Darkness Falls Pt. 2

     Anton was amazed at how quickly Lacy began to take control of things, though still his minion.  Her natural leadership ability further convinced him of her power.  They flew across town to the McGowan family home.  Upon landing they walked up to the door and Anton knocked.  Maggie McGowan answered the door, stark naked.  Lacy had never seen her mother nude before but she was impressed.  Her mother was very attractive, in a just under 50 kind of way.  Dark hair, big tits, at least 40D and a fuck me look on her face.

     Anton looked at her and said, “are we invited inside your home?”  Maggie looked at him and said “of course, please come inside.”  Lacy looked into her mothers mind and saw there what secrets her mom and dad had been keeping.  That they were wife swapping swingers, who partied regularly, was plain in her mind.  Her mother was quite the slut.  Anton walked inside and stared hard into Maggie’s eyes.  She then knelt before him and took his now 15” cock inside her mouth.  She sucked him with skill and a deep need for his seed.  Her mouth slid up and down on his massive manhood, slurping and sucking his cock like she had never before.

     Maggie felt his hands on her head holding her still as he rammed all 15” into her throat, not caring if she choked.  As Anton fucked Lacy’s mother in the mouth, Lacy left the room and returned with rope.  She tied her mothers’ hands behind her back as she watched her mom sucking the cock of a millennia old vampire.  Very hot.  Very.  Lacy looked at Anton and spoke, “I promised you the life of my family as payment for immortality, here is my first payment of that debt.”  She handed Anton the end of the rope she used to tie her mother up.
     Anton raped, fucked and tortured Maggie for two hours.  His cock penetrated all of her holes and she finally died with Anton drinking her blood from her cunt.  She died slowly and at the end, begged him to kill her.  Lacy felt an orgasm flood through her as her mother died.  That was the first of four that had to die.  Her father died that night too, beaten to death by his daughter.  Lacy used her hands to kill him.  He was a tough man and took some killing.  He suffered over 30 broken bones before he died.  Her brother Tom died in his sleep, his blood drank by Lacy.  At last they approached her sisters room.

     Alice was 11 years old and already had huge tits for her age.  As Anton entered her room he gazed upon a child of exquisite beauty.  “Master, she is pure, never touched even by her own hand.  Her blood is rich and will give you much power.”  Her master looked upon Alice for several moments, drinking in her rich beauty and innocent sexuality.  “I think she will be our slave.  Let us take her back to the mansion where we can play with her for days.  I want her to be totally enthralled to us.  When we deem her ready we will turn her into a vampire slave to you.”  Lacy looked into the eyes of her eternal master, thankful for his generousness.  She scooped up her sister and they flew home.  Alice did not wake up.
     Once Alice was imprisoned in the mansion she was to call home, Anton and Lacy rested for the day.  Anton’s servants saw that Alice, who was handcuffed and manacled was well taken care of in all her needs.  Bathed, fed, clothed everything.  She was pampered like a queen, except for being bound.  Alice cried that day, for hours.  She fell asleep weeping for her sister to come save her.

     Just after sunset, the vampires awoke with a start.  They both felt the power of a priest nearby.  Anton went outside to get a look at the overly brave priest.  Father Patrick Muldoon was an ex golden gloves boxer and an expert on the paranormal.  The idea that the Catholic Church did not deal with paranormal activities was a sham put on by the church itself.  Father Patrick was secretly a leader of one of the most effective teams of “Ghost Hunters” in the world.  All this Anton already knew, for he made it his business to know his enemy.  He was just surprised to find him and probably that meant his team, here in Small City America.
     The priest was too well prepared for a chance encounter to be of use so Anton was content to watch.  When you have lived over 10 Centuries, you develop patience.  The priest was observing the mansion and its surroundings.  He was there for over 2 hours.  Anton watched the whole time.  It had been many years since he had met a man of God with such Faith in his heart.  This would be interesting.

