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Eric had always had an interest in gothic things. As a child, he loved hearing tales of vampires living in grand castles, sleeping in their crypts by day and stalking the living by night. He had a huge collection of movies that showcased the typical “haunted house” depiction of vampires, and as he grew into a young man, this passion developed into a love of gothic architecture, which he had studied in university and shaped his life around.

In addition to motivating his professional life, he still maintained a keen interest for the mythos of vampires in his personal life. His vacations often took him around castles steeped in history, with fantastic stories in their past of barons rumoured to be vampires, and of towns haunted by the dark presence of the creatures.

His latest trip took him to eastern Europe, the fabled home of the infamous Count Dracula, a character whom he had always had great fascination with in his youth.

Finding himself in a small town at the foot of a mountain range in Romania in the last leg of his tour, Eric settled for the night in a guest house, writing his daily entry in his journal before retiring for the night.

What a long day! This better be worth the six hour bus journey it took to get here, but by the looks of it, I won't be disappointed. The whole town looks like it belongs in the sixteenth century, and even the people seem from another era. My Romanian is slowly improving, and I can just about get by in a normal conversation. I was talking with Mrs Iancu, the guest house owner, about coming here for the history of the town, and my particular interest in the castle nestled inside the mountains.

I'm not really sure what exactly she was trying to tell me, but I got the message that she thought this was a very bad idea. I suppose living in such an isolated place has meant that modern life hasn't really influenced them too much, and they seem to still be wrapped in superstition. I suppose that's exactly what I wanted though! She told me about the legend of a vampire who lived in the castle centuries ago, who would take in wandering travellers and brave adventurers alike, who were never heard from again. From what I read before I came to this place, it seems that there were indeed a string of disappearances in the town over a prolonged period, and I guess the fear surrounding the unknown of the castle and the popularity of vampire myths in this part of the world combined to create the legend that remains today.

Tomorrow I'm going to hike into the mountains and find the castle, do some exploring and hopefully get some good photos of the place for my collection. A storm is supposed to be coming in tomorrow night, so I'm hoping I can get some lightning shots with the castle in view to really live up to the scary castle stereotype!

Anyway, time for some sleep. I'm so excited to see this supposed lair of the ancient vampire! I really should be getting used to it after being to so many castles, but the novelty just hasn't worn off! Until tomorrow, journal!

Eric awoke to a crisp, clear day, the bright morning sun piercing through the curtains in his room. Quickly rousing from his slumber, he climbed out of bed, pulling open the curtains and stretching as he enjoyed the heat of the sun on his body, feeling an enthusiastic vigour through him in anticipation of the day ahead of him. Wasting no time, he showered, dressed and packed food, clothes and his tent and sleeping back for the night in the mountains. At breakfast, the guest house owner tried to dissuade him from venturing into the castle, but Eric explained in broken Romanian that it was perfectly safe, and that even if there were disappearances a century ago, anyone with malicious intentions would be long gone by now. He knew he could not overcome the superstitious fear that had been taught to her as a child, and simply thanked her for the meal, told her he would see her in a couple of days to pick up the rest of his things before finally making the long trip back to America.

Striding out into the town, the light bathed the town in a beautiful glow, capturing the essence of the incredible charm of eastern Europe that he had grown to love. The style of architecture here really was the epitome of what he loved, and he knew he would return to this country in the future to see more of what it had to offer.

By early afternoon, Eric was making good progress along the well-worn path into the mountains that had begun to be taken back by nature, the once pristine road being encroached upon by grass and native flora, becoming increasingly hard to follow until it came to an end in the middle of a valley. He knew that the castle was close ahead, and he kept following the valley until it came into view. Surrounded by towering mountains, the only path towards it was the one of was travelling on, the other sides being too steep to climb or descend.

As he drew closer, he marvelled at the great structure. The moss covered stones had been crafted and laid with great skill, the grand structure of the building decorated by intricate stone motifs, creating the intimidating, dark feeling that only gothic design could capture in his heart. He could see how the legend of evil dwelling in this castle came about, it could easily have been taken straight from any of the stories he had read in his earlier years.

As he came to the entrance, he could see that a huge wooden door still stood on the threshold of the castle. Well worn and aged by the elements, he was amazed that it remained. Usually only the stone skeleton was left of suck ancient structures, but here it was intact. After taking several pictures, he walked up to it and pushed hard, the hinges giving a great creak as the door inched open, allowing him to enter the grand hallway, its windowless expanse lit only by the sunlight streaming in through the huge doorway.

At the end of the hall he could see a faint glow, all but drowned out by the intense sunlight behind him. Shoving the door closed, his eyes began to adjust. There was indeed a flickering light emanating from a room in the distance, and he had to see what it was.

Rounding the corner into a spacious room, he was shocked to see a fire blazing in the fireplace, several large wooden logs crackling as they burned. Two large maroon chairs faced the fire, the backs too high to see if anyone sat in them. Walking closer, he heard a female voice cut through the air, “Have a seat, weary traveller. It's been such a long time since I had visitors.”

Curiosity spurring him forward, as he walked around the side of the chairs to see beside him the chair was empty, and slightly farther away, sat a stunningly beautiful woman wearing a long, dark gown. Her eyes smouldered in the firelight, her gaze almost hypnotising Eric as he lowered himself into the empty chair.

“I'm very sorry to intrude into your home, I thought this castle was empty. My name is Eric, I'm doing some travelling to see some old architecture.”

“Oh don't be sorry, Eric, like I said, it's been a long time since I had a visitor, and you are most welcome. My name is Beatrice, my husband and I used to live here, but unfortunately he died years ago. I live here with my...assistant, Anna. I can understand your mistake, I rarely leave this place, and Anna only makes occasional trips into town to get the essentials. The people here are extremely superstitious and fearful of this place, believing it to be evil or haunted or similar nonsense. As a result, we keep our presence quiet. We'd rather not have to deal with intrusive townspeople.”

“Well, thank you for your hospitality, Beatrice. I don't want to intrude, but would it be possible to see more of your home? I'm very interested in this style of architecture, and to see such a well preserved example is extremely rare. I'm actually an architect when I'm at home, and this style of structure is really my speciality”

“Of course! I'll give you the grand tour shortly, but first, let's have a glass of wine to toast the arrival of a fellow American. My husband was Romanian, his family had lived in this castle for generations. We actually met in this town when I was travelling around Europe, like yourself, and I suppose you could say we had a whirlwind romance, and ended up living here in his family's home. Ah, Anna has brought the wine. Do have some, Eric.”

