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A sharp sting suddenly lit up her ass and Hope cried out into the gag. She looked over her shoulder and saw that Victoire held a riding crop in her hand complete with a leather tip at its end. “I asked you a question, Hope. Are you embarrassed right now?”

Panting, Hope nodded slowly. “Mmmmph.”

“That’s better. Well, you’d better get over that embarrassment because I’m about to make it far worse.”

Hope’s eyes widened over her gag and she pulled again at her restraints. She liked the feel of the constant hug of the cuffs, the way they made her move, the way they kept her helplessly still. There was something so tantalizing about being bound and gagged. It was almost like playing a character, a whimpering, pathetic submissive who had to do everything she was told....

***

For her entire life, Hope Peyton has been the girl next door. Disciplined. Honest. Giving. She’s everything her parents wanted her to become and more. But when Hope’s best friend, Larissa, goes missing after attending a mysterious underground BDSM club, Hope is lured into the sexy underworld of Club Coven in order to find her friend. Can Hope resist becoming just another plaything in the lesbian harem run by the mysterious and alluring vampire Victoire or will she give into her dark desire just begging to be released?

Enter the tantalizing world of Club Coven. This underground bunker on the outskirts of New York City is empty during daylight hours, but at night it comes alive with its undead residents. This coven is filled to the brim with hungry vampires looking for more than just a bite to eat. Follow the steamy, sexual conquests of each of the coven’s confident alluring members as they dominate humans, shifters, and sometimes even their own kind.

IMPORTANT NOTE: This book is a kinky, page-turning entry in an explicit paranormal erotica series and can be read as a standalone. The story contains lesbian harem, menage, domination, submission, tying, gagging, spanking, punishing and much, much more…
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Larissa glared down at the white glow of her phone screen in the dark of the empty parking lot.

“C’mon,” She grumbled down at the thing as if it might answer her. “Where the hell are you, Hope?” She had called her best friend of seven years at least thirteen times in the last half hour and still she received no answer. Forget the fact that she was utterly, completely alone in the middle of this creepy asphalt lot wearing a latex catsuit and thigh-high boots. What annoyed Larissa the most about Hope flaking on her was that they had made these plans months ago. Somehow, she wasn’t surprised that goody two-shoes Hope flaked on her.

Then again, could she really blame her? Club Coven was supposed to be the most hardcore BDSM club in town. At least that’s what she had read online in some forum. It was completely underground in every sense of the word, both literally and figuratively. Very few people knew about this place and in order to keep it from becoming overrun with weirdos and wannabes, a password was required upon entry. Larissa knew she had to go as soon as she read about it: an underground haven where you could submit to your heart’s every desire.

Admittedly, she was very new to this whole BDSM thing. Her experiences were limited to a few partners over the years, but no one seemed willing to go as far as she wanted to. She had fond memories of kinky sex with a college girlfriend who would often restrain her wrists, knees, ankles, and thighs with rope and gag her mouth with a pair of her dirty panties and a few strips of black duct tape. She loved squirming around on her bed, making herself wet with the sounds of her gagged pleas to be fucked or released. She would take photos and videos of her which she would then send to Larissa while she was at work. She would only fuck her when she was dripping wet, spilling cum onto her sheets and gazing up at her with begging eyes. Oh god, how good those nights were... To be nothing but a play-thing for someone to use…

Unfortunately, this girlfriend had drawn a boundary when Larissa wanted more. She’d asked her to buy her a collar and leash, to lead her around the house like her own personal pet and spank her with a riding crop when she disobeyed her. She found anything other than fucking her in missionary while she was tied up to be too much work and ‘a little weird’. Didn’t take much longer for that relationship to fall apart...

But never before had Larissa been courageous enough to explore this desire any further. It had been to hard to imagine asking any of her exes to do anything of the sort to her during sex, and so those desires remained delegated to the most private part of her mind.

“Whatever.” Larissa mumbled, shoving her phone into her purse with a sigh. “Guess I’m going solo tonight.” She muttered, straightening her purse onto her shoulder. She glanced around the empty lot once more and tried not to freak herself out by thinking about just how alone she was. This was a part of town she had never been to before and thus why she had requested Hope join her tonight. It had taken so many weeks to work up the courage to come here. There was no way she would let herself chicken out now.

At the far edge of the lot was an abandoned shipping container which the forum post had indicated had something to do with the entrance to Club Coven. With a heavy sigh, she started towards it with the distinct feeling that this would either be the best or worst night of her life. Her heels clacked against the cracked cement and the latex hugging her thighs squeaked with every step she took. She repeated the words on the forum over and over again in her mind as she approached the container: knock on the left door five times, then three times on the right. Once you’re let inside Club Coven, you’ll never want to leave…

“Okay, Larissa. You’ve got this. You’re alone in a strange part of town trying to get into a maybe nonexistent sex club… but you’ve got this.” She lifted her fist and knocked five times on the left door of the shipping container. It was rusted and smelled like mildew. There was no way this was a secret entrance to an underground club…

Larissa shifted her fist over to the right side of the door and knocked three times. And then she waited. She waited for thirty seconds. And then a minute. And then two.

“This is stupid.” She muttered to herself, turning away and beginning the long stomp back towards the street. “I’m out of here. Dumb idea. Just a stupid prank from someone on a––“

The shipping container door creaked open and Larissa froze in her stride.

“This way, please.” A commanding voice called out to her.

Larissa turned on her heel and saw the dark silhouette of a man in the doorway of the container. She could see nothing of his face, only the streetlight reflected in the shiny patent leather of his shoes.

“Um… I….” She tried to speak, but words refused to form.

“You are here to attend Club Coven, aren’t you?” The man asked.

“I… yeah.” Larissa nodded, lamely.

“This way, please.” He repeated.

You could turn around now, she thought to herself. You could go home, put on Netflix, open up a bottle of wine and fall asleep on the couch. Or you could see what’s inside…

“Thank you.” She murmured as she stepped forward and into the dark threshold of the massive metal container. Larissa could see very little in the dark and wondered how the man was able to so easily maneuver through the darkness. She stood very still as she watched the dark shape of his form lead her to the back of the container. There, a small metal hatch covered another metal staircase leading down below. He held open the hatch and politely nodded and motioned for her to descend the stairs.

Larissa felt her pulse quicken. So it was real...

With one hand clutching the stair railing, she descended blindly down the stairs. After she took her first step, Larissa could see a faint red glow emitting from somewhere down below. Hoping that she wouldn’t trip over herself and land at the bottom of the stairs in a heap of latex, she released a silent sigh of relief as her feet hit solid ground. She could see now that the red light was at the end of another long hall and led to another set of doors.

“Jesus, this place is a labyrinth…” She murmured. The temperature in the lower level was cool and moist and had the musty smell of a basement. Larissa held her purse a little closer to her as she meandered slowly towards the door. She turned around for a moment, expecting the man who let her in to be following behind her, but she was suddenly, undeniably alone.

“O…kay.” She whispered, taking a deep breath. “Well, here goes nothing.” She pushed open the metal doors and the red light bathed her in a soft, warm glow. Larissa suddenly had the sensation of being in a dream. The heavy thrum of a rolling bass filled her ears and shook her to her core. A gentle fog hovered above the floor and made everything look hazy and distorted. A wide stage sat in the back of the massive room and a throng of people were situated across its surface. Larissa stood very still as her eyes took in the scene.

To her left, a glittering, mirrored bar was populated with a few people sipping on drinks in highball glasses and casually watching what was occurring on stage. In the heavy red light, she could tell little about the people in the club. She caught occasional glimpses of some of the patrons under a singular yellow light in the back and most looked as if they could have been models. Everyone was clad in black or neutral colors and adorned with luxurious fabrics. Larissa suddenly felt a little underdressed in her latex, like a cheap sex-store catalog model standing next to haute couture aficionados.

She stepped carefully through the threshold, surprised that no one in the room seemed to notice her arrival. Everyone’s languorous gazes were either locked on the stage or on the few iron cages dotting the ceiling around the massive rectangular room. It took her a moment to realize that there were people occupying the cages, some swaying gently to the rhythm of the music, while some seemed to be resting against the rails of their iron prison. Just the sight of these people locked away in cages with their freedom at the hands of another sent a warm rush of desire flowing through her.

Once she felt like she was able to breathe again, she took a couple of steps further inside of the room and focused her attention on the stage. Three massive wooden ‘X’s’ were situated in a row and attached to them were three nearly nude women. Their hands and ankles were attached to each of the X’s limbs with what looked to Larissa like leather cuffs. Each of them were being attended to personally by another person. When Larissa squinted, she could see that the two women on the left were being teased by men. The third one was almost certainly being pleasured by a woman.

She inhaled sharply and tore her eyes away from the stage. What the hell was she doing here? She had no experience beyond some occasional self-bondage with hardware store rope and some duct tape. Maybe this was a mistake. Maybe she should just turn right back around and wander back the way she–

“Good evening. You look lost.”

The voice felt like it was just beside Larissa’s ear. She jerked her head to the side and nearly jumped. A young woman stood calmly beside her, her pale, purple lips curled in a small upwards smile. How had she not noticed her standing there?

