

    
        
          A Bride for the Vampire Queen

        

        
        
          Futa Fantasy Shorts

        

        
        
          Julie Law

        

        
          Published by Julie Law, 2023.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      A BRIDE FOR THE VAMPIRE QUEEN

    

    
      First edition. December 3, 2023.

      Copyright © 2023 Julie Law.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8223647782

    

    
    
      Written by Julie Law.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

A Bride for the Vampire Queen

Sign up for Julie Law's Mailing List

Also By Julie Law

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

A Bride for the Vampire Queen

[image: ]


“Are you sure you want to do this?”

Lydia almost laughed at the question and allowed her eyes to move over the mirror to meet the gaze of her mother behind her. “Have you ever seen me back down from anything?” The older blonde pursed her lips but didn’t say anything else, and Lydia focused once again on her own figure, letting her blue eyes move over the contours of the dress, appreciating how tightly it clung to her curves.

Her eyebrows did rise a little as she noticed how much of her cleavage was on display, but that would be a bonus. She knew how much their queen seemed to appreciate breasts, and displaying hers certainly wouldn’t hurt.

“Besides,” She continued when it became clear her mother wouldn’t say anything else. “I fear it’s too late for any thoughts of backing down from this. The ceremony starts an hour after sunset, and I doubt our good queen would be all too happy to have arranged all of this for nothing.”

Not that she had any intention of backing down. She was looking forward to being with their queen and becoming one of her brides, and she certainly wanted more.

Their ruler, the vampire queen Amber De Mormont, was quite generous with her lovers, and those who pleased her exceptionally well got to become her wives. She turned them into vampires like herself and gave them lands to rule. Lydia wanted that. She wanted the power that came from becoming a vampire in the current court, wanted to live for eternity, and wanted to rule at the same time. If the price for that was giving herself to the vampiric queen, then that was the price she would pay.

It wasn’t as if it would be a great struggle. Amber was quite a gorgeous female, after all. Part of it was how exotic the other female looked, with her white hair and red eyes. It seemed all the vampires that got old enough eventually looked like that, so if Lydia got what she wanted, one day she would have the same features, though that was a long time away.

She would have to enchant the other female for it to happen. She couldn’t fool herself there. Amber had dozens of brides and only five wives for now. She had hundreds of brides over the centuries of her rule over Albion, and very few of them had been granted the gift of being made one of her wives and turned by her. Lydia intended to be the sixth, but she knew it wouldn’t be easy to seduce the vampire queen into doing it.

It didn’t mean she wouldn’t try.

And even if she failed, it wasn’t as if she would have a bad life as one of the brides. The ones she saw in court looked like pampered pets, but they were well-treated and had more power than most assumed. She could be happy as the queen’s bride, certainly more satisfied than she would be marrying some minor noble. Fortunately, her beauty had been enough to sway those close to the queen, and the vampire herself had liked what she saw when she put her eyes on Lydia. From that point forward, it was only a matter of time. Her father was all too happy with the match. A connection like that directly to their queen was always good, and unlike her mother, he did believe Lydia would eventually get what she wanted.

In that respect, she was similar to him and not her mother.

They both focused too much on their own ambitions. This marriage would further them.

Her mother sighed, then reached out with one hand and poised it on Lydia’s shoulder, who couldn’t help but smile at the other female through the mirror. She didn’t think there was any reason for her mother to feel like this, but she supposed she could understand.

They stayed there for a while longer. Her mother eventually reached forward, helped her arrange her hair, and adjusted the dress. Ultimately, Lydia was ready to move out, eyed herself on the reflective surface again, and nodded.

She looked as well as she possibly could; delaying further wouldn’t make her look any better. If she delayed getting to what amounted to her own marriage, though, that wouldn’t look good. It wasn’t like Amber would come before she did. In any other ceremony, the bride would be the last to arrive, but in this case, the one who would take the place of the groom would be the last. Their queen was always one for the dramatic gestures.

Lydia didn’t really care about that. Not as long as the night went well, the celebration went even better, and she spent quite a lovely time in the other’s bed.