Turning his head, Eric was slightly startled to see a petite, pale girl standing on the other side of his chair, silver tray in her hands with two glasses of deep red wine on it, held out in offering.

“Thank you,” he said as he took a glass, watching as Anna brought the other glass to Beatrice. Raising their glasses towards each other in gesture, they began to sip their drinks as they talked about the story of how Beatrice ended up living in a castle in the mountains, and what her life has been like since.

During their conversation, Eric was entranced by Beatrice's stunning beauty. Her skin was pale and smooth, her eyes a mesmerising blue, her lips plump and red. His eyes tried to take in her entire form in the brief moments she looked away. Her large breasts filled her gown, her incredible cleavage drawing his gaze, arousing him more and more as he listened to her talk. Her legs were highlighted by the fire, perfectly shaped and tipped with a pair of black heels, complimenting her outfit perfectly. He could barely concentrate on what she was saying, being so entranced by her sexual aura.

Finally draining their glasses, Eric felt an intoxicating glow throughout his body, “I'm really not used to this Romanian wine, whatever's in it. I guess they make it stronger over here.”

Beatrice walked with him through the castle, giving a history of the building that she knew in surprising detail, having only lived there since her marriage. Judging by her looks, Eric surmised that she could not be older than thirty, and even even she married young, she could only have been living here around a decade. Strange, he thought, that the town was unaware of anyone residing here.

As they walked around her home, Eric was sure that Beatrice was flirting with him, and she wasn't being shy about it. His head swam with the effects of his drink, as he felt him becoming more aroused, his cock swelling with the erotic sound of his host's voice, no longer able to focus on what she was saying, drinking in her sexy body with his lustful eyes as they explored the long hallways of the castle.

After taking a good look around one of the bedrooms, Eric admired the four-post bed with its own curtains hanging around the frame. Beatrice had a devilish expression on her face, smiling slyly before seductively placing her hand on Eric's arm, “It's late, and the weather's turning stormy outside...the walk to town will take a few hours, stay here tonight and you can head back tomorrow once the weather clears.”

Eric would not normally have stayed in a stranger's home, but there was something about Beatrice that drew him in, maybe it was the alcohol, maybe it was the horniness smouldering in the mind, but his defences were down, and he gladly accepted. Looking at his watch, it was much later than he thought, and he wondered just how the hours had passed so quickly, “It must be the alcohol,” he thought to himself, smiling at Beatrice who quickly gave him a small kiss on his cheek before turning and leaving the room, closing the door behind her.

Lowering himself only the luxurious bed. As he slowly removed his closed, he felt himself slipping into an erotic stupor, every touch increasing his arousal until, completely naked on the bed, he gripped his cock and slowly began to stroke it up and down, gently moaning with pleasure as he masturbated in the dim room, hearing the rain beat against the window as he began to stroke faster.

Totally absorbed in pleasuring himself, he didn't notice the door open and shut again. He was startled out of his trance as Beatrice spoke with the same seductive clarity as when he had first walked into the room with the fire.

“What a naughty boy you are, Eric. Not even alone for ten minutes, and you're getting ready to cover my gorgeous bed with your filthy cum. This just will not do.”

“S-sorry...” Eric stuttered, utterly shocked to see Beatrice standing at the foot of the bed, his hard cock still in his hand, his body frozen under her lustful gaze, “I just...I couldn't help myself.”

Seeing that Beatrice looked more aroused than angry, Eric slowly relaxed and saw that she had changed her clothes. She was now wearing a black basque with dark red trim, black lace panties and thigh high scarlet stockings.

“I suppose I can't blame you, the wine we had earlier is made using a powerful aphrodisiac, but still, naughty boys must be punished,” she said in a sultry voice, holding up her right hand, showing Eric several pairs of handcuffs. Throwing them on the bed between his legs, she picked up one pair at a time, handcuffing each ankle to the bedposts at the bottom of the bed.

The situation was surreal, and part of Eric's brain whispered to him, “What are you doing? In a strange woman's house, letting yourself be handcuffed to a bed, in the middle of nowhere, when the only people who know you're here are scared to come near the castle?”

Eric's doubts quickly melted away as Beatrice slowly ran her dark red nails up his legs, over his thighs, lifting them off just before reaching his bulging cock. Lifting another pair of handcuffs, she walked to Eric's left, handcuffing his left hand to the post above his head, then lifting the final pair, walking to his right side and finally fastening him spread eagle, naked, to the bed.

“Now you're mine Eric...look at you, handcuffed to the bed, hard as a rock, ready for some kinky sex...but you have no idea what's really going on. It's true that I've lived here since my husband died, or should I say, since I killed him. But there's more to my story than you could ever have suspected. Let me show you something.”

Eric's expression turned from lust, through confusion, to utter terror, as realised the mistake he had made. Beatrice's alluring looks combined with her aphrodisiac concoction had made him drop his guard, and now he was past the point of no return. Before his eyes, Beatrice's entire demeanour began to change. She became solemn, dark, almost evil, and her breathing became deep and laboured. She groaned loudly as her facial features became more pronounced, her cheek bones protruding more and her jaw becoming more angular, then suddenly, she let out a demonic roar as her canine teeth protruded more from her mouth, making a set of fangs that Eric knew were for one purpose alone.

Staring at him with piercing eyes, now bright yellow, and an expression that could only be described as hunger, she spoke in a different voice. Before, it had been clear and crisp, but now it was deeper, and had a terrifying quality to it that made his blood run cold.

“This is my true form. All those stories you heard about disappearances surrounding this castle were true, and all are thanks to me. You are correct that they are all in centuries past, but that is only because the townsfolk are so fearful of this place that I have not had a visitor in a very long time. I have been in slumber for so many years...but now, I finally have the chance to feed again. You will maintain my eternal youth, as all before you have done for the last eleven centuries. You will give me your essence, and you will give it willingly. I will drain your very soul, and you will live on as a part of me for all eternity.”

Eric was struck silent with fear. Unable to move, he could only watch as Beatrice climbed onto the bed between his legs on all fours, carefully pawing towards him seductively, swaying her hips behind her. Although his mind was wrapped in terror, his cock responded with a twitch into the air, signalling to its new mistress that it wanted her undivided attention. As she crept ever closer, he became more and more aware of the tension in his cock. He could feel her breath on the underside of his shaft now, and she gently teased along its length with her tongue, sending shivers of pleasure up his spine.