“Um… l… yeah, I suppose I might be. I mean, I’m… I meant to come here, but I just… well–“ Larissa murmured.

“It’s your first time visiting Club Coven.” She stated, rather than asked. In the deep red light, Larissa could see that she was young, maybe in her early thirties, and wore most of the pieces of a suit. She had no shirt on beneath her suit jacket and Larissa couldn’t help but notice her dark and textured hair standing out against the pale of her skin.

“That obvious, huh?” She asked a small laugh, pushing a piece of her hair behind her ear. Maybe the latex suit was a bit much…

The woman smiled warmly and held out her arm for Larissa to take. “We rarely have new guests here. It’s far more common to know everyone in the room.”

“Oh.” Larissa said, cautiously hooking her arm around the woman’s. Despite how recently she had met her, she had a faint sense of gentleness around her that was comforting. He seemed like a good tour guide for Club Coven. “So, everyone can see that I’m new?”

“Indeed.” She said, chuckling. She led them over to the mirrored bar where she released Larissa’s arm and offered her a seat in a red velvet barstool. She stood beside her, occasionally glancing outward to the stage where to observe what was happening with no more than slight curiosity. She was incredibly handsome, Larissa noted, her eyes trailing quickly up and down her tight, taut form. “Oh, but, where are my manners? My name is Thana.”

Settling herself on the seat, Larissa finally felt herself begin to relax. Club Coven wasn’t so scary, she thought. If everyone was half as welcoming as Thana, then she would have a great time. For half a second before she responded, Larissa wondered if she should use some sort of codename, as Thana clearly was. Who the hell had been named ‘Thana’ since the 16th century?

“I’m Larissa.” She said, speaking up so that she may be heard over the thumping bass.

As the bartender approached them, Thana seemed not to look up from where her eyes had locked on Larissa’s. She held up two fingers to the bartender who seemed to understand this hand motion instantly.

“I hope you’re alright with red wine, Larissa.” Thana said, winking.

Larissa couldn’t help but to hold back a girlish smile. This girl was… charming, to say in the least. A little too charming. In her world, that always meant something was wrong with her. She glanced over her shoulder at the stage behind them. To avoid craning her neck any further, she turned herself around in the barstool to fully face the show that was currently being put on. Each submissive attached to the ‘X’ looked to be in the throes of pleasure. The one in the middle was hardly standing on her own, slouching in her restraints as she was being pleasured by a vibrating wand held just between her thighs.

It made Larissa’s heart rate quicken just watching what they were being put through. To think about it happening to herself… A warm stab of pleasure drifted through her lower abdomen. She could feel her wetness beginning to grow. If she squinted, she could see that the woman in the middle had nipple clamps attached to each of her breasts. What must that feel like? It looked like it hurt, but Larissa knew that special pleasure of having such a sensitive area tweaked and twisted and pulled on at just the right moment. She ached to be on that stage.

“You enjoy this?” Thana asked, gently. She raised her wine glass to her lips as soon as the bartender placed it down in front of him.

Larissa briefly glanced sidelong at Thana, but quickly returned her attention to the stage. “I mean… it’s why I’m here. It’s why we’re all here… isn’t it?”

“Yes, you’re correct about that. I suppose I should be more specific. What exactly do you enjoy about what you see on stage right now?” Thana’ voice was low and gentle and somehow Larissa could hear her perfectly over the thrum of music vibrating throughout the club.

Larissa swallowed, her mouth suddenly very dry. All of the moisture in her body was seemingly busy leaking out between her legs as sticky, sweet wetness. Was Thana coming on to her? Well, no shit, she had to have been. You don’t just talk to strangers in sex clubs because you’re bored, right?

“Um… I… I guess I like watching them be… pleasured. It’s enjoyable to watch the… um…” Larissa had never verbalized any of these feelings before. How could she describe feelings she had never physically experienced? Of course it was pleasurable to think about being restrained and dominated in bed. But the sensation of watching it be done to other women was something different altogether.

“You enjoy taking a dominant position.” Thana observed. “Having total control over someone.”

Larissa laughed. “Me? Oh, no, no, you misunderstand me. I… I like… receiving. Being the… dominated one.”

“Ah, I see.” Thana noted. “You enjoy watching because you would like these things done to you.”

Larissa tore her eyes away from the woman’s writhing form to meet her new acquaintance’s gaze. In the light of the mirrored bar, she could see now just how pale she was. Like really, really pale. Her eyes were a pale, minty green and radiated against the gray pallor of her skin. Larissa wondered briefly if she might have been ill.

“…Right.” She admitted, quietly.

“It’s nothing to be ashamed of, Larissa. You may be new and inexperienced now, but soon, maybe even after tonight, you will know what it’s like to be completely helpless at the hands of someone else Just like these women.” She nodded towards the stage and took another long sip from the dark red drink in her hands. As she continued to drink in the scene of this magnificent wonderland, she noticed that everyone in the club was drinking dark, syrupy red wine. Was that all they served? She shook the thought from her mind and returned her focus to the sweet sensation of excitement and wonder for this place.

Larissa felt a burst of warmth bloom throughout her body. She hadn’t exactly thought much further past the first step of her plan for tonight, which was: get through the front door of Club Coven. The realization that she could give herself up to someone this very night was tantalizing in the least. Thana was right. She could have her very first experience with someone tonight if she wanted to…

Larissa’s eyes suddenly drifted towards Thana’s. She was chewing on her lower lip slightly and her attention seemed no longer interested on the stage but on the way the tight, black latex clung to Larissa’s thighs and hugged her small, but perky breasts snugly.

“Would you like a tour of the club? I have, admittedly, spent a lot of time here. I know my way around it quite well.”

Larissa licked her bottom lip, inhaling sharply as she uncrossed her legs. God, her pussy was aching now. This was pathetic. She had been here for all of five minutes and already she was horny.

“Yeah, that’d be great.” She agreed, taking a long sip from her glass and nearly emptying the thing. A tour would be good, she thought. A way to help her calm down a little. Then again, getting too close to the stage and what was happening there might get her even more excited…

Thana once again held out her arm and Larissa was quick to take it. Though she was still painfully aware of how out of place she appeared, she felt better about being accompanied by a seasoned expert. Would Thana be the first ever person to dominate her? Or would he simply be her tour guide into this beautiful new world?

Thana led her gently away from the bar and took her around the western perimeter of the spacious underground bunker. As they came closer to the stage, Larissa was able to better see a group of ten or fifteen people milling about beside the raised platform. Some were watching the scene unfold while others conversed casually with one another. Looking more closely at the audience, she could see that some of the observers were only half paying attention to the stage and spending most of their energy on pleasuring one another with hands beneath skirts and in the waistbands of pants.

“They come here willingly.” Thana murmured, nodding towards the stage participants. “With their masters. Most are a little frightened of the place during their first couple of visits, understandably, but they inevitably become regulars.” She nodded towards a small cushioned sofa about ten feet away from the stage, and Larissa slowly lowered down with minimal protest from her outfit.

“Larissa,” She inquired, tilting her head to gaze at her again. “may I ask why you came here tonight?”

Larissa swallowed a growing lump in her throat and tried to put her feelings into words. “I was… curious.” She half-whispered. “I wanted to… feel… what it’s like.” She was very aware of how close Thana was sitting to her now. Her arm was thrown across the back of the sofa and her other hand was dangerously close to Larissa’s knee.

“And is that what you would like? To be a part of this?” Again, she nodded towards the stage and Larissa shifted her hands to sit in her lap. Her pussy ached for attention. There were others pleasuring themselves and each other around them. What if she were to just touch herself a little? To spread her wetness through her parted lower lips? To play gently with the sensitive pleasure center of her pussy? She pressed her fingers up against the latex that covered her inner thighs and gave her clit a gentle petting.

“Y-yes,” She whispered, turning her head to look Thana in the eyes. No sooner than their gazes met did Thana reach up and take hold of her chin with her thumb and forefinger. Larissa gasped into her touch as the pale woman directed her gaze towards the stage once again.

“Keep watching them.” She instructed. “And keep touching yourself.”

Larissa found it surprisingly easy to obey. She liked the feeling of Thana having control over her both physically and mentally. It was easy to relinquish her will to someone else’s desires. It was even pleasurable to do so, she discovered.

“Watch her, there, on the right.” Her voice was low now, silky and thick as it spilled from her lips. Her hand reached over and rested gently on Larissa’s knee.

Larissa locked her gaze onto the woman restrained against the ‘X’ on the far right of the stage. Her head was thrown back, her chin tilted upwards, and though she could not hear anything, she was certain the woman was releasing long, drawn-out moans of pleasure based on the small ‘o’ shape of her mouth. Her wrists were limp in their leather restraints and her hips jutted out hungrily towards the woman who circled her like a lioness closing in on her prey. She was topless and wore only a black thong that hardly covered her closely cropped swirls of pubic hair. Her mistress had one hand tangled in her submissive’s hair with a tight grip while her other hand teased and prodded at the woman’s pussy with a slow, tantalizing touch.

Increasing the speed and pressure of her fingers against the thin layer of latex, a quiet whimper escaped Larissa’s lips at the thought of her being in this woman’s place.

