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THE LAST STRETCH OF road had long since vanished behind her, swallowed by mist and the relentless downpour. Jessica adjusted the straps of her soaked backpack and peered into the grey wilderness ahead, the winding trail turning steeper with every step. Her breath came in white puffs, even though it wasn’t cold—just wet, oppressively so, the kind of weather that seeps into your bones.

She should have hired a jeep. But the idea of hiking the final 20 kilometres to Castle Krimobov had held a romantic appeal back in the warmth of her hotel room. Now, her clothes clung to her slim figure like a second skin. Water dripped from her blonde hair, plastered in slick strands around her glasses, and her hiking boots squelched with every step.

Jessica had traveled across the Atlantic for this. An exclusive interview with the reclusive Count Krimobov—a man whispered about in academic and aristocratic circles, wrapped in myths of longevity, wealth, and other, darker rumours. A doctorate in European folklore had prepared her for tall tales but even she had scoffed at the idea of vampires and eternal youth. Still, the chance to speak to the Count himself, in his own ancient estate, was irresistible.

The castle loomed into view through the veil of rain, rising out of the Carpathian hills like something summoned from a fevered dream. Tall towers, crenellated walls, and stained glass that shimmered despite the grey skies. The great black iron gates creaked open as she approached, as though they had been waiting for her.

She crossed the threshold, boots sloshing over rain-slick stones. The courtyard was empty save for a line of maids who emerged silently from the shadows of the archway. They were striking—almost too striking. Their skin was so pale it was almost translucent, and each bore the same full, crimson lips that stood in stark contrast to their raven-black hair. Their maid uniforms were unlike anything Jessica had seen before: scandalously short skirts, corset-tight bodices, lace that clung to full chests and shapely hips.

They parted and an older woman appeared.  She was strikingly voluptuous, with an hourglass figure that she accentuates unapologetically. Her long, platinum blonde hair tumbled in thick curls, perfectly styled for visual impact.Her makeup was dramatic and bold, smoky black eyeliner framed intense eyes, with glossy red full lips. Her tailored black and white French maid uniform accentuated her curvaceous figure, particularly her massive double D breasts, which were pushed upward by her corset, creating an enticing cleavage.

White fishnet stockings and towering black platform heels elevate her literal and figurative presence. Jessica’s mouth hung open. The lead maid, who introduced herself as Clara, curtsied deeply. “Welcome, Miss Jessica. The Count has been expecting you.”

Her voice was a low, husky purr with a French accent that makes every command sound like an invitation.

Without a word about Jessica’s drenched state, the maids formed a silent procession and guided her through the vast stone corridors. Clara moved with feline grace, her hips swaying gently as she walked. Despite the castle’s age, it was immaculate—tapestries without dust, marble floors that gleamed, the scent of beeswax and old roses lingering in the air.

Her room was a lavish suite, complete with a canopied bed, a large golden mirror, and a roaring fire that beckoned with comforting heat. Before she could protest, two maids began undressing her with delicate fingers, unbuttoning her rain-soaked blouse, peeling off her pants, and removing her boots with surprising gentleness.

“This will help you relax,” Clara said softly, gesturing her to a steaming bath infused with oils and herbs. Jessica sank into the heat, groaning with pleasure as the water chased the chill from her limbs.

The two maids, Yumi and Mei, stayed by her side.Jessica studied them as she lay back.

Their attire consists of black and white lace-trimmed maid dresses with off-the-shoulder necklines that accentuated their cleavage. The dresses are cinched at the waist with black ribbons, emphasising their figures. They wore white aprons with ruffled edges, adding a touch of innocence to their otherwise sultry appearance. Their black headbands with white lace trim match their outfits, completing the maid look.

Yumi, on the left, has long, straight black hair that cascaded down her back. Her bangs are neatly trimmed, framing her face. She had a warm, inviting smile, and her eyes sparkle with mischief. Her makeup was natural, except her cherry red full lips.

Mei, on the right, had her hair styled in an elegant bun, with a few strands framing her face. Her bangs were slightly longer, adding a soft touch to her appearance. She wore small, delicate earrings that caught the light, adding a subtle sparkle. Her smile is equally inviting, and her eyes hold a hint of playfulness.

gently sponging her arms and shoulders, their touch lingering just a second too long. They looked at her, A hunger, a longing. Their hands paused at her thighs, then moved away, respectful but heated. “You’re... different,” one of them whispered, gazing at her as though Jessica were something precious. “The Count will be pleased.”

