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Strange Woman in a Strange Land

Chapter 1

I had stepped off the train last month into a world I had never seen before. My goal was far north, high in the mountains. I had a new assignment, as a travel photographer my job took me everywhere, and I loved the travel. I had gone from warm tropics to arctic lows, but this project was a challenge. And at The magazine editor had come to me with just a title: Abandoned Places. At first I had groaned. The subject had been done to death already. Eva Caspazi was known for pushing boundaries, this wasn't story that would get me my big break, not by a long shot.

But I had bills to pay and it was my job to find a new place to explore, a stone yet to be unturned. After months of searching, a memory came to me. My grandma had always spoken of the tiny village she had grown up in with such fondness, but her voice always had a slight twinge of fear when she mentioned the castle that loomed over their tiny hamlet. I located the village, and sure enough, there was a castle with my name on it.

As I began to travel, the people grew less modern, the roads grew rougher, and I felt like I had stepped back in time. Ancient buildings made from stone sat hunched against the side of mountains or leaning together in the middle of dark forests. In this old land high in the mountains, there were none of the comforts of home. The sounds were different. When you go from living in a city where the buzz of electricity is constant, you begin to forget that there are places in the world that never knew the wonder of the lightbulb to start with.MARGUERITE DE LYON

Sure, I was a city girl, and I found the adjustment hard at first, but I managed. We Caspari women had originally come from this cold expanse of mountains, and blood always called to blood. The further I travelled, the more I began to love this wild untouched land. But there were still drawbacks. The gender politics were backwards here. No one seemed to really understand that a woman could travel on her own where I was from, and the village boys constantly followed me. A couple of them even asked me to be their bride. It got to the point where it was too much to bear, so I hired a male guide to play the role of my husband. Nikolai was a cheery man who had spent the last 20 years of his life out in the bigger cities of Europe, so he knew what it was like.

Our day started with the moment I had been waiting for, arriving in the small village of Pasca. I imagined that it wasn't all that different from when my grandma was a girl. The streets were clean and cobbled, and above it all was the brooding castle. With the sun setting, the shadow of that place lay like a blanket over the town. It was intimidating, and a small bolt of fear ran through me.

“There's the inn, Miss Caspari.” Nikolai pointed and I followed his hand. A squat stone building, no sign or anything, I was beginning to realize that was the norm here. I shook off the fear I had felt a moment ago, picked up my bag, and followed Nikolai inside. Locals sat in the dull candlelight, and when we entered every eye in the bar was on us. The atmosphere was so tense you could hear a pin drop.

A small man came up to us. He wore an apron over his earthtoned clothes and had an air of hard work around him. The man looked nervous, and like he would rather not talk to us at all, but if we had money to spare, he would make time for us.
“How can I help you, strangers?” So he was the inn-keeper.
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Nikolai sat his bag down, and I followed suit. My hands itched to take my camera out and to get photos of the villagers, but I could sense that they'd respond badly to the sight of a camera. Nikolai put on the charm.

“My wife and I are in need of a room and a meal, sir.” 

The innkeeper found that hard to believe and I could understand why. In a town like this, visitors were probably rare. He took a moment to look us over, and to complete the effect of married bliss, I looped my arm through nikolai's and smiled at him, all doe-eyed innocence.

“Folks who come through here tend to head for the castle. Is that where you're going, strangers?” Nikolai nodded, and I smiled and nodded along with him.

“Yes that's right. We were planning on heading for Castle Pasca in the morning.”
I had thought the atmosphere in the bar had been tense before, but after Nikolai's statement, that atmosphere intensified and doubled. We had sad something dirty without realizing it. Like a child who repeated a bad word heard from parents. The innkeeper's face paled, and he looked straight at me.

“No women can go to Castle Pasca.” I raised an eyebrow, and my modern sensibilities almost burst out of me. I was independent, who was he to tell me where I could and couldn't go? Nikolai felt me tense to speak, and put a hand over mine. He would get to the bottom of this, it was what he was good at.

“Sir, I cannot possibly go without my wife. Why aren't women allowed?”
But instead of a reply, the innkeeper simply crossed himself. As
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I glanced around the room, I realized that other people were doing the same. None of them would speak about the castle for more than a moment, and pushing them to explain broke taboos passed down through generations. Whatever had been in that castle years ago had spooked the people who lived down below. My sense of adventure kicked into full gear. No matter what happened, or what these locals would do to stop us, I had to see that castle. Nikolai and I ate our food for the evening and settled into our room. As I slept, strange dreams ran through my mind.

I was attacked by images of two men with dark eyes and sharp cheekbones. They were beautiful, and when they smiled I saw two fangs, far longer than a human canine. Their beauty made them uniform, almost like brothers but as I drew closer I could see differences in them. One of the men's hair carried a dark red sheen, and the taller of them had hair that was an inky blackness. I was scared, but my body was on fire, and their hands and mouths called to me in a language that was primal. I went to the pair of them and they embraced me. One took a moment to kiss me and run his hands along my breasts before passing me to the other, who suckled at my nipples and felt the wetness of my cunt. My arousal grew and my whole body became theirs. As they toyed with me, I felt depths of emotions I hadn't known were possible. My body contorted in sweet agony and their caresses drove me higher. I came once, and then again, each orgasm more ragged than the last. As the taller of the pair laid me down and was about to fuck me, I woke up. A deep sadness settled over me at the loss of my dream lovers, and the world, for a moment, was much darker than it had been before.

That dream stuck with me and as we prepared to go to castle pasca, a sense of foreboding settled in my heart and created a ball of anxiety in my stomach. I had loved being in the arms of those A VAMPIRE'S SEX GAME 

dark men, and their fangs and black eyes told me what they were: Vampire. Out here in the wilds that had inspired Dracula, it was easy to see vampires everywhere. But I was a woman who believed in science and the real world. As the day crept on I felt more and more foolish for having believed my dream. I focused on the journey and nothing else

Our hike to the castle was harder than expected. Thought it appeared to be close, there was no road to the castle. I could see signs of where one used to exist, but the villagers must have torn it up decades before I was born. The path to that fortress would actually take us most of the day to reach and it wound its' way through hills and curves and all sorts of barriers that we couldn't see from the flatlands. Nikolai gave me a pack with a few days' worth of provisions in it in case we couldn't make it back before dark and it was looking more and more likely that we would have to use it. The sun was setting, and I was beginning to have a hard time seeing my feet. It got to the point where continuing would be dangerous. We made camp and set up the tent Nikolai had bought.

“Help me gather wood before the sun goes down completely.” Nikolai tied off the last rope and the trend was complete. He pointed towards the edge of the forest and my blood ran cold. Something in me didn't want to venture into those dark woods and a thrill of terror ran down my body. I could see that my guide sensed my unease and he gestured to the just the edge.

“Gather the fallen wood, I won't be far away.” Nikolai grinned, “If Dracula comes by, scream and I’ll come running. 

“Ha ha,” I rolled my eyes, and the terror I felt lessened. I didn't know what I was even afraid of. There was only the forest, no bogeyman come and take me away. I sat my pack down with a resolute thump and moved towards the woods. I gathered a bundled of dried out sticks in my arms and walked back to camp. I
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made another trip, and still no bogeyman jumped out to claim me. I was safe, at least for now. 

I went back to gather another bundle, and Nikolai joined me. The sun was setting in earnest, and he made quick work of getting a fire started. As we sat there around the fire, Nikolai told me stories about those wild lands. In the village where his family had been born, the fear the townsfolk had shown here was the same. Vampires were a part of life and they took the young women from their beds and left fear and dread in their place.

I went to sleep with my mind full of thoughts of monsters and again I dreamed. As if I had called them, my two dark men reappeared to me, but instead of both of them taking me into their arms, the taller came to me while the shorter stayed back. I lifted up on my toes to wrap my arms around his neck and he kissed me with a thoroughness that left me shaking. His mouth found mine with such intimacy, and each press seemed to push him further into my mind. I should have worried about that dark presence blotting out everything I had known, but this was a dream. In this world, nothing could truly harm me so I simply relaxed into his embrace.

“Do you fear me?” His voice was silk and sex, and I shivered at the sound of it. He lifted my chin and I stared into eyes so black I could barely make out his pupils. I hadn't feared him a moment ago, but staring into those inhuman eyes sent a shiver of fear down my spine.