“Larissa,” Thana purred, rising suddenly to her feet. “would you like to go somewhere a little more private?” She held her hand out and Larissa could think of nothing but accepting it, her murmurings of pleasure still slipping out of her uncontrollably as she was pulled away from the crowd.

Thana held her hand in her own as she led them through the mild crowd. Larissa wasn’t paying much attention to where they were going and suddenly found that they were ducking into a private room off of an otherwise empty hallway. Her mind was cloudy with desire, anticipation, and a new roiling hunger. She was absolutely certain now. She wanted this, whatever it was, more than anything.

Thana pulled her inside of the room and to Larissa’s surprise the door seemed to shut itself behind them. Her touch became a little fiercer–a grip around her arm rather than a gentle leading hand–and she liked it. Her movements were swift and practiced as she directed her to get onto her knees in the center of the room. She turned his back momentarily as he examined a panel hanging in the center of the wall containing a wide breadth of what Larissa could only describe as toys. There were paddles, crops, strips of leather, ballgags, bit gags, and many things she wasn’t even sure what to call. God, she needed Thana to fuck her and she needed it soon. It was almost too much to bear just being in the presence of these things, much less imagining what she might do to her with them. She noticed then, as she looked beyond the tool panel, that every surface of the room was covered in plush red velvet. She tossed her purse aside and had the sudden desperate urge to get this unbreathable latex off.

“Place your hands behind your back.” Thana instructed, her voice much sharper and commanding than it had been before. It sent a tremor up Larissa’s spine to hear her be so serious. So, it was a game for her as well. She did as she was told and slipped her hands together just above the small of her back. Her heart hammered like a clanging drum in her chest and sent spikes of adrenaline shooting through her entire body. She chanced a look up at Thana where he stood incredibly still in front of her, not moving, only watching.

“What… what are you going to do to me?” She dared to ask.

Thana moved with the grace of royalty as she lowered himself down to her haunches and observed Larissa with those piercing green eyes. A ghost of a chuckle left her lips while she reached out and gently stroked Larissa’s cheek. She almost recoiled, not because she didn’t enjoy the touch, but because Thana’s fingers were shockingly cold…

“I am not going to do anything to you.” She murmured, his voice clear and sober in this sealed off room where even the bass from the music in the club could barely reach them. As she spoke, she reached behind Larissa, so close now that their knees were touching, yet she could not feel her breath… Her hands tightened around her wrists and in one swift movement, Larissa felt the snug embrace of leather enclosing around her. There was a quiet metal clinking noise and Larissa somehow instinctively knew that she no longer belonged to herself. Thana was in complete control. She chanced a glance behind her and saw that the leather cuffs secured around her wrists were connected to a thin chain hanging from a hook in the ceiling. “I’m just the delivery girl.”

Larissa blinked. Delivery girl? What did he mean by that? She tugged instinctively on the leather restraints, but found them to be more than restrictive. Thana’s smile only grew as she returned to his feet and glided over to a barely visible door in the corner of the room. She knocked three times on it with her knuckles, and moments later it burst open.

Larissa then realized, despite a spike of fear reducing her mind to swirling thoughts of uncertainty, that the door had been nearly invisible because it was obscured by the same red velvet that adorned the walls. A figure swept into the room, tall and rhythmic with every step, a crop of messy hair hanging at the shoulders, silhouetted by a softly strobing light behind them.

“Mm, Thana, right on time. I’m starving.”

Trying to ignore the incessant throbbing of her clit and the strong waves of desire still flowing into her, Larissa could not decide if she was in danger or not. This was what she wanted, wasn’t it? To be taken control of, to have all of her faculties taken away. Was it wrong that she was enjoying it so much? Her mouth was suddenly very dry and she couldn’t help but to rub her legs together in an attempt to get a little release.

“My last meal was a regular.” The silhouetted figure murmured, coming closer and closer to Larissa. She couldn’t be certain, but the figure sounded like a woman. “Hardly any taste left in her after being passed around so many times.”

Thana remained by Larissa’s side, her hand hovering at the small of her back. Larissa found herself leaning into her slightly, begging for his touch. Whether she wanted her to touch her more or to release her, she wasn’t sure. “This one is more than fresh. Her first time here. It was painfully obvious.”

Suddenly, the new figure was just inches away from Larissa and in the soft glow of the red ceiling light she could finally see the woman standing before her. She inhaled sharply, a quiet gasp leaving her lips as fear swelled in her chest. Somehow, her wetness seemed to grow alongside her anticipation. What was happening? Who was this person? And why was she being delivered to them?

She was tall and gangly, almost like an overgrown teenager with too long of limbs. Her face was angular and thin with a sharp jawline and a perpetually sleepy stare. Even in the dark of the room, Larissa could see that the woman’s skin was a concerning shade of pale. Now that she thought of it, this mystery woman and Thana looked fairly similar in many ways. Their long, thin bodies. The way they seemed to glide into everyone room they entered. It was almost like they were–

No. She refused to even let herself think it.

Vampires. That’s what they reminded her of. Her heart suddenly felt like a jackhammer in the center of her chest. It was ridiculous. Impossible. A stupid thought. But why did it make so much sense…

“And how did this little dove stumble into our little slice of paradise?” The woman circled around her like a lioness, examining every inch of Larissa with that strange, icy gaze. Larissa was growing more terrified by the second, but she had to admit that the thought of being with this strange woman was completely and utterly tantalizing. She pulled at her cuffs again and another surge of desire swept through her.

“I–I… heard it about it… on-online…” Larissa heard herself murmur.

The woman suddenly took hold of Larissa’ chin, her fingers cool and her grip hard. Her other hand danced up and down her hip, tickling her just beneath her breast. Larissa squeezed her legs together tighter, a whimper of pleasure leaving her.

“How brave. To wander in here all alone. Searching for…whatever it is that you’re missing in your life. Excitement. Adventure. Desire.” As she spoke, the woman’s hand trailed downwards until it hovered just at Larissa’s hip. Her long fingers pushed gently around the waistband of her pants. With dextrous speed, she unlatched the hook of the latex panels and slipped her fingers down to the edge of Larissa’s panties. Larissa’s knees buckled slightly at the gentle touch and another gasp escaped her. If it weren’t for the cuffs keeping her upright, she would have fallen to the ground minutes ago.

Thana had taken a couple of steps backwards and now stood near the door, observing with a small smile on her face. “Oh, Victoire, quit playing with your food and get on with it.”

Victoire. Larissa played with the name on her tongue as she dipped her head backwards, squirming in her bondage, somehow knowing that she wasn’t allowed to say or do anything. Victoire and Thana. If those weren’t vampire names, then she didn’t know what was.

“Oh, but that’s my favorite thing to do.” Victoire murmured, pressing her body flush with Larissa’s. Her lips were just inches away from her ear, tickling the soft stretch of her neck that led down to her collar bone. The word ‘food’ ran continuously through Larissa’s mind. It was a metaphor, right?

“Please…” Larissa heard herself whimper. What was she begging for, though? For this to stop? Or to go further?

Victoire's hand suddenly plunged deeper into Larissa’s panties. Her slender fingers parted her lower lips and played gently with that swollen, dripping clit. She teased her with soft, luxurious touches and Larissa mouthed one long continuous silent scream. Her body shivered and bucked and the quiet clinking of the metal binding her wrists together filled the room.

“Oh, fuck–fuck, god… I… oh my god… yes!” Larissa cried.

Victoire adjusted her fingers, pushing them further downwards until she was fucking Larissa’s pussy with solid, controlled thrusts.

“Mm. You do like that, don’t you?” Her fingers curled around the soft, velvety inside until she was stroking Larissa’s g-spot with a confident, practiced touch. For the first time, their eyes met, and Larissa suddenly felt as if all of the sound in the room faded away. There was only her and Victoire, as if they were the only ones in the world.

“Now, you will not struggle. You will not disobey me. You will be mine to call upon anytime I wish. Do you understand?” Victoire purred, lowering her lips to Larissa’s neck and sucking gently on a spot just below her jaw.

“Y-yes,” Larissa agreed. All she wanted was more. She couldn’t stand a moment longer without release. Her pussy was leaking uncontrollably, filling her panties with a growing puddle of her wetness.

Victoire sniffed the air and a small smile graced her lips. She gave Larissa’s clit another soft stroke. “Perhaps you are just as hungry as I am.” She whispered.

Larissa tilted her neck to the side just slightly, opening herself up, presenting herself to this mysterious, alluring woman. “Take me…” She murmured, as if all that mattered in the world was that she please Victoire.

“It’ll be my pleasure.”

The last thing Larissa saw before slipping into darkness, was a pair of elongated teeth slowly dipping down towards her neck.

***

“Hope?”

She read through the text message ten, twenty, then thirty more times.

“Hey, earth to Hope…”

If only she had read it sooner. If only she had agreed to go with Larissa. What kind of friend was she? A shitty one, that’s for sure…

“Hope. Hope!”

The phone clattered to the ground as it fell from her hands. Hope Peyton usually wasn’t jumpy, but after finding out that you’re best friend has been missing for three days after going alone to an underground sex club, you’d be a little jumpy too. She sighed as she bent over to pick up her phone, saying a silent thank you to her past self for buying a clunky phone case.

