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The Boys



Jacques absentmindedly tousled Alain’s dark locks as he spoke softly following their interrupted lovemaking. Alain's rigid cock still throbbing with need against his thigh.

“Sigh, 100 years is nothing but a scratch on the surface of my life, why does 'King' Nacisto insist I sire an heir now?” Jacques made quote signs with his fingers when he said "King"

Alain stirred, wrapping his arm tighter across Jacque’s chest, running his fingers teasingly over his rippling pecs.

“First of all, he is your father, you are far too old to cling to the charade of the rebellious teen.  Second of all, he just wants to make sure the line is strong.  He’s 1000 years old and one day he will leave this realm and New Orleans will pass to you.”

“Trust me, that old man is never going to die. At least not while I might inherit the throne.  He hates me.”

Jacques was the only son of the Vampire King Nacisto.  Their family had ruled the Louisiana Vampires for millennia and Jaques was the last of the distinguished line.  At 147 years old, he was still young, but he spent the past 100 avoiding his princely duty of siring an heir.  It wasn’t that he was against the prospect of bedding a willing mortal woman without turning her.  Like most vampires, Jacques found himself attracted to all genders.   No, Jacque’s problem was what came after when the child needed a father figure.   As a Prince, he couldn’t abandon the child to the mortal life, instead, it would fall to him to teach him how to feed off of mortal lust and the archaic, yet still sometimes necessary blood.  Only freely given, of course. Vampires had evolved over time and no longer followed the barbaric acts of draining unwilling victims. 

“Besides, Jacque, I’m 200 and have never even been with a human woman. I often wonder how she will taste “. 

Alain bared his fangs and then playfully bit Jaque’s chest, leaving a tiny bite mark over his right nipple.

“Can’t you just go out and find someone and bring her to me?  You know I cannot stand crowds.”

Alain laughed.  “You, the mighty Vampire Prince afraid of a human crowd? You know that wouldn’t work.  She needs to fall for you and be fully aware of what she is getting into.”

“And where are we going to find someone like that?  It isn’t like we can go out during the day and in this day and age, no one is scared of Vampires any longer, they just want to take selfies with us or hunt us.”

“I know just the place.  I scored us two tickets to the hottest private Halloween party in town.”

“The Nola Fantasy Ball? Who did you have to bite to get that one.”

It took a minute for Alain to answer. "Not anyone at all, sadly. It seems the organizers were hoping the Prince of Vampires would attend their event so they sought me out." Alain expected Jacques to be angry after his earlier complaint about selfies. Instead, Jacque’s face brightened. 

The most difficult ticket in town, the fantasy ball drew an exclusive group of movers, shakers, and coeds. The costume contest was known worldwide and it had become a popular event among the local monsters where they could let loose without fear of being attacked.

“Why didn’t you say so earlier, lover? 

Jacques planted an excited kiss on Alain's lips, revitalizing their earlier passion. He felt Alain's manhood return to attention. For a moment, he considered finishing what his father had so rudely interrupted earlier but then panic took over.

Oh fuck, Alain, I don’t have anything to wear. Get up and call the car, we need to find ourselves some proper attire. We are going to a Ball.”

Alain smiled softly. Jacques had been moping around so much lately that it was great to see him excited about something again.
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Anna Marie



Saturday was finally here. Ever since I received the silver-foiled invitation notifying me that I was this year's winner of two tickets to the NOLA Fantasy Ball, I have been anticipating today. Everyone knows New Orleans is famous for Mardis Gras, but only locals are aware of the most extravagant and wild private party that is only referred to as "the NOLA". Attended by celebrities and upper-class guests, the event is invitation only, invited by the mysterious party host. As no one is certain who does the inviting, it is next to impossible to get your name on the guest list with the exception of two tickets. Each year, a lottery is held and the winner is randomly selected from the thousands of applicants.

When my best friend, Lorelei, recommended we put our names in the annual ticket lottery for the big event, I didn't hesitate. Halloween was my favorite holiday. Not only did it bring out my crafty cosplay skills, but it allowed me to drop all inhibitions and be the wild and crazy girl that my conservative upbringing and studious nature never allowed. Every one-night stand I ever had came after a Halloween party as did a large percentage of my firsts. First blow job in a bathroom, my first time getting fingered in public, First time fucked in handcuffs. Besides, I was in a funk. My thirtieth birthday was approaching in November and three months ago dumped my narcissistic boyfriend after 5 years because he refused to commit to a wedding date. I always thought I would be married, with children, by this point in my life and I was beginning to feel as if I missed my window. The dating pool seemed unbearably thin.

As for the contest, I never thought I would win. The odds of winning the tickets to the party held at a mansion in the Garden District where only the wealthy usually tread were astronomical. So when I checked the mail and found the invite, I nearly fainted. Lorelei thought I was pulling her leg until I sent a photo of the ornately formatted letter. Maybe this was an opportunity to be swept off my feet by my future husband. At the very least, maybe I would find some lucky man who would take care of my more prurient needs. I hadn't been laid since the breakup and the frustration, combined with my work stress, had built up. I worked for a small game design firm where I slaved daily. As a rookie, it was my role to work late nights in the debugging lab fixing everyone else's errors. I was great at it, of course, but 60+ hour work weeks were wearing me down and I rarely had time or energy to hang out with friends, let alone date. The money was great, but it left me exhausted.

Of course, scoring an invite to the ball came with some additional difficulties.  Not only was it an invite for two and I had no date to bring, but where would I find a suitable costume? Normally this wouldn’t be much of an issue.  I always loved dressing up for the holiday and had become adept at sewing costumes by hand.  I even had a large chest filled with old favorites I could still fit into. However, this party was frequented by the elite and everyone attending spent significant money on their outfits. Some would be wearing Dior, Chanel, and Versace-designed costumes. With my skills, I could produce costumes to impress my friends, but there was no way I could compete with those names and budgets. Always looking on the bright side, I did have some money saved up that I could use for materials. Although I wasn't up to the task, my friend Lorelei was the owner of a small boutique dress shop and might be the solution to both issues.  It had been a while since my best friend and I partied together, but we were still thick as thieves. We were still young and pretty enough to break some hearts. I couldn't text something this amazing so I showed up unannounced just as she was closing the store.

“Omg, Anna, that is so awesome, I’ve been waiting for an opportunity to liven up your wardrobe and I have some ideas if you are ok with something daring.  Oh god.  What will I wear? How much time do we have?  Two weeks? Damn. Stand here, let me measure you.”

Lorelei spoke a mile a minute as she excitedly tossed out ideas while taking my measurements.  Together, we came up with a theme that would match my natural red hair. After ten minutes of searching through the online fabric catalog, Lorelei excitedly pointed out the perfect match.  

“You are going to look awesome, Anna.  The black lycra and the red faux fur are an exact match for your hair.  The men are going to drool over their sexy little fox.  Now what are we going to for a tail.”

For thirty minutes, we searched for a suitable tail but the premade ones they found looked amateurish and Lorelei rejected several because the furry cloth would be too heavy to attach to the back of the costume.  When I was about to tell her to just order the cheap-looking one, Lorelei yelled, “Eureka!” in her quirky fashion. “Why didn’t I think of this before?  I know what to do, but you have to promise to trust me.”

“Of course, you are the professional.”

“It's going to show a lot of skin, Are you sure you can handle a spicy costume?”

“I know I seem innocent and all, but I have my moments.  Remember the sexy witch? Half the dorm could see I wasn't wearing any panties. Halloween always brings out my inner slut.  Besides, I haven’t had sex in so long that I think I am becoming a virgin again.”

Lorelei chuckled. “It hasn't been that long, but I guarantee that in this costume you won't get past the front door without someone trying to hook up with you.  Go along now.  I have some magic to work. I'll bring it by tomorrow evening. Remember, you promised"

As I left her shop, my stomach quivered with excitement. To think I was going to the NOLA and, if my costume turned out even half as hot as her quick sketch, I was going to get a lot of attention.

I fell asleep that night to a very vivid dream.

I was on my back, my short skirt flowing about my waist. Strong arms pinned my wrists over my head. A blond-haired man, naked, except for a mask, loomed over me, piercing me with his beautiful hazel eyes. His chest muscles rippled with excitement. A small faded scar over his right breast seemed to throb red. I felt his cock pressing against me, the thick tip spreading my folds. Desire flooded through my body. I wanted him inside me. Why wasn't he inside me? I tried to speak, but the only sound I could muster was a whimpered plea.

"Anna." His voice was a deep baritone and seemed to echo in my mind. "Anna, tell me what you want."

Again, I tried to speak, but all I could say was "Please."