“I do now.” My voice was a quiet squeak of fear. The dark stranger smiled at me and those fangs were more terrifying up close than I had thought possible. All of the denial, and the rejection of their existence was beginning to waver. This was my dream, but these two men were far too real to be complete fantasy.

His hands ran along the curve of my waist and then tightened. The vampire's lips ran along my neck and I gasped. Those sharp teeth toyed with the tender flesh of my earlobe, and I realized that I
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couldn't feel his breath. My flight or fight kicked in with a vengeance, but it was far too late to make a difference. I had made my bed. Now my only choice was to lie in it.

“Scared is good, fear makes the conquest all the sweeter.” The gray shifting mass of dream shifted around us and we were in a bedroom. Stone floors, and a heavy four poster bed. This bedroom was ancient, and I knew that we were in the castle. With a tenderness I wasn't prepared for, he laid me down beneath him and his hand were beneath my shirt. He was like ice against my skin. Without blood he was cold, but still he moved, and he was intent on one thing only. That beautiful face looked down at me, and I wondered what possessed me to continue this madness. It was a dream, everything was in my control, or at least in theory it was. I could end this and walk away from the swirl of fear and an arousal so exquisite that it nearly verged on pain. But instead, I lifted my arms, and he undressed me.

There was a reverence to his motions that nearly verged on ceremony. As he bared more of my flesh, his eyes bore into me, devoured each inch of me as if I were a morsel to be consumed. I expected him to bite into me, to drain me like one of those vampires I saw in the movies, but each touch was done for the pleasure of it, and each kiss was done for the sake of tasting me.

I buried my fingers in the beautiful softness of his hair, and it was all the encouragement he needed. He followed me down, and his hands cupped my breasts. His cold lips ran across my stomach, and that cool touch made me gasp. Even though he was cold, each caress woke a fire inside of me.

My lover's long fingers sought out nipples, and I spasmed at the piercing sensation within me. He kneaded and pressed, and I grew warmer and wetter. As my arousal grew, he became less gentle and began to test me. He nipped at my stomach, and fear rode me hard. I thought he had finally decided to take my blood, but instead he
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nipped me simply for the sake of watching me squirm. As I writhed, he took my erect nipples between two fingers and pinched hard. All the while, he stared at me with those dark eyes, and the pain and pleasure that warred across my face made him smile.

“Lucian.” I raised an eyebrow. Was that his name? I hadn't know my dream lover's name, but my psyche seemed willing to supply one now.

“What?”
“Since you will be screaming in a moment, I thought I would give you something to yell.” I stared into his face, and saw the slightest hint of a smirk. This dark man, this figment of my imagination, was making a joke.
“I'll remember that. If you actually give me something to scream about, anyway.” That slight smile on his face died. I had a struck a nerve.
His fingers closed like a vice, and my nipples were caught in between. I bit back a scream, and that sign of defiance made him smile wider. He pinched harder and I crumbled and gave him the satisfaction of a yelp. Even though the pain was so sharp that I was beginning to throb, I didn't shout for him to release me. The pain, mixed with the start of that burgeoning pleasure, was exactly what I wanted but had never asked for. It was heightened, and each sensation built and layered together to create a feeling I never wanted to end. Lucian's mouth replaced his fingers, and he sucked with a purpose. On my ruthlessly teased flesh, his questing lips felt like electricity. My back arched and I pressed against him.
Lucian held me tight for a moment, and we melted together, flesh to flesh and a flurry of bites and caresses that left me breathless and hungry for him. I needed to taste more and more of him, and as I kissed the pale alabaster of his throat before taking that sweet flesh between my teeth, I realized that I was acting more like a vampire than he was.A VAMPIRE'S SEX GAME
He pushed me onto my back and moved down my body. I knew where he was heading, and I eagerly spread my legs for him. I could feel how wet my cunt was as cold air brushed across my lips. My dark lover stared at that place between my legs. He took in each curve, and the intensity in his eyes as he memorized me made me blush. With that same reverence, he buried himself between my legs and tasted me.
Lucian took my labia into his mouth and moved up and down, working me the whole of my cunt until waves of warmth ran through me. I couldn't come from this sensation, but it was tantalizing, and my whole body tingled as he worked me over. When he finally moved to my clit, he gave it same teasing attention, but this time his tongue sent shocks through me. My hips bucked as I rode that growing feeling and my legs twitched, but Lucian held me in place. I realized as I squirmed beneath him that Lucian enjoyed this. He was the type of man who took his pleasure from watching his partner's squirm. If I let him, he would tease me until I begged for it.
His long fingers ran along my lips then he circled my clit. I looked into those dark eyes, and he smiled at me. Seeing those fangs again made me freeze. Before me was a predator, and I had made myself vulnerable to him. I had spread myself to this creature. He was a beautiful monster, and there was no way to change that.
“The fear in your eyes,” Lucian purred, “I remember it on the face of another, from long ago.”
His words struck me with all the force of a slap and I was back in the tent. Crickets chirped in that dark gloom and somewhere I could hear a wolf in the cold. My body throbbed, and it was then as I felt the pain of Lucian’s attention in my sore nipples that the line between fantasy and reality began to blur.
In this small town, there was only one person who could look like me, and my grandmother's stories made sense. When she 
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spoke of her home here, that fear in her voice had come from experience. She had met the vampires of Castle Pasca, and it had scared her to the core. If my grandmother had left an entire country to get away from them, then I should run while I still had the chance.

“Nikolai?” I called, but there was no reply. I turned to look for my guide, but I was alone. My heart beat frantically, and I found that the dream was too fresh in my mind. I crawled to the tent entrance and looked outside. Nikolai sat by the dwindling fire. Seeing him safe filled me with relief I hadn't known I needed. After my dream I needed to see a human, to see something real in a place that felt real. But when I dreamt, that world felt like more than a dream. Those hands, those kisses, I was beginning to go crazy. It wasn't that I couldn't recognize the fantasy. How I knew my sanity was slipping is that, even with that uncertainty, that danger, I knew that if those dark men beckoned, I would crawl over glass to reach them. They were in my blood now, and it was only a matter of time before I gave in completely.

The Castle

Chapter 2

That next morning we reached Castle Pasca. Up close, I could see that no one had walked here for a very long time. The gates to a courtyard stood open and akimbo, and as we entered, I could almost imagine what it had looked like when Castle Pasca had been alive. People must have flooded this courtyard as they went about their tasks within the castle. This austere stone building had to have been beautiful in the Way Mountains were beautiful. Cold, with a hint of terror that awed those who looked upon it. As I stood there in the center of that beautiful ruin, my hands began to twitch. It was time to take photos.

I knelt and took out my whole world, but my beautiful travelling companion. I checked her over to make sure the lens was clean and that our rough journey hadn't caused and breaks, but as always, she was perfect. I got my settings and I lined up my shot. An imposing image of a front hall. I moved to the left of the courtyard into a gallery and began to shoot the beautiful wreckage.

As I worked, I could hear Nikolai off to my left as he wandered on his own. But the further we walked, the less I could hear in that inky blackness. In the main hall of the castle his footsteps were gone, but there in that darkness I heard the faintest hint of music. It was a lilting melody that twirled through the air around me. If it were an animal, I would have said that it begged me to follow it, to come forward and see what wonders it could lead me to. The sound of it carried me away, and my feet walked a path that I couldn't
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understand. I walked through halls adrift with ages of debris and through rooms of ruined grandeur. But as I continued my path took me through turns I couldn't imagine. The music grew louder and with it, the hands of time seemed to turn backwards.

The ruined rooms rebuilt around me and soon I walked in a version of Castle Pasca that hadn't been seen by living eye. It was beautiful, but my heart filled with fear. As I walked these halls, I stepped fully out of reality and into a world in a time away from time. The lines that had kept me so set in reality were destroyed, and I didn't know if I would find my way back again.

The music stopped and I had come full circle. I stood in the entrance hall of Castle Pasca as it had been hundreds of years ago. The windows were intact and made of stained glass, and as I stood there in my ratty travel gear an emotion I hadn't expected bubbled to the surface. I felt embarrassed. Out of all that was happening in my life right now, being in such a beautiful place in such ratty clothes still brought me a hint of shame.