“Sorry, Adam. I, um… head’s not in the game today.” She apologized.

“Yeah, I noticed. Listen, when you get done with that end-of-quarter report, can you send me the files from yesterday’s shoot? Client wants to see a few of the shots before we go forward.”

Hope slipped her phone back into her pocket and settled into her chair which squeaked noisily at her. “Sure thing.” She murmured.

As Adam disappeared back down the hall, Hope gave her phone one last look.

Can’t believe you’re bailing on me. Don’t complain when I come home with three new lovers tmrw!

They were supposed to catch up Sunday morning, but now it was Tuesday and she hadn’t heard a word from Larissa. At first she assumed her best friend had lost her phone in the throes of a wild and sexy adventure. But then after hearing nothing from her on Monday, she went by the woman’s apartment and used her spare key to see what her friend was up to. But Larissa wasn’t there. It was so unlike her to go dark like that without telling anyone. The only explanation she could think of was the worst one: something terrible must have happened to Larissa.

Why hadn’t she just gone with her? Why had she let Larissa go alone to that place? Who knows what kind of people were there...

Hope tortured herself for the rest of the workday with endless imaginations of what might have happened to her best friend. Between the possibilities of being kidnapped by mutant sex traffickers and accidentally falling down a manhole, Hope convinced herself that whatever happened to Larissa, she needed to be saved.

The sun was edging towards the horizon outside of her sixteenth floor office in midtown New York City. Hope had been in advertising for the last seven years and while she wasn’t particularly enamored with her work, it did come with some nice perks like a beautiful view of the Manhattan skyline. While it typically gave her some pleasure to look at, today the setting sun only reminded her of what was to come.

There was a small nagging voice in the back of her mind, warning her that Larissa’s fate could easily become hers if she wasn’t careful. Was it really such a good idea to go gallavanting around alone to an underground sex club? No. But the police had been absolutely useless when she called them this morning. It was going to be at least forty-eight hours before they would get off their asses and do anything about a missing person. So, Hope had no choice but to take matters into her own hands.

After a mind-numbingly long subway ride to her Brooklyn apartment, Hope spent the evening agonizing over what to wear. She knew so little about this place, Club Coven, or whatever it was called, but she knew enough to be able to piece together an outfit that might keep her from looking too much like a newbie. A tight black pencil skirt that exposed the tops of her milky-white thighs, a white button-up blouse revealing the top of her black satin bra that wasn’t quite doing its job in containing her C-cup breasts, and a pair of black knee-high boots. The reflection in the mirror was almost unrecognizable to Hope. This woman standing before her looked... confident. Sexy. Alluring. Capable.

She grabbed a small leather purse off of her bed and quickly checked through it to ensure she had everything she would need for tonight. Pocket knife. Pepper spray. Cell phone charger. And three hundred dollars in cash. Enough resources to intimidate, fight, or bribe her way out of any situation she might get into tonight. From what Larissa had told her, Club Coven was not just a sex club, but an underground place for the city’s most hardcore BDSM enthusiasts. Hope was no prude, but she honestly had no conception of what exactly it was that people who like that sort of thing actually did. Sure, she was familiar with the stereotypical whips and chains, women in tight leather, and big red ball gags, but she wasn’t really sure of what it any of it meant. Now that she thought of it, she wasn’t sure what Larissa found so appealing about it.

Sex was still a bit of a mystery for Hope. She wasn’t a virgin, but she was really, really inexperienced compared to most people her age. Her first time had been with her high school girlfriend and while it hadn’t been a complete disaster it was still not one of her favorite memories. Since that decidedly unsexy event, she had kind of avoided sex with other people as much as possible. Of course, she still enjoyed an occasional night of pleasuring herself with her vibrator, but nothing much more than that.

For now, none of that mattered. All that mattered was finding Larissa. Or at the very least, finding out what happened to her.

Giving herself one last glance in the mirror, Hope called an Uber and waited nervously outside on her curb. The driver was quiet for most of the duration of the ride until they pulled up to what looked like an abandoned car lot. A rusted shipping container sat at the end of the lot, but it was otherwise empty.

“You, uh, sure this is the place?” The driver asked, glancing at Hope through the rearview mirror.

Hope squinted into the darkness through the backseat of the car. A single street light illuminated the lot, but it was still near impossible to see. “Um... I... yeah. Yeah, this is it.” She murmured, pushing open the car door. She wobbled slightly on her feet as she stepped out of the car, her stiletto boot heels feeling weak beneath the weight of her feet. “Hey, by the way,” She turned back to the driver’s side door. “Could you just hang out down the street for a little bit? I mean, just on the off-chance that I come sprinting out of this lot screaming at the top of my lungs? It’d be nice to have a getaway car.”

The driver balked, staring at her with an uncertain gaze. “Um, sure.” He murmured.

Hope shut the car door and pulled her purse a little closer to her. So, this is where Larissa had gone. An empty parking lot. She took a few steps inside the lot and made her way slowly towards the shipping container. There was an abandoned warehouse to the east, but its lights were completely out and its windows busted. Behind her was an empty grass field stuck between two industrial buildings. Now she knew why Larissa had wanted her to come with. This place was sort of terrifying and very isolated.

Where the hell was this supposed sex club?

For many moments, Hope meandered aimlessly around the lot unsure of what she was looking for. Behind her, her Uber driver drove off and a sense of complete and total isolation began to fill her. As she stood in the center of the lot, a litany of voices were suddenly audible. Hope turned around a few times, searching for the source of the sound. There was no way there were any people out here...

Frowning, Hope took a few steps closer to the shipping container. The door was slightly ajar and if she squinted she could see a faint red glow emitting from somewhere inside. Was this it? Was this Club Coven? She jogged forward as well as she could in her boots and approached the container carefully. The voices sounded as if they were coming from somewhere inside... but that was impossible. They would be much louder if there were people in there.

Taking a deep breath, Hope reached out and pulled the shipping container door open a little wider. The red glow grew. As her eyes began to adjust, she realized there was a door, a hatch of some kind, in the back of the container, leading down into a red darkness. That was it. It must have been. She pulled her cell phone out and turned on the flashlight. Then, on second thought, she turned the high-powered light off and used the glow from her screen to help her forward.

The hatch was made of heavy metal and connected to a ladder leading downwards into a complete dark pit. As she approached the hatch, the sound of the voices grew louder and louder. Hope continued downward into the darkness, holding onto her phone and the little light it provided for dear life. This was absolutely the craziest thing she had ever done...

Finally, the red glow grew until she was able to a set of metal double doors a few feet away from the last step of the ladder. Hope slipped her phone back into her purse and, with a silent prayer to whatever gods might be above, she made her inside of underground bunker.

Every part of Hope’s body hummed as she was embraced by the dark red light of the place and the thrumming bass of electronic music. A stage in the back of the room seemed to be the main attraction and was surrounded by people both on and around the wooden platform. As she examined the stage more closely, she realized with a silent gasp that three women were performing oral sex on one another while the audience encouraged them with occasional light touches or words.

Behind her was a bar that was for the most part empty. And above her... Hope shook her head at the sight of the cages. She was all for free love and sexual freedom, but this might have gone too far for her. Who got turned on by being locked in a metal cage? Shaking her head, Hope turned away from the stage and tried to get a good look at the other patrons.

Larissa definitely wasn’t just wandering around in here. Wait a second, Hope thought, shoving her hand into her purse. Her cellphone. She could call Larissa and if her phone was still alive and not on silent she might be able to hear it nearby. Her fingers punched the buttons quickly and she held the phone up to her ear.

“C’mon, c’mon...” She murmured, chewing on her bottom lip. The phone rang once. Twice. She listened carefully out of her free ear, turning around a couple of times in the dark space.

Then–what was that? A quiet melody of electronic noises. No way, no way, no way. Was it actually Larissa’s phone? Had she been right? Was Larissa somewhere aroun–

“Excuse me. Cell phones aren’t allowed in here.”

Hope whirled around and was suddenly face to face with a very tall very pale woman. Her eyes were a striking gray color and her light brown hair hung messily at her shoulders. Her jaw hanging open slightly, Hope tried to form words but found it near impossible. She had never seen anyone like this before. This woman was so pale that she was almost glowing in the dark of the room.

Before she could respond, the woman reached out and snatched Hope’s phone from her hand. She dangled the thing in front of Hope’s face, an amused smirk grazing her lips. “Can’t risk photos being taken, videos being recorded, that sort of thing. You understand.”

“Y-yeah, I...” Hope almost reached out for her phone, but at the last moment thought better of it. Who was this woman? Her accent sounded British, lilty and clipped like a knife cutting through smooth butter.

“I’ll just hold onto this for you for a little bit.” She said, shoving the phone into her back pocket.

Hope’s heart suddenly constricted. Her one escape, her phone, was now out of her reach. Stay cool, she told herself. If she could handle this, she could probably get information about where Larissa might be out of this strange woman.

“I can only assume this is your first time here. Am I wrong?”