That was enough for this mystery man. With a slow thrust, he slid his impossibly long rod into my need until he filled me. With each increasingly strong thrust and retraction, my arousal surged. The familiar feeling of impending orgasm tingled from head to toe. I thought I couldn't last long, but his thrusts continued, taking me to heights I never imagined were possible. I heard myself screaming in ecstasy, begging him to put his cum inside me. I was beyond the care of getting pregnant I craved it. The idea that he would impregnate me with his orgasm sent shudders through my torso. I wrapped my legs around his hips and pulled him close. Just then he announced he was going to come and…

I woke, my body quaking with an orgasm. My pussy and the sheets were soaking wet. The clock read 1:15 a.m. I still can't remember orgasming from a dream before, but damn, this felt good. So good, that I felt a need to use my toy to bring myself to another climax just so I could fall back asleep.

Sadly, no more dreams occurred for the remainder of the night. When I woke, the dream was still unusually clear and I was still dripping. Even a cold shower only managed to dull my arousal. I spent the day cleaning the house until it sparkled. Even when my mother used to come over for a visit, the house was never this clean.

It seemed like an eternity, but Lorelei arrived just after dusk carrying a garment bag.

"Lorelei, that's fancy, you didn't have to put it in the bag."

"They said it might rain and I didn't want your costume getting wet. I hope you like it."

"Of course I will. Come in, I am dying to see it."

Lorelei carefully removed the skimpy outfit from the bag. It consisted of a silken bra top woven from a shimmering silver silk. Thin red straps from just under my breasts were strategically placed across my back and stomach to support the extremely short, matching skirt. The hem of the skirt and bra were covered with the very realistic-looking fur we had chosen. I reached out and felt the soft material. Red-shimmering silk panties were held to the hanger by a clothespin. I was glad it wasn't a thong. I wasn't ready to show the party-goers everything right away.

"Oh my god, it is perfect. One question though, why do the panties have this slit in the back?"

Lorelie smiled wickedly. "That's for the tail. Remember, you promised to trust me." She reached into the bag, removing the most beautiful matching tail. The bright red fur mixed with the dark maroon and light orange streaks. I caressed the fur until my hand struck something small and shiny. A rounded metal bulb was attached to the end.

"Lorelei! Where is that supposed to go?" My face was crimson, but not from anger. I had never used a butt plug, but I had seen enough of them to know what it was. Lorelei was aware of my anal fantasies.

"Trust me, you'll love it, and no one will know. Besides, it will look more authentic if it is in the proper spot instead of on the top of your ass like the store costumes."

"I'll know. I've never had something that big in my ass." My face now matched the costume if the heat coming from my cheeks was any indication. I would be lying if I said the thought of attending the party with my back door filled didn't turn me on and the more I examined it, the less imposing it looked.

"See," Lorelei ran her hand over my bottom, "you like the idea. If it gets uncomfortable, you can take it out. Now go try it on so I can see if any adjustments are needed." Her smirk told me she knew there wouldn't be any adjustments and just wanted to see me wear it.

The costume fit perfectly, hugging my curves and accenting my chest. It daringly showed my cleavage without exposing my nipples. Even the skirt was long enough, thanks to the fringe, that I could maintain modesty as long as I wished. I stared at the shiny metal triangle at the end of the tail. It was fascinating. How it would fit in my tiny little hole, I had no idea, but I have had fingers in there before.

"What's taking so long?" Lorelei said from the door. Embarrassed, I fumbled and nearly dropped the plug into the sink.

"Here, let me show you." She rummaged through my cabinets until she found a stash of lubricant I use for my vibes. "Perfect, water-based. I suggest bringing some with you to the party. You may need to refresh every hour or so." She lathered it generously and then handed me the bottle. "Put some on your opening and inside the rim. Then spread your anus by sliding a finger in and swirling it slowly in an expanding motion." Lorelei made a swirl with her finger. She was enjoying this too much.

"Expect it to hurt at first, but leave it in until bedtime and I promise you will be accustomed to it…and dripping wet."

She turned away and I started spreading the cold gel around my opening. The sensation was surprising. Maybe it was due to the remnants of arousal from last night's dream, but the pain I felt was partially offset by tingles of pleasure as I used my finger to widen my hole. As if offering to help lubricate me, my pussy began leaking. It was a slow and painful process but my arousal made the pain bearable and a few minutes later, the toy pushed inside my anus with a soft pop.

"Looks fantastic, Anna! Now walk with it. You need to practice."

Walking was a struggle. The first few steps I felt like I needed to poop. It was tough to do much other than waddle awkwardly. By the fifth lap around the room, I could feel it getting easier. Lorelei hadn't lied, the cold metal shifting with each step began awakening my arousal.

"What are you wearing, Lorelei?"

"Oh, it's not finished yet, but here, look at this."

She held her phone to my face. On her display was a model wearing a microdress torn in several places. The model also had fangs.

"That is the hottest vampire I have seen." I was glad she went a completely different route than mine so we wouldn't seem like a couple. We were best friends and had spent some nights experimenting, but I didn't want any eligible bachelors thinking I was taken.

"I chose a more subtle, traditional look so I wouldn't draw attention from you. You're going to knock 'em dead."

"So are you, your dress is as short as mine and those rips reveal a perfect amount of side and underboob.

As I looked in the mirror, I knew Lorelei's assessment of my costume was right. I am confident in my looks and always got my fair share of attention from men because of my flaming locks and my flashing green eyes but I have never considered myself sexy or stunning. The costume changed that. The way it enhanced my B-cups and accented my hips made me look beautiful. Lorelei's handiwork brought out the best of me and I felt glamorous for the first time I could remember. Would it be enough to fit in with the elite crowd at the ball? That remained to be seen, but at least I felt confident that I wouldn't seem out of place.
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Have a Ball



La Chaude Maison was a sprawling estate—white columns connected with white fencing around the upper-level patios.  In a way, it reminded me of the fraternity houses on my alma mater's campus only larger and fancier.  Tonight, the hosts had outdone themselves, turning the lawn into a cemetery populated with skeletons, zombies, and spider webs.   Further along the path to the entrance, a display of animated vampires, pumpkins, and ghosts welcomed guests with jump scares and moans.

As Lorelei and I approached, I took a deep breath.  I wore the tail daily for a week and no longer felt pain. However, the fullness, coupled with the excitement of the party, had me on the edge of orgasm since we entered the limo.   It didn’t help that Lorelei teased me mercilessly, tugging lightly on the fur or caressing my thigh, causing ripples of arousal.  She looked stunning in her dress and more than once I thought about having the driver pull over so we could enjoy each other before the party. Maybe after, if we didn't find a lover.

I had no real idea what to expect from the party.  Because of the celebrity presence, the event was kept mostly confidential. Even the location changed every year. Sure there were rumors and leaks of hookups each year, but they were so outrageous, they were assumed to be false or exaggerated.  

A stodgy butler dressed in a Lurch costume greeted us at the door.  He certainly had the height to pull it off.  It was both entertaining and creepy.  The interior was as lavishly decorated as the lawn.  I felt transported into a world of myths and legends as tendrils of fog floated through the air.  The roar of a monster nearly stopped my heart as I entered the anteroom which led to the main ballroom and nearly smacked into a mechanical werewolf.  

Every detail was painstakingly crafted, from the fake body parts scattered along the floor to the skeletons and ghosts projected on the walls.  I was so stunned by the decor I bumped into someone as I tried to find a place to put the overcoat I wore to hide my outfit until I was inside.  

“Pardon Moi, Mademoiselle, a man dressed as the candle from Beauty and the Beast exclaimed.  “Please, let me take your coats.” He scuttled away without batting an eye at our nearly naked bodies.  For the first time this evening, I was hit by the full effect of Lorelei’s costume.  She looked deliciously frightening. In addition to the clothes and fangs, she had painted her face white with a trickle of blood at the corner of her mouth. Memories of the few times in school, when we experimented with each other’s bodies flooded my already wet pussy.  I didn’t have time to react as my hand was grabbed by a stranger dressed as Alice’s rabbit who dragged us into the main room. 

“Hurry hurry, we mustn’t be late.” He spoke hurriedly, staying in character as he took us on a quick tour, pointing out the bathrooms, the bar, and the sumptuous feast table.  By the time he left us standing by the stairway leading to what purported to be the “Haunted halls” we had acquired a glass filled with a smoking red punch that tasted far too fruity to be an alcoholic drink. After a few seconds, that notion was dispelled.

“That vampire is staring at you, Anna.  I told you that costume would knock 'em dead.”

"He's a vampire, isn't he already dead?" My lame attempt at a joke was intended to cover my glance in the direction Lorelei pointed but I did not see anyone matching Lorelei’s description.  Although I was in awe of the celebrities in their fantastical costumes, we seemed to attract a crowd of our own.  We mingled about, talking to men and women who seemed quite normal considering they were the elite. On multiple occasions over an hour, Lorelei attempted to alert me to someone she thought was watching me, but when I turned, no one was there.

