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“That should be it, Callum,” Doctor Yeona Ree said as she withdrew the needle from my arm and applied a bandage to my wound. “I will send your blood to the lab!” the Korean Beauty smiled reassuringly. “We’ll find out what is going on. Until then, get something to eat, stay hydrated, and stay out of the sun!” She reassuringly caressed my shoulder with her soft hand. 

As I rose to leave, I accidentally brushed my arm against her ample boobs as I passed her. She seemed not to notice, even saying a kind farewell as I left the examination room. I, on the other hand, could feel my cock perking up in my pants, which motivated me to quicken my pace so no one would see a bulge form in my pants.

Before I stepped outside, I put on my hat and sunglasses and applied sunscreen to my exposed skin. A cloudless day in Plyfolk, Washington, would be a blessing for most other people, but not me. I had always been sensitive to the sun, but as of late, just a few minutes in the sun caused my unprotected skin to break out in hives. My eyes were also susceptible to the light, so I wore sunglasses on clear days.

My appetite had been off, too. Whenever I tried to eat cooked food, I kept vomiting it up! I had not told Doctor Yeona I had taken to eating raw, bloody meat, which seemed the only nourishment that I could hold down in my stomach. I could still drink water, soda, and juices, but they did not quench my thirst like they used to. I did not want to scare them and was frightened by the sudden urgings.

It all started a month ago, just after my 18th birthday in college, during the week leading up to finals. The hunger pains and the increased light sensitivity did not bother me too much initially. However, they progressively got worse. 

Then, cravings for red meat started simultaneously. I discovered my tolerance for raw beef when preparing to cook a steak. After removing it from the package, I stared at the raw meat. The redness of the meat and blood pooling around it looked so delicious and flavorful. Without thinking, I grabbed the steak and bit into it. Relief from the pains in my stomach swept over me as I ate the meat and drank the blood that had accumulated beneath it.

My foster mom, Joselyn, concerned over my poor health, scheduled an appointment for me with my old pediatrician. I did not mind because Mrs. Ree Yeona was smoking hot with an impressive pair of boobs! Every year, her office gets flooded with appointments for sports physicals from all the guys and some girls from my old high school. 

I got into my Jeep in a hurry. The windows were dimmed, so I did not have to worry about the sunlight irritating my skin. “It has to be Polymorphous light eruption!” I had researched the internet, and my symptoms seemed to match at least skin issues. My appetite was another matter entirely. “Yeona will figure this out,” I said to myself. I sighed as I pulled out onto the road to head home.

I never knew my parents. My first memories were of a revolving door of indifferent foster parents until I came into Joselyn Avery’s home. She had her fair share of deep life disappointments, which allowed her to relate to and understand me in a way the other foster parents could not. After ten years of living in her household, we had become a family.

Pulling into my neighborhood, I glanced around, admiring the lovely, stylish homes and the parade of hot girls celebrating their elevation from lowly high school students to newly anointed college coeds. They were sunbathing in the summer sun or frolicking around lawn sprinklers, getting their stunning bodies soaked. Here and there were ripe Milfs messing around alongside the newly legal hotties. It was a fantastic sight to behold, though I honestly wished I was out there with them to enjoy the fun, as were some jocks.

I graduated a year early and went on to college to study computer software design. I saw little point in staying around in high school. Most of the student body at Shadow Valley High School were girls, most of whom were obsessed with the jocks. Being the school weirdo genius, I got the cold shoulder unless some random hottie desperately wanted help to pass her physics test or required a perfect essay the night before it was due. I dismissed this high school drama shit and went on to more extraordinary things.

I pulled into the driveway of my home, parking in an empty garage space next to Joselyn’s Mercedes. Years before, my foster mother had been married to a wealthy stud. However, the dream marriage quickly soured as Joselyn proved infertile. It ended in divorce when her husband ran off with his secretary—leaving Joselyn wealthy yet heartbroken.

Entering the kitchen, I gazed upon Joselyn. The stunning Milf stood in the kitchen preparing some sodas. Her curly, auburn hair cascaded down her back, ending at the waistband of her denim shorts. She posed an athletic body with decent curves developed from years of running and swimming. My vision settled on her firm, shapely ass, which I dreamed of spanking in masturbatory fantasies. Having heard my entry from the garage, Joselyn turned to greet me.

“Callum!” her hazel eyes sparkled, and her wide lips curled in a welcoming smile. “How did your appointment go? Did Yeona make a diagnosis?” 

“No,” I said, fighting to keep my gaze from drifting down to her chest. She possessed a beautiful pair of firm C-cup breasts, which seemed bigger on her tall, slender body. Given her beauty, I could never understand why her ex-husband could have ditched her. “Dr. Yeona is going to have some blood work done.” 

The gorgeous Milf embraced me in a hug. “She’ll figure out what's wrong!”

I was a tall guy, 6 ft 5 in, though pencil-thin. Jocelyn was short, so I was always concerned she might feel my erect cock pitching a tent in my pants against her flat-tone belly whenever she embraced me. 

The sound of closing shutters drew my attention to the table on the other side of the kitchen island, where Irma and Grace were shutting the window blinds. Besides me, Jocelyn took in two more foster kids who became part of our family.

“So, will you go to the senior graduation party tomorrow?” Grace asked.

“Probably not. I can’t stand 5 minutes in the sun!” I responded sadly. “I was looking forward to seeing everyone one last time!”

“Oh! You mean all those jerks and snobs who depreciated you in public and then bullied you into doing their homework or writing their essays!” Irma cooed. “I would never want to see them ever again.”

“Well, you got me there, Irma!” I chuckled.

Since Irma and Grace first came to live with us, I watched them grow and ripen into gorgeous hotties. Grace had developed a slender, athletic body like Jocelyn. Her skin was pale with freckles. Though her breasts were smaller than Jocelyn’s, they went well with her figure. Her most striking features were her emerald green eyes and flowing red hair. I considered asking her out on a date, but I had always hesitated because we lived under the same roof. My gaze lingered on the redhead before drifting to Irma.

Irma was shorter than the rest of us, and her body was more voluptuous. She possessed the largest pair of boobs of all the women in the house by a wide margin. She had brown hair tied in a ponytail and matching brown eyes. Her skin was tanned, with many of her acne scars having faded. She had a bit of a belly, but it enhanced her voluptuous figure. I would have liked to ask her out, too, but that was impossible because she was a lesbian.

“Hey! You can have the house to yourself and... watch superhero movies late into the night,” she smiled and gave me a sly wink. 

“Yeah,” I smiled, “I’ll be fine!”

“Yes, it is best you stay home and focus on getting better,” Jocelyn said approvingly.

Grace rolled her eyes and sighed. She knew what Irma was thinking.

I could not help chuckling. 

“Well, I am going to play video games this afternoon and probably take a nap!” I started for the stairs. “Irma, you're on for this evening at the same old time?”

“You got it!” Irma cheered.

Grace sighed in derision and returned to the dinner table, where two computers were set up. “We have college forms to fill out, or do you not want to become a computer tech billionaire by 21, Irma?”

“Of course! Where else am I going to find the best startup talent?” Irma laughed as she returned to the table.

I glanced at Jocelyn, who smiled as she brought their sodas.

I headed upstairs to my room and flopped onto my bed. I glanced at my bedside table clock. “300 pm! 6 hours till show time.”
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“I can’t believe you two are peeping on our neighbor!” Grace criticized. “Do you two want everyone to think you are both weirdos?”

I rolled my eyes and giggled. “I believe everyone thinks we are weirdos already. Besides, she obviously wants us to spy on her! She had the trees blocking our view of her backyard pool. That is practically an invitation!”

“Whatever! You two can jerk yourselves senseless for all I care!” the lovely redhead threw her hands into the air as she turned to leave Callum’s room. “Have a pleasant night!”

“We sure as hell will!” I snickered. I only heard the door slam in response.

“You really should not have told her about this, Irma,” Callum said as he peered through the window blinds. “I don’t think she is a Lesbian!”

