She had a rough-edged scar down the left side of her face and several tattoos visible on her arms. Her smile showed at least two gold teeth. 
 
    “Um, hello,” I said as she stared at me. “Do you know the area?” 
 
    “I am Zabrina,” she said, slithering out of her booth and over to a chair at my table. She brought the smell of incense and lots of booze with her. Her ample breasts squeezed at her bodice as she leaned closer. “I know area very well.” 
 
    “That’s, um, cool,” I said, trying not to stare at those big breasts with a little blue heart tattoo on her left mound. “I’m Thomas. I don’t know the area at all. Think you can fill me in a little? Do you know about my father?” 
 
    “I will tell you all I know,” she said. “If you buy drink. I tell, you buy. I keep tell, you keep buy.” 
 
    “Alright,” I said, staring at that blue heart again. “What are you having?” 
 
    Zabrina guzzled cups of a strong plum alcohol called tuica. It smelled like somebody poured paint thinner into prune juice to me. 
 
    “Father was nice man. Very rich. He bought land in the mountains. Decided to build castle… what is style? Like American style or Paris style from old times. Very fancy. He call the house Castle Radulac. But he bought land in the mountains is cursed.” 
 
    “Cursed?” 
 
    She nodded gravely and knocked back her drink. She motioned to Willa for another.  
 
    “Yes, very cursed,” she said, licking her lips as another drink arrived. “Bring attention of Madam Damamshuge. Mmmmmm. She is very pretty, but also…” 
 
    She gestured with a hand over her head. I couldn’t understand. She stood up, climbed onto her chair, and repeated the gesture. 
 
    “I don’t know what you mean,” I said. 
 
    “She is very tall,” said Willa, clearing tables nearby. 
 
    “Yes, this is it, tall,” said Zabrina, plopping back down into her chair. “No one see Madam Damamshuge. If you see her, you die.” 
 
    “But my father…” 
 
    “He die,” said Zabrina and I couldn’t argue the point.  
 
    “So you’re saying this tall woman killed my father?” 
 
    “Maybe killed him. Maybe not. I not know about this.” Zabrina started in on her fourth cup of tuica. “What I know, you should sleep, then in morning go back to America. Forget about Castle Radulac.” 
 
    “But it’s my house,” I said. “My father’s fortune is tied up in it. I have to speak to the attorney tomorrow.” 
 
    Zabrina clucked her tongue and gulped down her tuica. 
 
    “Forget,” she said and slid a hand under the table and into my lap. Her fingers kneaded my crotch, which I will admit had been stiffening a bit from staring at those big, tattooed tits of hers.  
 
    “Zabrina!” I exclaimed. “I’m engaged!”  
 
    “Is okay,” she purred. “I professional. Take me up to room. To bed. I make you forget about Castle Radulac. Have good sleep. Then in morning, go home. Only memory is good one of Zabrina.” 
 
    She leaned closer. Pressed her lips to my ear. Squeezed my cock in my pants as she whispered, “I make you sloboz with tits. I know you like.” 
 
    “Leave boy alone, Zabrina,” interjected Willa. 
 
    Zabrina pulled away from me. Held her hands up in surrender. 
 
    “Um, that room,” I said to Willa. “I think I’ll turn in early.”  
 
    I cast a nervous, red-faced glance at Zabrina. She was smiling and pretending not to being looking at me. 
 
    The room was small and smelled like straw. I think they might have used it to stuff the mattress underneath a top cover. It crunched and crackled when I shifted atop it. Other than a few moisture spots on the ceiling, it was clean and reasonably warm in the room. I had a view of the dark mountains, visible by the negative space they created against the starry sky. When the moon passed out of the clouds I could just make out the peaks. And the distant shape of a large house. Or maybe it was a castle. 
 
    I began to undress for bed when there was a knock at my door. I froze. My mind raced back to that blue heart on Zabrina’s bust. I saw Ella, smiling sweetly as I handed her that ring. Then I saw Ingrid, my Romanian dream girl, pleading for me to explode all over her face and chest. 
 
    “Who is it?” I called out, my voice cracking. 
 
    There came a softer series of knocks. A husky voice said, “You know who is.” 
 
    Oddly, I reached for my phone. I checked my texts and voicemails. Nothing. Nothing at all from Ella. No encouragement. No “Glad you landed safely!” followed by a series of heart emojis.  
 
    “You open up, American boy?” called Zabrina, her voice sounding as if she were pressing her face against the door. 
 
    Adrenaline flooded my body. The almost giddy sensation that I was about to do something exciting and wrong. I put my phone back onto the bedside table and walked over to the door. I unlocked it. Opened it. 
 
    Zabrina almost fell into my arms. The smell of tuica and cheap perfume wafted off her. She was warm and heavy and foreign. She grabbed for my cock right away. Pushed me back into the room and pressed a sloppy kiss to my lips. Her tongue was in my mouth before I could even think about it. Her fingers unbuckled my belt. Unbuttoned my pants. 
 
    “Mmmmmmm,” she moaned, her tongue slipping and sliding against mine. Her warm hand in my pants. In my underwear. Gripping my cock and stroking it.  
 
    “Oh, fuck,” I gasped.  
 
    “Fuck good,” she chuckled. She pushed me back onto the bed without ever releasing my cock. She kept that hand pumping on my shaft, as she stood over me and discarded her shawl. Opened the clasps of her corset. Her tits were large and pendulous. Her pale flesh marked with red from her tight corset. Her areolas reddish brown and slightly asymmetrical. Her nipples thick. Here was a real middle aged woman and her big, middle aged womanly tits. Sexy. Strange.  
 
    She pressed her tits into my face, squeezing them against me. Her nipples brushed my lips and I kissed them. I reached up and squeezed her breasts and she let out a laugh. I sucked them and her laughter became a low moan. I licked and sucked at her fat nipples. She held my head cradled in one hand as her other hand continued to message my hard cock. My precum was starting to make her fingers slippery.  
 
    “You want to fuck me now, American boy?” she gasped. “You want to fuck tits?”  
 
    “Yesssss,” I moaned. Yes to both. Yes to anything this sexy, drunken, half-beautiful gypsy wanted. She dropped down to her knees and wrapped my cock in her tits. I gripped the edge of the bed as she rode her breasts up and down my cock. Faster and faster. Spitting lewdly into her cleavage. Pressing her hands against her breasts from both sides to keep her soft mounds squeezing tightly around my cock.  
 
    “Feel good? Yes, you feel good.” She watched my cock go from red to almost purple. Pre spilled steadily from my tip. My cock was glistening. “Big American cock. You like to cum? You want to cum on Zabrina?” 
 
    “Ohhh, fuck, yes,” I gasped, practically standing up as I thrust my cock between her big, soft tits. “I’m going to… going to cum. I’m really close!” 
 
    “Yes, you are close? Go on, Thomas. Do your cum on me. Do it on my breasts. Yes. Good boy. Put it all out onto my breasts.” She stroked me with her tits until I couldn’t stand it anymore. I cried out, thrusting off the bed. Pushing my cock between her mounds and up the glistening trail of pre almost to her chin. My cum spurted out in hot, milk-white gushes. It splashed her neck and throat. It dripped down over her squeezed mounds and onto her fingers. 
 
    Cumming felt as good as it looked decorating her tits. But as the last pleasure shuddered through my cock, the guilt came pouring in. I’d just cheated on Ella for the first time in my life. I moaned, falling back onto the bed. Hating myself. Wanting to be alone and to bury my head under the pillows. Or maybe in a bottle of plum brandy. 
 
    Zabrina quickly made clear that she wasn’t done with me. 
 
    “I am not whore doing for money,” she said as she climbed onto the bed beside me. “Now you do me. You take care of me.” 
 
    She pressed her cum-smeared tits against me. She kissed me with all the boozy, hungry sloppiness of before. I fought her for a moment. I stiffened and tried to push her away. She was insistent. She wouldn’t take “no” for an answer. She kissed me again and again until my mouth opened up to her thrusting tongue. She took my hand and pushed it under her skirt. I felt the softness of her panty-covered mound. Her thick thighs squeezing around my fingers. Moaning. Rocking against my touch. Heat radiating through her panties. Coarse hairs compressing under my fingers. 
 
    I was flaccid and angry. I’d only had two glasses of beer with dinner so I wasn’t even drunk enough to make an excuse for my actions. But I couldn’t fight Zabrina. She was so persistent. So wild with lust. I pulled aside the gusset of her panties and my fingers pressed into her hairy snatch. I probed the fleshy folds of her cunt. Pushed two fingers inside her hot channel. Three. I could smell the musky scent of her lust in the air. She moaned against me and jerked her hips.  
 
