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The tires of my truck spun uselessly in the mud, each attempt digging me deeper into the mountain road's soggy shoulder. Rain hammered the roof like it had a personal vendetta, and my dead phone sat useless on the passenger seat. My hands were numb from gripping the wheel, but I felt a warmth in my groin, an uncomfortable heat that I recognized as pure animal fear—the kind that makes you do stupid things just to survive. That's the only explanation I have for why I left the relative safety of my truck and trudged toward the mansion looming through the downpour—black stone walls and wrought iron gates that belonged in a horror movie, not in these mountains.

Lightning cracked, illuminating the twisted gargoyles that leered from the corners of the structure. The massive wooden doors should have been locked, but they swung open at my touch, hinges silent despite their apparent age. Inside, torches burned in wall sconces—actual fucking torches, not electric imitations—casting long shadows that danced across marble floors.

"Hello?" My voice echoed, bouncing back at me like it was mocking my stupidity.

They appeared as if from thin air, materializing from the shadows at the base of a grand staircase. Two women—if that's what they really were—stood watching me with identical half-smiles that never reached their eyes. Eyes that glowed faintly red when another flash of lightning struck outside.

"You're soaked through," said the taller one, her voice like silk sliding over razors. Her black hair fell in waves to the small of her back, contrasting with skin so pale it seemed to reflect the torchlight. Her lips were full, blood-red without a hint of makeup.

"And lost," added the other, blonde and slightly shorter but no less breathtaking. Her curves strained against a dress that looked painted on, nipples visibly hard beneath the thin fabric. "Aren't you fortunate to have found us?"

My jeans clung to my legs, water dripping onto the polished floor. I should have been freezing, but something about the way they looked at me sent heat flooding through my veins. My cock twitched, hardening despite the cold and the danger—or maybe because of it.

"I just need to use a phone," I managed. "My truck's stuck about a quarter mile back."

The dark-haired one—Lilith, I would learn—glided toward me. Her movements were too fluid, too perfect. "We don't have phones here. The storm has cut us off." Her hand touched my chest, fingers tracing a pattern that felt like she was marking me. "But we can offer shelter. Warmth."

Selene, the blonde, circled behind me. I felt her breath on my neck, unnaturally hot against my rain-chilled skin. "We can give you everything you need," she whispered, her lips brushing my ear. "If you give us what we need."

I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry. "What do you need?"

They both smiled then, and I caught the glint of too-sharp canines. I should have run. Should have bolted back into the storm. But my feet refused to move as they dropped to their knees in perfect synchronization, kneeling on the hard marble before me.

Lilith's fingers worked my belt buckle while Selene tugged my zipper down with agonizing slowness. My cock strained against my wet boxers, the outline clearly visible through the soaked fabric.

"Oh," Selene breathed, her eyes widening with something like hunger. "He's perfect."

Lilith pulled my boxers down, freeing my cock. It sprung up, already fully hard, droplets of rain still clinging to the shaft. "Indeed. So full of life. So... potent."

They worked together to strip my jeans and boxers down to my ankles. The mansion's air should have been cold against my exposed skin, but heat radiated from their bodies, enveloping me in an unnatural warmth.

Lilith moved first, wrapping her soft lips around the head of my cock. The sensation was electric—her mouth impossibly hot and slick. Her tongue swirled with practiced precision, tracing the ridge beneath the head, dipping into the slit to collect the pre-cum that leaked steadily from me.
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