“Ughh...oh, fuck, that feels so good,” he groaned as she slid her tongue down to his balls, taking each one in her mouth and teasing them before moving back to his shaft, pausing at the sensitive spot under the head and flicking it repeatedly with the tip of her skilled tongue.

“Please...please...suck me...I need to feel it in your mouth,” Eric begged as Beatrice's tricks already began to break his mind. She pointed his cock straight into the air between her index finger and thumb, slowly plunging it into her warm, moist mouth, drawing a gasp from his lips and a colossal shudder from his body. Sucking hard and moving her mouth up and down slowly, she fondled his balls with one hand and scratched at his chest with the other, her pointed nails leaving marks over his naked body.

She was well practised at pleasuring men, and knew just what she needed to do to get what she needed from them. She could not feed on their essence unless they willingly gave it to her. She would not tell Eric this, but through her sexual manipulation, she knew he would beg to fill her with cum, and when he did so, she would feast on his soul. They always begged for it before the end.

Quickly bobbing up and down with her mouth, she felt Eric's body grow warmer as he became flushed, and his breathing quickened as he began to climb towards orgasm. This was the time to make her move and secure her continued youth.

She took her mouth away, leaving a thin rope of saliva between her lips and the tip of Eric's dick, before climbing up further on the bed and placing her hips over Eric's, sliding the shaft of his cock between her soaking wet labia as his cock lay flat against his stomach. She ground herself up and down his shaft, stimulated both his cock and her clit as she lowered her face to his, delving deep into his waiting mouth with her tongue, kissing with animalistic passion as both moaned in ecstasy.

She sat straight up again, lifted her body with her powerful legs until she was able to place the head of Eric's dick at her entrance, slowly moving down and up, only taking in the very tip of his head, teasing him with her wetness as she watched the rapture on his face, she knew he was nearly there, nearly willing to give himself over to her so he could feel the ultimate bliss of orgasm.

“Fuck me...fuck me Beatrice, I need to be inside you, take me inside you let me fill you with my cum.”

It was time, and Beatrice slid Eric's full length into her dripping pussy, her juices already flowing down Eric's penis, coating his balls in her erotic fluids. She dug her nails deep into his chest as she raised herself up and sat down on his cock again, waves of pleasure flowing through both of them as they became lost in their love making.

Pounding his cock deep into her, Beatrice built a fast rhythm as she bounced her body hard against Eric's loving the feeling of every inch of him stretched her wide open, a feeling she had missed in her century hidden away in her crypt.

Eric could feel every part of his body tingle and spark with pangs of pleasure, his breathing becoming ragged as his chest tightened and his muscles strained against his bonds, unable to do anything but fruitlessly tug at the bedposts as Beatrice rode his cock with furious intensity.

Beatrice felt her own climax approaching. Her body began to stiffen as it built deep inside her, she groaned satanically as the human below her writhed in his own building orgasm, and she felt an incredible heat come over her as wave after wave of adrenaline surged through her body. Unable to hold back any longer, she unleashed her full strength, gripping Eric's body tightly between her thighs, holding him deep inside her as her pussy pulsed with great contractions, her orgasm consuming her entire being as her body spasmed out of her control, deafening cries of ecstasy escaping her mouth, her fangs glistening brightly as glorious moans flowed past them.

The sight of this beautiful, frightening creature climaxing on his cock threw Eric over the edge, his body convulsing with orgasm and his back arched off the bed, his limbs straining with all his might against the bed, exerting all their force as if trying to pull the handcuffs apart, the frame creaking as it came close to breaking with the strength of his climax.

He took a great gasp, then his cock began to give great pulses deep within Beatrice, pumping huge loads of cum deep within her receptive body, causing him to groan in blissful agony as his mind burned white hot with the most powerful orgasm her had ever felt.

As his cock sent huge spurts of cum into her body, Beatrice's orgasm continued as she began to drain Eric of his soul. She had never felt like this before, her lust for this man being greater now than she had experienced in her long life, with the countless victims whose souls she had devoured as they climaxed within her.

Inspired by the inception of this great desire for Eric and the incredible pleasure in her body, she leaned forward, once again kissing Eric deeply, exploring deep into his mouth with her tongue, before breaking free and wrenching his head to the side, burying her face in his neck. She bit down hard, sucking hungrily as she drank his blood, taking his sanguineous energy in her mouth as his cum continued to fill her pussy, the feeling of fulfilment being to great to stand, deep moans punctuating her greedy swallows.

Eric felt his body grow numb, the pain in his neck quickly fading as he felt a part of him disappear, no longer feeling part of this world. He felt strangely detached, and was no longer aware of his surroundings. Bathed in total darkness, he felt a great power grow in his formless being, an incredible strength that he had never experienced, before being thrown with amazing force back into his body, a great roar escaping his mouth as he trashed against the bed, throwing Beatrice off his body, his cock sliding out of her vagina with his cum flowing out from her, the volume too great to be contained within her. His muscles bulged and he could feel within his mouth something change as his own fangs grew for the first time.

Eyes now glowing the same bright yellow as Beatrice's, Eric effortless ripped the handcuffs from the bedposts, his body now imbued with inhuman strength. He stepped off the bed, his huge cock still erect, dripping with a mixture of his cum and Beatrice's clear juices, walked over to her and lifting her easily to her feet, his cum running down her legs as it continued to escape from her pussy. He pinned her against the wall, embracing her in a long kiss, probing through his new body with his mind, loving its strength and vitality. He knew that his old life was gone, and they would now live forever, together in their undying youth, feasting on humans to maintain their strength.

Eric had never imagined this was even possible, but now that he was beginning his life as a vampire, he knew that this is what he had always been destined to become, and the thought of spending eternity with his new lover filled him with a deep satisfaction that he could never have felt as a mere human. Lightning flashed through the room and a great roar of thunder shook them as they stared into each others' eyes, knowing that they had found the perfect eternal companion in each other.


Count Suckula's Familiar
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Eric was an American architect with a deep seated passion for everything Gothic. As a child, he had loved hearing stories of vampires, and that love had developed into his chosen career. He had been traveling around eastern Europe, taking in the sights and exploring authentic medieval Gothic sites, when he came across a remarkably well preserved Castle deep in the mountains of Romania, surrounded by legend of disappearances and evil.