Hours later, Jessica found herself summoned to the Count’s private drawing room. She wore a deep burgundy velvet dress the maids had selected for her—low-cut, clinging. Her long hair was now dry and brushed into waves, red glasses perched lightly on her nose. She felt nervous.

The Count was waiting.

He stood at the far end of the room, backlit by a candelabra.

He was in his mid-60s, tall and imposing, his once-jet-black hair now streaked with silver, adding a distinguished air to his ruggedly handsome features.

His face was arresting—aristocratic, angular, with high cheekbones and pale grey eyes that seemed to glow faintly in the candlelight. His presence was magnetic, as if gravity itself bent toward him.

“You must be Jessica ,” he said in a voice like silk over stone. “The scholar from America. I’m honoured by your journey.”

She curtsied, a bit awkwardly. “Thank you for agreeing to meet with me, Count Krimobov. I wasn’t sure you actually existed until I saw your castle.”

He laughed, a low, resonant sound. “Oh, I exist. I’ve simply learned the value of privacy.

He moved closer

Jessica saw that his sharp, black nails were meticulously manicured, tapering to a deadly point. His teeth, polished to a dazzling white, were his most striking feature, with incisors that are slightly elongated.

His suit was a blend of classic and modern that accentuated his lean, muscular frame. It was made of dark colors, particularly black and deep reds, which complemented his pale, almost luminescent skin. Around his neck, he wore a silver pendant.

Sit, you must be tired he said.

A crystal decanter sat on the table beside a pair of chalices. He poured her a dark amber drink, fragrant with herbs and something spiced she couldn’t place.

“This is Kirminov,” he explained. “An old family recipe. It warms the body, loosens the tongue..

Jessica hesitated, then drank. It was rich, heavy, and filled her mouth with warmth. A slow, curling heat spread through her limbs. Her head grew light, her skin more sensitive. The Count’s gaze became harder to ignore—those ancient, unreadable eyes boring into her as if peeling back layers she didn’t know she wore.

“You came seeking stories,” he said, brushing her cheek with a knuckle. “But stories are dangerous things. They often tell more about the listener than the teller.”

Jessica’s breath caught.

“I want to know everything,” she said. “Even the parts people don’t write down.”

“Careful, Miss Jessica ,” the Count whispered, leaning close. “Some truths taste sweeter than sin.”

Jessica’s skin tingled as the warmth of the Kirminov spread through her like honeyed fire. Her fingers tightened around the stem of the glass, breath catching in her throat as the Count’s eyes swept over her with silent, searing appraisal. There was something in his gaze that made her body betray her—something unspoken but primal, like the feeling of a storm pressing down before it breaks.

She tried to steady her voice. “My magazine wants... more than myths. They want answers. Your lineage, the castle, the rumors. Everything About you.”

“No interview yet, I want to get to know you first?” the Count asked softly, not moving from his chair, yet somehow closer now. “Not your editor. Not your readers. You.”

The question lingered in the space between them, heavy and intimate. Jessica opened her mouth to speak, but the words tangled with the heat coiling inside her. She shifted in her seat, her thighs rubbing together in search of relief. The velvet of her dress chafed lightly over her breasts—her nipples, already tender from the maids’ sponging bath, hardened beneath the fabric. Her chest rose and fell faster now.

“I want...” she started, then looked away, flustered by how her body responded to him. The Count’s presence wasn’t just commanding—it was invasive, seeping into her thoughts, her blood. “I want the truth.”

He stood slowly, the shadows flickering over the broad cut of his shoulders, the elegant line of his waistcoat. Every movement was graceful, deliberate. The kind of poise that only came with time—and power.

“You’re already feeling it, aren’t you?” he murmured. “The drink. The castle. Me.”

Jessica’s throat tightened. She tried to look composed, but her body betrayed her. Her hand brushed across her chest as if to adjust the neckline of her dress—then lingered. Her palm pressed against her breast, the fabric dampening from the heat of her skin. Her nipple throbbed beneath her touch, and she realized she was rubbing it softly, without thought.

The Count smiled, his eyes flashing. “Don’t fight it. This place does not punish desire. It cultivates it.”

Jessica swallowed hard. “And the maids?” she asked, her voice unsteady now. “Why are there so many? Why do they... wear what they do?”

He tilted his head, amusement playing at the corners of his lips. “Because they choose to. Because in this place, we do not hide what we crave. They are my devoted, each drawn here by longing, not obligation. They can leave any time.