By the time Lorelei excused herself to the restroom, we were feeling a nice warm buzz in our heads from the drinks and a more carnal tingle in our private zones from the endless display of revealing outfits. The guests seemed to have little inhibition as I saw a large hairy monster fingering a tiny rabbit girl. As we explored the second floor, more blatant sexual acts were occurring. We mingled about, talking to men and women in various costumes for an hour or so. In one room I saw a skeleton slipping his bone to a French maid. It was making me horny but so far no one had caught my interest. That is until Lorelei left my side. Within seconds after she disappeared into the crowd, I felt a hand on my arm and jumped.

"Oh, foxy lady, excuse me. I did not mean to scare you." The man had a thick southern drawl, but not cajun, something more refined.

I turned to stare directly into the chest of a man in a high-collared, purple-ruffled shirt, black trousers, and a purple and white paisley tie. I wouldn't have known he was a vampire had he not smiled at me revealing very realistic-looking plastic fangs. They weren't even pronounced like the ones in the costume store and I almost didn't notice them. I felt a bit more at ease. I wasn't the only guest who couldn't afford a fancy costume. Still, he was very handsome in a roguish manner and about a foot taller than my 5'2 frame. He smelled good too. A scent I couldn't quite place, but one which took the urgent need evident in a young man's cologne and mixed it with the distinguished masculinity of an older man. I felt my heart quicken as he drank me in with his eyes.

"No, it's fine, I just didn't see you approach."

"Mmm hmm." The man nodded oddly as if he had pulled off a great feat of stealth, his smile a bit too smug. The look reminded me of my ex and I turned to look for Lorelei. Swiftly, his demeanor changed.

"Pardon me, um…" He paused as if he was waiting for something, I guessed it was my name.

"Anna. Anna Marie."

"Charmed." I suddenly realized he had my hand in his and was bringing it to his lips. His kiss was brief and chaste, yet it made my insides dance. My interest returned. He was handsome and charming, maybe I misjudged him.

"Forgive my manners. I am Alain." He made a flourish with his arms. "Concubine to Jacque, the Prince of Vampires."

I admired his deep dive into his part. It wasn't 'Daenerys Stormborn of House Targaryen, the Unburnt, Mother of Dragons, Khaleesi to Drogo's riders, and queen of the Seven Kingdoms of Westeros," but it was certainly impressive. I began to wish I spent some time coming up with some vocalizations that matched my character.

"And what does the Concubine to the Prince of Vampires want with a little ole fox like me."

For a second, I thought I saw a flash of ulterior purpose flash over his face before it returned to a whimsical smile.

"Well, that, my dear is a tale best told after we dance."

As if on cue, the DJ began playing the Monster Mash. With Alain still holding my hand, we glided onto the dance floor. During the song, I noticed his hand never stopped touching me. He was never inappropriate, but if he wasn't leading me in a swing by my fingertips, his hand was on my back or my hips. He was a far more accomplished dancer than I, though I managed to keep up. He made it easy, guiding me as if I was an extension of his body. Even though I didn't know how to swing dance, I managed not to step on his feet.

The mash ended, fading into Sally’s Song from The Nightmare Before Christmas.  Alain didn’t miss a beat. With a flourish, he pulled me close, switching from the swing into a slow waltz and I found my face pressed against his chest.  My heart pounded with attraction and I imagined I could hear Alain’s pounding too.  The hard bulge pressing against my abdomen was not my imagination. A rush of excitement surged through me, knowing that this peasant woman could cause such an effect on a 'Concubine to the Prince." When he placed one hand on the small of my back it sent shivers up my spine.  With ease, we glided around the dance floor as Alain did all the work while I pictured him pinning my arms above my head and sliding inside my wetness.   When the song finished, I realized the other guests had paused their merriment to watch us, awestruck by our grace.  The raucous applause when we came to a halt brought a crimson flush to my cheeks.  I wasn't used to an audience. Alain’s arm circled my waist and he bowed, gesturing me to follow.  Such a gentleman.  Without thinking, I bent forward, letting out a whimper as the tail I had nearly forgotten I was wearing, shifted, hitting an extremely sensitive spot thanks to my now fully aroused body.

“Anna Marie!” The scolding voice could only be Lorelei.  “I leave you alone for ten minutes and you are dancing with the..” she paused taken in by Alain's dashing good looks. “Sexiest Vampire in the house.”. Alain started to thank her for the compliment but she held her palm toward his face, ignoring him.  

“If I hadn’t found you, you would probably be flat on your back in his mausoleum bumping uglies.  He didn’t bite you did he?” I tried not to giggle as she kept up the illusion that she and Alain were both vampires.

She pulled my arm leading me reluctantly off the dance floor to an empty spot near the fireplace.  Alain moved our way but kept his distance, a bemused smile adorning his face.  

Lorelei whispered, “Sorry for the showmanship, but when you bent over, you showed everyone just how hot that man was making you.  You must be soaked!  Don’t worry, I blocked their view as soon as I noticed. You know there is a reason ladies in short skirts curtsy.

I was mortified.  Not because I was dripping with arousal, but because all these elites now knew about it.

Come on, Anna, let’s get you another drink to cool you off.”

“But Alain..” I had finally found someone interesting and now Lorelei was dragging me away. Was she jealous? Did she want him for herself? I drew a breath. Calm down, Anna, She is just looking out for you like she always does.

She cut me off. “Did you forget all those lessons I taught you in college?  You can’t give him everything right away.  Make him chase you.  Now look over your shoulder and shrug as if I am making you leave his side.  Mouth find me or something.”

It was corny but I followed her instructions, turning around to see Alain closing the distance between us.  I gave him the cutest shrug and mouthed the words.  He blew me a kiss just as I rounded the corner into the bar and I suddenly felt better. I glared at Lorelei.

"Thank's MOM."

Lorelei ordered more of the punch but she was right, the drink had hit me harder than I thought. I needed something less intoxicating.

“Riesling, please.” I took the glass offered by the Beetlejuice costumed bartender and slipped a few dollars into the tip jar.  As I turned, placing my wallet back into the small red mini purse I wore over my arm, my body jolted to a stop as I slammed into the arm of a muscle-bound man dressed as Homelander, spilling a few drops of my drink on his arm.  I soon discovered he also shared a personality with the self-centered faux hero.  

“Watch where you are going, bitch” he yelled, slapping my hand away, causing more of my drink to spill, this time sloshing over my hand and onto my leg. When he saw my costume, he gave me a second look filled with lust. Coming from him, it was unarousing and creepy. 

“Don’t bump into me again, slut, unless you want to ride the cock of steel.” He elbowed his friend as if he had just made the coolest comment but the fellow said nothing, looking quite embarrassed.   I seriously considered tossing my drink on him, but I never got the opportunity. 

“Crack”

It only took one punch to knock him on his ass.  I turned, hoping my knight was Alain.  Instead, I found myself staring into the eyes of another more ornately vampire-costumed man, his hair as blonde as Alain’s was dark, his face as hard as chiseled as Alain's was soft but no less inviting.

If looks could kill, this man’s glare would have turned Homelander to dust.  The narcissist realized it too and after blustering for a moment, he made his exit without any further problem, his friend guiding him toward the door. 

The stranger turned his attention to me. He gripped my elbow to support my arm and began wiping it with a handkerchief. His eyes never dipped below mine. "Are you all right, Ma'am?" His English was perfect, but his crisp pronunciation indicated a more formal education, perhaps he was born in another country. The flutter I felt with Alain returned and I found it hard to speak. His eyes flashed, a beautiful mix of light bronze and dark green undertones. I couldn't help but stare into them. He smelled good too, different from Alain, more worldly, manly.

Once again, Lorelei broke me from the trance.

"Come on Anna. You can't fall for every vampire you meet at a party. I think I saw a mummy over there, at least we know he uses protection."

I rolled my eyes at the stranger. "Thank you…" I trailed off, realizing he hadn't told me his name. He brought my hand to his lips, kissing just past the knuckles, "Jacques, and it is my pleasure."

Lorelei pulled me in the direction of the mummy and I reluctantly turned away but not before I got a good long look at the gorgeous hunk that was my rescuer.

"Come on Lorelei, I appreciate you protecting me, but I am almost 30 years old and I can handle myself. Besides, I am soaking wet because of this tail and if I want to fuck a vampire, I will."

Lorelei laughed. "Trust me, your inner slut will be satisfied tonight. I saw Alain watching you earlier. When the Homelander guy threatened you, the look of jealousy in his eyes was unmistakable. He started toward us but Jacques got there first. Oddly enough, when Jacques intervened, Alain's jealousy vanished and he looked relieved."