    “You fuck me,” she gasped. “I need you to fuck me. You do this. Do this and then I go.” 
 
    “Oh…o-kay,” I stammered.  
 
    It sounded like a fair bargain. It certainly made senses to my cock as it began to harden again. Her fingers found my cum-smeared shaft and she deftly massaged me back to full hardness as we kissed. 
 
    “Such a pretty boy. Such a pretty pula. Mmmmmm. You fuck like dog now? Yes?”  
 
    I could only nod. She grinned that gold-toothed smile and turned over onto her hands and knees on the bed. Her ass was big and very pale. I moved behind her and steadied myself with one hand fondling those plush, motherly buttocks. Her cunt was glistening pink. Almost red with her arousal. Half-hidden in the dark tangle of her pubic hair. Her asshole was visible. A tan divot, wrinkled to the center. Clenching tighter as I gave her ass a smack and made her fat cheeks wobble. 
 
    “Ooooooh, do not tease,” she crooned, shaking her hips. “You fuck me now, American. Fuck pussy.” 
 
    I hesitated for a moment, cock in hand. Staring at that womanly ass. Those big buttocks and Zabrina’s blushing, glistening, fleshy cunt, not at all like Ella’s delicate, trimmed quim. I had no doubt crossed many lines since arriving in Wisborg. Having sex was another clear line of betrayal. 
 
    Zabrina arched her back, presenting her body to me even more lewdly. She wagged her hips again and looked over her shoulder at me. 
 
    “Put it in, cowboy!” she moaned. 
 
    My brow furrowed. My gaze narrowed onto that pulsating cunt and that fat, creamy ass. I grabbed her hips, squeezing and spread her ass, and I thrust forward. My cock brushed the folds of her cunt and I drove my cock deep into that hot, slippery channel. Her cunt was tighter than I expected but yielded easily enough as I began to fuck her. She pushed back against me. Her ass collided with my hips with soft slaps. Her cunt squeezed around me. 
 
    “Good!” she cried and then she launched into a string of vulgar sounding Romanian words punctuated with the occasional “American!”  
 
    Fucking her was like trying to cling to the back of a bucking bronco at a rodeo. Zabrina knew what she wanted and she pressed her face down into the cushions and threw her fat ass back against me. Each impact rocked me back. Her cunt like a vise around my thrusting cock. Squeezing and rippling. Seeming to draw me deeper. Seemingly sucking me.  
 
    I leaned into each stroke until I grabbed her shoulder in one hand while I kept the other on her hips. The leverage was incredible and my cock was hitting her cervix as my balls swung against her clit with each stroke.  
 
    “Ooooooohhhhh! Do it! Do it, Thomas! Fuck deep! Fuck good! Yessss!” She threw her head back and I grabbed a handful of her hair. I pulled her head back farther. Leaning in and kissing her shoulder and neck. Sucking at the hot, booze-scented softness of her skin.  
 
    I felt the rush of pleasure building. My balls tightening. Zabrina howled with ecstasy, her pussy rippling around my thrusting cock. I knew she was cumming and I didn’t last much longer. She collapsed back into the pillows, only her ass still raised, and I pulled my cock out of her twitching netherlips. With an animal roar of pleasure, I unloaded all over her ass. Streams of cum sailed up nearly to her shoulders and cum filled the divot of her anus to drip down to her cunt and over her folds.  
 
    The last of my cum dribbled out of my cock as I stroked and shuddered. With a final grunt, I tipped over onto my side and stretched out on the bed. Guilt and self-loathing washed over me again. Zabrina kept her ass obscenely raised, dripping with cum, but also lifted her head from the pillows to look at me. 
 
    “What is problem, Thomas?” she asked, wiping sweat from her brow. 
 
    “Valentine’s Day,” I croaked, still catching my breath. “A holiday in America where men and women in love exchange gifts. I’m going to miss it. I’m going to be here in Wisborg.” 
 
    “Better here, with me,” she said. “Do not go to Castle Radulac.” 
 
    “I have to, I think,” I said. 
 
    “You feel guilty about this,” she said, cleaning my cum from her ass with a handkerchief. She finished and took out a long-stemmed wooden pipe from her purse. I was relieved when she packed it with tobacco and began to smoke beside me. “No feeling guilty. You love her. You don’t love Zabrina. I am only professional lady. I work for you. Give me money if you want. Make you feel better. But do not throw away your life, Thomas Hutter. Do not become slave to Madam Damamshuge.” 
 
      
 
    The Truth 
 
      
 
    “What do you mean you cremated him?” I scowled at the doctor standing across from me at the Wisborg Emergency Clinic. “Is that normal?” 
 
    “It is because disease,” said Dr. Cazoc. The man had a pallor like most people in the village, a graying beard, and overly large eyebrows that drooped over watery, disinterested blue eyes. He held my father’s medical file in his hands. According to the nurse I had spoken with before Dr. Cazoc, he was an associate of my father’s and knew him better than most people in the village. He was no more forthcoming with me than the patrons at the tavern the night before. 
 
    “What disease? You showed me on the chart where it said he died from a heart attack. That’s not contagious.”  
 
    “You are not from village. You do not know.” He closed my father file and tucked it under his arm. “When man die suddenly we cremate bodies. It is precaution to prevent spread of disease.” 
 
    “Oh, okay,” I said, pretending to accept his answer.  
 
    I suddenly reached out and grabbed the file from under Dr. Cazoc’s arm and began to read the pages. I struggled briefly with the doctor as he cursed at me in Romanian and tried to take the pages back. I saw mention of crushed ribs and large puncture wounds on my father’s neck. Dr. Cazoc managed to pull the file out of my hands and held it behind his back. 
 
    “He was crushed and bitten? By what?” I demanded. 
 
    “This is not important,” he said. “Mistake of coroner. Father died when heart stopped.” 
 
    “It said he was drained of blood!” I cried. 
 
    “Mistake,” said Dr. Cazoc, his disinterested frown returning. “Of coroner.” 
 
    After my struggle with the doctor, I was asked to leave the clinic by the nurse and a security guard armed with an AK-47. I decided not to argue with the guy with the machinegun and accepted the wooden box and plastic bag containing my father’s ashes. I barely remembered the man, so I felt only some weird emptiness rather than any kind of specific emotional reaction. 
 
    My next stop was the law offices of Orlock and Sons, which was identified by a sign in the shape of a pig with the name carved roughly onto the wooden sign. The office was in a sort of Romanian log cabin and I couldn’t help but notice that one of the windows was covered over with plywood. 
 
    The interior was, somehow, less inviting. Dreary and dusty. Stuffed with mismatched furniture and grumbling employees hunched over typewriters and ledgers. After an unpleasant wait, I was shown to the office of Mr. Orlak by his mumbling assistant. The man himself was extremely ugly. Like the Hunchback of Notre Dame if he was older and somehow meaner looking. He lifted his head from whatever he was reading on his desk and stared up at me with one bug eye and one squinting eye.  
 
    “You are American son of Mr. Hutter?” He doesn’t wait for me to answer. He slides a stack of papers across his desk along with an old-fashioned ink pen. “You sign. In triplicate. Sit down, boy. Sit down. You are making me nervous looming over me like that.” 
 
    “Right, sorry,” I said and sat down across from him. I was distracted from signing the papers or even looking at Mr. Orlak by the strange portrait behind him.  
 
    The painting depicted a voluminous woman in Art Deco fashion seeming to tower above the furniture and fireplace in a richly appointed house. Her dark hair fell to her shoulders in thick curls and she wore an enormously wide-brimmed hat that drooped slightly. Her lipstick emphasized her large smile and she was so busty that the portrait seemed almost obscene. Her eyes were red and her skin possessed the same pallor as everyone else in the village. She was terrifying and alluring. I realized my cock had begun to stiffen in my trousers and I shifted uncomfortably and looked away from the portrait. 
 
    “What’s wrong, boy?” demanded Mr. Orlak. 
 
    “Ah, nothing,” I said. “Just that picture. It, uh, feels like it’s staring at me.” 
 
    Orlak let out a wheezing laugh and glanced back at the enormous woman. He turned in his creaking office chair and stared up at the portrait.  
 
    “Madam Damamshuge,” he whispered. “Oh, she is… she is beloved.” 
 
