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The candlelight flickered against the stone walls of the chamber, casting shadows that seemed to move with a life of their own. Lucy stood before the full-length mirror that had been placed against the far wall centuries ago, though she herself cast no reflection in it. She didn't need one to know what she looked like. She had memorized every detail of her face over the six hundred years she had walked this earth. The sharp cheekbones, the pale skin that seemed to glow faintly in low light, the dark eyes that had seen empires rise and fall, the full lips that had tasted the blood of countless souls. Her body was lean and strong, preserved exactly as it had been the night she was turned at the age of twenty-three. Her breasts were firm and full, and between her legs hung the secret that made her unique even among vampires. She was futanari, born that way as a human and turned that way as a vampire. The dark gift had not taken that from her. If anything, it had enhanced it.

Lucy ran her fingers along the edge of an old wooden table covered in notebooks and journals. Some were fresh, written within the last few months. Others were so old the pages crumbled at the edges the ink faded to near invisibility. Six hundred years of experimentation. Six hundred years of failure. But she was close. She could feel it.

The door to the chamber opened and a young woman entered. She was perhaps twenty-five, slender with auburn hair that fell past her shoulders and wide green eyes that held a mixture of devotion and exhaustion. Her name was Elise and she had been with Lucy for three years now. She wore a simple white robe and she walked barefoot across the cold stone floor with the ease of someone who had done it a thousand times before.

"You sent for me, my lady?"

Lucy turned from the mirror and looked at her. Elise was one of her most devoted followers. She had come to Lucy willingly, drawn by something she couldn't explain, a pull that she felt in her bones. Lucy had learned long ago not to question why certain humans were drawn to her. Some said it was her scent, others said it was her eyes, and a few believed it was something deeper, a resonance between souls that transcended the physical world. Whatever it was, Elise had it in abundance.

"I need you tonight," Lucy said simply. "The cycle is right."

Elise nodded without hesitation. She had done this before. Three times now she had lain with Lucy and three times the pregnancy had taken hold only to fail within weeks. Each time the loss had been devastating, not because Elise had grown attached to the life inside her, but because she knew how much it meant to Lucy. She knew about the centuries of failure, the endless attempts to create a hybrid, a child that carried both vampire and human blood. A living legacy that could survive where Lucy herself might one day fall.

Lucy crossed the room and took Elise's face in her hands. Her touch was cool but gentle. She kissed her forehead, then her lips, and Elise responded with the quiet surrender of someone who had given themselves over completely to another's purpose. The robe fell away and Lucy lifted her onto the stone table that served as both altar and bed for these rituals. Her cock hardened as she positioned herself between Elise's thighs, and when she entered her, Elise gasped softly and wrapped her legs around Lucy's waist. The coupling was tender but purposeful, Lucy's thrusts deep and measured, filling Elise completely. When Lucy finally came, she held herself buried to the hilt, her seed spilling warm and thick into Elise's willing body. They stayed like that for a long moment, foreheads touching, breathing together.

"Thank you," Lucy whispered.

Elise simply smiled and closed her eyes.

Over the following weeks, Lucy repeated the ritual with two other followers. Maria, a dark-haired beauty from Spain who had been with Lucy for five years and had already failed twice before. Lucy took her in her private chambers one evening, bending her over the edge of the bed and entering her from behind while Maria gripped the sheets and moaned into the pillow. Lucy's hands held Maria's hips firmly as she drove into her, her cock stretching Maria open until she released deep inside her with a shudder that made her whole body tense.

Then there was Suki, a petite Japanese woman who had only been with Lucy for a year but had volunteered eagerly when she learned what was needed. Lucy was gentler with her, mindful of her smaller frame, laying her on her back and entering her slowly while Suki looked up at her with wide dark eyes filled with trust. Lucy rocked her hips in a steady rhythm until Suki cried out and clamped down around her, and that was when Lucy let go, flooding her with everything she had.

All three pregnancies took. All three failed within a month. The pattern was the same as it had always been. The hybrid blood was too volatile, too incompatible with the human body. The fetuses simply couldn't sustain themselves. Lucy had tried everything she could think of over the centuries. Different bloodlines, different times of the month, different positions, different diets for the mothers. Nothing had worked.