Hope cleared her throat, her eyes raking over the stained cement floor, the cracked walls and ceiling, the mirrored bar a few feet away, anything but this woman’s cool, icy gaze.

“You’re not wrong.” She whispered, surprised at the way her normally solid voice cracked slightly.

“And what could have possibly brought an innocent little dove like you down to our dank little cave? How did someone as soft as you stumble upon our slice of paradise?”

Shit, Hope thought. She couldn’t remember where Larissa had heard about this place and she had a feeling that her answer to this question was going to determine a lot about how the rest of her night was going to go.

“Well, I... I wanted to—“

“You wanted a little taste of danger. A night of being someone else. Escaping your small, insignificant life of misery...” The woman took a couple of steps forward, her grin sultry and crooked. She looked hungry and decisive. At some point in the last thirty seconds, this tall British woman had apparently decided that Hope was something to be devoured.

Hope, despite herself, took a small step forward. Her mind was cloudy, as if she had suddenly forgotten what she was doing there in this humid underground bunker. “Y-yes,” she whispered. Something was happening to her. Her body was defying her every thought. Heat was building throughout her. But why?

“That’s what I thought. Still doesn’t answer my question, though.” Faster than the human eye could see, the woman was suddenly pressed up against Hope, one bony hand tightened around her hip, the other dragging gently through Hope’s dark hair.

Hope gasped, taking a sudden sharp inhale. The woman’s hands were unbelievably cold. “I... I heard about it from... from a friend.”

“And you did come here to have fun, didn’t you? Tell me, little dove, what’s your name?”

Again, Hope found words failing her. All she could focus on was the strange magnetic pull this woman had on her. She had to fight it, to push through, to remember why she was here. “Hope. And... yours?”

“You may address me as Victoire.”

Hope blinked. What a strange name. It was a step above those corny names people who wanted to be vampires gave themselves. Despite herself, Hope straightened slightly and took a small step backwards. Her eyes grazed quickly over the room and she had to bite her lip to stifle a small smile. Is that all this was? A bunch of Dracula wannabees playing dress up and tying each other up? That definitely sounds like something Larissa would get tangled up in.

“Victoire.” Hope repeated. “Interesting name. Let me guess. You were born in... what? 17th century England?”

Victoire's eyebrows raised with genuine and amused surprise. “18th century, actually. But good guess.” She pulled her hand away from Hope’s neck and let it rest on the other side of the woman’s hip. “Cheeky, aren’t you? Dare I say bratty?”

“Maybe. I’m certainly not stupid or gullible.” Hope countered. She was suddenly feeling far more confident than she had when she first walked in the room. Victoire must have been wearing contact lenses to make her eyes look so gray. It probably took her hours to put all of that white makeup on.

“But are you... easily persuaded?” Victoire asked, that crooked smile of hers growing.

Hope wanted to sneer. “Not particularly.”

“Hm. Care to put a wager on that?” Victoire challenged.

Again, Hope’s thoughts turned to Larissa. How could she broach the subject without revealing why she was really there? “And what exactly would that entail? What are you going to try and persuade me to do, Victoire?”

“Whatever I’d like.” Victoire whispered.

“I accept your challenge. But I have one condition...” Hope took a small step forward, her face just inches away from Victoire's. “If you fail to persuade me, then you have to give me some... information.”

“Information?” Victoire murmured, pulling away slightly to look into Hope’s eyes. “Now I’m really intrigued. Why don’t we go somewhere a little more comfortable?”

Hope’s mind was clear as Victoire reached over and took her hand, guiding her away from the entry hall and further into the building. Her movements were smooth and fluid, like she were a ghost gliding along creating a path through the throngs of leather and latex-clad people. Hope kept her eyes open for any sign of Larissa, but all she saw were unrecognizable people open-mouthed with pleasure.

Victoire led her away from the main stage and down a curved hallway lined with multiple doors. Hope could faintly hear the sound of moaning from one of the doors. She followed Victoire inside. The room was small, outfitted with a large bed on one end and a small loveseat across from it. Hope’s mouth went dry at the sight of a pegboard hanging above the loveseat. Three rows of floggers, whips, crops, and harnesses hung from the board. Hope tried not to stare at them for too long.

Victoire dropped gracefully onto the love seat and motioned for Hope to sit beside her. It was quiet in the room other than the soft hum of the bass from the music outside. “Now, before we begin, tell me a little more about this information you’re looking for.”

Hope cautiously lowered herself down to the loveseat, her knee brushing gently against the other woman’s. A shiver ran through her and Hope pushed away thoughts of how attractive Victoire was. That fact was completely irrelevant to what she was here to do... She studied the woman’s face and tried to determine whether she should reveal exactly why she had stumbled into Club Coven. Victoire didn’t seem particularly dangerous. Horny as hell and a little on the strange side, but probably not an insane axe-murderer.

“I’m looking for someone.” Hope said.

“Curious.” Victoire murmured. “Tell me more. Wait–don’t tell me. I have a feeling you’re a journalist. You’ve gotten a tip about the scandalous underground Club Coven and here you are, dressed to the nines, seeking out the traitorous someone here who has betrayed the secret of our existence. Am I warm?” As she spoke Victoire lay her head against her hand and placed her elbow on the back of the loveseat. She looked completely at ease as her free hand reached out and dropped gently onto Hope’s thigh.

Warmth began to bloom somewhere deep inside of Hope. God, Victoire's touch felt good... “Something like that.” Hope murmured.

“Let’s amend our wager, then. If, by the end of our time together tonight, I cannot persuade you to do exactly as I say, I will introduce you to whomever it is you’re looking for, provided they are here.”

Hope licked her bottom lip. She was here to find Larissa. Her missing friend may have already met an untimely end, but she didn’t know that yet. And she was going to do everything in her power to find out what exactly had happened to Larissa. If this is what she had to do in order to accomplish that, then... so be it. “Okay,” She whispered, nodding once. “you’ve got a deal.”

“Excellent.” Victoire purred, suddenly sitting up in her seat. Her eyes fluttered with the reflection of the single red bulb hanging in the center of the ceiling. She got to her feet, towering over Hope on her long, narrow legs. “Then, let us begin.”

In one sudden blurred motion, the pale woman straddled Hope with one knee beside either of her hips. Her hands, cold like she had just been holding ice, gripped Hope’s wrists tightly and drew them slowly up behind Hope’s head. Victoire lowered her head down slightly, her lips hovering just at the woman’s ear. “Oh,” She purred, “I forgot to tell you. There’s no safe word here.”

Hope shivered beneath Victoire's weight, her whole body lighting up with want. It was like Victoire had lit a match within her and every nerve ending was slowly coming alight. She swallowed back any lingering fear inside and gave herself over. She had to do this, she reminded herself, to save Larissa.

Victoire released one of Hope’s hands as she dragged her lips down the woman’s neck in a slow, sensuous kiss, like she were tasting her. She reached up blindly and removed something from the pegboard hanging above them. Hope couldn’t see what it was, but her heart constricted wildly at the sensation of warm, snug leather suddenly snaking itself around her wrist. She felt Victoire pull both wrists together and soon found that her hands were bound with a pair of black, leather cuffs. The center chain keeping them connected was clipped to an eyelet in the wall directly above her head.

Hope knew it was no use to test their efficacy. Something told her that she wasn’t going to be released until Victoire wanted her to be. Her desire was growing wildly with every second. Being restrained was doing... something to her. Hope had never been tied up before, but she was absolutely certain she had never been this turned on before. She chewed on her bottom lip and let her eyes slide shut. Victoire's lips returned to the edge of her jaw and travelled slowly around until arriving at Hope’s lips. Her kiss was slow and exploratory, not particularly gentle, but curious.

“You taste... untouched. Not quite virginal, but... pure, to be certain...” With both hands free to explore now, Victoire drew her fingertips slowly down Hope’s sides sending goosepimples up her arms. With her lips still exploring the warm crevices of Hope’s collarbone and jaw, she deftly unfastened the buttons of Hope’s shirt, further exposing the round, supple breasts already falling out of the tight, white blouse.

A sharp inhale left Hope’s lips. Every few moments her brain seemed to shock itself back to life. A cavalcade of panicked thoughts ran through her: what was she doing here? Why was she doing this? She had to get out of here! But then that sweet, hot desire deep in her core fired up again and she relaxed into Victoire's icy touch.

With the folds of Hope’s shirt hanging open, Victoire took hold of the woman’s exposed nipples with her thumb and forefinger. Again, Hope gasped with a mixture of delight and surprise. Victoire tweaked the soft, pink nipples with her thumb and forefinger, twisting them in her hands forcefully. Her crotch was pressed tightly up against Hope’s and it was all Hope could do not to rub herself up against the outside of Victoire's jeans.

“I’m quite good at what I do, you know, Hope.” Victoire said, sitting up slightly and looking down at her captive audience. She ran her thumbs over Hope’s hardening nipples, massaging them until they were plump and erect. “I can make anyone do anything I want them to. It’s a special ability that I have.”

Panting slightly, Hope ticked her gaze upwards and tried to stifle her quiet whimpers of pleasure. God, she loved having her nipples played with... Of course, it was always her playing with them. No one else had ever touched her like this. Her pussy was growing wet, despite how much she willed it not to. “Is-is that so?” Hope retorted, weakly.