    I noticed him rubbing his groin and I felt my stomach turn to acid. I quickly began signing the documents, many of which seemed to be written in Romanian rather than English. He turned back around, stroking the whiskers that sprouted from a mole on his chin. He watched me signing and pointed out some signature lines I had missed. He took the papers from me when I had finished. 
 
    “Castle Radulac is yours,” he said. “If you would like to sell it, I am sure we can find a buyer in a fortnight. You will have to remain in Wisborg for the sale, of course. Otherwise…” 
 
    “Otherwise what?” I asked. 
 
    “The widow, Madam Damamshuge, will retain ownership of the castle.” He shuddered as if speaking her name had conjured some fantasy. “She… she considers the house hers. By Romanian law, since she dwells there and has since the castle was built, she will retain, ah, I think you Americans say ‘squatter’s right’ over the castle. It cannot be sold unless you are in residence or you persuade her to leave.” 
 
    “What about the police?” I suggested “Can they help me?” 
 
    He let out a high-pitched laugh that lasted for unpleasantly long seconds. Then he reached into his desk and took out a vellum envelope that resembled the one I had received in the mail.  
 
    “Take this to her,” he said. “It is a letter of introduction and explains the circumstances. Madam Damamshuge is quite wealthy herself and might be willing to purchase the house from you. Or perhaps she will decide to leave. I could not persuade her to leave. But, alas, I am an old man. Feeble. You can be more convincing, my boy.” 
 
    “Is she nice?” I asked hopefully. 
 
    “Ah… I would not say this word about her. She is, or she can be, ah, accommodating.” His smile sent a shudder through me. “If she thinks you are useful, she will put you to use. But, please, may I make one final suggestion? In this other envelope is a check drawn from the central bank. It is for $390,000. This is the amount in your fathers accounts. Take this check and return to America. Forget Wisborg and Castle Radulace ever existed.” 
 
    I weighed the two envelopes, one in each hand. 
 
    “It’s a lot of money,” I said, picturing what that amount could do for me. For us. Then I imagined much more money. Selling the castle and going back to America a very rich man. “But I think I can do better, Mr. Orlak. I need my father’s entire estate.” 
 
    His smile returned, somehow even more terrifying than before. 
 
    “Good luck to you, my boy,” he said and began laughing as I retreated from his office. 
 
      
 
    Castle Radulac 
 
      
 
    “She won’t leave?” Ella’s voice seemed muffled and distant. Her responses delayed. 
 
    “I don’t know if she will or not,” I said, sitting in the driver’s seat of the ugly little car I had rented. “I am going up there to meet with her today. I hope she will offer to buy the castle from me. Otherwise… otherwise I’m going to have to stay a couple nights.” 
 
    “A couple?” She sighed. “So you’re definitely not going to be home for Valentine’s Day. I guess I’ll spend it alone.” 
 
    “I will call you,” I promised. “Please. I am dealing with a lot here. It’s very creepy in this town.” 
 
    “Well, okay, but at least send pictures of the castle,” she said.  
 
    “Promise,” I replied. “Now, I gotta go. The guy at the gas station said there was a rainstorm coming and I want to get up the mountain before it starts.” 
 
    “Be safe,” she said. “I love you, Tom.” 
 
    “Love you too,” I said and the image of Zabrina’s big, white ass bouncing against my hips filled my mind. I tried to shake it off. Wondered what had happened to the woman after I’d fallen asleep with her. She’d disappeared without a trace. Maybe, I tried to tell myself, she had been a dream. 
 
    I shifted the Ludzo into drive with a crunch of gears and pulled out onto the crumbling road out of Wisborg. Clearly not a lot of road maintenance in the ominous mountains overlooking the village. The tiny car vibrated and the engine protested as the Ludzo climbed the steep roads up the mountain. The skies darkened ominously. The road wound perilously close to sheer cliffs. The rain began to hammer. The engine sputtered and seemed on the verge of giving out. 
 
    “Come on, you piece of shit,” I cried, flooring the accelerator. The dash lights flickered when I switched on the headlights. Rain was coming down in sheets, turning the mountainside into a wavy surrealist view of the netherworld. The windshield wiper (there was only one in the middle) could not keep up with the amount of rain. My progress slowed so much that I seemed to be slipping backwards. Then, with a bang and a plume of smoke, the Ludzo died an ignoble death.  
 
    I stepped out into the rain, instantly drenched. I cursed and kicked the door of the Ludzo, denting it. I checked my phone, but there was no reception. I shoved it back into my pocket. 
 
    “I’m guessing roadside assistance isn’t available anyway,” I said. 
 
    To my surprise, I did not have long to wait before someone came along. Well, something came along, anyway. Lanterns appeared ahead of me on the rainswept road. A black carriage drawn by four black horses seemed to materialize from the rain. It drew up alongside my car, finding just enough room on the narrow road to turn around. There was no driver, but the carriage door swung open. 
 
    I approached, expecting to find someone inside, but the red-upholstered interior of the carriage was empty. The horses stomped their hooves impatiently. The rain continued to soak me and it was growing colder by the minute. The darkening sky had shifted to night without me ever seeing a sunset. My choices were walking miles down treacherous roads in the dead of night in a rainstorm, sitting in my tiny rental car, or getting in the spooky carriage with no driver. 
 
    I got in the carriage. 
 
    The door closed behind me the moment I settled into the red velvet seat. The carriage jerked into motion and the beat of hooves managed to be louder than the drumming rain. The horses clearly knew the way to Castle Radulac and before long the Art Deco castle was looming out of the rainy night. Beautiful but mysterious and foreboding. Like a long-lost cruise ship from a century ago floating out of a storm and glowing golden against the night.  
 
    The carriage drove through a gate and pulled up under a sheltered coach area. There was nobody waiting to greet me, but the gilded ten-foot doors were unlocked. I swung one of them open, with effort, and entered Castle Radulac. 
 
    Rain swam over the towering windows, moonlight pushed back by the golden chandelier that glittered above the grand entrance. My shoes squeaked on the hardwood floors. The wood was assembled into a pattern of symbols and circles that made no sense to me, but reminded me of a cross between a compass and a pentagram. The décor was an Ayn Rand wet dream, but it all seemed a little too large. I remembered what Willa and Zabrina had told me about Madam Damamshuge. “Very tall,” they’d said. Freakishly tall, judging by the tables and chairs.  
 
    “Hello?” I called and the word echoed. “Anybody here?” 
 
    Clearly somebody was there, because I discovered a crackling fireplace and an enormous dining table in the next room that had been set for a single person to have dinner. There was no note or indication that the food was for me, but I somehow knew that the meal of roast chicken and the bottle of wine had been put out for me. I took off my wet jacket and sat down for a meal by candlelight. It just seemed the proper thing. It looked and smelled (and tasted) so good, that I couldn’t resist. 
 
    I warmed myself by the fire and stuffed myself with chicken, vegetables, and wine. I had just finished my meal and poured myself another glass of wine when I heard a door opening in the distant house. 
 
    “Hello?” I called again. “Someone there?” 
 
    I heard her coming then. A crack-boom of high-heeled footsteps on the hardwood floors. Echoing throughout the vast house so that I was unsure of their direction. I set my wine glass down. The footsteps were growing louder and louder. Seeming right on top of me. Seeming to drum against my skull.  
 
    The footsteps stopped. In their absence, I could hear my heart pounding in my ears. 
 
    “Hello?” I asked softly. 
 
    The double doors behind me swung open with sudden force. 
 
    Madam Damamshuge ducked her head to enter the room. Her dark hair and red eyes were just like the portrait in Mr. Orlak’s office, but there was no capturing the terrifying size of her in a painting. She was not six or seven feet tall. The voluptuous woman was taller than the tallest basketball player I’d ever seen. She must have been more than nine feet tall, her jiggling breasts each bigger than my head in her low-cut gown. Fingers long enough to wrap around my throat if she wanted to grab me. Her red-lipped smile so big it seemed she could swallow me whole. 
 
    “You must be Thomas!” she said, her smile revealing perfect white teeth and two pronounced canine fangs. “Welcome to Castle Radulac! I am your stepmother!” 
 
    Under the circumstances, I did the only logical thing. I passed out. 
 
      
 
    In Bed with My Very Tall Stepmom 
 
      
 
    I dreamt of my Romanian fantasy girl Ingrid. I think I combined her with Zabrina. She was lusciously curvy, with huge, pendulous tits, a thicket of pubic hair, and a big fat ass that she tried to smother me with. She was raunchy and all over me in the dream. Stroking me and kissing me. Rubbing those big tits in my face until my cock was practically ready to explode. 
 