I waved my hand. “Dude! Of course, she’s not! I’m just trying to push her to explore her sexuality, and maybe you’ll finally ask her out on a date.”

“We’ve lived together for years. We are practically brother and sister. I don’t think...”

“Callum!” I stopped him. “You two are not related. Grace is smoking hot and totally into you. She would probably fuck you on the first date! Go for it!”

Callum’s coy demeanor intensified, “I... I’ll think on it.”

I shook my head, returned to the window, and raised my binoculars to my eyes. “You better do more than think,” I said.

Callum had always been shy, which I thought was a shame. He had pitch-black hair, emerald blue eyes, and was tall. If he spent some time at the gym every week, I was sure he would be decently ripped in no time, with hotties at his beck and call. Maybe score with that titanic whore who was our high school cheerleader captain! I felt my pussy quiver at the thought of that fine piece of ass.

“She is coming out!” Callum whispered. 

I immediately refocus my vision on our neighbor's yard. Several months ago, our reclusive neighbor, Mrs. Ellana Swanson, had some yard work done, including cutting down tall trees obstructing the view into her backyard from Callum’s window, where she had a heated swimming pool. When Callum returned home from college, he discovered Ellana came out most nights to swim in her pool and masturbate in the moonlight! He told me, and then I told Grace, who chastised us endlessly for sneaking peaks at the reclusive beauty.

The electronically dimming windows facing the back lawn cleared, and the underwater pool lights illuminated the water and the steam emanating from its surface. The patio door opened, and a glorious woman with flowing black hair stepped onto the wooden deck. A black cotton bathrobe hid her body, and its rim brushed the perfectly manicured grass of her lawn as she crossed the expanse between the deck and the pool. She stopped before the pool steps and looked around.

“She has to know someone is watching her,” Callum said, his vision fixated on Mrs. Swanson.

“Maybe that is what she wants. Someone to watch her as she masturbates!” I replied as I slid my hand inside my shorts and panties, finding my quivering clit.

After looking around, Mrs. Swanson undid her bathrobe belt and then brought her hands up to the rims of her bathrobe, opening her garment to reveal her glorious physique dress in a very sexy black bikini. She had a voluptuous figure like me, except her body was more muscular and defined. Flawless was more accurate! The full moon's light shined down upon her glorious figure, illuminating her in a ghostly white glow. It was as if she was some angel from the heavens. A naughty angel!

“Shit, Irma,” Callum gasped. He was as mesmerized by the beauty as I was. “Those huge tits of hers have to be at least G-cups.”

“She has to be Milf!” I add.

“I have heard no one mention she had a child,” Callum stated.

“Maybe the kid lives with the ex,” I postulated. “Those tits belong to a Milf! I am 100% sure about that.”

Mrs. Swanson kicked off her high-heeled shoes, gripped the handrail, and dipped her toe in the water. Her luscious red lips curled in a mischievous smile, and she reached around to pull her back string loose, allowing her top to fall to the ground on her robe.

“Holy shit! She took her top off!” I whispered excitedly. Her saucer-sized areolas and quarter-size nipples were fully visible in all their succulent magnificence.

“Of fuck, this is better than any porn I’ve downloaded on my phone!” Callum groaned next to me. 

“Right on!” I replied.

Mrs. Swanson brought her hands down to her waist, pulling the ties securing her thong loose. The black cloth fell down her thick-toned legs, landing upon her bathrobe and top curled around her feet. She was fully naked. I magnified in my binoculars on the tuff of hair that guided my eyes to her splendid pussy lips. How had I dreamed of grinding my twat against her sultry clit? I had stayed up hours many nights masturbating to the vision of my face buried between her legs, caressing her luscious womanhood with my tongue. 

The Milf Beauty slowly and methodically stepped down the steps, submerging herself in the pool's warm water up to her midriff. She dove into the water and swam in front of the crawl stroke to the far side of the pool. Water flowed around, between, and splashed over her ample ass cheeks as she stroked through the water. Her silk-black hair streamed behind her through the water.

“Fuck! I wonder if she would like to fuck in the water!” I giggled as my eyes followed the beauty intently. My fingers were massaging my twat rhythmically, sending pleasure surging upward through my body. I was so horny. My labia felt as if they were on fire, and I felt any sudden move would cause my pussy to erupt in orgasm. 

I glanced over at Callum. His hand was buried in his pants, in which his erected member formed a massive mountain. Ever since we started peeping in on Mrs. Swanson’s nighttime escapades, Callum and I had developed an unspoken peeper code that entailed us being able to masturbate in each other’s presence during the sultry Milf’s spectacle. Seeing a hint of how impressive his manhood was, I could not understand why college hotties were not lining up for a chance to get their pussies penetrated by his enormous member.

I was a Lesbian! I did not doubt that fact. Thinking of a male cock sickened me. Yet many of the lesbian girlfriends I hung out with admitted to having experimented sexually with a man in their lives. A bisexual girl admitted having a sexual experience with her best guy friend, which allowed her to realize her sexuality.

“Uh... Oh... Ah,” I could not resist the need to orgasm much longer. My fingers found my clitoris and rhythmically rubbed it, to take me to the edge of ecstasy and push me over. In the pool, Mrs. Swanson switched to backstrokes. Her enormous breasts were swaying from one side to another, lightly splashing in the water as her body swayed with the rotation of her arms. She brought her shapely legs up in exaggerated back kicks, creating a cycle of splashes behind her. 

Visions of the sultry Milf lying on a bed begin me to grind my pussy against her twat flooded my mind. She gazed at me with hungry eyes, and I gladly obliged the beauty scissoring our clits together. Mrs. Swanson screamed my name as we orgasmed in unison. I would grip her legs, pulling her hard against me so our clit would be firmly pressed together. When we came together, we’d exchange pussy cream. I would relax on the bed, reveling in the sensation of having my lover’s warm cream inside me.

As I lay on the bed in the aftermath of my orgasm, a towering, dark, masculine figure appeared above me. It was Callum, but ripped and packed his massive erected member oozing precum.

“You need me!” He would say as if it was fact.

“I please claim my body, my Lord! Make me your dark fuck whore!” I said without hesitation. 

He would open my legs wide and position himself to thrust his cock into my twat. I did not resist. I felt my body quiver in excited anticipation of being penetrated by his manhood. I screamed out in pure passion when he drove his enormous member into me, stretching the walls of my tunnel and penetrating my womb. He ravished my body as he thrust his cock in and out of my velvet folds. I felt no disgust or revulsion, only rapture of a kind I never experienced. I returned to awareness when I orgasmed!

When my vision cleared, Mrs. Swanson stepped out of the pool, surrounded by the steamy mist generated by the heated water. Water streamed down the smooth surface of her flawless body. Her gigantic tits dangled beneath her as she leaned forward to collect her bathrobe and bikini, not bothering to put her clothing back on. She then slipped on her high-heeled shoes and strutted naked back across the lawn to her patio. My eyes followed her swaying ass. 

I broke myself away momentarily to collect myself. My panties were soaking wet from my hard orgasms, but it was no concern. Glancing again at Callum, his attention was still fixated on buxom neighbor, and his magnificent member was still hard as steel in his pants. I stared at his glorious cock, recalling the masturbator fantasy I just had. 

Callum and I had been close ever since I arrived here years ago. I had these weird fantasies and dreams that starred Callum and Grace or Mrs. Swanson for several weeks. Did I want to have sex with my best friend? Was this my subconscious calling out for me to experiment? I was hot, no doubt about it, and Callum probably had a few masturbatory fantasies about me.

“Hey, Irma!” Callum gasped excitedly. “I think she is about to masturbate!”

I pushed the thoughts to the back of my mind and resumed watching the sexual exhibition.
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Mrs. Swanson tossed her clothes on a patio table and retrieved a towel from a cabinet. She unfolded the towel, then ran the towel up and down her body, soaking up the water droplets dispersed on the surface of her smooth, pale skin. She ran the cotton towel between and under her massive breasts, down between her legs, and deep inside her ass crack.