I stood before a grand staircase leading up into the second story. Above the steps was a portrait of the two men I had come to think of as mine. Their skin was flush with life, and their eyes were human. As I looked at them, I was struck by a different kind of beauty. They had been like me once, and that primal energy they exuded hadn't existed. These two had been normal men, living normal lives before they had changed.

I climbed the steps and stared up into those human faces. “What happened to you?”
“Immortality.” The voice from my dream spoke into my ear and my whole body froze. How had I not noticed him? I had been alone until, quite suddenly, I wasn't. I could feel Lucian’sarms around me. This time there was no doubt about his existence. He exuded a coldness I had never felt before, but in that cold there was a sort of warmth. Lucian's hands ran along my body, up from my
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thighs and to my breasts. That same feeling of arousal and fear roiled through me, and I shook like a leaf beneath him. This was far too real, and I had come to these men to be devoured by them.

Lucian spun me and we were face to face. I stared into eyes like lightless pools, and again I took in the sharp cheekbones and the dreadful curve of his fangs, and the simple lack of breath. A second pair of arms wrapped around my waist from behind. It was my other man, the one with eyes even darker than Lucian’s and hair the color of a lightless sky. He lacked the gentleness of his brother. AS he explored me, his hands were rough, nearly careless, with what sensations I might be feeling. As he cupped my breasts with a force that was nearly bruising, I groaned that was nearly bruising. He ripped the collar of my shirt, but I didn't protest. I couldn't, my heart beat so hard in my ears that it was the only sound in the world, and the only sensation I could feel was their mouths and hands and they stripped me bare.

“You came,” said my nameless man behind me, “That was very brave, and very foolish.”
The last thing I felt were fangs in my neck, then I didn't feel anything at all.

Life as I know it

Chapter 3

The first thing I saw upon waking was the black eyes of the man who was still a stranger to me. I sat up, and the room came into focus. I was in the same four poster bed from my dream. But the lush fabric beneath my fingers told me that this was far from fantasy. I looked down and my travel clothes were gone. Instead I wore a gown straight from a movie. Soft white silk, that clung to my hips and breasts. It was very bride of Dracula, but in this situation it was apt.

“How long was I out?” I asked quietly. 

Something about him this man put me on my toes. He was dressed like a prince, even though I was the only one to see him. His red vest fit just so on his muscled frame. Before death had made him what he was he had been a man who took joy in his sport. The curse had only augmented his athleticism. His shirt had billowing sleeves and the neck of it lay open. I couldn't help but trace the edge of that white fabric, to admire the dark hair I saw at his chest. Even though he was inhuman, he was beautiful and everything from his stance to the full frown of his lips sang to me. He was sex, he was passion, and he would love me until I couldn't stand it.

Just as I stared at him, he stared back at me. His eyes traced the curve of my body, and I was vividly aware of how vulnerable I was in this flimsy gown. Even though the stranger reclined in his chair, A VAMPIRE'S SEX GAME 

nothing about his posture was relaxed. There was an edge of wildness to him, and the way he tracked my every move made me well aware that I was the prey in this equation.

“Long enough that I’ve grown impatient.” His long black hair was loose and fell around his face in the slightest of waves. Even though he looked at me as if I were disobeying dog, I found myself wanting to touch him, to feel those rough hands on me again. I had never gotten to truly make love to Lucian, but I had a feeling his brother was a much rougher man than he was.

“Oh, well, sorry for passing out after you chomped on me,-” I trailed off, hoping he would supply his name. His stared into my eyes, and his expression shifted slightly. I realized with a start that this austere man was smiling.

“Gregor.” he said. I waited a moment, hoping he would say more, but that was all he supplied.
“Right. Gregor.”
I moved to the edge of the bed. As I stood, my neck twinged. In a flash I remembered the pain and the way he had bit into my flesh. I remembered that being bitten made you a vampire, but I didn't feel any different. I still felt warm, and unlike the brothers I was still breathing. The strangeness of it all hit me in a rush, and my heart began to beat hard. I had to ground myself, to find something in this world that would keep me sane. I set my feet onto the cold stone floor and moved towards the window. Outside, a storm a raged. I could heard the sound of it, taste the ozone on my lips. A gust of wind tousled my brown hair and my nightgown flapped desperately in the breeze. I was beginning to panic, I could feel it in the way my hands shook and the beating of my heart in my ears. When that feeling was about to spill over, Gregor took me into his arms.
“Hush, Eva.” I was crushed against him, and those rough hands ran along my back. His hands were used to pain, used to hurting
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and that showed in the clumsy way he held me, in the way the rough pads of his palms caught on my gown. That small show of comfort broke me, and I clung to him. I wrapped myself around him and in turn Gregor held me. After a moment my panic subsided and I lifted my face to him. I stared into those dark eyes, and the urge to touch him was finally more than I could stand. I buried my fingers in his hair.

“You absolutely terrify me. Both of you.” Those silky locks slid through my fingers and gregor groaned.
“And yet, you are here.” My lover pulled me closer. There was no space between us and I could feel each hard line of him beneath me.
He was right. I was scared, more scared than I had ever been in my life, but here I was moving closer to a creature that spelled the end of me. Gregor filled my senses, and the smell of him, the way his eyes ran over each inch of me, filled me completely. I had time to turn away from this when the first dream had struck but instead I had come into their arms like a prized turkey ready for the table.
“I never said I was smart.” I retorted. For the second time, I saw that small hint of a smile. Gregor's hands were possessive. Where Lucian had touched me with a sort of reverence, gregor touched me as if he already knew me. As he fondled me, and remembered each inch of me, he took my mouth in a kiss so hard it nearly bruised. For a moment I felt fear, but that roughness touched me, my cunt throbbed in response. I opened my mouth to his, and our tongues met and intertwined with a desperation I had never felt before. In this godforsaken place, there had to be few women. For these pair of vampires, sex couldn't possibly come often.
Timidly, I ran a hand along the exposed bit of chest I had coveted, and then I let my hands run lower, and then lower still. In the dream, my hands had touched dream stuff. Now that I was awake, Gregor and Lucian were the only solid things I could touch, 
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that I could feel. This energy between us, and the way he devoured me with his eyes was the only real reality I had left. Through the fabric of his pants I felt his cock, and it was hard enough to bend steel. Gregor's whole body tensed as I ran a hand along the length of him. He was not a small man and that thrilled me. I had never taken a cock so large before and while I was a woman who was always ready for a challenge, this one might be beyond me. That hint of uncertainty slowed my hand.

I wasn't sure how to continue, but I could feel the flush of my arousal run through me. Each path it took was lit by fire and my whole body tingled from it. Most men assumed I liked to be in charge, but when it came to fucking I preferred to be given orders, to be directed and forced into whatever pleasure was on the menu

“Tell me what to do.” my voice was timid as a mouse, and I winced. I sounded so weak, so needy. I could tell that this brother jumped on weakness and used it. An expression I couldn't quite place flitted across his face and then one I knew well rose to the surface. Hunger, the kind a man could feel for a woman, or that the predator felt for its' kill.

Gregor touched me then, and that same roughness was in his touch. I could see in his eyes that my words had flipped a switch within him, and now my only choice was to follow. My lover ran his hands along my breasts, and his fingers found my nipples and tweaked them.