He walked toward her slowly, and she found herself breathless under the weight of his gaze. ‘He is nearly 70 , what are you doing’ she thought to,herself.

Her pulse thundered in her ears, the velvet of her dress now unbearably hot against her flushed skin.

“You’ve spent so long pretending to be only mind,” the Count said. “Scholar. Observer. But you have a body, Miss Jessica. And it’s starving.”

She inhaled sharply. “That’s not true.”

But her body said otherwise. Her thighs clenched involuntarily. Her other hand drifted to her lap, fingers curling at the hem of her dress. The heat between her legs was growing unbearable—throbbing, wet, pulsing with a rhythm she no longer controlled.

The Count reached out and touched her jaw—lightly at first, then with firmer pressure. His fingers were cool, a stark contrast to her flushed skin. “You’ve crossed a threshold by being here tonight. Not just through my gates... but within yourself.”

His touch sent a shiver down her spine, and something inside her cracked open—something raw and electric. She leaned into him slightly, lips parting.

Then, softly: “Why me?”

The Count leaned closer until their breath mingled. “Because the castle called to you. And because you answered.”

Before she could respond, his lips grazed the corner of her mouth—a whisper of a kiss. She gasped, but didn’t pull away. He kissed her again, deeper this time, and her hand flew to his chest, feeling the steady, impossibly calm thrum of his heart.

The taste of him—wine, spice, night—was intoxicating. She moaned into his mouth, her legs parting instinctively beneath her gown. She didn’t recognize herself anymore. She didn’t care.

And then he pulled back.

“Not yet,” he said, voice thick. “You must dream first.”

She blinked, dazed and breathless. “Dream?”

“The night is long, miss Jessica .

And Castle Krimobov has many chambers yet to open.”
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JESSICA AWOKE TO SILENCE, her room bathed in the silver glow of moonlight streaming through stained-glass windows. A sense of timelessness filled the air, as if the castle itself had slipped out of the waking world. She blinked slowly, body still heavy, the memory of velvet hands and soft kisses lingering like perfume on her skin.

A fresh outfit had been left draped across the foot of the bed: a deep violet velvet dress, shorter than modesty allowed, its hem brushing mid-thigh. No stockings. No shoes. No undergarments.

She hesitated only a moment before slipping it on, the fabric whispering over her bare skin. Cool air caressed her thighs and the subtle swell of her chest. Her nipples peaked against the soft lining, still sensitised from the heat of the bath and the strange, stirring dreams she couldn’t fully recall.

Drawn by a pull she couldn’t explain, Jessica stepped out of her room barefoot. The stones of the corridor floor were cold but strangely welcoming beneath her feet. The hush of the castle was total. Outside she heard a wolf howl in the distance. Her steps were soft, like a ghost moving through timeworn memory.

She wandered down unfamiliar corridors, trailing her fingers along carved banisters and aged wallpaper. Her senses were alive to everything—the scent of old wood and candle wax, the echo of wind through narrow windows, and always the pulse of her own heartbeat in her ears. Every door she passed was locked. Some bore strange markings in faded gold leaf—sigils, perhaps. One bore a carving of a woman’s face, her mouth open in ecstasy or anguish, Jessica couldn’t tell which.

A sound caught her attention—a low hum, like breath or a current of distant water. She followed it through an archway, down a narrow servant’s corridor, then further still, into a descending spiral of stone steps. The air grew moist and warm the deeper she went. The scent changed too—steam, lavender, and something faintly sweet.

At the base of the stairwell, she paused.

A soft splash echoed ahead.

Then a moan.

Jessica crept forward, pulse quickening, and pressed herself against the cool stone of the archway. She peeked around the corner—and gasped.

Before her lay a cavernous underground chamber. A pleasure pool glowed with an unnatural aquamarine light, its waters rippling with slow, sensual motion. Steam curled like fingers around marble pillars, soft golden lantern light flickering across sweat-slicked skin, the air thick with perfume and wine.

The walls were lined with velvet cushions.

And within the pool... the maids.

Naked.

Jessica stood frozen, breath caught in her throat. Her eyes drank in the sight—bodies pressed to bodies, full breasts kissed and cupped, tongues dancing across skin like firelight.

One redheaded maid was laid back against the pool’s edge, her head tilted in ecstasy as another dark-haired and feline in her grace, licked slow, teasing circles around her nipple, lips glistening, her tongue playful
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