The divine Milf had my undivided attention! My eyes followed her every move. I had my hands in my pants, gripping the thick piece of steel meat that was my shaft. I had always had a large pair of testicles and phallus down between my legs, but neither women nor men ever seemed to arouse me, which was partially why everyone in school thought I was weird. Ever since my health issues began, my cock went hard as steel at the mere sight of a woman. It was the one positive light in an otherwise dark predicament. 

I was running my hand up and down my thick, erect member. Surges of pleasure flowed through my body like shockwaves of electricity. Fuck, these sensations were so incredible. I had been missing out on so much, but damn if I was not making up for lost time.

The gorgeous Milf stretched out on a chaise lounge chair, fully displaying her toned, voluptuous body, her swollen pussy lips marked by a tuff of black pubic hair, and her gigantic mammaries. God! I want to squeeze my monster member between those magnificent boobs or drive it deep into the succulent twat of her. 

“Shit! Oh Shit! Callum, I think she is going to suck at her tit!” Irma moaned out from next to me. Her hand was deep inside her denim shorts, massaging clit. I did not know precisely how it started, but Irma and I had an unspoken agreement that we could masturbate in each other presence while we watched Mrs. Swanson. I did not mind in the slightest. It added to the sultry atmosphere in the room.

“Fucking Yes, she is!” I groaned.

Mrs. Swanson gripped her colossal breast, bringing her nipple up to her mouth and engulfed. Her other hand drifted down to her twat between her wide open her legs and began massaging her clitoris. She shuddered on the chaise chair as she masturbated. The Milf’s magnificent figure seemed to glow pale white in the moonlight shining down upon her. It seemed to add to the supernatural aura she exuded. 

“Fucking hell, that fine piece of ass has to be some kind of Wiccan practitioner or something,” Irma moaned as she pleasured her soaked pussy. “I heard moonlight masturbation is like some kind of fertility ritual.”

I doubted it, but could not deny Mrs. Swanson’s mystical vibes. 

I refocused my attention upon the sultry Milf as her body wriggled faster and faster in her chaise. She popped her titty out of her mouth as she tilted her head back, moaning to the full moon. She was swirling her fingers on her clit, enthusiastically driving herself to orgasm.

“Oh hell, Callum, I think she is... Yes,” Irma cheered.

The gorgeous Milf’s clit erupted her pussy cream all over the upholstery of her chaise. I drooled as I watched her orgasmic juices ooze out from her twat and drip onto the lounge chair fabric. It was at that moment that the pressure on my cock became too much. I ejaculated a shit load of cum all over the inside of my jeans. I kept telling myself to stuff Kleenex tissues in my pants to soak up my copious spunk, but I kept forgetting. Besides, my pants went straight into the washer machine afterward, so why waste the tissue?

As her orgasm sizzled to its conclusion, she relaxed in the lounge chair. Her body went slack. I watched as her rib cage rose and fell with each of her powerful breaths. Even when she was only relaxing and breathing, she could make me horny as a stud horse. She laid out for a while, basking in the moonlight, her naked body glimmering. 

“I wanting fucking nail that fine bitch,” Irma moaned. “I would not care if she is bisexual or straight, so long as I devour her pussy and nurse on her nipples.”

She glanced over at me. “Have a pleasant night. Got to go!” she dashed out the door head back to her room, where I suspect she would spend the next few hours masturbating with her vibrator. 

I continued watching the Milf as she stretched out, then rose from the chaise. She casually gathered her clothing and strutted back into her home. Before she stepped through the threshold into her house, I could see she glanced back at me over her shoulder, squarely locking her blue eyes with mine. She smiled and winked her left eye before disappearing inside her home. 

I was immediately taken aback in astonishment. Had she known all this time that we were watching her? Had these almost nightly erotic exhibitions been deliberately directed at me? She ordered the trees obstructing the view into her backyard from my window cut. No one else could see into her backyard except from my window. 

But why? I hardly knew Mrs. Swanson. She moved into the neighborhood several years ago, supposedly after her husband died from what the stay-at-home parent gossipers said. She had been of a recluse, not socializing much with the neighbors. She never came out of her house except at night. She attended neighborhood resident parties after dark and nighttime prayers at church. 

I witnessed Marlene Roy, a church deacon's beautiful but snobbish wife, accuse Mrs. Swanson of being a vampire. The Milf remained seductively silent, relaxing in her chair, drinking her wine, and smiling deviously. “I am a Vampiress and my real name is Lady Florentina Haselberger. I was the noble wife of a German baron during the 1400s. He tried to have me killed in the holy church because he wanted to marry another woman who could provide him with an heir. His assassins surrounded me while I kneeled in prayer and stabbed me to death.” She made a mock gesture of agony, splashing some of her wine on her black gown. “As I Lay Dying, a vampiress appeared before me, offering immortality, endless pleasure, and revenge if I renounced god and embraced the darkness!” she cooed. 

I honestly thought some of the lovely stay-at-home parent believed Mrs. Roy’s accusation when Dr. Ree cut off the silence, “You have a light allergy, don’t you?”

Mrs. Swanson put down her wineglass and threw up her arms in defeat. “You got me! Yes, I have a light allergy. I get terrible Polymorphous light eruptions all over my skin if I am in the sunlight for just a few minutes. It's not as bad with artificial light. I have a reflection in the mirror, as you can see!” She reached beneath her cleavage, pulling out a holy cross pendant, “I have faith god will make everything right in the end.”

A chorus of laughter followed, and it became the joke of that night. 

I had seen her at the nighttime prayer sessions at the local church, and she never burst into flames or cower in fear at the sight of the Holy Cross. She was a fantastic singer. The pastor had tried recruiting her for the chorus, but she declined, sighting limitations imposed by her light allergy.

“Perhaps she had her sights set on me. Now that I am legal, she is making her move,” I said to myself as I removed my spunk-soaked pants and tossed them into my dirty clothes hamper.

I lay on my bed and mentally reviewed tonight’s erotic exhibition. Fuck, that Milf was so hot. I felt my meat stiffening up again as visions of the dark-haired beauty sucking me off filled my imagination. Gradually, my fantasies morphed into dreams as I fell asleep.
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I drank my glass of blood in contentment as I relaxed on my living room sofa, savoring its salt and metallic taste. Everything was proceeding as expected. The first master vampire in a thousand years would soon awaken to his birthright. I had doubts about this undertaking when my mistress first informed me she was expecting a Master vampire progeny. 

I suspected that her assertion was a symptom of being gravid for the first time in her thousand-year lifetime. However, I did not challenge her, who gave the blessing of becoming the dark creature of the night.

“Oh, how right she was,” I mused in delight. I took another sip of my glass of blood and then crossed my naked legs. “I would have prostrated myself in front of her portrait, pleading for her forgiveness if I was not feeling so horny!

After the hunters came and the death of my mistress, I sequestered Callum into the foster system. I had the state move him through the various foster houses until the perfect foster parent was found. Joselyn had raised him well. Now, it was time I stepped in to prepare him for his future.

I placed my glass on the table next to my chair and rose. Callum’s maturation would soon be at hand, and he would require a succulent morsel for his first meal. Since establishing myself publicly in this town two years earlier, I researched every aspect of Callum’s life, from his friends and family to his hobbies and interests, to, most importantly, the people he lusted for. That last one was a long list. 

I sauntered to my kitchen, retrieving my notebook from a kitchen drawer. I flipped the book open to list names with phone numbers, addresses, pictures, and notes. My manicured finger went down the list, halting in a name. “Lucy Elliot!” My luscious lips curled in a wicked smile. “The Cheerleader Captain!” She was in Callum’s class, 18 years old, and newly graduated. 

I overheard conversations among students. Callum and most of the senior student body considered Lucy Elliot the hottest girl in school. I licked my lips seductively. With her wavy strawberry blonde hair, toned muscular body, and curves, it was little surprise guys gravitated to her. However, they were all sorely disappointed.