“You're ours, Eva.” He whispered into my ear, “Do you understand that?”
I thought about his words, and realized that it was true. From the moment I had dreamt of them they had marked me. From the moment they had shared me between them, I was ruined for anything else. Their hands and their voices and those horribly dark eyes were what I hungered for now, and being here with Gregor was what I had hungered for all this time.MARGUERITE DE LYON
“I understand.” My voice sounded weak in my ears, and the small smile gregor had shown me grew into full predator’s grin. He had me know, and I had given him permission to do as he pleased with my body.
For a moment he kneaded me, prodded me until my nipples stood at attention, and then he began to punish. His fingers pulled tighter, and then tighter. My nipples were two white hot points of pain. My whole body shook with the feel of it, but my sick mind was beginning to enjoy it. I liked the pain, and how it made me weaker, how it heightened the sex and heightened my senses until each caress burned like agony. I could see it in his eyes that gregor loved the pain in my face. He wasn’t like a normal man, whose breath hitched more turned on he became, but his lust was apparent in the line of his body and the way his caress grew more and more hurried with each touch.
Gregor picked me up and I squeaked in surprise. He had moved so fast that I hadn’t realized I was in his arms until we were moving.
“Hush now, little mouse,” gregor laid me down on the bed beneath him, “I will take care of you.”
My nightgown flowed out around my legs and I stared up at my dark man, my vampire. He didn’t follow me down, not immediately. Instead he stared at me. In that shimmery material, every line of my body was laid bare, and beneath Gregor’s gaze, I began to feel embarrassed. He stared at me in the same way that Lucian had. Taking in each detail with a sort of reverence that bordered on ceremony. Only after he had remembered me from head to toe did he kneel before me. His hands made contact with my skin and I jumped. I had not noticed how cold he was until I realized how hot my skin had become from his attention.
Gregor ignored my flinch. His hands travelled from my ankles to my calves and white cloth followed. When I was bare to the
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knee, he stopped for a moment. I am ashamed to admit it, but the anticipation of those rough hands travelling further excited me. I spread my legs and begged with every line of my body. I begged for him to continue, to not stop his attention and to bare my most secret place.

“Are you that eager for me?” Gregor asked, a hint of amusement in his voice. My only reply was to lift my gown higher. My lower half was bare, and my glistening cunt was on display.

Gregor’s smile widened and nervously, I smiled back. It wasn’t until he flipped me onto my back and raised my backside that I realize not all was well. The first smack fell without warning and the stinging surprise of it made me cry out in shock. I had only been spanked once before but it had never been like this. MY partner at the time had been timid, and he had only taken a hand to me after I nearly begged him. But this was different. Gregor spanked me with intent to hurt, he spanked me because it was how he got his pleasure.

“You’re too willful, little mouse.” He punctuated each word with a smack, and the pain in my ass grew. Tears streamed down my face and I began to shake.

“I’m sorry,” cried in between spankings. Gregor chuckled and I turned to look at back at him. That smile was so large now that his fangs were bared. I realized in that instant that this man who dominated me had shown his true colors. Sex was delivering pain, and when he delivered pain, he did it with a smile.

“Sorry isn’t good enough, you have to learn your place.” I braced myself as the spanks became harder and harder. My ass was a glorious center of pain. His spanks built a heat inside of me, and I could feel it radiating outwards. Even though all I could feel was stinging pain, even though this man was obviously a sadist, I was beginning to enjoy this. My pussy throbbed, and my cries of pain 
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mixed with quiet moans. If my place was below him and that came with pain, then I couldn’t say that I would turn away from it. Even though it was mad, I wanted more. I wanted this man to break me for my willfulness and put me back together in any way he saw fit.

I couldn’t say when each fresh blow of pain stopped. One moment, his hand forced whimpers out of me and in the next, the pain faded. I tried to look over my shoulder to see what he was up to, but Gregor’s hand connected with the back of my skull and pushed me down into the covers. I could feel him looming over me and when his lips connected with my neck it sent a shock of electricity down my spine that left me shaking. Gregor’s fingers tightened in my hair and the pain in my scalp made me yelp. I could feel his laugh echo in his chest. He was enjoying this. Toying with me was probably the most fun he’d had in centuries.

“Don’t look at me until you’re told to, whore.” His voice was a growl in my ear, and I was reminded once again that the creature above me was predatory by nature. His power was more than I could stand and I found myself relenting beneath him. I went limp and simply lay beneath him, my body on display.

Gregor laughed then and he drew away from me. I did as I was told and laid there, face buried. Not knowing what to expect was terrifying. I didn’t know what that sadist was planning, and waiting for a blow or a soft touch to land had me on high alert. The only sound in that stone room was the sound of my ragged breath. I couldn’t sense gregor at all, and that simply drove my uncertainty into a different emotion: Terror. My heart beat so hard in my ears that it won out against my ragged breaths. I hadn’t known sex could be this way. I didn’t know that a single man could inspire such fear in me. Yet, in that fear there was a choice. I wanted to continue this madness. Gregor had only just begun, and I could already tell that he in his brother had wonders planned for me that I couldn’t even imagine. I waited for his hand to land in either pain
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or pleasure, and that glorious pinpoint of uncertainty made it stronger 

Gregor made his decision and his hand connected with my cunt in the lightest of touches. Even though I shook like a leaf I was still hopelessly wet for him, and Gregor wasted no time in exploring that sensation. My lips were spread wide, and my sopping pussy was prodded.

“Look at this dirty cunt.” Gregor’s voice was all admonishment and I buried myself further into the covers, acknowledging my shame but desperate for him to continue all the same. Gregor cupped me in his hand and I jumped. If I moved, ground myself against him, I knew he would punish me. So all I could do in the face of that building warmth was brace myself and bear it.

“You’re sopping wet, you dirty little whore.” Gregor’s voice betrayed him. Seeing me prostrate before him like this must have been as huge a turn on for him as it was for me. In one smooth motion, Gregor’s plunged two fingers into me and I yelped in shock. He began to drill in and out of me, not caring if it hurt or if it wasn’t exactly what I preferred. He did as he pleased, and have my cunt used for the first time was…Sublime. I gave into the pleasure of his fingers and let myself go. Gregor forced me over into an orgasm, and I screamed my pleasure into the sheets, but his pace never slowed. The spanks renewed with a force, and each smack forced my forward. My lover was different this time, each smack hit with a force that was almost bruising. Pain bloomed across my cheeks and the spanking from earlier only doubled the pain of the spanking I received now. Tears stung the corner of my eyes, and I could feel my breaking point approaching. No matter how much I wanted him to continue, I’d be unable to take this kind of punishment for much longer.
Gregor’s hand stopped and I lay there in a puddle of my tears
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and drool, panting pathetically. Gregor ran his fingers through my hair, and the soft sensation was soothing, comforting. My shaking began to lessen and I simply laid there for a moment, enjoying the feel of those hands committed to a different purpose.

“Do you like it when I hurt you?” My whole body tensed at those words. I wanted to reply, I wanted to beg for him to touch me, but I was beginning to learn the game. It was Gregor’s job to make me face what I was unwilling to, to degrade me for the sex I desired. And in that game, it was my job to do as ordered and to stay silent until ordered to speak.

“Speak.” Gregor ordered. He began to toy with my clit. He pulled back to the hood to expose the tender bud of me, and he began to prod. I jumped at his touch. With my clit exposed, each caress bordered on pain. There were dozens of pains to be experience and in the face of the spanking I had just receive, this was nothing.

“I love it.” I gasped.
“Good, because I’ve only just begun.”
Gregor picked up his pace and hips bucked and writhed as he

ruthlessly pressed into me. My legs shook, pushed into motion by nerves beyond my control. That pleasant warmth I associated with my clit being stimulated was absent here. Instead, it was sensitive, and the warmth, tiny hot stabs of heat. I didn’t think it was possible, but I could feel an orgasm building and melding together to create something foreign.

Gregor must have felt I was close, his pace only sped. He pushed me and my second orgasm tore through every nerve. I laid beneath him, gasping. I was boneless, and after that, I floated between two states, half blissful and half conscious.
“Don’t tell me you’re done.” Cautiously, I rolled onto my side
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and looked at gregor. The flip I had switched in him had turned off, at least for now. And he was back to being the reserved vampire with the rough streak. Cautiously, I shook my head and stared into his eyes. My pussy throbbed. I was going to be sore in the morning from that alone, but I could see in his eyes that my dominant wasn’t done, not by a long shot. Now that the sex was over, I was beginning to feel shy.