Jacques, Jacques… Recognition took over. "Oh, probably because Jacques is Alain's Vampire Prince." I laughed, remembering the grandiose title. Lorelei just looked exasperated.

"Prince or not, neither of them has taken their eye off you since you left the bar. Looks like you are going to have your choice before the night is over. Now come on, I still haven't found the bathroom."
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She's The One



Jacques watched Anna's gorgeous bottom jiggle as she disappeared into a restroom with Lorelei.

"I tell you, Alain, she's the one. I dreamed about her last night, I swear it."

"Damn it Jacques, how can you always tell when I try to sneak up on you?"

Alain kissed Jacques, not worried about anyone caring that the vampires were lovers.

"I heard you from across the room. You need to practice a little more or someone is going to stake you through the heart."

They both laughed, knowing stakes through the heart were just a wives' tale.

"Well, I won't deny she's got the stuff dreams are made of. However, I think she likes me more than she likes you."

"Alain." Jacques' tone was serious. "You know why we are here. I need an heir. I know she is the one who will carry it. Your….needs… may need to be filled elsewhere."

"Why don't we let her make that decision? I would have had her upstairs already if her friend hadn't torn her away."

"Alain, tell me you didn't put a glamour on her." Jacques looked angry. Once a human was glamoured, it would be next to impossible to break the spell.

"I didn't need to. That girl is burning with lust. Can't you feel it?"

"I don't go around 'feeling' lust without a human's consent. Where are your manners?" Jacques' pretend anger covered his relief that Alain hadn't ensorcelled her. They had been at the party for more than three hours and Anna was the only human woman who aroused Jacques' interest. "Besides, if she agrees, she gets both of us. I won't discard you for a human, she just has something to offer that you cannot."

"I understand, Jacques, but the chase is half the fun."

"Well, go chase someone else. I have me a fox to catch."
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Jacques



"Are you sure this isn't just an elaborate plan to end up in my bed tonight, Lorelei?" The alcohol had dropped all my filters, though I remained in control of my mind. "I mean the tail plug was your idea, you couldn't keep your hands off me in the car and it wouldn't be the first time we hooked up after a party when neither of us found a suitable partner."

Lorelei called herself bisexual but I knew she gravitated strongly toward women. I discovered Lorelei's tendencies sophomore year when I had a particularly bad breakup. Lorelei comforted me that night.

"It's ok hun, it's just a guy," she said, patting a spot on the bed next to her. She wore a sheer babydoll nighty and her erect nipples were poking through the material. I had returned home early from her date. I didn't know at the time that I had caught her fingering herself.

"Greg just wanted to fuck me. When I told him I wasn't ready, he got so mad. Then he said I was nothing but a tease and he should just take what he wanted because I probably gave it to everyone else in the school anyway. When I started crying he just laughed and said I wasn't worth it. Then he left the room. I was so embarrassed walking out of the frat house."

Lorelei handed me a tissue and I dabbed my eyes.

"You're not a virgin, Anna, are you?" I laughed through my sobs. "No, you know that. It's just I don't want to be anyone's fuck toy. Now that I turned 20, I want something real."

Her arm surrounded my shoulders. "You will love. Just not with drunken frat boys." Lorelei began stroking my hair. The next thing I knew, I turned toward her and kissed her lips. It was a chaste, closed-mouth kiss but it held the promise of more. I had never been with a woman, but I was fascinated by watching the videos online. Greg and I had gotten to third base before he stormed out and I was still dripping with need. I knew Lorelei had been with women. I also knew she stole glances at me while I was changing or when we showered. It didn't bother me and she never acted on it, but it was a fantasy of mine. I was surprised when she pushed me away.

"Anna. Are you drunk?" she asked.

"No, we didn't drink tonight. I just felt an urge to kiss you. You are always so nice to me."

"What makes you think I wanted to kiss you?" There was no disgust in her voice and her words were hollow.

"I've seen you…staring."

Lorelei blushed. "Oh, have you? I'm sorry.."

I cut her off with another kiss. This time, allowing my lips to part, hoping she would accept the invitation. Instead, she pushed me away one more time, though with far more reluctance.

"Are you sure?" she whispered. "You may regret it in the morning."

"I would never regret something that brings me closer to you. I want to. I make no promises, but I doubt it will change our friendship at all."

This time, Lorelei kissed me. I sensed the hunger in her lips as her tongue slid over mine. She wanted me as much as I craved her. I let my body slacken as she ran a hand over my outer thigh. I wasn't sure how to make love with a woman so I took the easy route. What she did to me, I mimicked with her.

"Mmmm, that feels good." I moaned as she fondled my right breast through my cami. Lorelei said nothing as I caressed her breast, though I felt her shiver. Her lips moved off mine and she kissed over my chin and neck, savoring me in a way no boy ever had. Almost imperceptibly, she shifted her weight, slowly lowering my back to the bed and straddling my legs. With a swift motion, she lifted her nighty over her head and tossed it on the floor. I did the same with my shirt and she gave me a naughty grin before clamping her lips around the soft underside of my breasts.

"Boys always go for the nipple," she purred in between kisses on my flesh, but women know you need a more sensual approach. She palmed my right breast while her breath rolled over my areola. She took her time, teasing my body until her torso lay between my legs. She lapped at my thighs and nipped around my mound until I begged her for more. When her lips finally found my clit, my body arched off the bed to meet her mouth. She took advantage, sliding her hands under my bottom, holding me in place as she ravenously feasted on my pussy. Even after an orgasm washed over me, she continued until she evoked a second, more powerful climax. I took the satisfied look on her face as a challenge and carefully flipped her over. I was too hot to return her slow tease and dove right between her legs to taste my first woman. After a few tentative licks, I found a rhythm that Lorelei liked and it wasn't long until her juices flooded my mouth.

We spent the rest of the night talking about sexuality in between giving each other orgasms. There were no regrets the following day, at least not on my part. We talked about our feelings, glad we were both on the same page that we did not want to be in a relationship with each other but were not opposed to a friend-with-benefits interaction.

For the rest of our college years, Lorelei taught me more than I ever thought possible about love-making. Knowing I could expend my sexual frustration on a tryst with her helped save me from some unsavory relationships. After graduation, our encounters have been less frequent but every bit as powerful.

"Trust me, Anna. If I wanted you dripping juices over my face, we would still be in the limo. I wouldn't dream of being the reason you missed this evening. Besides, I have my eye on a naughty little goth ghost girl I think I saw in some lingerie catalogs before. Are you sure you can take care of yourself, Anna? If you need, me, send me a single X text like in the old days and I will come running."

I laughed again but I knew she would be there if I sent our secret symbol. Whether it was just having a bad time to being in danger, we had rescued each other more than once using our code.

"I will be fine. And yes, I will use the code if I need you. Now go, find your sexy goth girl and I think I am going to have a vampire competition.

She took my hands and kissed my cheek, then left the bathroom. I looked at myself in the mirror. My face and chest were flush with arousal. My costume remained in place, but there was a small stain from the wine on one of the straps. I pulled the bra top higher, impressed at how it made my breasts seem full. It was nearly 11 p.m., still plenty of time to quench my thirst before midnight.

It took a few minutes before I found either of the boys. Alain was positioned by the fireplace of the large hall, his eyes scanning the crowd. Looking for me? It was a nice thought, but I doubted it. If he was, he hadn't spotted me yet. I took the opportunity to look him over. He was extremely sexy. He looked younger than I but held himself with the confidence of a man in his mid-40s. I remembered how arousing it was dancing with him, his right hand on the small of my back, his left leading me in twirls and steps. My breath quickened. Even from across the room, he aroused my inner lust.

"I see you've found my Concubine." I was so focused on Alain, I hadn't noticed Jacques' approach. He's a good…..uh man, but he is young and has a lot to learn.

"Jacques, was it?" Being in his presence nearly wiped the memory of Alain from my mind. I found it difficult to stand next to someone this attractive. When he took my hand, my body vibrated with pleasure. I would have followed him anywhere at that moment, but he only invited me to take a walk. I nodded my assent, biting my lower lip, and followed him up the stairs to the long decorative hall.

The rooms connected to the hall were bustling with more blatant erotic activity. At least the ones who kept the doors open. Squeals of pleasure echoed through closed doors. As we passed people making out in the hall, I snuck peaks into the rooms, but Jacques seemed oblivious. One particular room had a woman dressed in a schoolgirl outfit reminiscent of Harry Potter but sexier, on her hands and knees while she sucked on a fireman's cock and a policeman rammed her from behind. It was incredibly arousing, reminding me of one of my favorite porn videos I found online.

The hall seemed to go on forever, but we finally reached our destination, a room with an ornate door carved with what appeared to be runes. I didn't see a handle but Jacques placed a hand on the door and it pushed open. I wasn't sure what to expect as I did not get a good look at the rooms we passed, only the happenings inside. This room appeared to be a study of some kind, with walls lined with bookshelves, velvet-backed chairs, and a high-backed couch strategically placed in the center. A few tables were also in the room along with a very old-looking oak desk.