The blonde bombshell did not put out for just anyone. She had standards! High standards! A guy did not stand a chance with the hottie unless they were the quarterback who made the winning score or the basketball player who made that one-in-million shot from across the basketball court, miraculously winning the game. She’d probably give you the time of day if you hit a game-winning home run or were the star of the school play. Her golden standards were being handsome, the best, and, most importantly, a solid winner. Anything less, and you might as well be invisible to her.

Lucy may seem unique to the less-traveled, but to me, her type was all too common. I had spent centuries cavorting in the medieval courts of Europe and patronized the high society in North America. Every noble court of European royals or the social gatherings of American high society always had an up-and-coming she-snake masquerading as a swan. These she-snakes sought to make themselves the prize all the noble suiters desired to have on their arms. The suitors would endeavor to claim her competing to display their wealth, social stature, and physical prowess through lavish gifts, courtly intrigue, or mastery of noble sports. 

Lucy did not differ from any other she-snake I had ever encountered. She sought the most promising suitor possible who could provide her with a luxurious lifestyle, wealth, and position of social prominence. Everyone who got in her way suffered the pain of venom. 

For Callum to fully embrace his heritage, I required a prize to tempt him with. What better prize to entice a horny 18-year-old than a woman he desired above most others but could never hope to claim? I was confident Lucy would be all too willing to embrace Callum once she witnessed his ascension and experienced the power he would soon possess. 

I sauntered to the refrigerator, retrieving a bottle of blood. In my centuries of life, I was gifted with the privilege of witnessing the wave of change and innovation that swept through the world. Electric lights and refrigerators were once the imaginings of the insane. Now, they were commonplace and such a convenience. I remember when I hunted rats for my daily sustenance like an ordinary cat or fed on horses in the streets. It was demeaning for a woman of my stature to resort to such repulsive practices for survival. In modern times, blood was easy to come by thanks to meat industries, and I could preserve it for weeks. 

I refilled my glass with crimson red blood, then strutted to my computer. Once upon a time, I often relied on messengers carrying letters to and from my residence. In the best of times, mail was unreliable for involving myself in commerce. Engaging with humans concerning commerce and social matters when I could not go out in the light of day was always tricky. The computer changed my world radically. It made the world available to me in the day from inside protecting my residence. I could make multimillion trades and reach out to anyone at the touch of a key without the questionable messengers I once relied on.

Yet, there is always something lost for every gain granted by innovation. In the olden days, nearly everyone had a group. It is typical behavior among many prey species to congregate in groups for protection. Whether fish swim in schools, birds fly in flocks, or mammals run in herds, congregating in groups protects individuals. It is the fundamental truth.

Every histrionic Jezabel I ever encountered had a following of sorts. These shameless, corrupt, amoral women would flaunt their followers at parties and events, displaying their power over others. No matter their excuse for having followers, it always came down to one reason: protection! Their followers always allotted them security, making targeting individuals more challenging. On some level, every predatory understood this, especially vampires such as myself.

The modern digital communications and mass media age may have made humans strong in some respects, but also made them susceptible. They assembled in digital forums to form interpersonal relations like people in the olden days. However, rather than spend time at the local water holes, people conversed with groups physically alone on smartphones or computers. In effect, the physical distance from others makes humans vulnerable.

I looked up Lucy on her social media page. “A babysitter, perfect!” I submitted a request for her to babysit tomorrow at 9:00 pm, offering three times her going rate as an enticement. I had a child. That was not a lie. But she long ago grew into adulthood and left to find her way in the world. “There are other things a babysitter could do.” I fingered my clit as lascivious fantasies filled my imagination.

Glancing at my computer screen, I noticed the time was 6:15 am. “The sun is rising,” I muttered. The summer months were always a pain because of the long days and shorter nights, especially for a vampiress who loved to exhibit herself. I drank the rest of my blood and returned to the kitchen. I cleaned up from my blood meal and dimmed the windows before retreating to the basement, which I turned into my personal darkroom slash love nest. 

I laid myself down on the heart-shaped bed where I had seduced and sometimes fed on many lesbian sluts. With my hands, I caressed my humongous breasts, then moved down, feeling my curvy body to sultry pussy. By the infernal fires of hell, I wanted Callum to fuck me so badly. I could feel him calling for me through his emerging psychic abilities. It was so fucking passionate feeling him subtly manipulating my mind, even if it was unintentional. My pussy was on fire. It felt so amazing!

I reclined in my bed, massaging my clit. I tossed and turned on my crimson-red sheets, moaning in exhilarating pleasure. When I came, my entire body shuddered in delight, and the sheets were soaked with hot pussy cream. 

I lay in my seduction nest, reveling in my post-orgasmic ecstasy, when the musical ringtone of my phone pulled me from my bliss. I reached over to my bedside table. My luscious lips curled in a smile of satisfaction when I saw the message.

“Be there at 9:00 pm, Mrs. Swanson!” Lucy’s text message included smiling face emojis. 

“Perfect!” I laughed. 

As I reclined, another thought came to mind. Callum's awakening will be soon, and I did not want him accidentally getting himself toasted by the sun. I pulled his phone number and sent him an invitation. “Callum, you and your foster sister are spying on me during my moonlight swims.” I caressed my lips with my tongue, savoring the memories. “Don’t worry, you're not in trouble. I would like you to come over and converse with me.” I added some hearts to convey my intentions. I punched in my code to remotely unlock my front door.

“This is going to be astonishing!” I purred.
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Throughout the night, my dreams were filled with visions of Ellana agreeing herself before me. She was completely submissive to my will and stared up at me with an expression of need. Passion and desire ignited an inferno within me. My member was at full mast and hard as steel. I wanted the satisfaction that ravishing the sultry beauty could give me.

I pushed the Milf beauty down on the ground and then ripped her silk panties, exposing her swollen twat. She spread her legs full display her pussy lips, and I would come over her thrusting my throbbing member deep into her tunnel. I let out a roar that sounded primal and fearsome, as if it came from a predatory beast.

Beneath me, Ellana let out her primal roar while keeping her eyes locked with mine. She looked different. Her skin had the same pale moonlight color, but her features seemed sharper, more predatory. She possessed oversized canine teeth. Her ears were longer and pointed. But her most striking feature was the yellow tent of her irises, giving her eyes a distinct predatory vibe. 

I should have been frightened! Instead, I was enraptured by her exotic, predatory beauty.

I felt different in my dream. I sensed my body was bigger and stronger and possessed immense poise. It was all so intoxicating! I did not want to live in the dream forever fucking my Milf beauty for eternity. Then I woke up.

The sun had risen, radiating light through the blinds into my room. I quickly jumped up and closed the blinds, not wanting to break out in hives again.

“It's already 9:00 a.m.,” I yawned. I was on summer break, but because I couldn’t go outside, there was not much to do today. Jocelyn was out with Irma and Grace to buy supplies for college, and she left me a plate of food on the kitchen counter that did not look appetizing. 

I got my phone to check movie time tonight when a message from Ellana caught my attention. My body went stiff when she admitted to knowing me, and I was watching her during her moonlight swim and masturbation sessions. I relaxed and breathed a sigh of relief when I read we were not in trouble. My face was cherry red, and my skin burned with the sun's fire when I read her invite with hearts at the end of the message. 

I ran upstairs in a flash, throwing on jeans, a shirt, and a black hoodie. Wearing fall-weather clothing in the summer looked odd, but I needed something to protect my skin. I put on some sunglasses. I dashed to Mrs. Swanson’s front door and remembered she had a fancy remote door lock, but I did not bother ringing the doorbell. I flung open the door and went inside.

The interior of the Milf beauty’s home was decorated in a modernist style. The windows were dimmed to such a degree it looked as if it was night outside. I stood in the living room, taking in the grandeur, when a sultry voice drew my attention to an arch doorway. 

Ellana Swanson stood holding large glasses filled with red liquid and dressed in an incredibly sexy black negligee. She gazed at with her emerald blues and her luscious red lips curled in a smile. 