A throaty laugh left the other woman. “For instance...” She lowered her head down and took Hope’s left nipple between her teeth and sucked on it hungrily.

Instantly, Hope threw her head back as a wave of pleasure overtook her. She bucked beneath the weight of the woman on top of her and pulled at her restrained hands. Her breath left her in trembling gasps. As Victoire teased her nipples, her hands drifted downward towards Hope’s skirt. She shifted her leg so that she sat beside Hope now with full access to the woman’s pelvis. Her hand continued drifting until it rest gently against the thin fabric of Hope’s panties.

“Oh,” Victoire purred, “I see I’ve made you wet already...”

Hope glanced down at herself, though she knew Victoire was right. Her juices were already leaking out of her and down her inner thighs. She bit her lip to keep from moaning in pleasure as the woman pulled her panties slowly down the length of her legs.

“Most others in the Coven, people like me, I mean, they’ll spend hours teasing and torturing their prey. Getting them unbelievably horny, denying them pleasure and release, but... I’m a little too impatient for all that. I do like to play with my food, but... only to a point.” Victoire said. As she spoke, her fingers pushed apart the wet folds of Hope’s pussy, gently teasing her, spreading her wetness from her cunt up to her swollen, throbbing clit.

Hope’s entire body was tense now, strained into a state of delicious, desperate need. Her brain seemed to have disconnected from her mouth as she attempted to keep herself from begging and pleading for more. “I...p-please...”

“Please what?” Victoire asked, smiling gently in the dark as she pushed her fingers a little further into Hope’s wet pussy. She slid them up to her clit and played slowly with that central pleasure core.

“Oh, fuck–god...” Hope burst out before silencing herself again.

“You like when I touch you there, Hope?”

Hope pressed her lips together, but could not stifle a long, hot moan. Yes, she wanted to scream, she loved being touched there by Victoire. More, she wanted to beg, more, more, more!

Victoire quickly shifted her fingers up inside of Hope. She did not fuck her, but held them inside the warm, clenching walls of Hope’s pussy for many moments, simply stroking the woman’s g-spot knowingly. “Tell me something, Hope. Are you mine?”

“God, oh my god, fuck–please!” Hope pleaded, praying she wouldn’t slip and give Victoire the pleasure of saying she was hers.

Again, Victoire stroked that warm, velvety spot up inside of Hope. “Sorry, could you repeat that?”

“Please, please just–” Hope begged, her wrists straining as her entire body begged for release. “I... oh god, please, Victoire–” She couldn’t take this. She needed to be fucked and she needed it now.

“Say it, Hope. Say you’re mine. And tell me what you want from me.”

“God, just fuck me! Please, please just fuck me...” The words burst out of Hope’s lips without permission from her brain. She didn’t have time to chastise herself as Victoire plunged three fingers deep inside of Hope’s wanting pussy. She fucked her with hard, merciless strokes, thrusting in and out of her, in and out, coating her hand with the sweet, sticky juices of Hope’s desire.

“Oh god, yes, yes, right there, fuck yes–don’t stop–god, don’t stop!” Hope moaned freely now, letting go of all her inhibitions. Her body hummed with pleasure as Victoire fucked her.

With her free hand, Victoire took hold of Hope’s chin and held her tightly in place, gazing down at her toy with an unsatisfied hunger. She pulled her hand out of Hope’s pussy and climbed off of the woman with a soft sigh. Hope groaned quietly up at the ceiling, squeezing her legs together as her pussy throbbed for more.

“Well, making you cum might be far too easy of a task. So, suppose I’ll have to take measures to make it a little more challenging for myself.” Victoire murmured. As she spoke she examined the pegboard of tools hanging above the loveseat where Hope lay prone and helpless.

“Hm.” Victoire tapped the side of her cheek with her finger as she gazed thoughtfully at the many tools at her disposal. She removed a few tools, though Hope couldn’t see what they were in the dark of the room. She tossed them down onto the sofa beside Hope and bent down to her captive’s level. “Look at you,” She teased, placing her hands on the tops of Hope’s thighs. “All tied up. Helpless. What a mess you’ve gotten yourself into. God knows how long I’ll keep you here or what things I’ll do to you. Does it turn you on, Hope? Knowing I could do absolutely anything I want to you? Hm?”

Hope shivered in response. Her pussy was so taut with desire it was starting to hurt. She needed more and Victoire's words were like the gentlest of embraces compared to her possessive, icy touch. Before she could respond, Victoire's hands were gripping her hips and turning her over onto her knees. She shifted herself as fluidly as possible until she was on her knees facing the wall behind the loveseat. Her bound hands still kept her immobile, but now she could no longer see Victoire or what the woman was doing.

Victoire pressed herself up against Hope’s backside and a sharp, sudden THWACK filled the room.

“Ah!” Hope bucked with the surprising sting against her ass. She looked over her shoulder and saw Victoire held a wide, wooden paddle in her hands. Fuck, Hope thought, she was really in trouble now...

An amused laugh left the taller woman as she reached around and fingered Hope with a few quick strokes. “You love it, don’t you? You’re a very bad girl, Hope. It’s why you came here, isn’t it? To be punished?”

Hope couldn’t help herself. She pushed her ass out a little further. Stay strong, she told herself, don’t submit to her.

THWACK!

The paddle screamed against her ass yet again and Hope groaned in sumptuous pleasure. Fuck, she was getting close to cumming...

“You know what I like?” Victoire said, shifting her fingers around to Hope’s backside where she began to finger her from behind. “I like the sound of a woman’s voice when she’s gagged. Those little moans stifled behind a big thick ball gag. Or a cock shoved deep inside her mouth. God, that turns me on.”

Hope dropped her head as she realized she knew exactly what was coming next.

“Hmmm. Oh! I have an idea.” Victoire said, feigning surprise. “Let’s plug you up. That way I don’t have to hear my prey talking back to me. Now, how many holes do we have to fill...?”

Hope glanced behind her suddenly, her breath hitching in her throat. Plug her up? As in...

“Fuck! God! Oh my–unnghh, god, yes–” Hope heard herself exclaim as something was pushed inside of her from behind. She couldn’t tell what exactly it was, but if she had to guess it felt like a large silicone dildo. She panted as the thing filled her up, her inner walls clenching tightly around it.

“There’s one hole.” Victoire said matter-of-factly. “Now, for the other two.”

“Please...” Hope begged, though she wasn’t entirely sure what she was pleading for. To be fucked? To be untied? She wasn’t sure, but she knew her pleas were meaningless.

A hand suddenly clamped itself tightly around Hope’s mouth, stifling all of her whimpers and moans. Victoire's lips sucked gently on Hope’s earlobe. “You want to keep going, don’t you, Hope?”

“Mmmmmm,” Hope moaned into the cold hand. She tried her best to nod, to let the woman know that yes, she indeed wanted to continue.

“Very good. I’ll bet you’ve never had your... other hole... filled before, have you?” As she spoke, Victoire's finger pushed gently up against Hope’s asshole, playing with it, stroking it, relaxing it.

“Mmmmmph.” Hope moaned again, shaking her head through ragged pants. She was completely at the other woman’s mercy now and she knew it. 

“That’s what I thought. Well, maybe I’ll go easy on you.”

Hope writhed as she felt her panties being pulled down to her ankles. Suddenly, the soaking wet lace fabric was being shoved inside of her mouth. She attempted to wrench her head away, but Victoire's hold on her jaw was impossibly strong. The taste of her own cum was tangy and a little sweet. It was something she had never planned on tasting before, but to be honest... it wasn’t terrible. “Mmmnnphhh,” Hope groaned pushing her ass further backwards, trying to get Victoire's finger to go in further. God, what was she doing? What was happening to her? This wasn’t like her at all to enjoy something so dirty.

For many moments, Victoire pushed her finger in and out of the round, tight little hole, expanding it and massaging it. “Can you handle it?” She whispered into Hope’s hair. “Being all filled up? Your tight little asshole, your useless mouth, and that wet, dripping pussy... All filled up to the brim.”

Without waiting for an answer, Victoire took hold of the dildo shoved deep inside of Hope’s pussy and began fucking her with it. She pushed it and out of her mercilessly, all the while fingering her asshole with her middle and index finger.

Hope’s mind seemed to fade away completely, leaving her in a state of complete and utter pleasure. There were no thoughts, no words, just an innate, carnal pleasure taking hold of her, filling her up, tearing her apart. She heard herself scream as her body tensed into one giant nerve, her desire exploding within her into an indescribable sensation of blooming warmth. Her orgasm took over and Hope could do nothing but fall prey to its power.

She went limp in her restraints and pressed her forehead against the soft cushion of the loveseat. A strangled moan left her as Victoire pulled her fingers and the dildo out of her.

“And now, let’s test our little bet. It’s time for my pleasure...” Victoire said, dropping onto the sofa next to Hope. She took hold of the bound woman’s chin and jaw once again and wrenched Hope’s head to the side to expose her neck. Something sharp poked against the human’s neck.