    I awoke to warmth and softness. My eyes opened slowly. I was in a dark room lit only by the golden glow of a fireplace. I was reclining on a strange couch that hung over me even as I pressed my arm against its squishy cushions. Warm squishy cushions. Warm squishy cushions that were slowly rising and falling with the rhythm of breathing. 
 
    My eyes opened wide and I saw a large pair of red eyes staring down at me from above. I realized I was sprawled across Madam Damamshuge’s lap with my head half-buried in the soft mounds of her breasts. She was wearing a gown, but it was thin and the warmth of her body was radiating through it. She cradled me in her huge arms almost like I was her doll. I began to struggle and cried out softly in fear. 
 
    “Shhhhhhh,” she said, leaning her face over me, her mouth curving into a smile. “Do not be afraid, Thomas. You are safe. I have you now.” 
 
    “B-but… but… you’re so big,” I said, my eyes darting around and unable to settle on just one of her giant features. She seemed twice as big as me. I felt like she might weigh a quarter ton. Now wonder the furniture was giant and reinforced. But how could a woman be that big and tall?  
 
    “Oh, yes, dear,” laughed Madam Damamshuge. “I am unusually large.” 
 
    “I don’t mean any offense!” I quickly added, suddenly embarrassed by my words. 
 
    “No, of course not, dear. You’re such a good boy.” She stroked my head and leaned her breasts against me. They were big enough to swallow me up. So heavy and warm. And soft. “Isn’t it exciting that I have a stepson now? Your father mentioned you, god rest him, but I never thought I would meet you in person. You look so much like him, Thomas. But you are younger and even more handsome.” 
 
    My giant stepmother. I gazed up at her and smiled. A part of me knew I should be afraid of her. That she was unnatural. But I felt a warmth growing in my chest and spreading to my face. She squeezed her massive breasts against me and it was hard to think about anything at all. I lifted my head for a better look at those huge, pale white mounds pressing against my chest and abdomen. So big they were threatening to burst out of her gown with each breath she took. I could just make out the upper edges of pale pink areolas.  
 
    My cock twitched in my trousers. Only… I wasn’t wearing any trousers. I wasn’t wearing much of anything at all! My clothes! She had undressed me down to my boxer shorts! 
 
    “I miss your father dearly, Thomas,” she said, looking at the rainswept window. “He helped me to realize that I could be loved despite my, ah, condition. We made love at least twice each night. I was never far from his side. But now, oh, Thomas. Now I am so lonely. I simply cannot imagine such a lonely life in this huge castle.” 
 
    She smiled again, wider than before, baring those white teeth and enlarged canines. A chill ran through me as I remembered the coroner’s report mentioning the bite marks. My cock twitched in my boxers. 
 
    “Oh! You’re getting so stiff!” She looked down at me as she squeezed her tits against me. Her gaze settled on the obvious tent in my boxers. “Why, Thomas, are you becoming excited?” 
 
    “I didn’t… don’t mean anything by it,” I said, trying to will my dick into going soft. The more I thought about it, the harder it seemed to get in my boxers. I shuddered as my cock twitched with arousal. The warmth of her body against me was incredible. The sweet floral scent of her tickled my nostrils. 
 
    “I know, dear. Sometimes these things just happen. A boy gets too excited when he is around his big stepmommy.” She leaned her huge face close to mean. Her tits squeezing tighter against my chest and abdomen. “You can call me mommy if you want. Would you like that? Or Anjelique, which is my first name.” 
 
    “Um, Anjelique,” I said, blushing deeply as her nose is almost close enough to touch mine. 
 
    “I think I like ‘mommy’ better,” she whispered and I jumped as I felt her huge hand covering my lap. Pressing at my boner in my boxers. “Call me mommy now, Thomas. Be a good boy.” 
 
    “Y-yes,” I said and I thrust against her palm. I rubbed my cock into her soft hand. “Y-yes, mommy.” 
 
    “That’s right,” she laughed. “Give mommy a nice kiss now.” 
 
    I couldn’t resist her crimson lips. They pressed against mine. Opened. Her tongue slithering out and into my mouth. I was powerless against her. Powerless as her tongue slipped and slid against mine and her big hand yanked down my boxers and took hold of my cock. I lost myself in the warm sweetness of her kiss as she pumped her hand on my cock. My prick was above average in size, but seemed tiny compared to her hand.  
 
    My cock seemed even tinier as Anjelique pull down her gown and her huge tits flopped free. So proud and soft, resting atop my body in her lap. She leaned over just a little to the side and dragged the soft weight of her tits over my cock. I cried out against her lips as my hardness slid between them and into the warm, squeezing valley of her breasts. 
 
    “Ohhhhh my god,” I moaned against her lips. 
 
    “Shall I wank you with my tits, Thomas?” she purred. “Go on, ask mommy to stroke your little cock with her tits. I will make you feel so nice.” 
 
    The idea of calling her “mommy” was disgusting to me. Yet, I could not deny the warm, enveloping pleasure of her breasts engulfing my cock. The way she held me. The wide smile on her face. It did feel motherly in a demented sort of way. The fact that she braced me so easily in her lap only added to that feeling. 
 
    “P-please,” I gasped, watching her huge tits jiggle atop me. “Please, stroke me… stroke me with your tits. M-mommy.” 
 
    “Oh, of course, anything for my sweet stepson,” she purred and pressed down, squeezing her tits tightly around my upright cock. Her breasts were far too big for any of my cock to be visible, but I could tell the tip of my cock was about three inches from her cleavage as she pushed downward. The root of my cock did become visible as she slid her tits up my length. 
 
    Her breasts were entrancing. So creamy white, with a faint suggestion of veins visible on the outside of each. Her nipples were thick, her areolas slightly domed, both a shade of pink so pale they almost matched the white of her titflesh. She rode her tips up and down, watching my reactions, her smile never wavering. Never slipping.  
 
    “Ohhhhh,” I moaned, my head lolling against her thigh. “It feels… feels so good…” 
 
    “Yes, it does,” she laughed. “So warm and soft. Good little Thomas. You just want to feel mommy’s soft milkies on your pricky-wicky. All that juice leaking out. Making it so slick between mommy’s breasts. Mmmmmmm. Does my sweet boy want to shoot out his sperm?” 
 
    I nodded gravely, staring up at her beautiful, terrible face as she smiled down at me. She worked her huge tits relentlessly on my cock. Smacking and splashing them against me. Those great jiggly orbs. Those immense, plush pleasure pillows. I thrust my hips, fucking to meet her stroking tits. So much pre that it was like I was plundering a huge velvety cunt. I grasped her arm as I strained with pleasure. She was so big and strong. She truly could break me in half if she wanted.  
 
    “That’s it, my sweet Thomas,” she purred. “Cum for me. Cum for mommy.” 
 
    “Ahhhhhh!” I arched against her thick thighs, humping her tits. Pounding into them. Clinging to her arm and staring into those terrible red eyes as my pleasure built to a weightless rush of ecstasy.  
 
    “Yes!” she cried, her eyes sparkling with delight. “Yes! Shoot it all out! Fill mommy’s tits with your sperm, Thomas!” 
 
    I closed my eyes as I began to pump my hot load between Madam Damamshuge’s massive tits. I saw Ella’s face, disapproving, and I quickly opened my eyes. Gazed up into the gleaming red smile and glistening red eyes of my very tall stepmom. Spurted again and again. Pumping out every drop of my seed until I collapsed back onto her lap. I was left panting by the intensity of my climax. 
 
    “Such a good boy,” she laughed, releasing my cock from between her tits. I saw all the cum smearing her breasts. She teased her fingers through the mess I had made. Scooped a bit up and tasted it. “Mmmmmmm. Even more delicious than your father. You and I will have so much fun together. For as long as you can stand it.” 
 
    “Huh?” I looked up at her dreamily. 
 
    “Shhhhh,” she said, leaning her lips down to mine. “You rest now.” 
 
    I don’t know why or even how exactly, but as her lips pressed against mine, I fell asleep in Madam Damamshuge’s arms.  
 
      
 
    The Stalking Mother 
 
      
 
    I was trapped in Castle Radulac. There were some 90 rooms in the Art Deco castle, from a sanitarium-like dungeon to a tower with a meteorological station in the attic, and I was free to go where I pleased. But I felt Madam Damamshuge’s presence wherever I went. Sometimes I would hear her breathing as if her lips were only inches from my ear. More often, I heard the distant crack-boom of her high-heeled shoes. She did not tread lightly. 
 