"Please, sit down." Jacques waved toward the chairs. I thought about it, but in my state of arousal, sitting would make it impossible to think straight thanks to the tail in my bottom.

"I think I will stand for now. But please, go ahead."

Jacques approached. More accurately, he seemed to float towards me until he was inches from my face.

"You are very beautiful." As he spoke his hand caressed my cheek, leaving a trail of heat. I shivered, muttering a shy "Thank you."

Being this close to Jacque, I found his presence dominating. He was taller than Alain by maybe an inch or two. His body was wiry but toned. He was handsome, but what attracted me to him most was his confidence. When I danced with Alain, I felt a similar feeling, but when he spoke, he was less sure of himself. Jacques' voice carried no doubt. It had a musical component as well, a vibrato. I was very conscious of the effect it was having on my body.

"On second thought, I might need to sit," I said, moving toward the couch. If I was going to take up his offer, I was going to allow him to join me.

"Are you a fox, Anna?" His question took me by surprise. What sort of silly inquiry was this? Still, he seemed genuine.

"Of course not. Foxes cannot talk."

"Do you believe in Vampires?" he asked. This question required a bit more thought. I always believed there was a truth to the myths and legends passed down between generations but that they were gross exaggerations.

"Sort of. I mean I want to, but I have never met one."

He nodded.

"I would very much like to kiss you now." 


He was so formal, yet it fit him. Asking my permission was new, and welcome. 

"In response, I stood, closing my eyes and placing my hands on his hips. My lips parted.

"You need to say it. I cannot assume you are consenting by your actions. You must say the words."

Mmmm, I thought. His insistence on my verbalization of permission stirred a primal kink of mine.

"Yes, Jacques. Please kiss me."

He smiled, then leaned forward while I stood on my tiptoes until our lips met. The position must have been awkward to him, but he didn't see nonplussed.

His lips were soft but unyielding. They had a nutty taste to them, very manly, but not in a bad hygiene way. For a while, we kissed, open mouth, until finally, he slid his tongue over mine. I heard a purr escape my lips as he lifted me off the ground and carried me to the wall where he pressed his body against mine to hold me in place. Instinctively, I wrapped my legs around his hips, only to find that it positioned my plug in a very arousing position. I must have squealed because our lips separated.

"Are you ok, mademoiselle?" He asked, slipping into half-French like many native Louisiana natives do.

"Fine. Don't stop." I wasn't going to tell him I nearly came when the plug pressed deeper into my ass. Not yet anyway. I surrounded his neck with my arms and pulled his lips to mine. My eagerness brought out a growl of passion before he gripped my arms and lifted them off his body, pinning them over my head. Flashbacks to my dream rushed through me, but in the dream, we were lying down. The similarity was uncanny though.

Helpless to do anything other than kiss, I channeled my passion into my mouth. His passion rose to meet mine, though he expertly held back. When he felt my desire was taking over, he held back, shifting his weight, slowing his tongue, or simply breaking the liplock. By the time he released my wrists and carried me to the desk, I was in a frenzy. He lay me on my back and stood back, taking in what must have been quite the view. My body was on fire. My panties were soaked. I only imagined the mess my hair and lipstick must be.

"You are fantastically unexpected." The desire in his voice was clear as the thick tent in his pants. I watched, enthralled as he removed his shirt. I looked for a scar but found none. No disappointment came to mind, instead, I marveled at how well-sculpted his chest was.

"Anna. Are you sure this is what you want?" A burst of pleasure throbbed in my core as my pussy tried to answer the question.

"Yes. Take me. I need you inside me."

Jacques chuckled. "Such a treasure. I will take you, Anna, but you are not ready yet."

"Ohhh!" his fingers slid over my wet panties. How could he think someone this soaked wasn't ready? Instinctively, I reached toward his body, wanting to pull him closer. Instead, he gathered my arms and pinned them over my head. I was close enough that I could almost lick his collarbone. His fingers rubbed me through the thin, wet silk, bringing me higher. Each press of his fingers caused my body to push against the desk, driving my plug into new corners. Had he figured out the tail was buried inside me? I squirmed, succeeding only in driving the plug into another sensitive spot. I felt my arousal roll through me like waves and realized I was going to climax. I tried to tell him, but the words came out as whimpers of pleasure and he kept going, intent on making me come.

Good, Anna. Let yourself go." I couldn't believe it, but I was about to climax from over-the-clothes stimulation, something which hadn't happened since those long makeout sessions in the back of the old Dodge my father handed down to me when I obtained my license.

I didn't want to close my eyes and lose sight of Jacques' gorgeous face but I had no choice. My orgasm hit hard as I exploded in pleasure.

"Good, so responsive. I'm going to remove your panties now, Anna." Jacques spoke softly, his fingers still pressed against my clit.

"Yes, Please, Jacques!" I didn't wait for him to ask.

"Good girl." I felt him peel my panties from my folds, carefully easing them over my thighs and calves until he gingerly supported my feet one at a time and pulled them off. He then removed my boots. My legs hung loosely over the desk as Jacques placed my garments on a nearby chair. I couldn't see him from this angle, but I would swear in court I heard him take a deep sniff of my panties. When he returned, he was naked, his rigid cock standing at attention.

This is it, he's going to fuck me. The thought of that large cock inside my tight pussy brought my arousal back with a vengeance, but again, Jacques had other ideas.

He knelt, pulled lightly on my legs until my hips reached the edge of the desk, and lifted my legs over his shoulders. The movement and pressure changes on my plug caused me to yell as jolts of mixed pain and pleasure shot through me. I felt him tug at the tail and let loose a needy moan. He smiled and tugged again as if testing his theory. I whimpered this time, reduced to a puddle of arousal and completely at his mercy. The next time he tugged, he kept the tension on my tail and drove his tongue through my folds. I screamed, not expecting the direct contact with my pussy to happen when it did. He held one hand across my waist, keeping me from moving too wildly as he tongued my clit and core. Periodically, he varied the tension on my tail, adding to the pleasure. It was an entirely new sensation. Although I had come only minutes earlier, I felt a second wave of pleasure build beneath his tongue. When his fingers slid into my core, I protested.

"You're going to make me come again." It was a plea. My body was more alive than ever before. I felt my juices run like a river. The addition of the plug caused stimulation in places never before felt. Instead of stopping, he increased his finger speed and sucked my clit into his mouth. I was reduced to putty, my body spasming as he expertly brought me to orgasm for the second time.

When I finally calmed down after a seemingly endless assault of pleasure spikes, I looked at Jacques. His hand gripped his cock. The bulb was thick and shiny, glistening with a translucent cream. The veins on the shaft were pulsing.

"Are you going to fuck me now, Jacques?" I was hopeful he would, the orgasms from his fingers and tongue only made me want him more.

He came to my side, his hand gliding over my hips and bosom. He held a bottle to my lips. "Drink first. You need your strength." He helped me upright and held the cup to my lips. When I finished, he produced a plate of various appetizers and commanded that I eat. I nibbled on a fancy crab and cheese puff while he explored my torso with his hands.

"Your body is very responsive," He said when he was satisfied I had regained my strength. He took my hand, wrapping it around his cock. I knew he was large, but I hadn't realized how large he was until I tried to close my fingers around it. I barely got halfway.

Jacques saw the surprise in my eyes and mistook it for fear. "Don't worry, I will go slow."

It was large, but I had several toys that matched its girth. I wasn't worried. "No, take me hard."

Jacques looked surprised but started returning to the end of the desk. On the way, he took the time to release my bosom from the bra and tug lightly at my stiff and sensitive nipples. I purred from the wave of arousal his touch invoked.

"I'm going to take you now, Anna. Do you consent?"

At this point, I would have consented to whatever he asked, but I gave him permission with a soft croak. "Yes. Fuck me hard, Jacques. I need you inside me."

I voluntarily shifted my arms over my head, interlocking my fingers. I wanted him to see all of me, and I wanted to look like I did in the dream. He pressed into me, taking time to slosh around my juices until he was slick enough to attempt to enter my canal. Despite my earlier confidence, it was a struggle and a painful one at first. It soon shifted to pleasure as he squeezed his fat cock into me, filling every inch of my core. He held his hands under my legs and I watched as his face screwed up in concentration. Each thrust stimulated my pussy as if I was feeling a cock inside me for the first time. As Jacques' need increased, his grip on my thighs did as well. Each time he thrust, his body jostled my tail and my world burst into pleasure. He was barely 10 strokes in when I felt another orgasm building quickly. Our eyes locked and I could tell he was close too.