Within, he found that someone still resided: Beatrice, a beautiful widow and her assistant Anna, content to live a life of solitude, undisturbed by the townspeople. He was very attracted to her, and she quickly seduced him before dominating him, tying him to a bed and revealing her true nature as an ancient vampire, the one from the town spoke of, who had been the cause for the disappearances over the centuries. She had been in undying slumber for years, waiting for another victim, when Eric haplessly stumbled upon her abode.

Planning to sexually drain his soul to ensure her continued immortality, she found herself deeply drawn to this man, and in a moment decided to instead make him her eternal companion, transforming him into a vampire. Together, they would feast on humanity, their undying love and passion for each other matching their undying bodies.

Eric now knew that Beatrice's assistant, Anna, was in fact her familiar. A woman who was devoted to her mistress in the hope that one day she would be given the gift of immortality as a vampire. On the surface, she was a quiet, shy, unassuming young girl of 25, and had been recruited into Beatrice's service when she, like Eric, had come exploring in the mountains. Beatrice had a long string of familiars in the past, and knew they were of great value in attracting new victims into her home.

Beneath her plain exterior, Anna was deeply devoted to everything occult, almost worshiping Beatrice as her immortal goddess, obeying her every command so that one day she could gain evil power.

Eric's newly magnified sexual appetite was satiated for a time with Beatrice, but she also used Anna to quell her own appetite, and Eric knew he would need a man of his own to fully satisfy himself. Beatrice loved the idea of Eric having a familiar in the castle, and the two sent Anna into town, instructing her to return only when she had found a suitable candidate to be Eric's devoted sex slave.

Eric and Beatrice spent the days waiting for Anna to return dreamlessly sleeping in the crypt in the basement of the castle, and their nights ravaging each others' powerful bodies, their lust for each other knowing no bounds as they took each other with unending fury. After two weeks, they felt the presence of two humans approaching the castle late one night, and prepared themselves to meet the man that Anna was bringing to them.

Gregor was an athletic young man who, like Anna, had always had an interest in the occult. Anna had not divulged any details, but had attracted him to the castle with the promise of an incredible opportunity to make his life much richer, an that he only had to meet her master and mistress and listen to what they had to offer.

Immediately upon meeting Gregor, Eric knew he wanted this man for himself. This was the answer to his sexual needs, and he wanted to pin his weak human body to the ground and penetrate him then and there, but he knew that he would have to gain his devotion if we wanted the satisfaction of ravaging a willing servant.

Gregor stood before the vampiric couple, both in their human forms for now. They talked about his long-standing interest in vampires, and found that he wanted nothing more than to become one. Upon hearing this, Eric and Beatrice transformed into their demonic forms, causing Gregor to collapse to his knees in adoration. He immediately pledged his service to them so that one day he may become like them. Eric instructed that he would be his familiar, and that Anna was already Beatrice's familiar. He explained that he will be calling him soon to please his master, and that Anna will show him his new abode.

Pleased with their new accomplishment, Eric and Beatrice moved to their large candlelit bedroom, blood red curtains hanging from the walls, an ornate red and gold carpet covering the cold stone floor around the bed.

Throwing Beatrice onto the bed, Eric ripped off his shirt, flexing his powerful muscles with a vampiric roar. He climbing onto the bed tearing off her dress in passionate abandon, licking up one smooth leg, down the other, gently biting her sensitive skin with his sharp teeth. He worked his way back up her leg, across her soft abdomen, and came to her bare, pale breasts.

Teasing her nipples, he gently bit and pulled on one while massaging her other breast, using his thumb to stimulate the other nipple. Beatrice moaned with pleasure, running her hands roughly through his hair, pushing his head harder into her breasts to intensify the sensations running down her body.

Eric ran his tongue up to her neck, licking up from collar bone to her near, lightly nibbling the lobe then biting down her neck again, getting harder with each movement, until he drew blood, drawing a deep groan from Beatrice while he lapped up her delicious blood, making her writhe with pleasure under him. As he teased her neck, his hands wandered down, caressing her thighs, making her ache in anticipation as a great heat built between her legs, her pussy dripping as the vampire over her built the tension in her body to unbearable levels.

Finally giving her what she wanted, Eric pressed his hand over Beatrice's lips, feeling the wetness in his hand as she let out a satisfied sigh. He gently pressed the length of one finger in between the wet folds and run it up and down, stimulating her clitoris as he did so. Beatrice's mouth opened in a silent moan of ecstasy as Eric brought her towards climax with his hand. Breathing heavily, she clawed at Eric's back, trails of his blood dripping down his skin as Beatrice's body tightened, her skin flushing a deep red as adrenaline filled her, her mind unable to think as she exploded with orgasm, her screams echoing through the chambers of the castle. Eric rubbed her pussy hard, drawing out her climax and filling her body with pure pleasure, his own arousal building and now needing satisfied.

With a great yell, Eric summoned Gregor for his first task. Within moments, Gregor rushed into the bedroom, eager to fulfill his master's desires. Seeing the two vampires naked on the bed, engrossed in their sexual conquest, switched something in Gregor's brain. He was all of a sudden immensely aroused, and without any awareness that he was doing it, immediately began to rub his crotch, masturbating through his jeans as he watched his master fill Beatrice with pleasure.

Eric turned to look over his shoulder and saw Gregor standing rapt with attention on their bodies. “Come, Gregor. I want you behind me as I fuck Beatrice. You're going to lick my ass while I stretch her with my cock, then it's going to be your turn. I want you to get me ready to fill you with my cum. I'm going to make you feel like you have never felt before, and you will understand what it is I expect from you as my servant.”

Turning back to look at his lover, Eric took in the beautiful image of Beatrice in her orgasmic haze, her mind still awash with endorphins as she came down from climax. Kissing her deeply and receiving an equally passionate kiss in return, he reached down and positioned his cock at her entrance. As he prepared himself to enter her, he felt Gregor's trembling hands on his ass, gently parting his cheeks. Pausing to revel in the sensation of having this man pleasure him, he waited with his cock poised at Beatrice's pussy.