“Just need a breather.” I smoothed my nightgown back across my legs, but he simply lifted it again.
“I hate to break it to you mouse, but break over.” The smile was back, and gregor grabbed me by the hips. I was forced onto my back and my legs were spread wide. Gregor stepped back and as he started to unbutton his vest, I realized why. Seeing this gorgeous creature naked was a treat, and he was allowing me to enjoy that sight in full. One by one, the buttons came undone and it fell to his feet.
Next came the shirt, we he pulled off in one smooth motion. I was left with a beautiful sight. Gregor was as well-muscled as I had guessed, and I was pleased to see that the black expanse of hair I had seen at the neck of his shirt spread down his abs and down into the waist of his pants. I had expected all of that beautiful alabaster skin to be unblemished, but Gregor’s body had a contingent of scars. Across his shoulders, snaking across his abs, and I even spotted one between his shoulder blades. It didn’t lessen that otherworldly appeal. Instead it augmented it, gave him skin with a story and a map for me to run my hands over. All that was left were his trousers, and I could see the outline of his cock from the bed. If I had been in charge, he wouldn't have teased me by each slow release of a button, but I was the submissive. Instead, I simple was allowed to lay back and enjoy. I caught the tuft of hair that continued down into his pubic hair, and then finally he was nude. MARGUERITE DE LYON
Gregor’s cock stood ramrod straight and just as I had guessed, he was a hung. My mouth fell open as I took in the length and girth of him. I wanted that beast inside of me, but at the same time, I knew I would be ruined for anything else.
“Take off your gown.” Gregor said it quietly, but it was an order. He began to jerk himself off slowly as he waited for me to comply and I was still transfixed by his member. Wasting no time I got to my knees lifted that silken thing off and over my head and laid back down. My lover grabbed my legs and dragged me to the edge of the bed. Gregor handled me so easily, and I could tell that pushing and pulling me to and fro was about as difficult as moving a kitten for him. He could put me in any position he wanted, and I was so desperate to feel his cock that I would have let him.
I bit my lip as I looked up at him, but he didn’t enter me, not yet. Instead Gregor rubbed the length of his cock along my cunt. Gregor’s threw his head back as he felt my lips slide around him, and soon his hips were shaking. He was in heaven, and his full lips spoke quiet oaths as he ground against me. I didn’t know how long it had been for him since he had last felt a woman like this, but this moment struck me as almost being…Sacred. The tip of him pushed against my clit and I moaned hopelessly with each thrust. First the head, then the shaft pushed against me. It was bliss, and I wanted to feel more of him. My hips moved in time with him and we moved faster, and faster, when Gregor’s whole body moved with each stroke, he went from rubbing against my cunt and he pushed into me in one stroke. He filled me, and then pushed further, stretching me in a way that made me moan and beg for more.
“You’re so tight,” Gregor moaned, “Has anyone ever fucked this pussy before?”
I did my best to focus on his words, but it was hard work. Gregor was fucking me in earnest, and his cock had just enough curve to push into my g-spot with each motion. I breathed out in a

A VAMPIRE'S SEX GAME 

shaky huff and nodded.
“Yes, sir.” Gregor lifted my hips. I had thought he had been 
deep inside of me before, but in this angle I could feel him
bottoming out inside of me. I winced as he pushed against my
cervix, but it turned out I was a slut for pain.
“Sir, I like that.” The smile was back, and I tensed. Too fast for
me to catch, even though he was inside of me, gregor leaned down
and stared into my eyes. Those long fingers were around my throat
and I stared up at my lover in shock, sure that my eyes were as big
as plates.
“Little mouse, this pussy belongs to us now. What do you say?”
Gregor’s hands squeezed my throat gently and I groaned. I could
feel my pussy clench and I knew he felt it as well. He could kill me 
if he chose, and the threat of that was more of a turn on then I
would have ever admitted to anyone. But the rules had changed, 
my life had changed, and this was my reality.
“Yes, sir.” I said quietly. Gregor’s smiled widened and I was
treated to an up close view of those awful fangs. I saw spit glisten
on them, and I could see it in Gregor’s eyes. That otherness, that
lack of humanity. My fear spread across my face so thickly that I
was sure he could smell it. In one long line, gregor ran his tongue
from my breasts up to where his hand closed around my throat, and 
my breath became panicked.
“Are you scared?” he said quietly.

All I could do was shake my head in the biggest yes of my life. Gregor kissed my cheek, and he pulled out of me, just slightly, but the sudden sense of being less than full was agonizing I pushed him back inside, and Gregor’s throaty chuckle morphed into a full laugh.
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I gulped, making sure that my voice wouldn’t shake. I wanted this. I wanted him to fuck me and I Wanted him to take me until I was senseless. These two were in my blood, and I needed as much of them as I could take.

“No, Sir.” I finally managed to say it. Gregor rewarded my admission by lifting my hips so high that I nearly doubled back on myself. With no warning, he began to fuck me, deeper and deeper and harder and harder until the slap of our skin meeting was loud in my ears. I had never been fucked like this before and each thrust unmade me. I was coming apart at the seams and gregor didn’t stop.

“Look at me as I fuck you.” I did my best. I truly did. He didn’t stop when I began to scream my pleasure, he didn’t stop when I began to desperately claw at his shoulders and back, and he didn’t stop as wave after wave of orgasm rolled over me. But he did stare into my eyes as he ruined me. He didn’t break eye contact for a moment, and as I began to writhe and buck, he held my head steady. Finally, Gregor came. I could feel the warmth of it inside of me, and the throbbing of his spent dick made me come again. He pushed all of it inside of me, didn’t pull out until he was sure I was filled with all that he had to give. Only then did he let himself fall to the bed beside me.

I laid there, bruised and wrecked, and more sated than I had ever felt in my life. Gregor ran his hand along my hips, possessive.
“I may have left bruises, but mark me on this, mouse.”
Gregor lifted onto his elbows and looked into my eyes.
“My brother is less kind in his sex than he appears. I leave marks, but Lucian, he breaks minds.”
I nodded, and instead of feeling fear like any sane person would at a statement like that, I smiled. I looked forward to my time with Lucian finally being consummated. I would take whatever he had to give, and I would bear those marks with pride. Gregor pulled me into his arms then and surprised me. He held me close, and the

A VAMPIRE'S SEX GAME
coolness of his flesh soothed me. Soon I my exhaustion caught up with me and I fell into a deep sleep. 

Lucian’s Stables

Chapter 4

When I woke up in the morning, gregor was gone. All I had left to remember him by was an aching pussy and the lightest of bruises at my neck. My evening with the other brother ran through my head in a blur of flesh and sex, and now that I was out of the moment, I was embarrassed enough to blush. I rose to my feet and stood in the middle of the room. The floors were still stone, the furniture still medieval, so it hadn't been a dream. The pain in every part of my body told me with each twinge that gregor had fucked me, and that the bruises he had made would remain with me for a long time.

A knock at the door. Hastily, I picked my nightgown up from the floor and put it on. Now that I was decent, I padded over the cold stone and turned the knob. I was expecting one of my brothers to greet me, or for Lucian to have come to take his turn, but I hadn't expected a maid to be waiting for me on the other side. I froze and for a moment, no one said anything. I hadn't expected to see another woman in this place, and I took in her appearance, my surprise grew.

This stranger was beautiful, and not in the way a human woman was. Like Lucian and like Gregor, there was a predatory sharpness to that beauty. Her tan skin was nearly translucent, and seemed to glow from within. The closest example I can think of to describe
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her was amber. She was dressed like a maid, but her stance was too regal for a servant. Her sharp cheekbones paired with full red lips screamed 'noble' to me. Her hair was a black and coiled behind her neck in a bun and she had the brightest green eyes I had ever seen. I was stunned into silence as I stared at her, and it must have gone on for far too long. The female vampire coughed quietly and I was brought back to the world.

“I’ve been sent to help you bathe and get ready for Lucian, miss.” Her voice was a bell, and it was the epitome of femininity and I suddenly felt inadequate. Why had those men wanted me when they had someone like this to share between them? I stepped aside and smiled.

“Of course, of course. I’m Eva, you are?” I held out my hand for her, and she took it. I was struck by the smooth cold of it, like stone given form.

“Ivanka,” Ivanka didn’t as much as walk into the room as she did float. I couldn’t help but stare at her as she moved to a door in my room and opened it. Turned out I was in a suite. As I entered, I caught the slightest hint of roses on the air. Hot water already filled the stone tub, had she come in while I was sleeping?

Before I could react, Ivanka stepped close to me. Her hands ran along my hips and I froze. Unsure of what to do. 