    I was in the garden with its hedge maze the first time she caught me trying to escape. I didn’t hear her approach that time and I foolishly thought she would not leave the castle itself. As I reached the end of the maze, I saw a garden gate and ran for it.  
 
    Her huge hand caught me by the back of my neck and lifted me up off the ground. I kicked as she turned me around to face her, holding me easily above her like a bad puppy that has made a mess of the house.  
 
    “Thomas, where are you going?” she laughed. “There’s a chill in the air. Mmmmmm. Are you trying to run away from your mother?” 
 
    “N-no,” I said. “No, please. Put me down… miss… madam…” 
 
    “Who am I?” She raised a perfectly sculpted eyebrow. 
 
    “Mommy,” I said, defeated by those red eyes and her huge smile. 
 
    “Yes, that’s right,” she laughed, lifting me closer to her face. Her hand stroked my leg. “Now then, let mommy give you a kiss. You’re so cold you’re shaking. This will warm you up.” 
 
    Before I fully realized what was happening, she had shucked my pants down my legs and yanked down my boxers. My cock twitched and then disappeared into her crimson-lipped mouth. The warmth and insistent suction had me instantly hard. She held me up with one hand on my chest as two fingers of her other hand massaged my balls. She slurped and sucked my cock like she might a large candy melting against her tongue. 
 
    “Oh my god,” I moaned, staring down at her beautiful, terrible face. The amusement in her half-closed eyes. The way my cock seemed so small sliding in and out of her oversized mouth. Her tongue curling under my shaft. Flexing against my tip.  
 
    I cried out and bucked my hips, fucking against her mouth. She pulled back. Looked up into my eyes. 
 
    “That’s a good boy,” she purred. “Don’t hold back now, Thomas. It’s warm, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Y-yes,” I gasped. “Yes, it feels good.” 
 
    “Wonderful,” she said, as if my words delighted her. “Now then, give me your sperm. All of it, please. I’d like to have a taste to know that you’re a healthy boy.” 
 
    Her mouth engulfed my cock again and I gave in to the wonderful sensation. The warm, rhythmic suction and deftly curling tongue. The way she took me to the hilt so easily and teased my tightening balls with her fingertips. Her lusty moans vibrated around my cock. Her power was immense and overwhelming. I was a toy in her grasp. What chance did I have to fight her? 
 
    “Ohhhhh, mommy,” I whimpered. “Mommy… I’m… I’m cumming!” 
 
    “Mmmmmhmmmm?” She asked without taking me from her mouth.  
 
    “Yes! Ohhh, yes, mommy!” 
 
    My knees bumped against her tits straining in her gown. My hips jerked as I fucked her sucking mouth. My pleasure built to intolerable intensity. I cried out, begging in my heart for forgiveness because I knew it was wrong, but unable to stop myself. I thrust against her soft tongue, between those scarlet lips, and I exploded.  
 
    “Mmmmmhmmm!” she cried around my spurting cock, her eyes glittering with delight. She sucked even harder. So hard that it felt as if she might pull my cock off with her sucking, but it didn’t matter. My cock kept pulsating and spurting out onto her tongue. 
 
    I finished against her tongue, my energy drained and my cock beginning to soften. She continued to gently suck as she carried me back into the house. She kept my cock in her mouth as I went flaccid and stiffened again. She laid me down upon a couch beside a piano and continued to suckle my loins. My hardness returned and I looked in awe as her big head bobbed and her dark curls tickled my bare thighs.  
 
    “W-what are you doing?” I gasped. 
 
    “You’re delicious. I want more. You want mommy to have her lunch, don’t you, Thomas?”  
 
    “Y-yes,” I gasped, staring at my glistening red cock and her cum-dripped chin. 
 
    “Good,” she said, pushing me back down onto the couch with one hand as she returned to sucking me. There was no hope of stopping her. My cock twitched and stiffened in her mouth. Her tongue rolled around my tip and I was soon moaning and fidgeting and at her mercy. It was not much longer before I gave out a hoarse cry and exploded again in Madam Damamshuge’s slurping mouth. She chuckled as I was cumming, her amusement vibrating down my shaft and to my tensing balls. 
 
    The giantess let my cum fill her mouth and lifted her head with her tongue coated in my milky spunk. She parted her lips to show me the cum before she swallowed it. I whimpered helplessly. She drank my seed and drank something else along with it, for I felt completely exhausted and had done little to exert myself. 
 
    “Rest now, Thomas,” she said, pulling a quilt over my body. “I will get you some clean clothes and something for your lunch.” 
 
    She doted on me in her horrible way. Feeding me watery soup and cups of tea that warmed me but also seemed to lower my defenses. I dressed in the mothball-scented clothing she brought out for me. It was a linen suit in a cut at least a century out of date. She’d even given me a hat, which was too large for my head and made me feel like I was a child wearing his father’s clothes. Maybe they were my father’s clothes. 
 
    While Madam Damamshuge was out of the room, I put on the canvas shoes that went with the suit and resolved to make another escape attempt.  
 
    That afternoon, I was poking around the garage when I discovered a motorcycle with a sidecar. It seemed to be fueled up, but I did not dare to try to start it until I was ready to make my getaway. I bided my time throughout the day, looking for possible weapons and other ways to escape. It was clear to me that Madam Damamshuge was some type of vampire, feeding on me by making me cum. Had she fed on my father the same way? Kept him under her spell for years? 
 
    Whenever I encountered her in the house, I certainly felt her power. I saw her gliding from room to room, her heels muffled by carpeting in some places. She was beautiful and graceful despite her size. Her luscious breasts heaved at her gown’s low neck and her wide hips swung from side-to-side. She was the opposite of Ella in almost every way. I admitted that a part of me found that appealing. I imagined what she might look like completely undressed. A vampiric fertility goddess looming over me. A mega mommy hungry for my cum. 
 
    My cock twitched at the depraved thought. She caught me staring at her from across one of the castle’s huge hallways and those luscious lips curled into a smile. My cock twitched again as I was reminded of the way she sucked me off in the garden and then in the music room. 
 
    “Thomas,” she called, coming towards me. “Was there something you needed from mommy?” 
 
    “N-no,” I said. “I’m f-fine. Just, um, looking around.” 
 
    I staggered away, smiling fearfully. My cock painfully hard in my borrowed trousers. 
 
    “Well, don’t go far, young man,” she called after me. “Supper will be promptly at six in the main dining room.” 
 
    I continued to pretend to wander aimlessly as a searched for any sort of weapon that might aid my escape. I found decorative swords and unloaded hunting rifles, neither of which allowed me to imagine much of a fight against a woman more than three feet taller than me. The swords were not even sharp. 
 
    Supper, as promised, was promptly at six. I was not near the dining room at that point, having climbed up into an observatory in the attic. Madam Damamshuge’s sinister voice called out from alarmingly close to me. 
 
    “Thomas! It is time for your supper!”  
 
    Her voice sent a chill through me. I looked around, expecting to see her standing with her head ducked beneath a doorway or filling a darkened staircase. There was no visible sign of her, but I could feel that ominous presence lurking all around me. I had no choice but to descend back to the castle’s ground floor. I made my way unerringly to the main dining room as if following the directions of a compass. 
 
    Candlelight glowed from the table. Old timey music played on a crackling phonograph. The rains from the night before had returned and darkened the evening sky. It wouldn’t be long before they climbed their way up the mountain and enveloped Castle Radulac in the downpour. 
 
    There were two chairs and two place settings at one end of the table. Madam Damamshuge emerged from the direction of the kitchen, carrying what looked like a whole roasted lamb on a tray with the ease someone might carry a pizza box. She smiled at me as she sauntered past and set it down as the grisly centerpiece of the table. 
 
    “Please, have a seat, Thomas,” she said, pulling the chair out at the head of the table. “I would like to get to know you better.” 
 
    With no other choice, I sat down with the very tall vampiress as she dished up a heaping plate of food and poured me a huge glass of wine. She ate and drank nothing. While I reluctantly ate the food she had prepared, she smiled and watched me eat with a hungry look in her red eyes.  
 
    “Tell me about your life in America, Thomas,” she said.  
 
    “I am finishing college,” I replied. “I just got engaged.” 
 
    “Oh? A girl! How splendid!” She leaned closer to me, her breast pressing against the table and her voice lowering to a whisper. “Tell me all about this lucky young lady.” 
 