Eric could feel Gregor's warm breath against his waiting asshole, that alone sending shivers up his spine. He knew that having his hole excited while he penetrated Beatrice would be paradise, and he growled as Gregor's tongue finally touched him, circling his hole, giving him new sensations that he had never experienced when he was human. Gregor was already fully erect, and the opportunity to service his master like this made him leak precum, formed a large wet spot on his jeans. He became more engrossed in his task, and before long had his face buried between Eric's cheeks, tonguing his master's hole, darting his tongue in and out, the muscular body in front of him tensing in response to his motions.

Eric tried to remain focused, but he found that he was barely able to keep himself from passing out. He had never imagined that this could feel so good. Grinding his ass back into Gregor's face, he groaning unintelligibly, trying to tell Gregor to lick harder and faster, but unable to even form the words.

Beatrice regained her composure, fascinated and aroused by the noises coming from her partner. She watched as his face warped with passion and desire. She knew how she could make things even better for him, and hooked her legs behind Eric's thighs, slowly pulling him into her as Gregor moved forwards with his master's body, ensuring he never stopped licking and probing his asshole.

High pitched whimpers flowed from Eric's mouth as the pleasure became too much to bear, a great fire filling his body, a white hot light filling his vision as his cock began to pulsate deep inside Beatrice, Gregor's tongue still working in and out of his asshole between its contractions, pushing Eric's orgasm to a new high. Eric gripped Beatrice's body with his full strength, constricting her so she was barely able to breathe, her lover's expression of his climax exciting her greatly, as she felt his dick expand over and over, released massive spurts of cum inside her pussy.

Finally, Eric's orgasm ended, and his body collapsed, exhausted and moist with a fine film of sweat, on top of Beatrice's. Gregor slowed his pace and finally stood back, his face covered with saliva, as was his master's ass. He felt incredible satisfaction at having given Eric such bliss, and knew that his efforts would be rewarded.

As Eric recovered, Beatrice knew by the look in his eyes that he wanted to fuck Gregor. As this would be their first time together, she knew they had to be alone to form the bond between master and familiar as Gregor submitted himself fully to Eric. Kissing Eric lightly and giving a knowing smile to Gregor, she slid off the bed and left the room, still naked with Eric's cum running down her legs, calling out to Anna as she shut the door, summoning her to lick Eric's cum off her body and out of her pussy.

Now alone in the room, Eric and Gregor looked at one another, Gregor awaiting his master's instructions, Eric contemplating how he would proceed.

“Take those clothes off Gregor, you won't be needing those. I want to be able to experience your entire body. That's it. Now, lie down on the bed here, and let me show you what it means to be my servant.”

As Gregor got into position as instructed, Eric looked intently at his servant's erection, the head already shiny with precum that had been flowing out of him as he had licked Eric's ass. Wasting no time, Eric lay on his front between Gregor's legs, lifted his cock into the air and lightly ran his tongue from base to tip. Gregor was already so turned on from sexually servicing his vampire master that this alone was almost enough to send him over the edge. His cock twitched but he kept control, pulling himself back from the brink of climax.

Eric's worked Gregor's bulging rod, teasing its length with his tongue, flicked the sensitive spot under the head, licking around and around the head before running his tongue down to his balls, licking and sucking them, producing groans and gasps from Gregor's mouth. Finally finished teasing his servant, he ran his tongue up Gregor's shaft one more time, finishing at the dip, savoring the salty taste of precum, then slowly plunging the entire length deep inside his mouth. Gregor's body quivered with his master's stimulation. Still holding himself back from orgasm, he trembled with each stroke in and out of Eric's mouth.

Seeing his slave undergo such intense pleasure turned Eric on, his cock becoming erect once more, almost ready to unleash another torrent of cum.

Removing Gregor's cock from his mouth, Eric let it lie on Gregor's abdomen as he softly licked his balls, working them in and out of his mouth, then moving his mouth lower still, caressing Gregor's perineum with the tip of his tongue, circling his anus, teasing Gregor with his darting movements, before lightly pressing his tongue against the puckered hole and gently pressing, stretching it very slightly as he worked in and out of it, coating it with his slippery saliva, licking around the outside again before plunging in once more, lubricating Gregor's hole generously before returning to his cock once more, enveloping it with his wet mouth, sucking the precum out of it.

Now that Gregor's ass was well lubricated, Eric kept sucking hard as he brought a finger gently to the threshold of Gregor's hole, making his slave gasp as he pushed forward, sliding the full length of it into the warm embrace of Gregor's tight ass. He could feel it grip his finger tightly, contracting hard each time he pushed it forward. He could feel Gregor's prostate above his finger, and he gently massaged it while sucking hard, milking an endless stream of precum from his dick.

Being careful not to make him cum just yet, Eric drew back and slipped another finger alongside the first, Gregor initially gripping his fingers tightly as he became used to the sensation, then relaxing and easily accommodating his master. A third joined the first two fingers, opening up Gregor's hole wide, getting him ready to accept his master's swollen cock.

Finally satisfied with his slave's stretched hole, Eric removed his fingers and lifted his mouth off Gregor's oozing cock. Moving forward and straddling Gregor's waiting hole, Eric looked into his eyes and spoke, “Now I'm going to make you mine. I'm going to mark my territory with my seed, and from now until I give you the gift of immortality, you will serve me tirelessly.” Gregor simply nodded, willing to agree to anything if he could just be filled by Eric's magnificent penis.

Smiling confidently, Eric gripped his cock with one hand, guiding it towards the glistening, gaping hole beneath him. He placed his head against Gregor's entrance and pushed forward, the sensation of his head entering and forcing his ass even wider made Gregor buck his hips into the air and gasp, the sensation of mixed pleasure and pain exciting him, in turn arousing Eric all the more, who gripped Gregor's narrow hips in his strong hands and pulled his body down onto his cock, impaling him on every last inch of the thick rod that now filled him entirely, electric shocks traveling through Gregor's body as every nerve ending in his ass sent signals of pleasure to his brain.

Eric paused, fully penetrating Gregor's tight ass, enjoying the feeling of the virgin hole pulsing around his dick, squeezing it as it tried to get used to the powerful invader. Finally relaxing, Eric began to pump in and out of Gregor slowly, picking up the pace until he was slamming with full force in and out of his slave, the noise of their bodies coming together filling the room, Gregor feeling every inch of his master enter him, withdraw until only his head remained, then thrusting forward once more. The two men heaved together as their breathing became labored, sweat pouring off Eric as he put forth all his effort into fucking Gregor, who could only lie with his legs spread wide, accepting the brutal sodomy of his master, groaning with every thrust, feeling his balls filling with his cum, ready to erupt at any moment.