“Arms up, Eva.” She said quietly. A slight smile played on her lips and I realized I was being toyed with. It seemed that no matter the gender, it was in their nature of mess with anyone they came across. I did as I was told, and Eva hands went to work. Her hands lifted the silk of my nightgown and each place she touched, she
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stayed just a moment too long, or so I thought. I looked up into this tall woman’s eyes and I couldn’t see a hint of anything there. Not arousal, not mischief, she looked so blasé that I was beginning to feel like paperwork. I took a step back from her and moved towards the tub. Ivanka tracked each of my moves and I only began to feel safer after I was under the cover of water. But Ivanka removed her dress as moved towards the other end of the tub.

I had always been attracted to women, but in that moment as I watched Ivanka step into the bath, I realized that none of them were even close to matching her. She was, in a word, perfect. Her breasts were full, but not overly so, and I had a sudden urge to run my hands along her hips and to taste that place where her legs met in a V of black hair. As my desire peaked, I knew what the difference between male and female vampires was. Males created a desire in their prey that drove them to madness. Females were more subtle. They tempted, they teased, and eventually, their prey walked into their waiting arms.

I must have resembled a deer in the headlights, because Ivanka took one look at my face and laughed. The sound of it was almost joyful, and it put me at ease. I stared at her chest, and watched the ways her tits bobbed on the surface of the water. She moved close to me and I could see she had something in her hand.

“Do women not help each other wash where you’re from?” Ivanka made a circling motion with her finger and I got the gist. I turned my back and bent forward. Ivanka’s hand trailed along my back, and up to my neck. I tensed, but all she did was move my hair aside.
“Where I’m from, bathtubs are only big enough for one
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I felt the touch of the bar against my skin and then it was replaced by her hands. I nearly groaned at the feel. Against the warmth of the bath, she was so cold, and it was soothing.

“That’s a shame, you have such pretty skin.” Her lightly accented words struck me, sent a warmth through me and I blushed like a schoolgirl.

“THz-thank you.” I stumbled over my words, and I tensed. Ivanka hands wandered lower and lower, and those soft hands moved to my front. Across my breasts, and down to the tops of my thighs. When my two men had said that I was theirs, I had thought there were only 2, but Ivanka’s possessive hands began to tell me otherwise.

“And such soft thighs,” Ivanka’s breasts pushed into my back, and her voice was a purr in my ears. With all of that soft skin pressed against me, I Was having a hard time thinking straight. There was a cold energy to this seductress. She exuded calm, and I wanted to trust her, I wanted to give in to whatever she asked of me. It was obvious the maid thing had been a ruse and a part of the game she loved to play. Ivanka planned to take me, even though she had to bring me to Lucian, she wanted to be first. I didn’t know if Lucian had agreed to it, but something told me that when Ivanka became involved there wasn’t necessarily any say in the matter.

Ivanka’s lips trailed along my neck and my brain fought a losing battle. Ivanka was as beautiful as the brothers, but I hadn’t seen her, hadn’t felt her calling to me from the dark castle walls. In a fucked up sense, giving in to her felt like I was betraying Lucian and 

MARGUERITE DE LYON 

Gregor. But Ivanka’s hands were making a solid argument for her case. I couldn’t say if I was the one who spread my legs or if she did it for me, but soon my cunt was bare beneath the bath. Ivanka moaned, and the sounds of it was sensual, so loaded with sex that I grew wetter in reply. I leaned back into her and I made my decision. Ivanka may not have been who I had signed up for, but she appealed to a side of me that Gregor and Lucian couldn’t touch. I needed both sides sated, and even after sex with Gregor, even after I was more satisfied than I had ever felt before, the part of me that needed to feel a woman in my arms had never gone unfed. As Ivanka cupped my breasts, I closed my eyes and gave in completely. It was time to feed.

“You know you have to share me, right?” My voice had gone husky, and my breathing hitched. Ivanka had begun to tweak my nipples. Gregor had known how a woman’s body worked, but there was nothing to compare to the hands of someone who had the same anatomy as you. She was intuitive, and she read each twitch and shudder of my body and adjusted accordingly.

“Of course. We have been comparing notes on you, sweet Eva.” 

There wasn’t any pain in her caress, in fact it was quite the contrary. Ivanka touched me the way I would have touched myself. All softness with an edge of that inability to truly dominate anyone. We were two submissives in the same situation, and something about finding another person like me in this new world was…Comforting.

“What have you discovered?” Ivanka laid a line of soft kisses along my spine. Watered splashed around us and I turned to face my newest lover. When my back had been turned, she had let down her hair. All of that darkness fell round her heart-shaped face in
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waves, and my hands were drawn to it. I ran my fingers through her hair, over and over as I looked at her. I took in the pert pinkness of her nipples and I decided to be bold. I took the soft roundness of her breast into my mouth and began to suck.

“That you’re…Willing.” Her voice has gone breathy around the edges as I began to suckle her in earnest. Of course, willing means easy. In this situation, I couldn’t say that I wasn’t. I had said I understood who I belonged to, and that ownership was freeing, in a way. I had come to them on my own accord, and because of that, whatever came next was my choice. If Ivanka was one of them, then it stood to reason that I belonged to her as well.

Ivanka’s whole body jerked as I began to test and prod. Her skin was sweet, and I was desperate to taste more of her. I pushed back and was surprised when my lover let me move her. We floated through the water and Ivanka bumped against something and stopped. I opened my eyes to check, we had hit the edge of the tub. I pulled back for a moment and simply stared at her. She relaxed back and for the moment, was content to let me have my way. She stretched like a cat languishing in the sun and I didn’t know where to stare first. The rise of her breasts, or the way her hips wiggled as she did it.

“Come here.” Ivanka held her arms to me and I came to her happily. I kissed along any smooth patch of skin I could find and as she let me explore, I grew bolder. I ran my hands along her stomach, and then I reached that soft patch of pubic hair. I groaned quietly as I tested her clit, and she responded with a moan of her own. In this water, I knew anything penetrative was beyond us, so I contented myself with just this. I ran my fingers around the bud of her. I was rewarded with a moan and another twitch that ran down 

MARGUERITE DE LYON 

the length of her. She was so sensitive, and everything from the way her lips parted to the way she pushed into my hand drove me on.

I could see why people loved to dominate. When I had Ivanka beneath me. Everything I tried, she took pleasure in. Even when I tried to inflict pain, she would react positively and that goaded me on. I didn't think that I could actually come close to hurting her, but watching her come would be a close second. I began to rub her clit in earnest. Her moans grew ragged around the edges, and her eyes rolled in ecstasy. I could feel in the way her hips twitched that she was getting closer. I kissed Ivanka hard, then and our tongues met and twined. I pressed into her, desperate to be as close as possible.

Skin against skin, I began to move faster and Ivanka came against my hand. I held her close with my free arm, and took each shake and groan against my lips as a mark of pride. Little by little, her orgasm receded. Ivanka smiled lazily back at me, looking for all intents and purposes like the cat who got the cream. Now, it was my turn. Ivanka pushed me towards the other side of the tub, but she didn't stop there. When my butt bumped the other side, her hands cupped under my cheeks and lifted. I knew what she wanted then and I spread myself wide. Ivanka stared at my cunt and I spread my lips so she could see inside of me. I saw it in her eyes then, that same predator's glint I had seen in Lucian and Gregor. She may be gentler than my two men, but at the base of it all, they were the same.

Ivanka leaned forward then, I watched her nostrils flare slightly as she took in my scent. Our eyes locked, and ivanka's lips connected with the tender flesh of my thigh. I tensed. In the back of my mind, I expected ivanka's fangs to dig in, but she seemed focused on tasting me in every other way possible. Her lips
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caressed my thighs with the same reverence. I was beginning to think that humans in castle pasca were a luxury, or at least, ones who were willing to fuck were. My whole body was a light from her kisses, and my chest heaved as she kissed her way towards the softness of my pussy. By the time her lips made contact, I was frantic to find release.

I buried my fingers into long black hair and I pressed that pretty face into my cunt. Ivanka complied gladly, and ran the length of her tongue along the length of me. Her head bobbed as she worked me over, and I groaned. She was thorough, and her lips moved with an attention to detail that I appreciated more by the second. My hips moved in time with her, making her motions even faster than before. When she finally moved to my clit and began to press, my whole body shook. Ivanka's mouth was the only focus I had in that moment, and her tongue moved in patterns and circles that made me moan louder and louder. My fingers tightened in her locks, and I knew that any human woman would have cried out in pain, but I was human. Could I even truly hurt her, make her mewl pathetically the way gregor and Lucian did to me? I came, and any musings I had blew away in my release.

