
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Duty to Breed (Vampire Breeding
Erotica)

Published by Adriana Rossi at Smashwords

Copyright 2012 Adriana Rossi

 


Discover other titles by Adriana Rossi at
Smashwords.com

* * *

I shivered and piled the straw on top of me.
Last night, Varric’s wife had flung me into the slave quarters
attached to their chambers. I was frightened of her. I knew she
cared nothing for me. My arms and legs were riddled with fang marks
and I felt weak with their constant assaults. I heard Varric
mention that they needed another human girl, and I hope that they
would soon get one. I did not have enough blood to satiate both of
them.

There were few comforts to enjoy at Red Dawn
castle. Since my transfer of ownership to Lord Varric and his wife,
I spent my days with my legs open for my master or shivering in the
slave quarters attached to his room. Sometimes, when I was shut in
the slave quarters, I would hear birds singing in a nearby nest
outside the square window. I would close my eyes and listen,
pretending to be walking in a field filled with wildflowers. I
would fantasize about escaping with Cainan, like we had from East
Lansing. Those short hours had been the most exciting of my
life.

I had never really been outside. I grew up in
an underground bunker, hidden from the sun and trees so that we
could hide from the vampires. Months ago, we had been forced out of
the bunker and I was caught by vampires. They had sold me to Lord
Quinn, who gave me to his son, Cainan. After we escaped East
Lansing, I finally had my first taste of freedom. However, it was
short-lived. Red Dawn vampires caught us running in the woods, and
we were transported to the castle where I was traded to yet another
vampire.

My thighs and sex were in a constant state of
soreness. Whether I was being forced by the human men they shoved
inside the slave quarters, or Lord Varric, or the hundreds of men
in the stockades, my legs were constantly pushed apart to alleviate
their lust. I still was not pregnant and I worried about my future.
If I couldn’t get pregnant, then what would happen to me? I had
been feeling ill lately, and my stomach felt bloated as if I had
eaten spoiled food.

Varric had mentioned a desire for an heir.
Since it was impossible for vampires to procreate, the only way to
produce an heir was to turn a human into a vampire with their
blood. I knew that’s what he wanted from me.

The door burst open and Varric loomed in the
doorway. I saw the bulge in his pants and the fire in his eyes. He
expected me to stand, but I was too weak.

He took my arm and helped me up. I leaned on
him as he brought me inside his warm room. My nose perked at the
delicious smell wafting from the table.

“You too, Gregory.”

Gregory, the human man who was kept in the
same slave quarters, shuffled into the room. He was an old man and
his limbs were stiff from the cold. We sat down together and ate as
Lord Varric hovered impatiently over me. I knew what he wanted, and
ate as slowly as possible. His wife was brooding in front of the
fire, sending me a nasty glance now and then.

I ate the steamed vegetables, my appetite
small because of my nausea. Varric made me eat it all. As soon as
the plate was cleared, Lord Varric ordered me on the bed.

Methodically, I hung my legs over the bed and
spread them wide. Lord Varric beckoned Gregory after he’d finished
his meal.

“We need a pregnancy, Greg.”

The old man approached the bed and pumped his
wizened cock. I made a face as I felt him grab my thighs and slip
his semi-hard cock into my pussy. His hips rocked slowly as I felt
his penis slowly pumping in and out of my wet slit. I felt my body
responding even though I had no desire for Gregory.

It lasted only a few more seconds and I felt
a pathetic squirt inside me. Gregory pulled out, panting as a
spittle of white trailed out of me. He shuffled back inside the
slave quarters.

Then it was Lord Varric’s turn. I still fell
victim to his mischievous, green eyes that reminded me so much of
Cainan, his powder white skin and hair that looked like spun gold.
I trembled as he dropped his robe and I saw his manhood sprung
upwards, thick and healthy. He clambered over the bed and bent over
my body as he kissed my throat and breasts. As he stroked my
stomach, I remembered how Cainan used to treat me like a lover. My
eyes burned as I imagined him slumped over in his cell. I must
warn him. Varric seeks to destroy his castle.

Varric slipped his fingers inside my pussy
and pumped them in and out. Against my will, I found myself growing
aroused and I heard my wetness coating his fingers. His mouth was
on my neck, sucking slightly as his tongue moved in tantalizing
circles. I felt his fangs scraping my skin.

“Don’t bite me.”

He growled and began kissing a trail down to
my stomach as his fingers continued to slide in and out of me. My
face burned as my pussy clenched around his fingers; I wanted
something thicker inside me. Then his mouth stopped in front of my
vagina and I felt his hot breath on my clit. He opened my legs and
his mouth immediately latched on to my pussy.

I gasped as I felt his warm tongue slip
between my lips and begin to lap up my arousal. I watched his
golden head work between my legs, slurping noisily as he sucked on
my clit. I could feel his tongue caressing my walls, plunging as
deep as it would go to taste my arousal. My fists bunched the
sheets as I fought against my mounting desire—I wanted his cock
inside me to give me relief.

Varric’s lips were shining as he pulled his
head back. “Marisa,” he said wetly. “Come have some.”

A jolt of fear struck my insides as I saw
Varric’s ill-tempered wife appear behind him. He pulled away and
beckoned her forward, inviting her to feast on my pussy. I focused
my eyes on her straight, raven black hair and rose-colored lips as
she bent down and gave my pussy a tentative lick.

“Go on.”