Eric, sensing that both their orgasms were imminent, grasped Gregor's cock roughly and began stroking it quickly, intending to milk every drop of cum out of him. Their bodies ground against one another, their muscles tensing in unison, their cocks twitching in time with one another as they both reached their peak. Gregor could feel his master's penis expand within him, the first few contractions that heralded wave after wave of thick, hot cum that filled his ass as his own cock began to pulse in his master's hand, shooting ropes of sticky jizz all over his body, coating his chest and abdomen, the head of Eric's still-thrusting cock pressing on his prostate with each stroke, forcing more and more cum out of him until none remained.

Both were utterly spent now, and Eric looked down upon the human, glistening with his own semen, exhausted and in a state of pure bliss. Eric withdrew his semi-erect cock, his cum soaking out of Gregor's gaping ass and onto the bed. He leaned down and began to lick up his slave's jizz, feeling himself become revitalized as he absorbed a small portion of Gregor's sexual energy that had been imbued in his juices. He had not drawn a significant portion of energy from Gregor, but just enough that he was able to feel and fill himself with some of Gregor's essence. In this way, he became stronger and felt great power flow through him, without depleting his slave beyond the point of recovery. Although he would not be able to siphon off energy from Gregor like this regularly, he knew he would be able to undergo this ritual enough to keep his eternal youth, should he be without victims to fully drain for an extended period.

Gregor, weak after the transfer of energy and from the sheer effort of withstanding the powerful fucking he had just received, passed into unconsciousness, his body unable to sustain him any longer without rest. Eric smiled as he knew that Gregor was now entirely under his command. Now that he had filled the slave with his cum, Gregor was now under his spell, and the power he exerted over the human was now absolute. Of course, he had no intention of ever giving the gift of the life of a vampire to Gregor, but the empty promise of it would ensure that Gregor never even attempted to break free of the erotic hypnotism he had fallen victim to.

Sharing his accomplishment with Beatrice before the fire, the two were content in their security now, and all that was left was to begin to lure in unsuspecting humans to feed upon, to fill them with ever more power, and sustain their eternal life with each other. Soon, Anna and Gregor would play a vital part of this; the vampires' devious plans were just about to begin.


Count Suckula and the Vampire Hunter

Jenni Ambrose


Eric and Beatrice, the two vampires who lived in an ancient castle nestled in the mountains of Romania, had become very comfortable in their new lives together. Where Beatrice had previously lived with her familiar Anna, spending most of her life in wait for her next victim, now was able to unleash her ravenous sex drive with her new partner. Their passion for each other knew no bounds, never able to satisfy their appetite for fucking one another, and their respective familiars, Gregor and Anna, frequently played a submissive role in their games, worshipping their masters with their bodies, submitting themselves absolutely to the vampires' desires.

When they weren't fucking like wild animals, the vampires would send their familiars into the local town to return with humans for feeding, trapping the victims in the castle and giving them powerful orgasms, drawing out their essence and feeding on their souls in the process, leaving nothing but an empty shell after the sexual ritual was complete. In this way they sustained their immortal bodies. The four living in the castle found great contentment in their life of orgies and feeding, but their peace was soon to be disturbed by an unsuspected outsider.

On a stormy night much like the one when Eric first came as a human and was transformed by Beatrice, the vampires and their familiars were in the basement of the castle, planning how they would lure in their next human victim. Eric and Beatrice were basking in the glow of the candlelight, when both suddenly felt a distant presence approaching. It was undoubtedly human, and their appetite for human essence grew in anticipation of being able to feed that night. Unbeknownst to them, this human was not another hapless victim wandering ignorantly to their doom; this was Buck Steel, an infamous vampire hunter who lived a nomadic lifestyle, his one purpose to rid the world of the evil of the vampires. He, like Eric, had heard the rumours in the town of disappearances in the castle, and had come to investigate, and if necessary, destroy the beasts within.

Buck was american born ex-soldier who had served in numerous wars across the world. As a child, he had watched as a vampire killed both his parents, forever imbuing him with a burning hatred for the creatures. He had enlisted in the army to be trained how to kill, and now he devoted himself to hunting them down and eradicating them. He was known and feared among vampires, having killed hundreds, and now he had set his sights on Eric and Beatrice, neither of whom knew of this man's exceptional record.

Entering the castle, he shut the heavy wooden door behind him, and listened. Everything was silent but for the noise of the rain battering on the door and the occasional clap of thunder overhead. Looking around, he took in the long, dark hallway, the doors leading off into unlit rooms along its length, and there, at the very end of the hall, a faint orange light flickering against the wall. He stalked along the hall, waiting for any sign of ambush, but there was none. Drawing closer to the light, he heard a fire crackling, and the air became warm and more inviting.

Rounding the corner, Buck saw the same sight that had greeted Eric upon his first tentative steps into the castle: a brightly burning log fire, illuminating to large, ornate seats which faced away from the door, hiding anyone who sat in them from his view, the rest of the large room dark in comparison. Buck prepared himself, readying his crossbow in his hand, carefully making his way around the edge of the room to see who occupied the grand chairs. As he advanced, he noticed a sweet smell filling the air. Still focused on his task, he ignored the distraction and finally saw a man sitting in the chair closer to him, the farther one empty. It was Gregor, and he spoke in a steady tone.

“No need for the crossbow, I'm human. My name's Gregor, why don't you have a seat? I know why you're here. You're planning to kill my master and mistress, but I can't let you do that. One day they will give me the gift of immortality, and I won't let you get in my way.”

The tension in the air was palpable. The two men stared intensely at each other, and Eric's smooth voice cut through the air, sending shivers of arousal up Gregor's neck.

“Welcome, hunter. My name is Eric, and I am Gregor's master. I know why you are here, but why don't we put the killing aside for a moment...I see by that big bulge in your pants that you're getting turned on by my servant, why don't we see what we can do about that?”

Buck's head was swimming in the heat, arousal taking over his body as he slowly lowered his crossbow, trying to hold onto his resolve but failing miserably. With each breath he felt like he was breathing in more sexual energy that filled his body and concentrated on his now stiff cock. He had never hesitated even for a moment in all his hunting conquests, yet here he was feeling drawn to the men before him, his desire to destroy the vampire and free Gregor from his spell being replaced with a hunger for their cum.