    “H-her name is Ella,” I said, trying not to look at Madam Damamshuge’s plentiful cleavage. “We’ve been dating since high school and, um, I want to g-get an apartment with her and use the money from selling the house to—” 
 
    “Silly boy! You will not be selling Castle Radulac. This is our home.” She rested her huge hand on mine. Covered it completely. My other hand shook as I lifted my wine glass to my lips and gulped down the sweet red wine. “You will stay here with me, Thomas. But there is no reason Ella couldn’t join us. I know! After supper, I will write her a letter explaining everything. I will include money for her to travel. Would you like that?” 
 
    No! No! I was screaming inside. My eyes watering as if I might burst into tears. Instead of refusing her, I nodded slowly in agreement. I couldn’t stop it from happening. The phonograph continued to warble out some song from the 1920s. 
 
    “Good. That’s settled.” She lifted her hand from mine. “How is the food, young man? Do you like it when mommy cooks for you?” 
 
    “Y-yes,” I said. “It’s delicious. Aren’t… aren’t you going to eat?” 
 
    I chanced a look at her, my gaze flicking to her luminous red eyes, but settling on the deep valley of her pale cleavage.  
 
    “Don’t worry about me,” she purred. “I will have my fill once you’re done eating.” 
 
    I stopped fighting my urges. As I drank, my guilt faded into the warmth of the alcohol. I stared brazenly at the giantess, ogling her breasts and smiling at her as my cock stiffened in my trousers. She did not chastise me. In fact, she seemed to enjoy my eyes roving over her body and draw emphasis to her breasts and her lips by idly touching herself with one hand.  
 
    As far as evil, cursed castles inhabited by a vampire went, Castle Radulac didn’t seem so bad.  
 
    “I think I’ve eaten as much as I can,” I said, rubbing my belly. “It was… was delicious, um, mother.” 
 
    “Mommy,” she corrected. 
 
    “Mommy,” I said with a drunken smile. She stared at me for several seconds, perhaps considering what to do with me. 
 
    “Bedtime now!” she declared suddenly. 
 
    There was no disputing the matter. Madam Damamshuge picked me up from my chair and carried me like a small child. Up the stairs. My face cradled against her jiggling breast. I became aware of a thick nipple poking against the fabric of her gown. I reached up and touched it and she sucked in a breath. 
 
    “Naughty boy,” she said, but she was smiling.  
 
    “Mmmmmmm,” I replied, luxuriating in her arms. 
 
    I forgot about Ella. Forgot about escaping. There was only Madam Anjelique Damamshuge as she carried me into a bedroom with a fourposter bed big enough to suit her immense body. She gently set me down atop the crimson bedding. Her long fingers trailed over my linen suit. The shirt and undershirt parted as if split open and I realized her sharp nails had sliced the clothing open. I looked from her teasing hand to her dangling breasts straining at neckline of her ghostly gown. 
 
    “Oh, would you like to see them again?” she asked, teasing one of her fingers against her bust.  
 
    “Y-yes,” I whispered. “Yes, please.” 
 
    She stood upright, looming above me like a huge statue of pale femininity. She reached behind her back and unlaced the gown. It slackened, her breasts settling slightly lower as she let the gown drop from her shoulders and revealed her pale pink lingerie, her body so plentiful it seemed somehow even bigger as she undressed. She was overflowing everywhere, not fat, but plentiful. Squeezed into garments that were bigger than any I’d seen before and yet still too small for her generous proportions.  
 
    She unbuckled the old-style bra and freed her breasts completely. They were massive and swung as she leaned over me, dragging against my legs. Up my chest. To my face. Smothering me in her scent and the warm weight of her body.  
 
    “Ooooh,” she crooned. “Don’t be shy, Thomas. Go on. Suck mommy’s milkies.” 
 
    She fed a fat nipple into my mouth. It might have been unpleasantly thick, but I didn’t care. I engulfed her nipple and most of her areola in my eager mouth and sucked. There was no milk, but I sucked as if she might feed me the cream of her breast. While I was moaning and squeezing her massive tits against my face, she was wriggling out of her panties, slipping them down from her garter and over her stockings.  
 
    Then her hand was upon me again. Undressing me. Stroking me in her soft palm. My cock already twitching and leaking out my pre as I kissed and slurped at her smothering tits. 
 
    “You want to stay with mommy, don’t you?” she asked, wanking my cock slowly. “You want to be mommy’s special boy.” 
 
    “Mmmmmphmmm,” I moaned beneath her tits and thrust my cock into her hand. “Yes! Oh, yes!” 
 
    Her breasts lifted from my face. I was reluctant to relinquish her nipple, but it popped from of my mouth. She chuckled and moved beside me on the bed and I saw the feast of womanhood laid out before me. So unlike my girlfriend. So abundant and eager. Her thick thighs parted. Her cunt thatched with a silky trim of dark hair.  
 
    I moved between her thighs. Kissing her. Feeling her hands guide me lower. Lower. Until my face had arrived at her cunt. At her thick, eager scent. I tasted her eagerly. Her fleshy folds parted by my fingers and tongue. Her fat clit easily found with each lick.  
 
    “Oooooh, that’s a good boy,” she moaned. “Lick mommy right there. Make her… mmm… make her nice and wet for you.” 
 
    It didn’t take much. She was dripping with her sweet nectar after a few more lashes. My explored deeper into her channel. Though her cunt was proportional to her size, it squeezed tightly around my tongue. I sucked at her clit and pushed two and then three fingers into that hot passage. I used my last knuckle to rub at the divot of her asshole. Massaging. Feeling the slick juices of her cunt spill down her crack. 
 
    “Now, Thomas,” she said, spreading her legs even wider. “Now. Mommy needs your hardness. Come and give me all of your sperm. Deep inside mommy.” 
 
    Her taboo words made me wild with lust. I climbed back up her body. Well, up as far as our size disparity would permit. My face was barely even with her breasts, now spread wide atop her ribcage by gravity. I thrust my cock easily into the heat of her cunt and she tightened on me like a vise. I thrust once. Twice. Three times. And exploded in that hot, clutching channel. Spurt after spurt. 
 
    “Already?” she laughed. “Oh, my sweet boy.”  
 
    She hugged me against her breasts as I dribbled out the last of my load into her cunt. She stroked me. Comforted me. But she was hardly done with me. 
 
    “You shall have to try much harder to please mommy,” she said and her sugary walls squeezed around my cock. It felt as if she could pulverize my manhood to paste. But she was more intent on keeping me hard and deep in that silky cove. “That’s good, Thomas. Now then, give it to mommy properly. Hold back if you must.” 
 
    “Y-yes,” I moaned, beginning to move atop her again. “Oh, yes! I’ll try… mommy.” 
 
    My cock pistoned into her creamy cunt. My balls slapped against her velvet asshole. I moved faster and faster atop her with enough force that her tits began to sway and shake. One of her hands guided my movements and squeezed my ass to urge me deeper. Her other hand played with her fat nipples as she gazed up at me beneath pleasure heavy eyelids.  
 
    “Oooooh, that’s it,” she gasped. “Faster now, Thomas. Really give to me. As hard as you can! Ohhhh! That’s right! You’ve always wanted this! Tell me!” 
 
    “I’ve always… always wanted this!” I cried, the feeling of confession ripping it from deep within me. My thrusts grew more intense, pouring my strength into that deep, squeezing passage of her cunt. My cream smearing my shaft. My cock surging until the pleasure almost became pain. 
 
    “Mmmmmm! Yesss!” She arched beneath me, tilting her hips to take me even deeper. Her creamy cunt was so big, so slippery, that my balls were actually beginning to slip into her pussy too. Tight against my root. Squeezing into her clutching channel. 
 
    I felt her cum. Not just the way she gripped my cock and balls rhythmically in her giantess cunt, but the way her entire body tensed and jerked.  
 
    “Can’t hold back!” I cried. “Can’t… I’m cumming!” 
 
    “Yessss! Cum for mommy!” she cried, still deep in her throes. 
 
    The last of my willpower, hiding in those recesses of my mind and soul that had not been seduced and smothered by Madam Damamshuge, finally surrendered to her. I thrust as deep as I could, my cock and balls both buried in her squeezing cunt, and I erupted. Pumping my cum out and desperately clinging to her body. Squeezed between those huge thighs. My energy drained as I emptied my balls into her hungry pussy. 
 
    I collapsed atop her. Still inside her. Slowly growing soft. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said, stroking my back with a comforting hand. “Well done, Thomas. Catch your breath. Mommy wants you to fuck her again.” 
 
    “Again?” I rasped, lifting my head. 
 
    “Until you can’t move,” she said, smiling cruelly. “Mommy is going to teach you how to please her.” 
 