     While Anton watch the priest, Lacy, who grew in power greatly since her conversion, was talking with her sister.  “Alice, you are under my protection.  As long as you promise to never leave this house without my permission, I will remove your bindings.  You must know this also, Mom, Dad and Tom are all dead, killed by a murderous gang last night.  My fiancé Anton and I rescued you, but we were too late for the others.”  Alice watched and listened with stunned silence.  Dead.  Her whole family except Lacy was dead.  Lacy seemed Far more mature then she did just days ago.  Alice felt herself falling under Lacy’s power.  “I agree to never leave without your permission.  If those men found me alone I would be dead in minutes.  I love your Lacy.  Please protect me.  I will do whatever you say.”

     After removing Alice’s restraints, Lacy hugged her sister for what must have been an hour.  Letting Alice’s grief subside.  During this time she made sure Alice felt her huge tits and made sure she stroked Alice’s legs.  Alice felt her mind filled with strange thoughts.  Like what would it be like to have sex with Lacy.  She felt her morality slipping as lust began to take a little foothold in the very young girls’ heart.  Lacy mentally prompted her sister to sleep.
     Lacy went out the back entrance and basked naked in the moonlight.  Her 38D chest glistening in the dark light, her long legs and now shaved pussy just glowed with a fuck me look.  She wandered around the rear grounds until she found what can only be described as an abandoned house.  She sent her mind out and found it was occupied by a family of 5 male ghosts.  She went inside, naked as the day she was born.

     Lacy found herself in a civil war era house that was well hidden in the far reaches of Anton’s property.  The house was old and unkempt but was well built.  She sensed the beings on the second floor.  She climbed the circular stairway and walked down a dark hall.  She entered a room and felt their presence.  She reached out with magical power, still new to her, and was able to help the ghosts manifest in a nearly physical form.  “What binds you here?” she asked.  The apparent leader spoke, “We are brothers who fought for the south.  After the war we came home and found our home occupied by intruders.  All women.  They killed us in our sleep.”  Lacy, momentarily overcome with a spark of compassion, asked “how may you be freed of your bounds?”  Again the leader spoke “we must avenge ourselves on the person of a descendant of hers.  You are her descendant.  By raping you we will be avenged.”  All five came forward, clothes disappeared, manhood’s raging.
     Lacy’s nakedness seemed to empower them men more.  She decided to play victim and see if the ghosts really were released.  She begged them “please don’t hurt me.  I didn’t do it.  Please sir, please!!!”  Lacy was a very good actor in high school and it helped her here.  She found herself thrown onto the bed, ghostly hands binding her to the bedframe.  She was sure she could escape with ease, but did not.  She found herself strangely excited as the first ghost soldier mounted her, his 8” cock sliding into her with no care whatsoever.  His prick pounded into her, she forced her cunt to be very tight so as to give the impression of virtue.  Her tits bounced hard as he raped her, slapping up and down on her chest.  She felt his orgasm near and cried out for mercy as his otherworldly cum filled her.
     The next three were much the same, big cocks and no style.  Just rape.  She loved it, all of it.  As each spilt there ghostly seed in her she felt better and better.  Her mind, more sharp and clear.  The last she saw must have been amazing in life, 16” of natural cock.  He shoved it in her mouth and she tasted the tingling skin and the raw power of that cock.  He slid it into her throat and grinned as it all went down to the balls.  He fucked her mouth until he was massively hard, then her lifted her legs and raped her ass.  His monster cock ass fucked her as hard as he could.  She cried out for more at that time and he gave it to her.  The pounding her ass flesh felt as he drilled her was fairly impressive.  He called her every name in the book, whore, slut, cumbitch.  When his cum filled her she began to sense his memories in her mind.  Gettysburg, Cold Harbor and a dozen more like them.  Carnage in spades.  His wife and her sister, both of whom he had long relationships with, fucking each many, many times.  It was very fascinating to actually remember what it was like for a man to have a woman.
     The five ghosts fucked her twice each.  A truly spiritual experience for Lacy, as she gained the memories of each man she gained also a bit of his power.  When finished they smiled and thanked her for letting them rape her, and they slowly vanished from view.  Lacy realized something truly amazing, she could gain knowledge and memories from other creatures not truly alive.  She was truly interested in the ramifications.  She decided not to tell Anton right away.