What she needed was someone who understood biology at a level she never could. Someone who could look at the problem from the inside, who could analyze the blood and the tissue and find the flaw that six hundred years of trial and error had failed to identify.

What she needed was a scientist.

Claudia arrived at the estate on a rainy evening in October. She had been recruited through a carefully constructed web of communications that Lucy had been weaving for months. A research grant here, a recommendation there, an anonymous benefactor who expressed interest in Claudia's work on rare blood disorders. By the time Claudia received the invitation to come and study a unique case at a private estate in the countryside, she had no idea she was being manipulated. She only knew that the funding was generous and the case sounded fascinating.

Lucy met her at the door herself. She wore a simple black dress that complemented her pale skin and dark hair. Claudia was taller than Lucy expected, with short blonde hair and sharp blue eyes behind stylish glasses. She carried herself with the confidence of someone who was used to being the smartest person in the room. She was thirty-two and had already published papers that had made waves in the hematology community. She was exactly what Lucy needed.

"Dr. Reeves," Lucy said, extending her hand. "Thank you for coming."

Claudia shook her hand and noted how cold it was. "The drive was longer than I expected. Your estate is quite remote."

"Privacy is important to me. I hope the accommodations will be comfortable."

Claudia looked past Lucy into the grand foyer of the estate. It was beautiful in an old-world way, with high ceilings and ornate woodwork. Candles burned in sconces along the walls rather than electric lights, which she found odd but charming.

"I'm sure they will be. Now, I was told you have a unique blood disorder you'd like me to study?"

Lucy smiled. "Among other things. Let me show you to your room first. You must be tired from the journey."

Claudia was led through a maze of corridors to a comfortable bedroom with a large four poster bed and a fireplace that was already lit. She set her bag down and looked around with appreciation.

"This is lovely."

"There is a laboratory on the lower level that has been fully equipped for your work. I spared no expense. You'll find everything you need there."

Claudia raised an eyebrow. "You must have been very confident I'd accept the invitation."

"I was."

Over the next two weeks, Claudia settled into a routine. She spent her days in the laboratory analyzing blood samples that Lucy provided. The blood was unlike anything Claudia had ever seen. The cells were structurally similar to human red blood cells but they carried properties that defied her understanding. They didn't degrade at room temperature. They didn't clot. They seemed to regenerate on their own outside the body.

"You still haven't told me where these samples come from," Claudia said one afternoon as she peered through a microscope.

"From someone very old," Lucy replied from the doorway. "Someone who has been alive for a very long time."

Claudia looked up. "Are you talking about a real person or speaking metaphorically?"

"A real person. Standing right in front of you."

Claudia removed her glasses and cleaned them on her lab coat, a habit she had when she was processing something difficult. "You're telling me this blood is yours."

"It is."

"And you're claiming to be very old."

"I'm not claiming anything. I'm six hundred and twelve years old, Dr. Reeves. I am what you would call a vampire."

Claudia laughed. It was a short, dismissive sound. "Of course you are."

Lucy stepped into the lab and closed the door behind her. She looked Claudia directly in the eyes and let her own eyes shift, the dark irises bleeding into a deep crimson that glowed faintly in the dim light of the laboratory. Claudia stopped laughing.

"What the..."

Lucy opened her mouth and let her fangs descend. They were long and sharp and very real. Claudia took a step backward and bumped into the counter.

"How..."

"I understand this is a lot to take in," Lucy said, her voice calm and measured. "But I need your help, and I can't ask for it while lying to you about what I am."

Claudia stared at her for a long time. Her scientific mind was fighting with what her eyes were telling her. She reached out and touched Lucy's fang with her finger. It was real. Solid. Sharp enough to prick her skin.

"Okay," Claudia said slowly. "I'm listening."

Lucy told her everything. The centuries of existence, the followers who served her, and most importantly, the experiments. She told Claudia about her futanari nature, about her attempts to create a hybrid child, about the repeated failures. Claudia listened without interruption, her expression shifting from disbelief to
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