“I was getting tired waiting for you to come over, so I gave you an invitation,” she said as she sauntered over to me, swaying her wide hips and massive breasts bouncing with each of her steps. “Here, honey,” she offered me a glass cup filled with a red liquid. “You look so parched! Drink this. It will make you feel all better, I promise.” 

The gorgeous Milf’s voice resonated with such sincerity and lustfulness that any reservations I had melted away. I accepted the glass and drank the red liquid. My pain ceased as the red liquid pooled in my stomach, and I felt rejuvenated. 

“Have another,” Mrs. Swanson offered me the second glass, which traded for the empty one I held and gulped down quickly. 

“Wow!” I gasped as I finished the last glass. “That hit the spot! Thank you, Mrs. Swanson!”

“Please call me Ellana,” Ellana said, as she took the empty glasses to the kitchen. My eyes followed her ample ass, partially covered by a black semitransparent negligee, as she strutted into the kitchen. I could feel my cock perking up, and a new hunger erupted inside. 

“Come with me downstairs,” the stunning Milf purred as she took my arm in hand, guiding me down to the basement. I descended the steps into her love nest, complete with a black carpet and black drapes, and in the center, illuminated by rainbow strip lights, a heart-shaped bed with crimson red sheets. 

Ellana strolled to the bed, leaning on the sheets displaying rump. “Please fuck me right here, right now! I want to be your first. I want you to fill me with your dark seed and make me your bride.”

Something about this was a bit off. What was in those drinks that cured my pains? Why was Ellana so keen on copulating with me? And what was up with her wanting to be my bride? The questions began sparking in my thoughts, but as I stared at the sultry Milf all my apprehensions vanished, leaving only lust and desire.

“Fuck it,” I exclaimed.

“Yes! Fuck me. You can fuck my pussy or my asshole, whichever you want. I don’t care; I just want to feel the impressive cock inside me!” The dark-haired beauty insisted.

“I'm going to take you! I am going to drive my cock into that host pussy of yours and make you my Milf whore!” I growled in a voice that resonated with authority and power. I never heard myself speak with such a voice before. It gave me a sensation of overwhelming confidence. I felt as if I could achieve any goal or conquer any mountain. It was amazing!

Beneath me, Ellana shook her ass, inviting me to penetrate one of her holes. I took off my pants and underwear, displaying my enormous erect cock. I reached out my hands, caressing her ample rump, reveling in the smooth sensation of her pale skin. I pushed her negligee up past her waist, revealing her black thong panties. I slid my fingers underneath her black silk panties, pulling the garment down past her knees to her ankles. 

I faced her swollen pussy lips, the sight of which caused my member to throb in anticipation. For the last few weeks, I watched Ellana massaging her glorious clit. I had dreamed of this moment so many times. Now her twat was in front of me. One question came to mind. Should I bury my face in those delicious pussy lips?

“Hell, yes!” I murmured.

Ellana seemed to sense what I was thinking. She squeezed her butt cheeks, pulling them apart to further expose her clit. I gripped her thighs and then thrust my face into her slit. I opened my mouth, extending my tongue and caressing her moist pussy lips. Along with the smooth skin of her pussy lips, I felt the strains of pubic hair. She did not mow her lawn, which I did not mind. I preferred Ellana with a bush of pubic hair above her clit. 

“AhAhAh, Yes Master! My body is yours to do with as you desire! Ravish my pussy! I live to please you!” Ellana moaned. Her body shuddered with delight, and her back arched as she moaned in pleasure. 

Fuck! Did I hit payday? Ellana was Milf hottie who wanted to be dominated by me. The voluptuous beauty was indeed my deep dream made reality. I was going to savor every moment. I thrust my tongue into her velvet folds. My taste buds lit up with the tangy flavor of her pussy juices. It was so incredible. I devoured her pussy lips and explored her velvet tunnel, lapping up as much of her delicious juices as I could. 

“Uh... Oh... Ah,” Ellana shouted from above me. “I... I’m coming.”

Ellana’s body shuddered in ecstasy as she orgasmed. My mouth was filled with her orgasmic cream. It tasted so good.

I withdrew my face from her folds, panting. Ellana’s body relaxed, and they laid face down on the bed, gasping. I rose back to my feet. My cock was as hard as a steel rod throbbing to be rammed into Ellana’s tunnel. I gripped her ass, parting her butt cheeks to reveal her glorious pussy. It dripped pussy cream from her orgasm. I pressed my penis head up against the voluptuous beauty’s entrance. I grazed my penis crown against her pussy lips as I pushed my cock up against her bush.

“MMMMM,” Ellana moaned in pleasure. She bucked her pussy against my cock. I could sense her desire for me to thrust my member inside, and my erect dick throbbed in response. I brought my manhood up and pressed my dick head against her entrance. I gripped her hips to hold the dark hair Milf in position.

I rammed my massive cock deep into Ellana’s velvet folds. Her screams of delight filled the basement. I held my cock deep in her depths for a moment before pulling it out and plunging it back into her depths. 

The Milf moaned and thrashed beneath me as my thrusts fell into a rhythmic pattern. Her body undulated each time I rammed my manhood inside her velvet tunnel—the room filled with the sound of my hips smashing against her buttocks. 

My girth stretched Ellana’s velvet walls as I thrust my massive dick in and out of her tunnel. Her walls react by constricting around my shaft like a vise. Pleasure and passion shocked through my body like lightning as I ravished the Milf next door.

“Shit! Your cock is so big!” Ellana moaned from before me. “Make me your fuck whore! Fill my womb with your dark seed so I may conceive your dark progeny! AhAhAh!” 

I felt her juices envelop my cock as she orgasmed, which pushed me to the edge of a climax. I was paying attention to what Ellana was moaning, even though it should have sent alarms ringing in my mind. I was in a state of rapture I had never experienced. I never recalled ever climax before today. It was a fantastic rush, and I did not want it to end.

“Ah fucking Hell!” I shouted to the ceiling when I finally came to my crescendo, and my cock blasted globs of my cum into the Milf beauty. 

“Yes, Yes, Yes!” Ellana screamed as my hard cock shot my spunk into her uterus.

As I spouted my last blast of cum inside the gorgeous Milf, I panted heavily and relaxed. I just had sex with my hot neighbor, and fuck, she might get pregnant. I never felt so good and.... hot. I realized my skin felt like it was on fire, and a sensation of weakness descended on my body! I fell atop my voluptuous beauty, my cock still lodged in her tunnel. I rolled off her body on the bedsheets beside her, my cock trailing a string of cum as it slipped out of her entrance. 

“Everything will be okay, my love,” I heard Ellana whisper as darkness overtook my vision. “You are awakening to your birthright!”
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I gently stroked my beloved Callum’s black hair as he rested beside me. Our copulation had sped up his vampiric awakening. His body had bulked up considerably over the last few hours. His body was now well-sculpted and had enough firm muscles to be perfect! He was a sight that would cause any human woman or vampiress to cum. 

I reached down to my clitoris, massaging myself into an orgasm. The most significant change, however, was his aura! Every vampire had an aura that denoted their strength and thus their ranks in the vampiric hierarchy. While Callum was a newly awakened pureblood vampire, he was also something much more. He was a true master vampire. There was no doubt about it anymore. He would soon establish his reign as the first master of all vampires. 

“Your empire of the night will one day encompass the world!” I whispered into Callum’s ear. “And I am your first conquest!”

When I was a child, becoming a Queen was what every noblewoman aspired to do. Yet it was practically unattainable except for a scant few instances. I may not have a crown on my head or throngs of revelers bowing my feet, but I sensed the regal power given upon me when he erupted his dark seed into me. I was his whore, his bride, his queen. I would be whatever Callum, my lord and master, desired me to be.

I continued to lie beside him, pressing my ample breasts up against his and stroking his black hair. His eye moved beneath his eyelids, and his breathing steadied as he neared the completion of his vampiric awakening. He would certainly be in shock, and I would be busy acclimating him to being a full vampire. 