I nearly fell off the edge of the tub, but something wet and soft caught me. I looked up into green eyes. Ivanka had done the vamp thing and moved faster than I could see. She wrapped her arms around my waist and she kissed the top of my head. For a moment, I could pretend she was human. Her skin still retained some of the warmth from the bath, and I realized as she held me that she pretended to breath. I closed my eyes and ran my hands along her smooth arms, but the moment wasn't meant to last.
“Now that we've had our fun, it's time to let Lucian have his.”
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Ivanka kissed my cheek and hand in hand we walked back into the bedroom. There was a wardrobe full of clothes, and my third lover wasted no time in finding something both beautiful, and easy to remove, for me to wear. Now that the ruse of her being a mad was over, Ivanka changed into an outfit to compliment mine. The last touch was a pair of collars. My ownership had been marked upon me like I was a dog, but I felt calm. This was just how it was, and how it would be, until they decided my fate.

*** 

Ivanka led me down to the courtyard and from there, to the stables. As a city girl, stables evoked images of horses and the smell of hay, but the only thing I saw as I entered was the sight of chains. Ivanka led me past empty mangers and I stared into each one, to too curious to do otherwise.

“Lucian has...Unique, tastes.” She explained. As we passed a manger with a wooden triangle set on four feet, I couldn't help but agree. The chains and bonds were medieval, but it was obvious when we got closer to the back that they were less for animals and more for humans. The back of the stable had been turned into one clear empty space. Across the back wall was a collection of things that made me both cringe and grow wet in anticipation. Floggers, canes, and whips of every size were hung up in neat rows from left to right. In the middle of it all, with a riding crop across his lap, was Lucian.

Lucian was dressed to ride horses, but there wasn't a single horse in sight. I took in the cut of his trousers, and I breathed out, shaky. I could see the outline of his cock through the cream of his pants, and I nearly salivated at the sight. He was a beautiful man, and I wanted him badly, even before he had started to touch me.
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Lucian sat just like his brother had when I first saw him, but there was a key difference. There was a more human edge to Lucian, and that, against all odds and instincts, put me more at ease. As he reclined in his wooden chair, I didn't get a second sense of danger, I saw a man biding his time. As we stepped towards him, he broke into a smile.

“Ah, my matching dolls have finally arrived! Wonderful.” 

I looked at Ivanka with a raised brow. I suppose, if you ignored the fact that Ivanka was model quality while I was girl next door, that we looked a like at first glance, but she was slimmer than I was. She had let our black hair fall in its' natural waves, and I realized as I stared at her, that our dresses were identical except for the color. I wore green, while Ivanka wore white. In a way, the fact that we were slightly different almost seemed planned if you looked at us as a whole. My humanness was the appeal in this situation, and that plain quality made Ivanka more beautiful in a strange way. If Lucian wanted us to be dolls, then dolls we were.

Lucian rose from his seat and he walked over to us so casually that it was almost a swagger. With a careful motion he tucked his riding crop beneath his arm and reached for Ivanka. Lucian was taller than her, and looking up into his eyes required both of us to incline. An expression passed between the two of them, and I could almost swear that a whole conversation moved between their eyes. Then, Lucian patted her cheek and smiled. In that grin I saw exactly how these two men were related. It had the same sadistic streak in it, the same promise of pain for the sake of pain.

“I can smell Eva all over you, naughty girl.” Lucian looked between the pair of us, and my embarrassment splashed across my
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“You wanted to be first, didn't you?” Ivanka gave him the smallest of nods, and I knew she was going to be punished for that. Perhaps that had been a part of the game from the start, and the sex with me had only been a perk.

I ducked my head, trying to make myself as small as the nickname gregor had given me, mouse... But my luck had run out. Lucian's hand wrapped around my chin and I was staring into another pair of dark eyes. In this light, I could see hints of blue in them.

“How was she?” Lucian's asked. 

I tried to describe what my time with Ivanka had felt like, but my tongue was like lead. I stumbled over ways to describe the smoothness of her skin, and the way she tasted when I kissed her, but the words wouldn't come. Ivanka smiled at me, encouraging me to say anything, but I couldn't force a thing out.

“Does your silence mean you'd prefer to demonstrate?” Lucian's smile was wicked, and I realized the trick. He had made me mute for the fun of it. My tongue came unstuck, but there was no time for me to protest. This man wanted us to fuck right there, on the floor, while he watched. I knew the sex would be depraved, but I honestly couldn’t say I had ever fucked on the floor of a stable before. Ivanka pulled me into her arms and kissed me hard. I soon lost myself in her embrace and I let my hands wander. I heard the scraping of a chair, and we broke contact only long enough to see what was happening. Lucian had grabbed his chair and pulled it closer so he could watch the show up close and personal. It felt
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awkward to stand there in front of this man, but Ivanka's kisses were insistent, and I was able to block his out, and soon she was my only focus. Our fingers ran through hair and I found myself fondling the softness of her ass. We ground against each other, desperate to feel more and to taste more and more until we fell to the floor. Ivanka landed on top of me, and her hands lifted the front of my dress. I let out a quiet moan as she went straight for my clit. There was no foreplay this time, and I found that I was too aroused to care.

I threw my head back as wave after wave of warmth spread through me. My mind was a blank and my orgasm was nearing, but I was still conscious enough to appreciate Lucian. He leaned back in his chair and the flap of his trousers lay open. In his fist he held his cock, and I watched him jerk himself off. He wasn’t as girthy as Gregor, but what he lacked n width he well made up for with his length. I looked up at my fellow sub and she was staring at Lucian’s dick with the same hard focus I was. We were both aching to feel him/ Ivanka pushed two of her fingers into my pussy and began to fuck me. I ground against her hand, a need to be filled raged through me in that moment and Lucian simply watched.

“Sit on my face, “Ivanka was quick to comply. 

Her round cheeks hovered above me for a moment and I was able to stare up into her glorious cunt. I grabbed the other woman’s hips and groaned as her ass and pussy enveloped me. I began to lap at her like rabid dog, working my whole face into eating her pussy. She tasted sweet on my tongue, and I spread her wide. I buried my tongue into her whole and began to use it to fuck her. The way she squirmed above me was exquisite. A groan from Lucian confirmed that it was just as good for him. Ivanka began to grind into my face
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and I desperately licked her. I held her in place, and each tremble was another feather in my cap. Ivanka’s pace became desperate. I moaned in ecstasy. Somewhere I could feel that Lucian now stood above us but I was too far gone to care. The only thing I cared about in that moment was the taste of her. I felt Ivanka move above me and I looked into Lucian’s eyes. He rubbed ivanka’s cheeks with a sort of possessive air, and now that he had my attention, he spread her wide.

“Lick her asshole, Eva.” The command was so filthy that it shocked me for a moment. I had never done anything like that for someone before. I had done anal, even toyed with a dildo both in myself and others, but the thought of putting my mouth into a place that was, by its’ nature, absolutely dirty made me pause.

“W-what?” I paused, and I stared into his eyes, looking for a sign that he was joking, but his face was stone. 

“Are you denying an order, mouse?” Lucian smiled, and the effect of his fangs weren’t lost on me, “It hasn’t even been a fortnight and you’re begging for me to punish you.”

Punishment. My eyes wandered to the back wall and my graze trailed over each new instrument of torture. While I knew that whether I liked it or not my time to test each of these instruments would come, I knew that stumbling into a punishment would make my first time under the lash all the rougher. I tapped ivanka’s bottom. I may not love this, but if my dominant demanded it, then it was my job to try.

Ivanka scooted forward and I was face to face with her second hole. Here she was a shade darker than her pussy, and I was
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fascinated. I pushed against the tight rosebud of her and she spread easily. I pushed my finger in deep to her ass and she accepted with ease. Fascinated, I pushed another finger in, then a third, and still Ivanka showed no strain. I began to fuck her, and I was transfixed by the way she stretched and each time I pulled out, it felt as if her sphincter tightened to suck me back in.