If all went according to plan, she knew it would only be a matter of time until she got what she wanted. She could only hope she wouldn’t come to regret that. That thought hit her when she was starting to move down the aisle towards the throne room, in front of which she would marry the other female. She shook her head at it and brushed the thought aside.

It was too late for regrets, too late to back down.

Before the night was over, she would belong to Amber, and letting herself hesitate over the matter would be foolish. Plenty of men and women nodded at her as she slowly moved forward to take her place, though the few of Amber’s brides there narrowed their eyes at her. She gave them a smile. The blonde wouldn’t fool herself; none of those women were or would be her friend. They might all belong to the queen’s harem, but they would be rivals for Amber’s attention and her time.

It seemed that one of Amber’s wives was also attending the ceremony. Her hair was black, but her skin was too pale, and her eyes already possessed a red tint.

She smirked at Lydia, making the blonde hesitate momentarily. This was one of the few women who had enchanted the vampire queen enough to be turned into a vampire herself. She certainly could give Lydia some hints of how to convince the other female to do it, though, if she had any interest in doing so...

The blonde gave the other female a nod, understanding that she was one of the few beings that would remain above her once this ceremony was over and she was Amber’s bride. And it wouldn’t hurt if they got on well together.

Her father stood on the first row, where her mother joined him the moment they reached their destination. Lydia was left alone just a few feet from the throne, a priestess standing somewhat nearby but not that close. With nothing else to do, Lydia found herself eyeing that throne, wondering what it would be like to sit on it from time to time. She didn’t allow one hint of those thoughts to appear on her face and tried to remain placid and serene, even as her nervousness mounted as the time came.

When the doors opened and music started to play, she couldn’t help but feel her legs shake a little as she turned to face her intended.

There was no doubt the vampire queen was gorgeous.

Tall, with long and voluminous white hair that reached her knees, pale skin, and red eyes, the woman looked like the vampire she was, but that didn’t mean she wasn’t gorgeous. She was. More than that, the curves that adorned her frame were quite generous, invoking a sense of want in anyone who saw her.

Lydia would admit she wasn’t usually one to appreciate women, but she didn’t think she would have any difficulty wanting the vampire queen. Hell, the closer Amber came to her, the harder she found herself breathing, and the little smirk that adorned the other female’s red lips didn’t help.

“Lydia.” Amber greeted her when she got close, not hesitating to reach out with one hand and caress her cheek. Lydia shivered a little at how cold the other’s skin was. She knew that meant the other woman hadn’t fed before coming to the ceremony and wondered if that meant she wanted to feed on Lydia herself.

From what the blonde understood, being fed upon by the vampire queen could be pleasurable, but she could also make it painful if she wished.

“My queen.” Lydia replied, bowing her head slightly, absently letting her blue eyes move over the other’s frame. Amber’s bust was quite a bit more generous than hers, and a part of Lydia was a bit jealous over the matter, even if she always believed her breasts were quite lovely to look at. And if the way Amber let her red eyes dip to her cleavage said anything, so did the vampire queen.

There were no more words exchanged between them. Amber didn’t hesitate to lace their arms together and pull them closer to the priestess, and Lydia could do nothing but follow along with what her queen desired.

She didn’t really pay much attention to the ceremony itself. Oh, she repeated the right lines at the appropriate time, and it ended up being quite a short ceremony, but she was too nervous to focus on it for long. The sensation of Amber’s frame pressed against hers, the feeling of the other’s cold skin. All of it helped make her a bit more nervous about what would follow and what she would be doing that night, and it made her breath a bit more rushed.

How Amber’s eyes moved to her didn’t leave her with any doubts that the other female noticed it. There was a small squeeze of her arm then, almost as if the other female wanted to reassure her, and it almost made Lydia laugh out loud.

This was what she wanted for herself. This was what she settled for, what she begged for. It was too late to back down now. Amber could give her what she wanted, and even if she hated her time with the vampire queen, she would bear it with a grin if the other
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