    I whimpered in defeat. My body and soul belonged to her. 
 
      
 
    My Very Tall Vampire Valentine 
 
      
 
    I was not going to make it back home for Valentine’s Day. I explained this to Madam Damamshuge and she promised me that, “Mommy will be all the Valentine you need.” 
 
    I was not idle in the castle. I cleaned and tended the garden. I rearranged furniture while she watched me work. She liked to see me with my shirt off. My young muscles slick with sweat. She admired my body with her hands. Her teasing fingers. Her disturbingly long tongue. 
 
    “Mmmmmm, I think mommy needs some more of your special attention,” she would say. That was my cue to pleasure her with my fingers and tongue. Usually licking her cunt, but she had other uses for my tongue. She liked me to clean her dainty feet and suck her toes. She liked to stand over me, towering, a goddess. She wanted me to worship her and I did. I worshipped her long, powerful legs. Her honey-sweet cunt. Her fat clit. Her huge breasts and thick nipples. Her plush bottom perched atop those stockings. Smothering me with her ass as I tongued the soft rim of her pink knot.  
 
    I was damned to spend my life in a place that was both heaven and hell. I found pleasure at any moment. Sucked while climbing a ladder in the library. Massaged to orgasm by her foot while repairing the axle of the carriage on my back.  
 
    She always had a chore and along with it a new and exciting way to make me cum. When I misbehaved, or she pretended that I had misbehaved, she punished me. She spanked me over her lap and milked my cock with one hand between her knees. She tied me up from the ceiling and stuffed a finger into my ass while she kissed me and rubbed her tits against my cock. I exploded all over her and she made me clean up the mess with my tongue. 
 
    My nights were spent in her arms. Fucking late into the night. Until I collapsed. Until darkness swallowed me up. Each morning, when I awoke, Madam Damamshuge was gone. She was a vampire slowly draining me of my life force and willpower. The fact that she hated to be out in daylight certainly added to this theory. 
 
    On Valentine’s Day, we bathed together in one of the hot springs in the basement. She held me in her lap, against her glistening curves, rose petals floating on the surface of the milky blue water. My head nestled against her huge breasts. Her hand reached under the water and her fingers gently grasped my cock. She stroked me and hummed a lullaby, her fingers sliding on my cock faster and faster until my seed swirled into the water.  
 
    “Do you love mommy?” she asked, turning me and pressing her lips to mine. “Am I your valentine?” 
 
    “Yesssss,” I moaned, submitting to her embrace. To her questing tongue. To her roaming hand once more coaxing me to hardness.  
 
    She slid her immense body half out of the spring and onto the tiles. I climbed atop her from behind, grasping her massive hips as I thrust against her creamy wet buttocks and into the tight wrinkle of her asshole. It was heaven. My reward for being such a good boy for her. I thrust desperately, remembering Ella as I fucked Madam Damamshuge’s giant, wobbling, luscious ass. I gave her plump rear a slap, watching her plentiful cheeks wobble. 
 
    “Oooh!” she crooned. “Spank mommy, Thomas! I have been ever so bad!” 
 
    “Yes! You’re bad!” I agreed, pounding faster into her. Feeling my balls tighten. “You’re a vampire, aren’t you? Ohhhhhh! My big, evil vampire stepmom!” 
 
    “That’s right,” she gasped, looking back at me with glowing red eyes. “Fuck your vampire stepmommy in her ass. Oooooh! I like it! Let it all out for mommy. Fill her ass! Ohhhhh! I’m cumming, Thomas! Cum with mommy!” 
 
    She pushed back against me, nearly knocking me over. Her tight ring clenched around my cock, squeezing and massaging me as I pounded into her. I could practically climb her fat ass, but I would have lost all my leverage. I clung to her, pounding my hips, thrusting as hard and fast as I could as she began to cum. There was no denying her then. The rhythmic squeezing on my cock and the way she cried out my name pushed me over the edge. 
 
    I exploded deep inside her. This liar. This imposter. Not a stepmother at all, but the monster who killed my father. And I couldn’t stop myself. It felt too good, milked by her clenching ass. Desperately pumping my hot cum into her. 
 
    I staggered back, my cock sliding from her creamy hole. I fell back into the water. She giggled and slid in beside me. Guilt consumed me. Fear of her intentions for me and, more importantly, for Ella. But Madam Damamshuge wasn’t about to be denied. She squeezed my face against her breasts and smothered me in that soft expanse. 
 
    It was later that night that I realized I had to try to escape. I had been sleepwalking those past few days, my mind completely under her thrall. But that night she fucked me and made me fuck her until I collapsed. Then she got out of bed and pulled on a robe. She thought I was unconscious, but I crept at her. Followed her to her study. Spied on her as she began to type on a typewriter. 
 
    Watching her was almost comical since all the furniture was sized for her large body, but the typewriter was normal sized. She struggled to get each letter carefully onto the paper. I crept closer, until I was right behind her, hiding in her shadow. By the light of her desk lamp I could just make out what she was typing. 
 
    A letter to Ella. 
 
    She was informing her that I had arrived and fallen ill. That Ellla must come right away to help me recover. All the while, Madam Damamshuge’s large, plush bottom overflowed the seat of her chair. Her soft robe doing little to hide her voluptuous hips and ass. My desire for her, to submit to her, warred with my devotion to Ella. 
 
    Narrowly, Ella won out. I was too weak to attempt escape that night, but I had to try.  
 
    The next day, I busied myself with chores. Madam Damamshuge looked in on me as I cleaned the chimney and tended her expansive garden. She was satisfied with my devotion to her work. She was also impressed with my devotion to her. I pleasured her with my fingers and tongue, serving her and adoring her as if she were my goddess. It was an easy role to play. All I had to do was surrender to my desire. She had trained me well and I massaged her and pleasured her with relish. 
 
    She came astride my face, drenching me with her delicious nectar. I sucked at her clit. At her soft folds. I buried my tongue in that fluttering cove and drank the sweet honey of her cunt. Her huge thighs quaked around me and for a moment I lost track of my plan. I reached around her legs and held her buttocks. Squeezed them as I buried my face against her womanly snatch. I moaned and sucked and submitted to the thought that her powerful, squeezing thighs might simply crush my head like a grape. 
 
    She gave a last, shuddering cry of pleasure and dismounted from my face. Cool air returned to me and I realized, as my blood flow returned, just how close I had come to being suffocated between her legs.  
 
    “Ohhhh, such a good boy,” she moaned, turning to kiss me. Her tongue invaded my mouth and her hand found my cock. Squeezed me. Made me fuck against her fingers as my precum flowed steadily out. She whispered against my lips, “Now it’s time for your reward. Do you want to fuck mommy?” 
 
    “Yes,” I gasped, kissing her again and squeezing the plentiful softness of her body. Truly, there was nothing I wanted more in that moment. 
 
    She held me to her breasts and I savored them and sucked them, my tongue caressing her nipples in turn and my lips smacking against her areolas. Her thighs parted for me and I thrust wantonly at her until her hand guided me to that hot, yielding furrow. I groaned with pleasure as my cock slid to the hilt into her slick cunt. Her warm walls wrapped around me and squeezed. 
 
    Ella, I told myself. Do not forget Ella!  
 
    Yet I almost did forget my sweet fiancé, the pleasure was so intense. My hips worked vigorously and I made Madam Damamshuge’s body shake as I fucked her with complete abandon. Feeding my cock into her faster and faster. 
 
    “Oh, you’re such a strong young man,” she cried. “Such a powerful lover! You love to fuck your mommy, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, mommy!” I cried, offering myself to her perverse fantasy.  
 
    “Good boy,” she gasped, squeezing her thighs against me and stroking my shoulders. Her cunt seemed to suck me and pull on my balls until they had slid inside her giantess cunt. She laughed with delight, trapping me there. Her smile as cruel as it was encouraging. 
 
    “Can’t… can’t last much…” 
 
    “Cum! Don’t hold back! Feed me with your sweet cum!” She cried with delight. 
 
    “Ahhhhhh!” I threw back my head and pounded my cock into her. My tight balls throbbed against the root of my cock and I moaned desperately as pleasure became my only concern. The hot rush of ecstasy, surging to an explosive climax. Her eyes flashed malevolently as my cum spurted into her depths. I could feel her sucking me, drinking my seed and with it some small measure of my life’s energy.  
 
    I spurted again and again, my orgasm prolonged by her cruel beauty. By her squeezing, milking cunt. By the plush mounds of her breasts capped with nipples reddened by my sucking. When I had pumped out the last of my cum, I collapsed atop her, my heart pounding with exertion. 
 