"Come for me, my Prince." It was the first time I referred to him as a Prince, but the things he made me feel made him seem like someone from a fairy tale. My physical need had been sated twice yet I still craved more. Meanwhile, my heart was fluttering with a budding romance. Suddenly, I wanted more than just an orgasm, I wanted him to fill me with his seed.

"Come in me. Please." I begged, but just when I thought he would, he pulled out, showering me with pearls of thick cream from my stomach to my chin. I had never seen a man come that much. Without him inside me, I was unable to climax. I thought he would lick or finger me again, instead, he helped clean me off.

When we were clean and dressed again, he sat with me on the couch, my body on top of his. He surrounded me with his arms the way a long-time lover would.

"Did you enjoy that Anna?" He already knew my answer. "Yes, Jacques. More than I imagined.

"Would you like to feel that way again?"

I found nothing odd in his questions and answered enthusiastically.

"Fuck yes."

"Good. First, though I have a story to tell you."
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Alain



Alain watched Jacques and Anna head upstairs, a twinge of jealousy, though he was unsure which person was the source. Jacques is his lover. Since Alain became his concubine, Jacques had not bedded anyone, human or vampire. The thought of Jacques with Anna stirred a small resentment inside, tempered only by the knowledge that Jacques had no choice. Still, Alain had hoped to be included in the festivities, even if only as a witness to Anna's consent.

On the other hand, Anna was dressed to kill. Her flaming red hair and forest green eyes captivated him. He had his choice of women at the party to be his first human, yet since she entered, he had thought of no one but her. His mind raced from the aroma of her arousal while they danced. She gave him her trust so freely that her aura mingled with his during their waltz. He could have glamoured her, making her fall in love with him. He told Jacques he did not because Jacques needed the girl's consent, but the truth was, that Alain wanted Anna to give herself to him freely.

She would have, too, if her friend hadn't pulled her away and put her within Jacques' vicinity. He may never have another opportunity with someone as obsessively attractive as Anna. He knew his place as Jacques' concubine was paramount and his own needs, secondary. Jacques made that clear from the start and again while they waited for Anna to emerge from the bathroom. Yet deep down, he knew that he had fallen for the girl. If she consented to Jacques' request, she would be his to command. What if she became Jacques' favorite and he no longer craved Alain's touch?

He was about to give up hope when Jacques' voice echoed in his brain. "Come to the room at the end of the hall." The voice sounded distant, distracted.

Alain's brow furrowed. Was something wrong? Had Anna rejected Jacques' advances? Or worse, had Jacques resorted to using his powers to win her affection? Alain tried to move naturally, controlling his pace so as not to attract unwanted attention but he ended up floating through the last third of the hall casting a forget spell on the few people not engaged in coitus as he passed.

While there were several rooms open to the public, the four rooms at the end of the hall were for monsters only and therefore could only be opened by a spell. Alain couldn't hide his nervous curiosity as he placed his hand on the door, willing it open.
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The Gang's All Here



Grogily, I lay against Jacques' chest, my eyes struggling to stay open. Two orgasms and a near-third from his thick meat wore me down. Jacques cradled me protectively in his arms, his hands cupping mine. It felt nice. It felt right. Just as I let myself drift, there was a knock on the door, then a glow as it pushed inward, allowing Alain to enter. Even in my drained state, I felt my body stir in reaction to his dreamy presence. The effect was noticed by Jacques as I wiggled in his lap. Alain strolled across the room, making assumptions about what might have occurred. When he was near, he knelt before Jacque.

"You summoned me, my Prince?" I wondered how long they were going to keep up the charade of being actual vampires. Perhaps the prince part wasn't part of the ruse. There were other dignitaries and celebrities here, so why not a prince? I questioned whether a prince would be interested in a commoner such as myself, but there was a good chance he did not know I was a commoner. Maybe he believed I was a starlet or a powerful billionaire. Whatever, his arms felt warm and comforting, and at least for tonight, I felt like a thoroughly fucked princess. I had no idea the pleasures that Jacques and Alain had in store for me.

Before speaking, Jacques drew Alain to him, pressing his lips against Alain's. Their kiss carried the passion of long-time lovers. Alain appeared relieved when the kiss broke, the way one looked when they had wrongly believed their lover was angry.

"I gather you and Alain have already met." Jacques directed his attention to me, stroking my arms lovingly.

Alain looked alarmed. "You didn't," he hesitated, then continued cryptically, "do the thing already?"

I had no idea what they were talking about but a slight concern drifted through my mind.

"No," Jacque's reply was jovial, "I thought we could explain together."

"You too look pretty cozy." Was I mistaken or was there a tinge of jealousy in Alain's voice?

"There is something about her I can't explain, but I know you felt it too. She grows on you."

"I'm right here," I protested. "Can someone please tell me what is going on?

Alain and Jacques exchanged glances but it was Alain who spoke.

"You may find it difficult to believe, but Jacques really is a vampire prince and I am his vampire concubine." Alain let that sink in.

"Are you going to suck my blood now?" I wasn't scared. If this was about feeding, Jacques wouldn't have waited so long. But I felt compelled to ask.

Alain and Jacques laughed warmly. "No, vampires don't do that anymore. Well most of us don't. Over the years, we found other ways to feed, whether it be off of drawn blood, lust, or other strong emotions. Think of it like champagne. Sure it is delicious but we can get sustenance elsewhere without invoking the wrath of the humans. A lot has changed since the old days.

Alain continued. "Anyway, vampire reproduction is complicated. To reproduce, a vampire must find a willing human to carry the child. As you can imagine, this is not an easy thing to accomplish given the stigma against monsters fostered by your fiction novels and movies. Now that Jacques is 147 years old and his father is ready to pass from this world, he needs an heir."

Jacques continued. "So we came to the party…thanks to Alain… hoping to find someone willing to bear my seed."

"Why didn't you just come inside me earlier then? I was practically begging you too."

"You had to know what you were getting into. Birthing a vampire is rare. Most vampires are turned by the exchange of blood from a bite. The problem with that method is the line grows weaker as the blood is thinned. Only royal families care about the birth ritual and those are dwindling as well. Without an heir, the vampires will not accept his leadership." Alain's explanation made sense, as much as I could fathom.

"The birthing process is difficult on the mother. Most humans survive, but they are changed when the blood of their child mixes with their own. If you do this, your life span will increase tenfold and you will have some of the powers of the vampires. Enough to protect your child until they are mature. You will need to live with us. There may be some who look down on you for not being a true vampire. I wish it was different but many of the older clans still cling to old stigmas."

"Tell her the good part." Alain prodded, nibbling on Jacques' earlobe.

"Ah yes, the good part. Well, you will have access to my kingdom to come and go as you please. You can raise your child in your home, or you can choose to live at the palace. Or both. You won't want for money or property, we have plenty to share. You can travel anywhere you desire."

"What about my friends and family?" Was it crazy that I was considering this?

"As long as you don't reveal our secret, they too can come and go as they please. Our palace is similar to this mansion. To them, it will look as if you landed a wealthy man."

"Could we have a big wedding?"

Jacques smiled. "If you wish."

My head was spinning with the possibilities. "How do I get impregnated? Is there some weird blood ritual?"

Alain and Jacques laughed heartily.

"The same way humans do. I come inside. If we need to, we try again later."

"And after? Will you still want me, or do I have to return to mundane sex?"

"Perish the thought. Once you accept, you and I are bonded. I could no more stop loving you than I could our child."

My heart flipped when he indicated he loved me. Or would love me if I accepted?

"And Alain? What about him?"

"Alain is my concubine. But we are more than just lovers. I am hopeful that you will find him an acceptable member of our family dynamic. If you don't find him to your tastes, I hope you will accept that I do."

"Of course. And I do find him incredibly hot. If Lorelei hadn't pulled me away, it might have been him plowing me on the desk."

Alain raised an eyebrow in Jacques' direction.

"Oh, really?" he said with a bemused tone.

Jacques ignored him. "About that, if you are amenable, Alain has never been with a human woman. That was the other object of our quest tonight. Through circumstance, you are the only woman here to whom we are attracted. I dreamt about you last night."

I was shocked. "I dreamt about you too. At least I think it was you, but my dream lover wore a mask and had a scar on his chest."

Jacques rose, and spit on his hand, rubbing his chest. "Sorry, I am a bit vain and like to cover it up when I go out. And the mask was simply your mind signaling it didn't recognize me."

I paused. I had no problem being fucked by either of these two men. When Jacques was having his way with me, I felt something more than just attraction, something deeper. I couldn't swear it was love. I only just met them. But it felt like love and that was enough for me. I didn't care about the money, but it would be nice to travel. But the hottest thing was knowing that I was going to be bred by Jacques.

"I'm in. Do you want me to lay down or get on top?"