Eric's plan was going perfectly. That's it, let your lust take over. Beatrice will be pleased to hear that her aphrodisiac hypnotized even this man. Now, time to have some fun before I harvest his soul.

The two humans watched as Eric slowly unbuttoned his crisp white shirt, letting it fall off his back into the floor. The firelight accentuated his muscles, making him look like an Adonis in its warm glow. His body looked inviting, and Buck's eyes wandered slowly over Eric's broad shoulders, his bulging chest, his chiseled abs, and looking longingly further down to the growing cock still hidden from sight, his hand unconsciously moving his his own crotch, rubbing himself and sending sparks of pleasure through his body.

Gregor smiled knowingly, rising from his chair and walking to his master, kissing him deeply, making sure Buck got a good look at their tongues moving against each other, his hands moving over his master's skin, feeling how smooth it was yet held so much power. He kissed futher down, licking over Eric's chest, tracing down his abdomen to his waistline, where he slowly undid the belt and pulled down his trousers painstakingly slowly, revealing his master's long, thick cock, inch by glorious inch, until finally the whole rod was free, bouncing into the air, displaying Eric's masculinity and virility, ready to fuck the humans before him.

Buck now stood as well, his mouth slightly ajar as he wrestled with the feelings in his mind. He had never felt such attraction to another man, and yet here he was, cock dying for the attention of the vampire and his servant, the only thought on his mind being sex with them. He stood frozen to the spot as Eric and Gregor slowly approached.

Eric gently lifting Buck's chin into the air with a single finger, staring deeply into his eyes before lowering his face towards the human. He delicately kissed Buck, then quickly escalated to passionate kissing, thrusting their tongues in each others' mouths, tasting each other. Meanwhile, Gregor got to his knees between Buck's legs and opened his belt and pants, reaching in and pulling out a huge, smooth cock, the head bulging out wider than the shaft, a small drop of precum forming on the head which Gregor leaned over and licked up, causing Buck to moan into Eric's mouth.

His tongue roughly exploring Bucks willing mouth, Eric ripped the clothes from the human's body, revealing a rugged, scarred body covered with military tattoos. His hands explored the clefts formed by the muscles, feeling them flex beneath him, causing his own cock to strain hard against his clothes.

While Eric stripped Buck's upper half, Gregor hastily took off Buck's boots, followed by his pants and underwear, leaving him totally naked as a vampire and his familiar pleasured his body in the sensual light of the fire.

Gregor's eyes surveyed Buck's masculine form, mesmerised by his massive member between his legs, standing to attention into the air, more precum inviting him to taste it. Unable to resist, Gregor leaned forward, placing his hands on Buck's hairy thighs, taking the head of the cock slowly into his warm mouth, Buck twitching and moaning as Gregor's skilled mouth went to work licking and sucking, teasing around the head before plunging its full length into his throat, then withdrawing and teasing once more, winding up the tension within Buck's body.

Pleased with his familiar's dick-sucking performance, Eric stood back and slowly removed his remaining garments, letting them fall to the floor as he revealed his perfect body. Buck's attention was drawn away from the blowjob he was receiving to admire the vampire's sexual prowess. The slender body of Eric stood perfectly still as Buck drank it in, from his angular thighs with muscles gently jutting outwards, to his narrow hips and well defined abs, his hairless torso and chiselled pecs, back down once more past his abs and settling on his hard cock, hanging invitingly between his legs.

Buck threw his head back, groaning in ecstasy as Gregor worked on his cock, drawing him closer to orgasm, then letting him fade away again, building up more and more cum in his balls for Eric to feast upon. Eric, meanwhile, used his tongue to stimulate all the sensitive spots up and down Buck's neck, gently biting up and down, causing waves adrenaline to course through Buck, some small part of his brain screaming that a vampire was dangerously close to turning him, but he was too caught up in the pleasure to care.

Buck grew closer and closer to climax, his cock twitching in Gregor's mouth, his hot breath running over Eric's face as they kissed. Eric knew that it would only take a little more to push him over the edge, but he did not want Buck to cum just yet. He looked down to Gregor and signalled for him to stop. Buck returned from his blissful haze, staring longingly at Gregor's mouth, wordlessly begging him to suck his cock again.

Eric pulled Buck's face back to his own, locking him in another kiss, grasping the back of his neck and drawing him to his feet. He walked him over to the deep rug in front of the fire, silently guiding him to his knees, then lowering him onto all fours, delving into his mouth once more with his tongue before walking around behind Buck, kneeling between his legs, poising himself perfectly behind the hunter's ass.

Eric looked over his shoulder at Gregor, “Lie down under me and suck my cock.” With this simple command, Gregor immediately obeyed, sliding under his master's body to receive his dick into his eager mouth, anticipating the delicious taste of the vampire's precum.

Eric lowered his body, watching intently as his hard penis slid easily into his familiar's mouth, the feeling of relief caused by his cock being stimulated at last caused him to let out a long sigh, making Gregor pleased that his master enjoyed fucking his mouth. Now that his cock was nestled in Gregor's mouth, Eric placed one hand on each of Buck's ass cheeks, pulling them apart and admiring the virgin hole before him, but he would not be the one to penetrate it. He was simply getting it warmed up for Gregor; he wanted Buck to cum in his ass, so he could extract every morsel of energy from the human as he drained his life out through his cock.

Eric leaned forward, gently touching the sensitive area around Buck's asshole, the hunter gasping with this new feeling. Circling around, Eric resisted Buck's attempts to push his body backwards into Eric's mouth, clearly dying to feel the satisfaction of having the vampire's tongue in his ass. Running one hand down, Eric lightly grazed Buck's balls as his own her licked and sucked by Gregor. He alternated between light strokes of Buck's twitching cock and teasing his balls, all the while circling and pausing, building the anticipation in Buck's ass.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity of waiting and, for Buck, agonising desperation, Eric plunged his tongue deep into Buck's ass, who moaned loudly and pushed himself back as hard as he could, trying to take Eric's tongue deeper inside him, desperately wanting to intensify the sensation in his hole.

Roughly tugging on Buck's dripping cock, Eric fucked his asshole with his tongue, working his tongue around the tight ring, soaking it with his saliva as it tensed and relaxed as he tongue fucked it mercilessly, Buck's rasping breaths turning him on even more, a constant trickle of precum running into Gregor's throat as both the vampire and the vampire hunter climbed closer to their orgasms.