I had the advantage of a coven of vampiresses when I was turned all those centuries ago. My new sisters taught me how to live as a vampiress and harness my vampiric powers as they developed. My vampiric sisterhood had long been scattered since our migration from the old world to the new, though we had stayed connected through modern digital mediums. It was through an e-mail Callum’s mother contacted me for a causal meeting at a coffee shop, which was where she first informed me of her pregnancy with a master vampire. I met his father there, too. He was one of the last remaining pure-blood male vampires and incredibly handsome. Callum was the spitting image of him.

I felt Callum stir beside me. It was finished! He had awakened to his vampiric heritage. He was now a master vampire!

“W... What the fuck happened?” he groaned as he rose from the bed. 

The room was completely dark. He did not need any lights to see. Like me, he was a creature of the night. 

Callum looked over at me. His blue eyes met mine momentarily before drifting down to my impressively large breasts. He seemed lost for words, but it was expected. He had many questions, yet did not know what to ask first. He broke his eyes from my boobs, looking around the room, stopping at a wall mirror, and staring at himself in shock.

The myth of vampires not having reflections in part started because many mirrors were initially made in part of silver. Vampires and other Lycans avoided mirrors because of the silver. This and the belief that vampires had no souls gave rise to the myth that vampires had no reflections. 

“What the hell was in my drink!” he gasped as he stared in bewilderment at his stunning figure.

“Nothing,” I laughed as I rose from the bed and sauntered to his side. “This is you!”

“This is me?” he opened his mouth wide, gaping at himself, displaying his newly grown fangs. He slid his tongue around new choppers. His eyes widened, and his body shuddered in shock. He turned to face me, a panicked expression on his face. “What did you do to me? Did you bite me? You turned me, didn’t you?” he pointed his finger at me accusingly.

I gripped his accusing finger, pushing it down. “I never bit you! And a vampire's bite alone won’t turn anyone into a vampire! The process of being turned is more... complicated. If it were as simple as being bitten, vampires would be everywhere!” 

I could see the logical part of his mind was asserting itself in his expression. “I was born a vampire?” he mumbled.

“Yes, your parents were vampires. Vampiric traits don’t fully manifest until after your 18th birthday! Fangs, light sensitivity, blood-sucking. Think of it as a vampiric puberty!” I cooed.

Callum took deep breath as he calmed down, but it did not last. “I'm breathing! Wait, vampires need to breathe? Aren’t vamp... Uh... we the undead?”

“Stop!” I held my manicured finger up to his lips, silencing him. “Sit down. I will explain everything.”

I spent the next hours with Callum, discussing my past, his mother, and his heritage. She was a pureblood vampiress and head of the vampiric coven that took me in. I was a mid-level noble lady living in Germany in the 1400s, and my husband discarded me because I did not give him a child. My husband sent me to a convent, where I met his mother. The coven was looking to recruit a new vampiric sister because of the death of one of their number. We moved to England shortly after my turning, where we spent three centuries moving between communities in various guises before coming to the new world. Eventually, our coven scattered, though we kept in contact and had the yearly reunions. 

I discussed what I knew about his conception and his parents. His mother was a pureblood vampire, head of my coven, and the vampiress who turned me. She descended from an ancient Greek vampiric lineage. His father had been one of a handful of pureblood male vampires. He was not a master but was the sole surviving son of the last master vampire of the British Isles, whom hunters slew during the Norman conquest. He escaped the slaughter and remained hidden as a priest, merchant, engineer, scholar, and craftworker. He eventually came to the New World in the 1850s and made a fortune manufacturing guns for the Union during the Civil War. 

Callum’s parents met at the shareholder's meeting for a company they both owned substantial stock in and hit it off. I did not give him the details of their romance. When I came into the picture, they were married and expecting a master vampire son. Unfortunately, any pureblood vampire child always drew unwanted attention from hunters. They were eventually cornered and killed by hunters; however, not before they entrusted Callum to me, and I sequestered him in the foster system to keep him hidden.

Callum stared at me in silence. His face was contorted in disbelief, and his mind struggled to accept my words. The moment of truth came when I cracked open a window, allowing a small light beam into the basement. When the tip of his finger caught on fire upon passing through the light, all his lingering doubts vanished. 

I spent the next several hours teaching Callum the rudiments of his newly manifested vampiric abilities. He possessed great physical strength, agility, speed, and the ability to see in pitch-black darkness and regenerate injuries. He had the natural ability to manipulate humans' thoughts and perceptions. However, if humans notice their mental manipulations, they can develop the ability to see through their illusions and resist their control. The ability to levitate objects would require a study of dark magic, for which I had few resources concerning the subject.

I did not bother putting on any clothes. My nudity had a calming effect on my master, especially when I pressed his hand against my massive breast. Several times, we stopped and had sex. It felt so good to feel my master's enormous cock inside me and to have his dark seed fill my womb.

“So, vampires are a type of Lycan!” he exclaimed when I discussed the vampiric ability to skin-shift into a bat-like creature.

“Yes, we are a type of Lycan! However, unlike werewolves, werebears, werelions, and various other werecreatures, vampires stand apart from other Lycans because the creatures our ancestors were magically melded with were not of our world. They resembled bats but originated from a realm of darkness,” I explained. 

I described how beings from the dark realm invaded our world long before the pyramids of Egypt were built. Lycans were the soldiers who fought back against this darkness. The invaders especially feared vampires because we were born from creatures of their realm, making us critical to the Lycan victory. 

“Right, Callum, we must focus on your training. There is much for you to learn if you are to survive. Focus on the here and now. I will teach you more about vampires and Lycan history in time!” I had insisted. Callum got my message and refocused on learning how to use his mental abilities. 

I was his bride and submissive to his will, but my love could not exert his power over me until he learned how to harness his mental abilities. I would have used Lucy to lure Callum to me, but that was now unnecessary. However, she would serve another purpose.
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I stared at the monitors, watching the video feeds from upstairs. The last several hours had left me bewildered. Vampires and werewolves were real! I was a vampire, and not just any vampire. I was a primary vampire! I was the alpha of the vampiric race. Ellana had given me tidbits of the history unknown to humanity.

“Hey, if you are a vampire, then why can you walk into a church, wear a cross, and get baptized without bursting into flames?” I had inquired after having sex with the buxom vampiress for the tenth time. 

“Vampires predate the Christian Church, and we were not creations of the reigning Satan. Vampires were created, in part, by the power of heaven itself. Sometimes, to fight darkness, you must be of darkness yourself!” Ellana blew my mind away, and it made sense.

I drank my glass of blood. I had initially refused to drink the blood she possessed in the fridge until she informed me it was cow's blood from the local organic farm.

“I would not have survived this long if I had preyed on humans daily. Besides, very few vampires ever preyed on humans, anyway. It is an easy way to get yourself staked or dragged into the morning light!” she exclaimed. “However, in your case, human blood will be necessary to speed up your development. I will teach you about this in time!”

I sighed as I watched Ellana garb in a sexy black cami dress with a split hem. She applied glossy red lipstick to her luscious lips and fixed her wavy black hair. When the doorbell rang, she went downstairs and opened the front door. 

I gasped as Lucy Elliot's gorgeous figure stepped into view. She wore her signature white blouse, pink skirt, and knee-high socks. Her wavy strawberry blonde hair draped behind her down her back. I often drooled like an idiot, watching her lead the cheer squad perform routines during various sports games. Every guy in school wanted her, but only a select few could have her—and those elite few were only the best winners in the school. I heard from online chats that the blonde bombshell dumped her latest boyfriend after he lost his scholarship over a failed drug test. I also heard she loved vampire books and movies, especially the Twilight series. She went to every Halloween and costume party dressed as a sexy vampiress.   

“I am a vampire!” I grinned, realizing the possibilities.

The dark-haired temptress led the nubile beauty into the living room. Lucy looked around, looking confused. She came expecting a babysitting gig, only finding extremely attractive Milf. The strawberry blonde turned her gaze to Ellana suspiciously. The vampiress smiled playfully and conversed with Lucy, putting her at ease.