    “Shhhhhhhh,” she murmured, stroking my back. “That was a big one, Thomas. You should rest now. I don’t want you getting all used up.” 
 
    “Y-yes, mommy,” I panted. My eyes slowly closed as I began to catch my breath. 
 
    I feigned sleep. Madam Damamshuge, being most active at night, slid out from beneath me and donned her robe. Her footsteps were much softer in her slippers, but she was so large I could easily tell when she walked away from the bedroom. 
 
    I waited a moment longer, just to be sure would not immediately return, then I slipped out of bed. I donned the clothing I had secreted beneath the bed during my chores. A workman’s coveralls, a soft woolen cap, a jacket that seemed to have belonged to a soldier, and a pair of boots in my size I had found in the garden shed. I crept through Castle Radulac, expecting at any moment that Madam Damamshuge might catch me.  
 
    I was weakened from our earlier lovemaking but determined to save Ella from my fate. My plan was simple. I would push the motorcycle out through the gate, starting it only when I was on the road down to Wisborg. Then I would ride into the village and call Ella. I still had my phone, so if it any point I found reception, I could place the call. If possible, my plan was to escape completely and never return to the cursed castle. Though I longed to serve Madam Damamshuge, I knew it was a false desire. That I was under her spell. 
 
    As I crept through the castle, I thought I heard her shuffling in her slippers after me. I stopped and held my breath. I listened to the ticking of a distant clock and the muffled thump of my heart. No sign of her. I continued downstairs and to the garage. I switched on a small work lamp and uncovered the motorcycle. I topped off the tank with gas from a can. Then I opened the garage door as quietly as possible and began to push the motorcycle out into the cold night. 
 
    Each creak of the motorcycle’s wheels heightened my tension. I pushed it down the winding path to the gatehouse and then manually opened the gates of Castle Radulac. The moment I had pushed the motorcycle through the gate I felt a surge of relief. I climbed onto the seat and kicked started it. The engine sputtered and died. I kick started it again and this time it rumbled to full life. 
 
    I released the break and squeezed the gas and the motorcycle launched down the road. I was desperate to get away from the castle. Its lights receded behind me as the motorcycle’s headlight slashed back and forth along the twisting and turning road down the mountain. 
 
    I couldn’t stop myself. I drove faster and faster. The bike swerved back and forth on the narrow road. I took my phone out of my pocket every mile or so to check to see if I had a signal. The lights of Wisborg were still in the distance but at least the castle’s ominous glow was receding. 
 
    I was almost to the bottom of the mountain when I felt her. A pressure behind my eyes. A voice that whispered in my head. 
 
    “Come back, Thomas,” she purred. 
 
    “No!” I cried, grabbing at my head. “Get out! Get out, you bitch!” 
 
    I was struck by the flash of her anger, as if she had heard me and raged inside my head. My vision turned white for a moment. When the flash receded, I realized I was careening straight for a tree. I managed to roll off the side of the motorcycle at the last moment. The vehicle struck the tree at high speed and disintegrated into a fireball.  
 
    Pieces of wreckage were flung in every direction. Burning hunks pattered down from the face of the cliff above me. At first, I thought I had not been injured. But then, as I reached for the phone in my pocket, I saw that my midsection had been pierced by a slender metal rod. It might have been a spoke or some engine component. I pulled on it and hissed as pain shot through me. A second pull and the piece ripped loose. Blood welled up from the wound and began to soak my coveralls. 
 
    I became woozy as I fumbled for my phone. It didn’t hurt. Not at all. But I could feel my life ebbing away. Then, as if that weren’t enough, I heard her sweeping through the foliage behind me. Madam Damamshuge, her eyes glowing furiously and a fearsome smile on her face, flew through the trees like an owl falling upon its prey. She grabbed me by my collar and ripped open the coveralls, down my back. She flung me down as I desperately tried to dial Ella’s number. 
 
    “There you are! What a bad boy!” she hissed and bared her fangs. “Mommy is going to have to punish you so you never forget!” 
 
    She stripped my coveralls off as I managed to press the call button. I remember thinking how small the wound in my stomach seemed for so much blood. Then she began to lick me. Cleaning my body of the blood. Licking the wound. Then descending to my cock and taking me into her mouth. She knocked the phone from my hand and grabbed me by the throat as her mouth bobbed on my hard cock. Her lips engulfed my balls as well, her fangs dragging against the head of my cock.  
 
    “Ohhhhh,” I moaned, in pain, but feeling too much pleasure to really fight her. 
 
    “Hello? Hello, Tom? Is that you?” I heard Ella’s voice distantly. Somewhere in the underbrush, she had picked up. The connection was tenuous. I could just make out her calling my name. Asking if everything was okay. 
 
    “Mmmmmmm,” hummed Madam Damamshuge, her apparent pleasure vibrating up my cock.  
 
    She sucked me until I was on the edge, head lolling and eyes wide with shock as she slurped and hollowed her cheeks with effort. Then she popped her mouth free and in a single leaping motion she was atop me. Her smooth thighs gripped me as she lowered her steamy cunt onto my edging cock. The molten heat of her cunt engulfed me a moment later. Her inner walls gripped. Her hips began to move. 
 
    She leaned over me and whispered, “Enjoy your stay in the castle, Thomas.” 
 
    She bared those fangs and they seemed even bigger than before. Her mouth opened and she pressed a kiss to my neck. A moment later, the sharp, cold pain of her fangs in my neck. The pain was the perfect counterpoint to the sharp pleasure in my cock. I thrust and moaned as she began to greedily slurp my gushing blood. It poured out of my neck as her pussy squeezed and squeezed on my spurting cock. 
 
    Milking me. 
 
    Sucking me. 
 
    Draining me. 
 
      
 
    Restless Spirits 
 
      
 
    There were many ghosts in Castle Radulac. Peasants, postmen, wandering travelers, goatherds, servants young and old, and my father. I saw the real world with perfect clarity, but was only able to interact with it fleetingly and with the greatest effort of will. Meanwhile, the spirit world that existed around me as a sort of creeping fog inhabited by indistinct blurs of other people. I heard whispering or murmuring voices but they were disconnected from any source. I often passed through other ghosts, feeling their undead tendrils trailing through my own as we roamed the empty house. Together, but alone. 
 
    Some of the local ghosts went down to Wisborg or haunted the lonely houses that dotted neighboring mountainsides. I kept to the castle. I followed Madam Damamshuge. Part of it was my connection to her. I still loved her even though she had ultimately been the cause of my demise. I liked to watch her in the shower, caressing her naked body with soapy hands, reaching her fingers between her thighs and into her fleshy cunt.  
 
    I had no cock, just a sort of disintegrating lower half like a cross between smoke and loose pixels. But I could still feel desire. It welled inside me and pulsated through my insubstantial body. Sometimes it became so intense that I manifested in the room with her. An apparition drifting over her bed or haunting her closet as she changed into her giant lingerie.  
 
    She could only barely sense me. Sometimes glancing in my direction or even seeming to look me in the eyes, but never speaking to me. The other ghosts congregated around her, particularly when she found a new victim. A wandering deserter from the army fell into her trap and over the span of two days she drained him of his essence and then his blood with a gushing, gory bite on his neck. Watching her with me filled me with jealousy. I even envied the intimacy of that final snap of her jaws. Then he was a spirit, like the rest of us, and we lost our interest in his vague presence. 
 
    It was hard to judge time as a ghost. I think I slept. At least it would go dark and he seemed to evaporate into the mist. When I reformed, I was uncertain of how much time had elapsed. I think I had been dead for about a month when the doorbell rang one snowy morning. I followed mommy to the door and watched in helpless horror as I saw Ella standing on the step. Her hair was pulled into a ponytail and she was wearing a puffy vest and a backpack.  
 
    “Hello,” she said, her eyes going wide at the sight of Madam Damamshuge. “You must be… Madam Damamshuge. My name is Ella Barnes. You, um, sent me a letter about my boyfriend? Thomas Hutter? God. You’re so tall.” 
 
    “Oh, I hear that all the time,” purred the giantess. “Come in, my dear. Let’s get to know one another. I’ll tell you all about Thomas.” 
 
    She rested a giant hand on the small of Ella’s back and guided her into the house. The door closed and locked behind my girlfriend and I felt the finality of that thump reverberating through me. I screamed and screamed, trying to warn Ella. Trying to save her before she could be dominated. 
 
    But she couldn’t hear me. I was a ghost, after all. 
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