Jacques laughed. "All in good time my fiery fox." For now, why don't you just watch while I get Alain warmed up for you."

My experience with male-on-male was limited to a few videos and the touching in Chasing Amy. It never caught my fancy until I watched Jacques open his mouth to surround Alain's cock. For a moment I was transported into Jacques' mind, experiencing the sensual love he had for this hunk of a man as he licked and sucked Alain's already rigid penis. Jacques was more aggressive with Alain than I would have been but that seemed appropriate. Just like a woman knows how another woman likes to be touched, it must be the same with men. As if emphasizing my point, Alain let out a groan of pleasure and gripped Jacques' head tightly. He must be close.

Jacques stopped sucking and looked at me. "Are you ready to join? We can take care of Alain's fantasy first.

I nodded and moved between the two men. 
"Why are you still wearing this?" Alain said, tugging on my tail a bit too hard. Jacques and I both screamed, "No," though mine was a bit halfhearted as the pain faded into pleasure.

More gently this time, Alain removed the plug from my ass. I imagined my hole looked huge after having that monster inside but I didn't have much time to think. Jacques kissed my lips while Alain slid his fingers between my legs, dipping his digits into my wet folds. This was about to be my first threesome and I was already hyper-aroused. Alain's cock pressed against my bottom and Jacques' against my stomach. I wriggled my body until I could slip my hand around Jacques' thick cock. While he kissed, me I gave it long and slow strokes. With Alain's fingers in my pussy, his other hand cupped and squeezed my breast. Jacques' hands caressed my hips and arms. His passion increased in urgency as I stroked. But I didn't want him to come, not in such close quarters and not before Alain took a turn.

"Jacques, I think I want Alain to fuck me now." I don't know why, but I felt the need for Jacques' approval.

Jacques smiled and said, "Of course." He led me to the couch where I knelt on the center cushion. The heights were just perfect for Alain to enter me from behind while Jacques fed me his cock over the couch back. By the time Alain slid into my pussy, I had Jacques halfway into my mouth. He was too big for me to take all but I compensated with a two-fisted grip on his shaft. My moan of pleasure as Alain finally pushed into me was muffled. The two men rocked back and forth in rhythm, Alain thrusting when Jacques pulled back from my mouth and vice-versa. I was thrilled to feel both my holes filled. Alain grabbed my hips and used my body for leverage as he increased his force to my threshold. Jacques' hands gathered my hair so he could watch me bob on his shaft. Although Alain's thursts and Jacques' groans had me on the edge, I found it difficult to climax as my attention was split between the two men. I clenched my vaginal muscles and gloated internally at Alain's groan. He was close. I couldn't wait to feel his hot cream on my back.

Jacques was close too. His cock was dripping and his balls had tightened. My role in this spit roast had taken a passive role as the boys were fucking my holes while I knelt on the couch enjoying the sensations. Alain was the first to blow, pulling his cock from my pussy just in time to cover me with his seed. It was warm on my back. There was less than Jacques' but still a large amount. Jacques gripped my hair tightly and announced he was going to come. He started to pull out but I squeezed his cock tightly and stuffed him back into my mouth.

That was all it took. Stream after stream of Jacques' cum filled my mouth until I couldn't swallow it fast enough and pulled back, catching the last two ropes on my chin and breasts. The boys switched places and licked my body clean.

"What's the matter, Anna, you look disappointed." Jacques was the first to speak.

"No, not at all, but I realized it's going to be a while before you are ready to put a baby in me."

Jacques once again laughed. "I guess we should tell her, Alain."

"Tell me what?" I asked.

Alain explained. "Vampires don't need a rest period, we can harden our cocks at will."

I smiled. "Mmmm, I am going to like hanging out with the two of you. Ok then, I have an idea but I wish we had a bed."

Jacques hugged me and suddenly the world shimmered. When it returned to focus we were in a fancy bedroom with a four-poster bed.

"Welcome to your new home, Anna." I didn't have the focus to take it all in. My body was in full slut mode and I wanted both cocks inside me as soon as possible.

I jumped on the bed and crooked a finger at the men, inviting them to join me. Alain took his place on my left and I rubbed my bottom against his cock. Jacques joined me on the other side, facing me with those beautiful eyes. I wasted no time, stroking Jacques cock as I pulled him toward my pussy. I reached behind me but could only tug lightly on Alain's rod. He got the hint, pressing his thickness at the widely puckered opening to my ass. When they were both lined up, I lifted my left leg in the air and the men thrusted simultaneously. Although they were both large, my body had spent all night preparing and I was able to fit them both inside. To say I felt full was an understatement. I could feel their cocks touching through the thin wall of my cunt. As I got used to them, we all rocked together slowly. It was so different than I had imagined. So much more arousing, erotic, and beautiful. The three of us kissed and caressed each other while the boys pushed deeper into me. As my arousal peaked, I allowed Alain to roll on his back, pulling me with him. This position allowed Jacques to fuck me properly and he took advantage, positioning himself between our legs. Alain tugged at my breasts, pinching and twisting the nipples as I looked up to see Jacques fucking me again. This time the scar was visible, like it had been in my dream.

Jacques's cock was exquisite and he worked up a sweat pounding my pussy. Alain and I didn't have to move, accepting the pleasure Jacques' motion provided. Jacques leaned toward me, giving me a passionate kiss, then leaned further and planted a similar kiss on Alain's lips. It was a beautiful moment and I felt my climax reach its apex.

"OH MY FUCK!" The orgasm was intense, eclipsing my prior orgasms. I held on to Jacques' arms as my body quaked and quivered. Then, for the first time, I felt hot liquid fill my ass. The feeling was much different than someone coming into my pussy, which I can barely feel. Maybe it was due to walking around for a week with my tail spreading my anus, or maybe it was the heat of the moment, but I felt the cum shoot in, then flood back out. It set off a second, smaller climax.

"You are so fucking hot when you come, Anna. Do you want me to fill your pussy with my seed?"

Oh god, this is happening. Jacques was going to breed me. I wanted this so badly. My dying orgasm rejuvenated itself. For no reason I could fathom, I lifted my legs in the air and curled them to my chest. Alain remained hard in my ass and held my torso tightly. Jacques leaned against my legs and rocked his hips with renewed vigor. I counted the strokes and on the 8th one, he gave a mighty twitch, then emptied his load into my core.

"That's the way, put a vampire baby into me. Cum in my cunt. Breed me, Jacques."

It seemed like an eternity of cum squirted from his dick. When he finished, the thick cream flooded out of my pussy onto the bed. We showered together which led to more touching, though I was too sore for another fucking. When we were clean, I knelt on a towel and took each cock in a hand, lavishing one with my mouth while I jerked the other.

"Our little fox is insatiable, Alain." Jacques sounded proud.

"Oui, I think we found us a keeper."

I sucked each cock until they blew their loads over my face. After another shower, Jacques snapped us back to the private room.

"It's about time guys." My heart jumped as I looked to find Lorelei sitting on the edge of the desk where I had experienced so many orgasms.

"I'm so sorry Lorelei, I didn't forget about you."

"I know that, Anna. I can smell you on all the furniture here."

I blushed. "Did you end up with the goth ghost?" I tried to change the subject, deflecting the interrogation I knew was coming.

Lorelei nodded. "Of course I did. Right now her friends are transporting her blissful body back to her apartment. She didn't have much experience, but damn, she was eager though."

Jacques and Alain remained silent, though they looked a bit amused by her actions. When Lorelei caught Jacques' eye, they smiled, sharing some inside joke to which I was not privy.

"Not fair guys, tell me what's up!" I may be submissive, but I am a bratty submissive.

Jacques walked to Lorelei and snapped his fingers. I don't know what I expected to happen, but nothing did.

"Just as I suspected. Miss Lorelie is not what she seems, isn't that right, dearie?"

Lorelei smiled. Well, I may not be a vampire, but your magic won't work on me.
"Go ahead, tell Anna why that is." Alain had picked up on the secret as well.

"Fine." Lorelei rolled her eyes. "I'm a witch, Anna. An honest-to-god witch." She whispered a spell and suddenly was by my side. I've been protecting you since that night in our room when we first kissed. Did you ever wonder why the jerks you dated never laid a hand on you? Protection spell. They couldn't harm you if they wanted to."

"Then why did you stop me from dancing with Alain or flirting with Jacques?"

"Because I didn't know what they were, not at first. When I took you into the bathroom, it was to repair what I believed to be a defective spell. When I realized the spell was working correctly, I figured it out. Then I cast another spell, one that would have prevented a vampire from glamouring you. After that, I figured, you could use your judgment once I was sure you had control of your mind. It looks like you did pretty well for yourself landing both your suitors."

I glanced at Jacques and mouthed, "May I, since she is a witch?" He nodded and I sat down and told her the full story of what I had agreed to. By the end of the tale, Lorelei looked stunned.