Suddenly, Ellana moved forward, bringing her arms around Lucy’s waist and pressing her red lips against the strawberry blonde’s pink lips in a deep kiss. The sultry cheerleader did not resist the vampiress, instead wrapping her arms around Ellana’s waist, pulling their bodies tight together. They devoured each other’s mouths in wanton passion. I could see their cheeks bulge as their tongues explored each other’s mouths.

Lucy brought her nimble hands to the shoulder straps holding Ellana’s black dress on her body. The vampiress dress fell to her waist, revealing her glorious huge tits. The voluptuous beauty ripped open the strawberry blonde’s white blouse, revealing her c-cup breasts clothed in pink bra, which the vampiress pulled up over Lucy’s head, tossing the silk garment aside. 

Ellana broke their kiss, pulled away from the strawberry blonde, and admired her breasts. The vampiress brought her hands up, gripping Lucy’s boobs. The nubile beauty also grabbed the dark hair Milf’s massive mammaries with her hands, squeezing them. I could not hear them, but if the arching of their necks and smiles on their faces were any sign, they loved it.  

I groaned out as my colossal cock went fully erect. “Fuck!” I gripped my shaft, running my hand up and down my substantial length. My body shuddered as pleasure surged from my dick through my body. 

Ellana suddenly released her grip, and Lucy did the same. The sultry vampiress took hold of the strawberry blonde's wrist, leading her to the backyard. The dark-haired beauty brought the nubile cheerleader to a chaise reclining chair, then pushed her dress down past her wide hips to her high-heeled shoes, revealing her black silk thong panties. She then laid out on the outdoor chaise reclining chair and stretched out her leg wide, exposing her swollen pussy lips covered by her silk panties.

Lucy appeared to stare down, her excitement and eagerness in her blue eyes. The strawberry blonde positioned her body over Ellana, pressing her pink lips against the Sultry Milf’s luscious red lips. She bucked her hips against the vampiress, grinding their snatches together. 

Ellana responded by bucking her hips up in rhythm with Lucy. She grabbed the rim of the strawberry blonde’s skirt, pulling it up to reveal her firm tanned butt cheeks and the pink thong which disappeared in her ass crack. She gripped the wanton cheerleader’s ass cheek, giving it a good squeeze and wrapping her legs around the cheerleader. 

The two sultry beauties devoured each other mouths in a passionate kiss. My steel-hard cock was throbbing in my grip. I did not want to watch the two beauties make out on the monitor like the countless porn videos I watched online. I wanted to get out there and ram my throbbing member into that cheerleader whore’s sheath. “I want her to experience a true-bred royal stud’s dick and leave her begging for more,” I growled to myself. As my lust and desire boiled over, Ellara peered at the camera, winked, and beckoned me to come. 

I rushed up the stairs and out the opened sliding door, coming before the two beauties as they passionately fucked each other on the chaise recliner chair. They continued fucking each other like bunny rabbits in heat. Lucy seemed oblivious to my presence while Ellana winked her shimmering blue eyes and smiled at me as she raptured the strawberry blonde’s body. I stood over them, massaging my erected member. The erotic show only concluded when both women arched their backs, and their bodies shuttered as they orgasmed in Unison.

“Holy shit, Mrs. Swanson, this is the best babysitting gig ever!” Lucy gasped. Her body was soaked in sweat, which glistened in the moonlight. “Do you call a babysitter every time you want a fuck? Are you like a swinger or something? Because I like totally want in!” 

“No! But I love fucking women while my master husband is watching!” Ellana purred as she relaxed on the chaise.

“Oh! I did not see him here. Is he one of those guys who enjoys watching from a hiding spot? Because I think that is kinky, and I love kinky!” Lucy said excitedly.

Watching the nubile strawberry-blonde beauty, I began perceiving her with my vampiric senses. I could sense each beat of her heart and the blood flowing through her veins and arteries. I could see the carotid arteries on her neck bulge with each beat of her heart. 

I peered deeper, sensing the stream of thoughts in her mind. The nubile cutie was wanton, greedy, shameless, and self-absorbed, willing to bend over a suck cock to get what she wanted. Her eagerness to embrace decadence and lewdness made her thoughts like putty in my hands.

“She can’t see me!” I realized. My vampire Milf had diverted Lucy’s stream of thought so that she should not notice I was standing in front of them. Ellana had taught me earlier that vampires could not erase or implant thoughts in mundane minds; we could divert their thoughts down the course we chose. It could also be described as dimming one lightbulb while brightening another in the mundane mind. I was not that we could control human mortal minds. We could stimulate lines of thought. 

Not that the nubile beauty could not see me. It was that Ellana had Lucy’s thoughts flowing on one particular course or light shining brightly in her mind that she could not perceive any other. It was how vampires could hypnotize and control mortal humans. 

Lucy slowly pushed herself up off Ellana’s voluptuous body, standing beside the chaise. She admired the sultry vampiress’s exposed boobs as she collected herself. I stared at the cheerleaders' tits, which I had fantasized about many times.

Suddenly, the Nubile cutie caught sight of me. Her eyes widened in surprise, and she instinctively covered her exposed breasts. “Oh... Uh, high,” she said despite her shock.

“This is Callum, my beloved master husband! You going love him!” the sultry vampires seductively purred. 

Lucy looked my body up and down. Her body relaxed and shuttered in excitement. Her arms slowly fell away from her chest, exposing her tits. Her vision became fixated on my enormous erected dick. 

“It's huge!” the nubile beauty gasped. She stared at me with eyes full of lust. Her lust thoughts were glaring in her mind. She stepped over next to an empty chaise and coyly said, “So are we going to fuck or what?”

Lucy was attempting to control the situation like she probably had done before. I might have gone along with her subtle attempts at manipulation if not for Ellana! The buxom Vampiress rose from her Chaise and came behind me, pressing her massive boobs up against my back. I could feel her erect nipples against my skin, which made me shudder in pleasure. She brought her hand around my waist, gripped my cock, and rested her chin on my shoulder.

“Do you want this cock inside, you slut!” the vampiress cooed. 

Lucy, her mind lost in a storm of lust and desire, dumbly nodded. “Yes, please! I need that thick big dick in my little tunnel!” 

“Prove you are enough of a whore for my master!” Ellana demanded. “Put your clothes back on and dance for him. Demonstrate how shameless you are.”

The strawberry blonde nodded enthusiastically and departed to retrieve her bra and blouse.

The buxom vampiress motioned me to sit down on a chaise. She then pushed down her black silk panties to the ground. My eyes locked on the bush that marked her glorious pussy dripping my spunk, which I had intermittently fired into her womb today. She brought her leg over me, positioning her pussy over my dick. She gripped my shaft bring it to her entrance.

“This will not be me fucking you for your pleasure, my master!” Ellana leaned forward, pressing her luscious red lips against mine in a kiss. “This is the consummation of our union!” she purred. 

When the vampire Milf broke our kiss, her face had changed. Her facial features were sharp like a predator. Her irises had turned yellow, her ears were long and pointed, and she had pronouncedly long fangs. She looked incredible!

“Today and for eternity, I am forever yours, my master!” the buxom vampiress plunged her pussy down my massive member. Rapture flowed through my body like a tsunami. I moaned to the moonlit sky at drove pussy lips down to the hilt of my cock. Ellana gasped in delight as rapture surged through her body as well. She rhythmically worked her pussy up and down my shaft, sending continuous waves of pleasure through my body, adding to the growing flood of ecstasy. Her massive tits rubbed against my chest as she moved her body up and down on my cock, and I could feel her fingernails digging into the flesh of my back. I felt enraptured!

“I want to fuck that big dick!” the nubile cutie cried. Lucy was standing before the chaise, her face contorted in yearning. She wore her white blouse and pink skirt, as Ellana had commanded. 

“Dance for me! Show me how slutty you are, and perhaps I’ll shove a gigantic cock up your pathetic cunt,” I growled in an intimidating tone. 