“Do you like that?” I called to my partner. In reply, Ivanka’s whole body shook and she began to move her hips. The act of her second cunt moving over my hand made my pussy throb and I moaned at the sight of it. Ivanka was a whore, and the fact that I had my hand inside of her only took me down with her. I spread my legs wide and Ivanka lowered herself to my cunt and began to lick me. That wonderful mouth took in each part of me and in turn, her eagerness to fuck me orally made me move in and out of her ass with more purpose.

“My two whores. “ He sounded so proud of us, and that pride was almost surreal in this situation. To a man like Lucian we were little more than toys that moved and breathed at his beck and call. We were made to be played with, and eventually, all toys were meant to be broken.

Lucian kneeled above me and his long cock bobbed as he moved. I could see the veins along the shaft of it, and the way his foreskin gathered just below the pearly sheen of the head. I could imagine it being rammed down my throat, choking on the expanse of it and I groaned. I wanted to taste him, but I had my orders. I tested the tight ring of nerves in Ivanka’s second hole and got a twitch in reply. I felt a large hand on the back of my head. I was pushed deeper into her.
“Eat her like the slut you are, mouse.” Lucian’s voice was like
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steel. Lucian was ruthless, and unlike gregor, his role as a dominant was a mask for him. It wasn’t an impulse, it wasn’t so much how he got off, even though that was a part of it, but the fact that he needed to control was simply him. Lucian didn’t control in order to watch his submissive thrive, he controlled because there was no other way for him to live.

I could feel Ivanka shaking as I ate her ass. I buried my face into her cheeks and Lucian’s hand was only encouragement. I lost myself in her tightness, and it paid off with ivanka’s attention to my cunt becoming more frantic, more hurried as I pushed her into to coming. Ivanka’s throat was ragged by this point, and her moans were nearly hoarse. Making her come again was satisfying, and it satisfied a sadistic streak I didn’t even know I had. Even though her orgasm shook her like a leaf, Ivanka’s mouth never wavered from my pussy. Even a she shook, she managed to make me come, and after the shocks, I laid beneath her, spent.

“That was quite the show, ladies.” Lucian stood above us. He had stripped off his shirt, and I was treated to the site of alabaster skin. Unlike Gregor, his skin was the type of flawless I had expected. He was muscular, but he still retained a layer of fat to soften the harsh lines. He was still rock hard, and I was still desperate to choke on him. I gently pushed against my lover and she rolled off and away. We sat there in only our collars and stared up at him, tensed to jump whatever command he offered.

Lucian’s tapped his boot against the wood, and he pointed at the spot before his feet. “Crawl.”
On hands and knees we moved towards our master. I watched Ivanka’s hips sway and the full motion of her breasts as they
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swung on a pendulum’s path. Then we reached Lucian and I was treated to the sight of him. He was all pale skin and power, and his dark eyes looked straight through me. I could feel

“Up on your knees, girls.” Lucian ordered, hand trailing along his shaft. “Heads together.” 

Ivanka and I scooted closer. We pressed against each other and opened our mouths wide. Our breasts pressed together and as we waited, we let our hands wander. I could see in her eyes that she was as desperate to taste Lucian as I was, and the sight of him above us made her just as wet as it made me. Having someone beside me who was so ready to degrade themselves was comforting. The fact that she had let me devour her pussy didn’t hurt either.

Lucian laughed at the sight of us, but he gave us what he wanted. Our man grabbed the base of his cock, and he delivered a smack to my cheek that stung enough to bring tears to my eyes. He did the same to Ivanka and then went back to me, my cheeks were pink by the time he was done and I still wanted more. My mind was a haze, and the only thing I could focus on was the soft flesh of the woman next to me, and the stiffness of that beautiful dick.

“You’ve been such good little whores for me,” Lucian’s voice was nearly a purr, “Do you want my cock?” 

I don’t remember what we said in reply, but I know that whatever it was, it stank of our desperation and our lust for him. Lucian flopped his cock, balls and all onto my face. I took in the smell of him and I couldn’t stand it. He was iron, and earth, and there was a scent below it all that was pure sex, pure attraction.
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Ivanka desperately lapped at his cock and her tongue ran along my cheek in her haste. I joined her, and our lips wrapped around his member from either side. I heard him moan then, and I looked up into his eyes. That rational side of Lucian had faded, and he was a slave to his lust as much as we were. Lucian gently pried us from his cock and I pouted.

“Say ‘aah’” I only had a moment to open my mouth before Lucian rammed himself into the hilt. He pushed himself into my throat and my whole body gagged. He didn’t relent, and my gag reflex fought back with a vengeance. Only when he was sure that I had stopped chocking did he start to fuck me hard and fast. His fingers knotted in my hairs and he pulled, hard. That pain forced a moan out of me, and the sensation of chocking and being filled was over far too soon. I watched Lucian do the same to his other submissive. I watched in awe, arousal, and with the strange bond of our sisterhood as ivanka’s eyes welled with tears and her throat stretched to accommodate. He alternated between us, using our throats as he pleased, and rubbing each and every inch of our upturned faces with the length of his shaft. My throat was ragged by the time he was done.

Lucian no longer commanded so much as he pushed and shoved. He was far too impatient to wait on us to comply. Ivanka was laid on her back, and then Lucian picked me up and laid me on top. He tied our hands together, and lined us up just so. I could feel Ivanka beneath me, our hands were bent and tied, just enough to keep us stable.

He didn’t enter either of us at first. Instead, he pushed his cock between the soft haven our two cunts had created and he began to move. His cock pressed against my clit and my whole body came A VAMPIRE'S SEX GAME 

alive. Those nerves, hopelessly teased and ruthlessly forced open over the course of my time with these 3 were raw, but my body was getting used to the abuse. I was even beginning to enjoy it. I stared at Ivanka and I wondered. How many times had she given in to this treatment? Had she come to them as a naïve human, just like I was? I knew that I was becoming addicted to everything about them, from the way they smelled to the way they moved. They filled my skin and each breath of was theirs.

Lucian was done rubbing between the pair of us, and he began with Ivanka. I watched her eyes close in rapture as he fucked her hard and fast, all thoughts of foreplay gone. I thought that it was my turn to have my pussy filled, but instead I felt something cool against my ass. I strained to turn and see what he was doing, but there was nothing for me to do. My hands were bound and turning would have required breaking a limb.

“Gregor was first for your cunt,” He explained as he began to push, “And I don’t do sloppy seconds.” 

I did my best not to tense, and Lucian had at least some courtesy. He had made himself wet enough to take off most of the sting, but that was where Lucian’s concern ended. Lucian spread my ass in one stroke and I screamed. It felt as if he had split me in two, and for a moment, I was on fire. It was too tight, and Lucian’s thrust felt alien. Lucian held me in place and his pace only quickened. I started to acclimate to it, and the feel of him moving in and out of me became pleasant.

“How does it feel, Eva?” Ivanka’s tone held the slightest twinge of jealousy. She was an anal whore, I began to realize. With the length of him inside of me, and the way he pistoned, I was MARGUERITE DE LYON
beginning to understand why. 

I could feel from his thrusts that his intention was to fill me with his seed and I was desperate for it now. I raised myself as high into the air as I could and Lucian took it as his cue. He dug his hand into my hips and the pain of it paled in comparison to how he began to pile drive. Lucian pulled his cock out in one large stroke and then back in, over and over, until I came. My orgasm brought Lucian to completion as well, and I could feel the warmth of his cum as it pushed inside of me. I burrowed into the softness of ivanka’s neck as Lucian filled me with every last drop. When he was done, the emptiness of his left me gaping.

Lucian undid our bonds and we laid there in a pile of spent flesh and sweat. Now that his appetites were sated, Lucian’s showed another side of him. He was gentle, in a way, and he ran his hands along my body with a possessive ease.

“What do you think, Ivanka? Should we keep our little mouse?” 

“Definitely. She’s more fun than I expected. ”Ivanka’s green eyes sparkled as she stared at me, and we shared another kiss, and we each kissed Lucian in turn. I didn’t know what to expect after this night. I knew that Gregor would want me again, and that Lucian and Ivanka would as well, but I didn’t know much beyond that. I had no idea if they would turn me into one of them, or if I was simply meant to wither away here. But I had never felt so alive before this, and going back to the world outside the castle was no longer an option. For as long as they would have me, I would be their toy.
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