"Well, I never expected my sexy little fox would be a broodmare for a vampire coven. Still, it is so much better than the alternative. I'm going to take her home. Why don't you come by in the morning and make sure she is still on board with your crazy plan?

The boys agreed and Lorelei walked me to the limo, made sure I got home, and tucked me into bed. By now my head was spinning. I wasn't even sure any of it was real. I mean Vampires? Witches? I fell asleep with Lorelei sitting in a nearby chair watching me.
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Idreamt again. The first time since the dream of Jacque. This time I could see him, standing naked at the foot of my bed, his cock proudly pointing at me. A cough to my left drew my attention and I turned to see Alain, also naked, his cock in his hand, bulging as if he was ready to shoot a load over my body. Another sound and I discovered Lorelei on my right, naked, a thick dildo buried in her pussy. She said my name as she climaxed, repeating it over and over."

"ANNA! Wake up!"

The dreamscape faded and I found myself lying in my bed. Lorelei was there, but she was fully clothed.

"You were dreaming. A good one if the cum dripping onto the bed is any indication."


I pulled the covers over my body. By every right, I should have been sore from all the fucking I did last night. Instead, my body felt revigorated. Only my ass hurt and I blamed that on wearing the plug.

"Did I…"

Lorelei interrupted. "Attend the hottest party in NOLA, get engaged to a Vampire Prince, promise to father his child, fuck him and his concubine and permanently stain an antique oak desk with your cum, yes, yes you did."

"I did not stain the desk!" I pretended to be hurt by the suggestion.

Lorelei sat on the edge of my bed, peeling the covers away from my body. I don't remember her doing so, but she got me into the t-shirt and panties I usually wore to bed at some point. She traced circles over my chest with her fingernails.

"I'm happy for you Anna. She leaned over me and kissed my forehead. I reached out and pulled her head until our lips touched. For a moment, I felt he hunger in her kiss, then she pulled away."

We don't have time for that now Anna. Jacques should be here any minute. You're not pregnant yet, I cast a spell to check so you will have to be ready for another try. Take off those panties because I have a feeling they aren't going to be romantic today.

I tried to hide the look of excitement on my face. Jacques was the best lover I ever had. Sure enough, Jacques and Alain appeared in the room with a shimmer. Jacques and Alain were clad only in robes. Lorelei left the room and the boys dropped their robes. Alain climbed onto the bed and positioned his cock over my lips, rubbing that delicious precum over them. Jacques took his place at the edge of the bed, placed my legs over his shoulders, and began teasing my pussy with his cock. I was completely at their mercy as my arms were pinned under Alain's legs and my legs pressed tightly against Jacques' chest, held in place by his strong arms.

Alain grasped my breasts, kneading them lightly. He avoided any direct contact with my nipples. This wasn't about lust, not yet. This was about teasing me, making me want them so desperately I begged. Jacques' hands caressed my outer thighs as the tip of his cock collected my nectar. I wanted to taste myself on him, but Alain's cock was dangling over my head, a carrot to lead me into desire. I could see a small leak from the hole in the tip. I watched. Transfixed as I prayed it would separate from his skin and fall into my waiting mouth. When they had arrived, I was mildly aroused but now I was positively desperate to feel them inside me.

"Are you ready my little fox?" Jacques decided that was my pet name now.

"Yes, my prince." Two can play at the nickname game.

"Tell me what you want, Anna."

"I want you to fuck me."

"No." His thumb pressed against my puffed clit and my body trembled with desire. "Be specific."

"I want to have your baby." My voice was hoarse and tentative, not knowing exactly what he wanted me to say. I must have said something that pleased him because his cock pushed against my opening. I felt it throb as it waited outside my hole for me to meet his desire.

"Good, now let it out. Don't hold back. You're just a little cum slut who wants my seed."

So, he wanted some dirty talk. That I could do. Right now, I felt dirty. Not in a negative way, but in the way people get when they need to come so badly they beg and plead. I needed Jacques and Alain to take me. My primal instincts already owned my body, now he was asking me to let them take over my mind and I was a willing subject. I closed my eyes and summoned my inner slut.

"Fuck Jacques. Fill my belly with your seed until it squirts out of me. My pussy is so wet for you. I want you to fuck me until your sperm fertilizes my egg. I'm a whore for you, and I want to be your pregnant tramp.

The dirtier I spoke, the more of his cock Jacques allowed into me. Alain kept his cock out of reach but began tugging and twisting my nipples. I was on the right track and now I couldn't stop my desire from going even farther if it meant getting Jacques to fuck me properly.

"Breed me with your huge cock. I want your sperm swimming in my pussy. I am going to milk every last drop of your cum with my cunt. Ungh!"

I was cut off by Jacque's final thrust filling my core in the way only his thick and long shaft could. Alain too had mercy, lowering his body until I was able to draw his cock into my mouth. I could only suck but he didn't mind because he placed his hands on either side of my torso and used the bed as leverage to fuck my greedy face. With both holes stuffed, I was reduced to whimpers and moans of lust as the two men claimed me for their own. Alain's length caused me to gag a few times but I quickly accustomed myself to his size. I felt an orgasm ripple through my body and squealed, but it was muffled by Alain's rod. The men kept fucking, spurred on my climax. It took a few minutes but a second, stronger orgasm washed over me like a strong wave. Incredibly, the boys kept pumping, neither ready to blow their load. For a moment, it was overwhelming, but before I could attempt to tell them to halt, a new sensation rose within me. Similar to how I feel when I am edged, but different, more lustful, more powerful. I knew I was going to orgasm again. I lost all conscious thought. My body merged with my pussy so the sensations of Jacques' cock filling me were felt in every inch of my soul. That's when Alain exploded, his sweet cream striking the back of my throat. There was a lot of cum and I couldn't swallow it fast enough. Alain continued thrusting until he softened and slipped out from between my lips. Once he was out, I was able to vocalize again though my words were hard to comprehend. I was like a possessed woman spewing profanities and pleas.

"Cum for me Jacques. Fucking fill my pussy. Creampie me. I'm your little cunt.

Jacques told me later that it sounded like grunts and moans but he got the gist of it.

Finally, Jacques exploded with a fury. I knew within seconds that it had worked. I was going to be pregnant. Jacques could sense it too. His hot come surged into the deep recesses of my uterus, finding my egg and breaking through the seal. When we all finished shaking, Jacques and Alain swaddled me between them, massaging my arms and legs as we lazily fell asleep.
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It was ten months after Jacques impregnated me and I sat on a throne Alain had built for me holding my baby boy, Remy, named after Jacques' great-grandfather.

Initially, Alain confessed his fears that Jacques would toss him aside in favor of the mother of his child but Jacques and I dispelled that notion quickly. We made a point of Jacques and Alain having their alone time for companionship or fucking as they saw fit. I also insisted on equal time for both boys to take my holes. Alain never took me alone, always deferring to Jacques' consent.

Alain was a big help though, not only making my throne, but picking out clothes for the baby and painting his room the traditional red and black for a vampire baby.

He and Jacques made sure I was well cared for, well-fed, and in good health even after the baby was born. Remy has luscious blonde hair like his father. I can't wait to watch him grow up.

Lorelei and I remain friends. I have the boys' permission to tryst with her at my whim though those moments are few since her goth ghost became her wife.

Vampires don't marry, but the vampires have accepted me as "The Mother" and whispers of Princess or Queen have been heard in the halls. I fell in love with Jacques almost instantly. I don't know if vampires feel love, but he dotes on me religiously and we enjoy our time together in and out of the bedroom. From what I hear, we have hundreds of years left to find out.

END

If you enjoyed this story, please review my other work

Hardison Parker
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MONSTROUS MISTAKES

A Monstrous Mistake Multi Author Series

On Halloween night, the lines between fantasy and reality blur as the monsters come out to play. Meanwhile, our human leading ladies are trying to celebrate the holiday in their favorite way — and enjoying some hot men in costumes. But what they don’t know is that the fur and fangs on their sexy dates are entirely real. Can a human woman really find love with the creatures of the night, or have these women made a monstrous mistake?

NEXT IN SERIES

[image: image-placeholder]


There are monsters in this corn maze, but the one with tentacles seems to be following me at every turn.
And I want more.

Rosabel
Halloween.
My favorite time of the year and the largest corn maze is on my to-do list. Once I enter the maze, the shadows start moving. As I run through the stalks, tentacles grab me and I keep running into the same demon working the corn maze. In the lowlight of dusk, it seems like the shadows meander off his chiseled and hunky body. Maybe it's his costume, maybe it's the planes of his abs. I can't get him out of my head. He seems to invade my dreams and with them comes the shadows that crawl up my body ensuring more and more pleasure.
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