The numbness in Hope’s mind suddenly faded away and her flight or flight instincts kicked in. What was Victoire doing? What was about to happen? Something in her told her to get away as soon as possible. She jerked her wrists, but the cuffs were too tight. Suddenly, Hope threw her elbow backwards and felt it connect with what must have been Victoire's face.

Chaos erupted and for many moments there was nothing but blind scuffling and groaning in the dark. Hope couldn’t see what was happening behind her, but she heard a furious grumble from Victoire. “How dare you defy me! Submit to me.” The woman insisted, reaching over and unhooking Hope’s restraints from the wall.

Hope took the opportunity to whirl around and scrambled backwards into the corner of the loveseat. She spit the dirty panties out of her mouth. Her heart was racing just as it had been minutes ago, but this time it was fear, rather than desire, filling her chest.

From where she stood at the other end of the loveseat, Victoire's face was marred by the dark red shadows of the bulb hanging from the ceiling. Beneath the shadow was a mask of hunger and fury as she stared deeply into Hope’s eyes. For many moments, the woman stood very still, as if trying to bore a hole into her.

“Why... isn’t... this... working?!” Victoire groaned, squeezing her fists tightly. “Why can’t I thrall you?!”

“Why can’t you... what?” Hope breathed, trying desperately to free herself from the leather cuffs. “Wh-what are you talking about? I–”

“You should be doing everything that I demand of you, including submitting to me so that I can finally get a bloody drink!”

“A drink?” Hope murmured, her voice small in the back of her throat. What the hell was she talking about? Her stomach flipped over and over again as she dared to get to her feet. She had to get out of here with or without Larissa.

“Sit DOWN!” Victoire demanded. By the tone of her voice, Hope sensed that the woman was surprised when she refused to sit down again. “Gyah!” She grumbled, turning away from Hope for a moment to pace around the room. “You... you’ve got the strongest mental willpower I’ve ever seen in a human.”

“I... I do?” Hope asked.

“Yes! It’s infuriating. I’m nearly two-hundred years old, I should be able to persuade absolutely any creature that walks this fucking planet into doing anything that I want.”

With trembling fingers, Hope finally managed to unbuckle the leather straps around her wrist. She could say with certainty now that Victoire was one-hundred percent insane. “Two-hundred, huh? Sorry, I... I’m not following.”

Rolling her eyes, Victoire stopped her pacing briefly to glare over her shoulder at her would-be victim. “Do not mock me. All vampires are gifted an ability from their sires. Mine is that I am incredibly persuasive. I can look into anyone's eyes and convince them to do anything that I want. Anyone except for you, apparently.”

Vampires. There it was. Hope chewed on the word silently. Her hypothesis had been correct that every psycho in Club Coven must have thought they were some kind of lord of darkness or whatever. Despite Victoire’s insistence on the fact that she was indeed a vampire, she had so far done nothing to actually prove it. “I’m... sorry?” Hope massaged her wrists gently, her heart hammering wildly in her chest. Her eyes scanned the wall behind Victoire where they had entered. It was the only exit. She wasn’t getting out of here unless she got past her.

“Yes, you had better be. This is the first time that this... This has never happened to me before.” Victoire grumbled.

Hope glanced up at the taller woman once again, trying desperately to formulate a plan. “Listen, I... don’t take this the wrong way, but... we had a bet.”

“I remember the bloody bet!” Victoire barked, whirling around again to face Hope. She glared down at the human, sneering as she was reminded of the bet she had just lost. “Listen to me and listen well. I’ll keep my end of the deal if you swear to whatever god above you pray to that you won’t tell anyone about this. No one. D’you hear me? No one.”

Hope nodded hurriedly, getting to her feet once again. “Th-thank you. I... yeah, of course, I promise. I won’t–”

“Who is it you’re looking for?”

Clearing her throat, Hope took a tentative step closer. She could feel her wetness getting cold and damp between her legs. “My friend came here three nights ago. Her name is Larissa Hutchinson. She’s a little shorter than me, blonde, was probably wearing something very shiny.”

The sour look Victoire had been sporting for the last five minutes suddenly faded away. She laughed quietly at first, but it grew quickly to an amused guffaw. “Oh, bloody hell. I know exactly who you’re talking about. Christ, if I’d known that’s who you were looking for I’d have taken you right away.”

“You mean she’s okay?! You know where she is?!” Hope straightened her skirt and quickly buttoned up her shirt. She couldn’t help but notice Victoire's eyes ticking downwards to her exposed breasts as she did so.

“Follow me.” The vampire muttered.

Hope stayed close behind Victoire as the pale woman led her out of the private room and further down the dark hallway. The further they got away from the warehouse the colder it became. Shivering a little, Hope crossed her arms over her chest and waited patiently for Victoire to unlock a pair of wooden double doors at the end of the hallway.

“Welcome, Hope, to my harem.”

“Your...?” Hope’s voice died in her throat as her eyes adjusted to this new form of darkness. Behind the double-doors was a scene Hope couldn’t have made up in her wildest dreams. The plush red carpet was decorated with endless floor pillows upon which ten or perhaps twelve women lounged. As Hope stepped further inside the cave-like room, she realized that some of the women were massaging one another, some pleasuring each other orally, while some were tied in restrictive bondage. For many moments, Hope could not help but to simply stand and stare. Her pussy was swelling with want again. “What... what is this?”

“My personal stash of women whom I may drink from, fuck, or play with at any time. How does that make you feel? I could have been in here tonight,” She stepped forward a couple of steps, approaching one of the bound women suspended from the ceiling in a complex construction of ropework. “but instead I chose to fuck you.”

Victoire reached out and gently stroked the bound woman’s crotch, pulling deftly on a rope positioned just between the warm, wet lips of her pussy. The woman jerked slightly, releasing a slew of pathetic moans into the red rubber ball gag that filled her mouth.

“Some of them are still in training. They get a bit naughty and I have to keep them tied up like little pigs. Isn’t that right?” Victoire teased, reaching out and squeezing the bound woman’s nipple tightly. “You’re just my naughty little cum rag, aren’t you?”

Hope tried desperately to think of cold showers and unsexy things, but her mind refused to cooperate. God, being in this room just made her want to fuck again. “Wh-where is–?”

“Larissa, where are you darling?” Victoire interrupted Hope, stepping over a number of women who gazed hungrily up at their master.

Hope followed Victoire further into the room, unable to believe such a place existed. All of these women... were they really Victoire's fucktoys? Her eyes scanned the room more easily now as she adjusted to the lack of light. Where was Larissa?

“Oh, Hope, look. Your friend has gotten quite comfy here. Look,” Victoire dropped down onto one of the massive floor pillows, extending her long legs and leaning against her elbow. She lounged beside a sleepy looking blonde in a latex catsuit who was being fingered very slowly by a dark-haired woman with olive-colored skin.

“Larissa?!” Hope dove forward to her friend’s side. “Oh my god! Jesus, I thought you were dead! I thought–” Hope leaned forward to embrace her friend, but stopped midway as she realized Larissa was being pleasured by the other harem member. “Ah... I... Larissa, we need to go. We need to leave here.”

Larissa’s eyes opened slowly and she gazed sleepily up at Hope. “Oh, Hope... Hi...” She murmured, “Mmm, god that feels good...Hope... what’re you... what’re you doing here...?”

“I’m here to bring you home, Larissa. I...” Hope frowned as she noticed something on the side of her friends’ neck. What were those small scars just beneath her ear? “Bitemarks... Holy shit,” She whirled around to Victoire, her mouth hanging open slightly. “You... you really... you b-bit her, you...!”

“Hope, c’mon. I told you exactly what I was. It isn’t my fault you didn’t believe me. You’re in a club run entirely by and for vampires.” Sitting up onto her knees, Victoire licked her lips as she watched Larissa continue to be pleasured. “Now, I told you I’d bring you to your friend, however I didn’t say anything about you and Larissa leaving. So, how about this? How about you lay down right there and she,” She nodded towards Larissa, “face fucks you until she cums in your mouth? While she’s doing that, I’ll give your pussy another good fucking, only this time I’ll be wearing that cock I shoved up inside of you. What do you say to that?”

“What?” Hope balked, “No, I just came for my friend. C’mon, Larissa, let’s g–”

“Oh, c’mon, Hope. Don’t be such a spoilsport. Look around you.” Victoire insisted. “Everyone here is having such a great time. They want to be here.”

Rolling her eyes, Hope bent down and reached for Larissa’s hand, but the blonde was far too engaged in the clitoral massage she was receiving. Hope sighed as she felt Victoire's hand on her shoulder.

“Hope,” The vampire whispered, “you already submitted to me once tonight. Commit to being mine for the entire night and I swear you will not regret it.” She tightened her hand around Hope’s shoulder, dragging her fingers slowly down the woman’s arm. “Let me take your body to places you’ve never dreamed of. I can sense just how tightly wound you are. How much you’ve conformed to what the world outside wants you to be. Let me unwind you.” She murmured, pressing her lips up against Hope’s earlobe and nibbling gently on the soft skin. “I saw a glimpse of darkness in you earlier. You loved those nasty things I did to you. Give into it. Just for tonight.”