Her cold tongue suddenly probed my pussy and
dove inside, sending a shudder up my legs. Varric held my legs open
as Marisa began to suck in earnest, closing her pink mouth over my
lips as he tongue slopped noisily. Marisa’s tongue was eager, and
her fingers closed like pincers over my thighs as she dove inside
deeper, determined to drink every drop of my arousal, which was
like a never ending flow into her mouth.

Varric’s hand closed on her shoulder and
squeezed slightly. I looked at his slightly flushed face and knew
he wanted more. He shook her shoulder when she didn’t respond.



Marisa pulled back only to hiss at him. “I’m
not done.”

“Neither am I.”

I was panting on the bed, my pussy clenching
over and over as it felt the absence of stimulation. But then
Marisa’s head disappeared between my legs and the sweet pleasure
had returned, her tongue plunging in my wetness as I squeezed her
with my vagina as hard as I could. Varric ripped her head from my
body and flung her backwards as he positioned himself. Cold air
stung my pussy momentarily as her lips and tongue left me, but then
Varric was bending his golden head and his rough tongue shoved
through my cunt. I sighed in relief, the ecstasy making my body
writhe in the sheets. It was so painful. I could feel his tongue
shoving in and out like a penis as his mouth sucked all the
juice.

He paused for several moments to rapidly
finger my sopping hole, making me moan like a whore, and then his
mouth returned to catch all the juice. But his wife had returned
and was livid. She attempted to grab his shoulder and force him
backwards, but she was too weak. He swatted her away like a fly and
she landed on the floor, her long black hair askew as she jumped
back up.

When she reached him, she plunged down with
her fangs and bit his shoulder savagely. Varric reared up with a
great roar and flung her from his shoulder. Then they were
fighting, snarling and spitting at each other like wolves as they
tore at each other’s bodies.

I drew up my legs, frightened as I watched
the vicious fight. I wanted to run and hide in the servant’s
quarters, but that was across the room and I dared not run in the
path of their fight.

Unintelligible shouts erupted from Marisa’s
throat as she stood up, her dress ripped from half her body. She
lunged towards the bed, towards me. The scream was caught in my
throat she was rebuffed by Varric. He seized her waist and ripped
her away from the bed. Varric tore the rest of the dress off as he
forced her back down. I heard a loud thump as Varric forced her to
the floor.

I stood up from the bed, clutching a blanket
to my breast and watched as Varric shoved her legs apart and
mounted her. Marisa screamed in rage as held her neck and plowed
her from behind. I saw his cock sliding in and out of her pussy.
Marisa groaned on all fours, screaming as Varric shoved forward and
bit her shoulder.

She looked up at me, her hair a mess and her
cheeks flushed, and I stumbled backwards from the rage in her
eyes.

“Get out!” she screamed

I opened the door and fled outside, eager for
an excuse to leave. My feet traced a familiar path to the dungeons.
I walked quickly and didn’t look at anyone’s eyes. I could sense
their desire for my blood. I hurried down the stone steps and
nearly crashed into the two guards. One of them blocked my
path.

“Slow down. Why are you in such a hurry?”

“My master ordered me to mate with the humans
in cell four.”

The guards laughed to themselves and stood
aside. “Good luck.”

One of them escorted me to the cell next to
Cainan’s and unlocked the door. There were three naked men inside
whose skin was scattered with puncture wounds. They had no energy
to mate with me—let alone stand on their feet. They barely looked
alive.

The guards slammed the door shut and eyed me
with a greedy look. Then he returned to his post.

As soon as he had left, I was clinging to the
bars and looking inside Cainan’s cell.

“Cainan,” I hissed. “Where are you?”

I could see nothing but dirty straw inside
his cell. Nothing stirred underneath the mounds of straw. My heart
thumped against my chest.

“Shut up and get a move on.”

I sprang back from the cage as if the voice
was talking to me, but then I saw a pair of guards outside my cell.
They were half dragging, half carrying the limp form between them.
His front was covered in dark blood; I could hardly make out any of
his features. A gash under his eye was bleeding freely and his
other eye was swollen shut. They brought him in the cage next to
mine and dumped him on the floor. Then I noticed his heavily
matted, straw-colored hair and a solitary green eye that looked at
me.

“Cainan!” I stuck my hand through the bars
and managed to grab his arm. Then I pulled hard until his body was
against the cage. I stuck my wrist in his mouth, but he did not
respond. “You have to drink. Cainan!”

His mouth was full of blood and he was barely
responsive. I took back my wrist and opened his mouth. I gasped in
shock as I noticed two dark, bloody holes were his fangs should be.
They had ripped them out.

“It’s over for me,” he murmured. “Just leave
me be.”

“No, it’s not!” I turned around in my cell to
find something sharp. I needed to slash my own wrist so that I
could feed him. Finally, I found a rusted nail beneath the straw
and held it to my wrist. I groaned in pain as I raked it across my
flesh, and a small amount of blood blossomed from the wound. I held
it in front of Cainan’s mouth.

I felt his tongue lapping against my wrist,
drinking the small amount that I had to offer—but soon it was gone.
Without the fangs it was harder to keep blood flowing.

“More,” he moaned.

I looked around for a solution and my eyes
fell on a huddled man in the corner. I approached him and saw a
bone-white hand protruding from his blanket. I touched it and
recoiled at its hardness. The man was dead, but no scent of
putrefaction wafted from his flesh. So I dragged him across the
cage, to Cainan. I marveled at how easy it was—but the blanket fell
away to reveal his emaciated body and then I understood why.

“You can eat fresh corpses, right?”

Cainan gave me a look of deep disgust. “It’s
not as good, but it’ll do.”
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