Buck could barely see straight, his gaze fixed on the deep red carpet below him, the heat from the fire nothing in comparison to the heat building in his crotch and spreading through his body. The hand stroking up and down his shaft built great tension within him, each pump up and down making him feel incredible, the tongue thrusting in and out of his virgin asshole paralysing him with an ecstasy that he had never felt. It was all he could do to stay conscious as his body was assaulted with pleasure, the sweet aroma in the air making him feel intoxicated, augmenting every feeling in his body, pushing his brain closer to rapture with every breath.

Buck felt Eric withdraw his tongue from his well lubricated asshole, and quickly replace it with a finger, sliding deep inside him, squeezing his prostate, causing the drips of precum to momentarily increase to a rapid flow, the small pool of clear, sticky fluid on the carpet growing with each passing second. A second finger joined the first, then another, stretching Buck's asshole wider. He knew this was in preparation for a hard cock entering him, and he couldn't wait to feel it pulsing deep within him, making him into an anal slut, filling him with cum. He moaned, fucking himself on Eric's strong fingers, working them deeper each time he leaned his weight back, until the full length of the fingers lay buried securely inside his ass. He paused, loving the feeling of his hole being forced wide open for the vampire behind him, his cock twitching in the air, flicking the thin rope of precum below it back and forth, desperately hoping for more attention.

Satisfied that Buck's hole was nice and loose and well lubricated, Eric withdrew his fingers, giving Buck's cock one last tug and pumping his own cock once more down Gregor's throat before he stood, moving around in front of the hunter, lifting a cushion from a chair and throwing it under Buck's abdomen, still remaining mysteriously silent. He motioned for Gregor to stand as he lay down and shuffled his naked body underneath Buck. He positioned himself so that their faces were level, then lifted his hips, placing the cushion beneath himself, keeping them raised off the ground at the perfect height for Buck to penetrate him.

Eric open his legs, hooking them behind Buck's thighs, slowly pulling him into his body while holding his face, kissing him roughly again, now probing at his mouth with his tireless tongue, feeling the tip of Buck's cock gently rest against his asshole. He continued to pull Buck closer, who pressed his hips downwards, increasing the pressure on Eric's asshole until finally it began to dilate to accommodate the huge cock at its entrance. Eric felt his hole stretch, opening further until finally Buck's head, slippery with precum, entered him, pressing hard against the walls of his ass. He groaned as he was penetrated by this man who, were it not for the powerful aphrodisiac flowing through his veins, would be trying to kill him. Instead, he was fucking the vampire beneath him, and was about to surrender his soul to nourish Eric.

Gregor knew why his master had commanded him to rise from the floor. As he watched Buck penetrate Eric, he was fixated on Buck's slippery, gaping asshole. His hard dick pointed straight at the pair on the floor, and he stepped forward, lowering himself behind Buck, ready to penetrate him as soon as his master gave him permission.

Buck breathed heavily and shuddered as Eric's ass gripped his dick tightly, contracting and relaxing, sending bolts of pleasure all over his body. He noticed as Eric looked beyond him and gave a subtle nod before pulling his face in for another rough kiss, his tongue entering Buck's mouth and meeting his own tongue, swirling around and filling him. While Buck kissed back, he felt Gregor's skin rest against thighs, then felt the tip of the familiar's cock against his loose asshole, now knowing what the nod from Eric was for. He kissed Eric harder as he felt Gregor lower his weight. At first, his ass felt like it was being stretched beyond its limits, but once Gregor's smooth cock slid into him, he felt like this was what he was destined for. Buried to the hilt in such a beautiful man as Eric, with another man fucking his ass, the three pressed together in bliss.

Finding their rhythm, Gregor and Buck pistoned back and forth, all three quickly climbing to climax. As Eric felt the moment approaching, he released his power, transforming into his vampiric form, his muscles growing and bulging, his facial features becoming coarse, his eyes glowing a bright yellow in the firelight. He could see a faint hint of fear in Buck's eyes, a reaction engrained in him from childhood, but he knew it would pass quickly. He flexed his ass and pulled the human tighter into him, and the look of fear was replaced by one of lust as Buck let out a shuddering moan, his cock twitching in anticipation of orgasm.

Gregor, so turned on my sucking his master's dick, was the first to tip over the edge into orgasm. He pulled back hard on Buck's hips, driving his cock deep inside, his body quivering as his dick contracted, pumping great spurts of cum deep inside the vampire hunter's ass, gasping for breath as every muscle in his body held fast at the pleasure flowing through it.

Feeling the cock in his ass start to fill him with cum, Buck's mind lost control, his eyes rollng back in his head, senseless moans and groans flowing from his mouth, his body alternating between wild spasms and falling limp against Eric's chest, then spasming again, the aphrodisiac having a powerful effect on him, intensifying his orgasm to the point where he was no longer conscious. As his dick, still deep inside Eric, began to twitch with the first moments of ejaculation, Eric reached his own orgasm, timing it perfectly in order to take what he wanted from Buck.

The room suddenly grew dark, all lights extinguished by Eric's demonic power. Bright flashes of lightning filled the room, arcing from Buck's convulsing body into Eric's. Buck began to flood Eric's ass with his cum, and in doing so, began the process of being drained of his essence, his muscles beginning to shrink, his face now drawn and haggard, as Eric continued to milk Buck's pulsating cock with his ass, drawing more and more cum from it, engorging his body with the soul of the hunter as the lightning continued to shoot around the room. Gregor was paralysed with fear, having never actually seen his master drain a human before.

Slowly, Buck's cock lay still, and with a deep, bone-chilling roar, Eric was satiated, Buck's soul now residing within him, feeding him and maintaining his immortality. He cast the skeletal remains of Buck aside, pulling Gregor into him and kissing him with incredible energy, the rush of having fed making him all the more passionate, almost breaking Gregor's ribs with his incredible strength as the fury within him subsided. He released Gregor, who sat in awe at his master's feet, as Eric took a long, deep breath, gradually returning to his human form once again.

Exhausted, the two men lay down side by side in the light of the fire, now illuminating the room once more. As they relived the incredible events that had just occurred, Eric simply said to Gregor, “One day, I will grant you this power.”

Gregor turned to his master, kissed him gently, a great wave of gratitude filling him, before lying down once again, imagining how his life would change once he would receive immortality, and the powers of a vampire. He was truly under Eric's spell.
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