The nubile strawberry blonde began dancing to a tune she was humming. She shook her hips and spread her arms in the air as if cheering for me as I fucked my vampire beauty. She hopped up into the air, causing her skirt to jump, revealing her pink thong panties covering her clit. The cheerleader then pranced around, showcasing her long-toned legs. Her hands came to her chest, unbuttoning her blouse, and tossed it aside, revealing her perky breasts covered by her pink bra. Her hand went behind her back, unclipping her silk bra, which she lacked and flung away.

My cock throbbed inside Ellana’s velvet folds as the pressure aching to be released was building. I felt something else as I watched Lucy jiggle her tits invitingly. I felt... hunger! On a whim. I bit down my fangs into my buxom vampiress’s shoulder. The warm, metallic taste of blood filled my mouth; it did not satiate my hunger when I gulped it down, but it was spicy. I loved it! 

“Uh... yes, master! Drink my blood,” Ellana whispered in my ear. “It will not satiate your hunger, but will magnify your pleasure. Take as much as you will with me. I am yours!”

I could not hold my climax at bay any longer. My cock erupted my dark hot cum up through my vampire beauty cervix, filling her uterus with my dark seed. An explosion of pleasure and passion spread through me as my cock gushed cum inside her, and I drank her tasty blood.

When my manhood gushed its last glob of scum, I pulled my head up, withdrawing my fangs from Ellana’s shoulder. It was then I saw Lucy standing still, staring at me. Her eyes were wide in shock.

“What are you?” she gasped.

Ellana lifted her pussy lips off my shaft. A stream of cum trailed from her clit to the tip of my cock. She stood before the nubile strawberry blonde. The Buxom Vampiress’s predatory eyes glared into Lucy with a penetrating gaze. “What do you think we are?”

“Y... Your... your Vampires!” Lucy said with a whimper. Her blues glanced at me with a sparkle of recognition, “Y... You’re Callum! That genius nerd who graduated early and went to college!” 

“Give the girl an A!” Ellana mocked.

Lucy was about to ask another question when Ellana held up her hand, stopping the nubile beauty from asking more questions. “My master is going to fuck your brains out, and then we will decide what to do with you!” The vampiress pointed to a chaise, and the strawberry blonde’s face brightened with anticipation.

I rose from my chair to the nubile cutie. I looked upon her body strewn on the chaise. I saw no fear in her expression, only excitement that caused her body to shudder. I could see her as bright as day in the night's darkness. She looked Amazing! I stared at her face, admiring her perfectly angled features and pink lips. My gaze traveled down past her decent-sized breasts along her flat belly. Her pink thong was wet from her orgasms, and the white knee-high stockings she always wore were sexy as hell.

My cock went hard as steel once again as I admired the nubile beauty’s gorgeous body. I gripped her panties, pulling them down her legs to her shoes, then tossing them on the grass. Lucy spread her legs, displaying her landing strip of pubic hair, guiding my vision down to her snatch.

“Oh god! Fuck me hard. Please Callum. Shove that enormous cock inside me!” she said pleadingly. 

I brought myself over her, nudging my cock tip up against her swollen twat. Surges of pleasure shocked through my body, and Lucy writhed and moaned beneath me. Waves of pleasure washed over her. Long had I dreamed of having this nubile beauty begging for my cock. My big throbbing cock!

I rammed my aching member into the strawberry blonde’s warm, wet tunnel. I pushed down to the hilt of my shaft. I felt her velvet walls constrict around my manhood.

“Hahaha!” Lucy screamed beneath me. Her body tensed and shuddered after receiving my cock in her tunnel. “God, it's so big! I feel like it is tearing my insides apart! It feels so good! So Amazing! Oh god!”

I shoved my dick in and out of her snatch. Her tunnel was so tight it was amazing! Rapture exploded in me. My cock throbbed inside her velvet folds, aching to release my load. I pushed myself in and out of her snatch faster and faster, driving myself to climax.

Lucy continued to writhe and shudder beneath me as I thrust my cock into her depths. Her boobs jingle rhythmically each time I rammed my cock inside her tunnel, and her strawberry blonde hair flayed around. My cock was well lubricated by the orgasmic fluids, which caused my cock to make a wet flopping sound each time I thrust inside her.

I felt Ellana's boobs press against my back once again as she sat behind me. Suddenly, I felt a sharp pain and the moist, warm sensation of her lips as she bit into my shoulder. She sucked my blood, but I did not care. It felt rapturing to have my vampire Milf beauty sucking my blood.

I could feel the pressure in my throbbing cock and swelling nuts becoming too much to hold back. I came! My cock erupted thick streams of my seed into Lucy’s uterus. I gripped the nubile beauty’s waist-hard to keep my cock buried deep in her snatch.

“Ahavah! Oh Shit! So much cum! I feel like my belly is going to burst! It is so Incredible!” Lucy screamed as she tossed and turned on the chair in delight.

“I am forever bonded to you, my master,” Ellana proclaimed from behind me after withdrawing her fangs from my shoulder.

I felt exhilarated after cuming in the nubile cheerleader, yet I was overcome by a sense of lethargy that rapidly overcame me. I felt Ellana’s arms wrap around my torso as darkness overcame my vision.
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“The time is close, sisters,” Wiccan Supreme Cassandra Shade proclaimed to the gathered witches. I watched her intently from the edge of the circle. The hour was late, yet our Wiccan Supreme insisted it could not wait. “Millennia ago, the vampires ruled the world! They enslaved the mundanes and Lycans and used the Wicca sisters for their dark, unholy pleasures. Then, our ancient sisters found magic, which gave them the power to overthrow the vile Master Vampires! They slew them and cursed their kin, so no Master Vampires should ever be born again!”

A chorus of cheers erupted from the gathered Wicca. “Praise our sister witches for their courage and strength!” I heard a woman shout in glee. “Death to the misogynistic primary mongrels. They got their just deserts,” another woman cheered.

I could not help but feel a sense of pride swell up in me for the accomplishment of our ancestors. Pride emanated from me and all my Wicca sisters present. It permeated the chamber, intensifying the zeal everyone felt for our Wicca sisterhood. 

The Supreme raised her hand, calling for silence. “In this world, nothing lasts forever. Everything eventually fades away in time. The seasons come and go, time passes, and everything eventually disappears. The spell cast millennia ago has faded! Eighteen years ago, our seers foresaw the birth of Master Vampire. We tried to end the threat before it arose!” the supreme cast her eyes down in shame. “We failed. Now, the time of the Master Vampire’s coming of age when his vampiric nature and power fully awakens.”

My Wicca sisters and I were determined not to allow another dark age of vampire overlords to fall upon the world. Without their Masters, the vampire race had fallen into disarray. Their numbers had declined over the centuries as covens fractured and fought each other for dominance. Then there were also the hunters: Wicca, mundane, and Lycan, who constantly hunted them. The monsters were gradually becoming extinct! A Master vampire could change everything!

The supreme looked up to us with her piercing gray eyes, “The seers have identified disturbances in the flow of magic across the world that could be the master coming into his full power. Each of you will investigate the locations of these disturbances. Should you find signs of the Master vampire, contact me immediately so I may bring down the shadow moon coven upon the vile creature!”

Signaled by a wave of the Supreme’s hand, the arch-witches ordered everyone to line up alphabetically to receive their assignments. I was excited beyond words. I had just completed my apprenticeship and ordained a first-degree witch! Many of the witches in the chamber were of second and third degrees and had years of experience fighting demons and fae. I clenched my fist as anxiety washed over me. 

“Agatha,” the Archwitch addressed me in a kind voice. “Since this is your first mission and we don’t have any senior witches, you will go to a town in North America. It is not likely the Master vampire is there, but the supreme commands we leave no stone unturned.” The gorgeous platinum blonde Archwitch clothed in her black robe gazed upon me with emerald blue eyes. “Think of this as a training mission. You will do fine, sister.”

To be continued 
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