Hope stiffened slightly, her gaze turning slowly over her shoulder towards the vampire. Victoire was right, in a way. Her life was incredibly rigid and strict and god what she wouldn’t do to not be the girl-next-door just for one day. She chewed thoughtfully on her bottom lip before returning her gaze to Larissa. That look of ecstasy on her friend’s face was enviable... Is this what she really wanted? To be dominated and used by this... this vampire?

“Okay.” Hope whispered. “Just... just for tonight.”

Wordlessly, Victoire slowly drew her hands down the brunette’s arms, her grip tightening as she reached Hope’s wrists. With one sudden movement, she yanked the human’s arms behind her back and held her tightly.

“Lick her.” Victoire commanded, nodding down at Larissa who still squirmed and writhed among the plush pillows. “Lick your friend until she cums in your dirty, useless mouth.”

A whimper escaped Hope’s lips as her eyes ticked downward to the woman who had been her best friend for many years. Her pussy was swollen with desire at the thought of being fucked by Victoire again, being told what to do by her. But could she really do this? Could she pleasure Larissa just because she was told to?

“Go ahead, Hope.” Larissa encouraged her, chewing on her bottom lip as the woman attending to her moved away. “It’s okay. You’re going to really enjoy this.”

Before Hope could consider the decision any further, she felt a hand against her back pushing her roughly to the ground face first. “I said lick her, Hope. Do not make me tell you again.”

Hope did her best to arrange her lips onto Larissa’s already dripping wet pussy. It was difficult to crawl with Victoire pinning her arms so tightly behind her back, but she managed to do it without any more complaints. She had never licked anyone’s pussy before and her cheeks flushed hot red with embarrassment. She pressed her tongue gently up against the wet folds of Larissa’s smooth, hairless cunt and stroked her over and over again. As she did so, she felt the unmistakable metallic bite of handcuffs being tightened around her wrists.

“Mmm,” Larissa moaned in appreciation, grinding her hips up against Hope’s face. “Right there. Just like that, Hope–”

“Good girl, Hope. Make her cum and you’ll get a special treat.” Victoire said, giving Hope’s ass a hard smack.

“Mmf!” Hope cried out into Larissa’s clit. There it was again: that delicious mix of pleasure and pain. She felt the sensation of her ankles being wrapped together with something warm and snug. Was it leather? It felt similar to the wrist cuffs she had been bound in earlier in the night, but now they were keeping her ankles completely immobile. How much more was Victoire going to restrain her?

Larissa jerked slightly as her clitoris was becoming overwhelmed with pleasure. “Ahh–god, don’t stop–d-don’t stop, Hope-Hope, please–oh, I’m going to––fuck, I’m going to–Victoire, may I–may I cum? Please, may I cum?”

“Hm. Have you been a good girl, Larissa?” Victoire purred, peeking over Hope’s shoulder down at the pathetic writhing and whimpering woman.

“Y-yes! Yes, I’ve... oh, god I’ve been a good girl–please–please may I cum?”

“Alright, yes, you may cum.” The vampire allowed, licking her lips in anticipation. Larissa’s hips bucked upwards as her eyes screwed shut and she released a silent scream.

Hope increased the speed of her darting tongue, licking Larissa harder, faster, only stopping when her friend’s body shuddered and relaxed, limp and devoured.

“Very good, Hope. I didn’t think you had it in you. I honestly thought you’d put up more of a fight. Maybe you’re more of a natural submissive than I previously thought.”

Hope’s pink tongue trailed gently across her lips in an attempt to lick up all of Larissa’s cum. Her mind was completely, utterly blank. What had just happened? Had she really just eaten out her best friend because a dominant vampire mistress had just told her to? She sat up onto her haunches and tried to ignore the constant, flaming throb of her needy clit.

“Now, Hope, what are we going to do with you? Larissa, tell me, what does our friend Hope like, hm? What should we do with her?” Victoire sing-songed, circling Hope a few times before dropping down onto the floor pillows beside Larissa.

“Oh, I dunno’.” Larissa murmured, laughing gently to herself as she leaned up against the tall, pale woman, her smile growing as Victoire wrapped an arm around her shoulders. “Her nipples are so big. I bet they’re super sensitive.”

Victoire looked like a grinning wolf. “Is that so?”

As she sat up and maneuvered herself behind the bound woman, Victoire unbuttoned Hope’s blouse for the second time that night. Hope couldn’t help but release a quiet slew of moans as the vampire’s cool hands tickled her breasts. Once the shirt was open and slipping down her elbows, Victoire brought her fingers around Hope’s narrow shoulders and tweaked the flat, shapely nipples with a tight grip.

“Ahh–” Hope hissed, leaning back into Victoire, her eyes sliding shut.

“You’re right, Larissa. She is very sensitive here...” Victoire chuckled, giving one of her breasts a slap. “You know, I think I’ve got something that’ll keep those big, sensitive nipples nice and perky.”

“Wh-what are you going to–?”

“Ah, ah, ah! You, my dirty little slut, don’t speak. Not unless you’re spoken to. Understand?”

For a moment, Hope was unsure of what to do. Was she being spoken to now? She nodded cautiously, trying desperately to focus on anything other than the unbearable tingling sensation left in her nipples by Victoire's teasing. Larissa was giggling up at her as Victoire retrieved something from a small wooden box nearby, clearly entertained by her friend’s predicament.

“Who would’ve thought, huh, Hope? I knew you should have come with me on Friday...” Larissa teased.

A sharp, biting pain suddenly shot up through Hope’s left breast. “Ah!” She cried out, glancing down to see a small metal clamp being secured mercilessly to her nipple. With every passing second the pain transformed into pleasure. It was a strange cycle of sensation. First, the bite of the clamp, then the sweet bolts of pleasure it sent to her already swollen clit.

Hope bit down hard on her bottom lip as she felt the second clamp being attached to her other nipple. She released a quiet slew of groans, breathing through the sensation with as little protestation as she could manage. From behind her, she could feel Victoire still hovering, her hands slowly drifting down her sides. She inhaled sharply as she felt the woman’s tongue press softly up against her earlobe.

“I think I know what I want to do with you.” The vampire mused, a deep throaty chuckle leaving her. “Get on your feet.”

Hope was quick to do as she was told, not because she feared any retribution, but because she was finding it pleasurable to do so. So often at work or at home she found her mind racing with thoughts of things she had to get done. Here, she found that habit fading away. She climbed to her feet as well as she could with her hands cuffed behind her back. Victoire's hand at the small of her back led her further into the room. She hadn’t noticed them before, but she now saw a series of metal posts and stands scattered about the back of the room like abandoned, half-finished sculptures. Each post was adorned with metal rings and rivets or pulley attachments connected to the ceiling. Her chest tightened slightly as her mind went into overtime imagining what was about to be done to her.

In one swift movement, the handcuffs were removed from Hope’s wrists. But before she could rub the sore, reddened skin, Victoire's tight grip snaked itself around her hands. She brought them up above Hope’s head and in moments she found herself being brought nearly to the tips of her toes as two black cuffs were secured tightly around her wrists. The cuffs were attached to a metal chain hanging from the ceiling. The chain hanging from her nipples was becoming heavy and pulling on the sensitive skin. She wasn’t sure how much longer she could handle it...

Victoire was kneeling down at her feet now and attaching a long metal pole to each of her ankles. The pole forced her to widen her stance and a draft of cool air tickled her inner thighs. 
“For easy access.” Victoire explained, winking mischievously up at Hope.

She felt off-balance without the use of her hands or feet, but the chain holding her upright kept her from toppling forward. As Victoire finished applying the restraints, Hope slowly became aware of the fact that many of the women in the room were watching her. She was a spectacle getting special attention from the vampire who owned the harem. No wonder everyone was looking. She averted her eyes to the ground and tried not to think much about it.

“Mmph–mm–” Hope moaned as a bright red ball gag was suddenly shoved between her teeth. It forced her jaw open wide and as Victoire buckled the leather strap  behind her head, she couldn’t help but to feel like some kind of farm animal. She squirmed a little in her bondage, pulling on her bound hands and ankles and whimpering over at her mistress.

“Is it embarrassing? Being all tied up where everyone can see you?”

“Mnnghh.” Hope grumbled, a bit of drool escaping her lips and falling onto her exposed breasts.

A sharp sting suddenly lit up her ass and Hope cried out into the gag. She looked over her shoulder and saw that Victoire held a riding crop in her hand complete with a leather tip at its end. “I asked you a question, Hope. Are you embarrassed right now?”

Panting, Hope nodded slowly. “Mmmmph.”

“That’s better. Well, you’d better get over that embarrassment because I’m about to make it far worse.”

Hope’s eyes widened over her gag and she pulled again at her restraints. She liked the feel of the constant hug of the cuffs, the way they made her move, the way they kept her helplessly still. There was something so tantalizing about being bound and gagged. It was almost like playing a character, a whimpering, pathetic submissive who had to do everything she was told.

“Not only will everyone see you all tied up, but they’re going to get to see you have a mind-numbing orgasm.”

Hope’s eyes followed Victoire dutifully as the tall, slender woman meandered towards a large wooden chest against the back wall of the room. She flipped open the lid and retrieved something long and smooth, like a large medical instrument. Hope shut her eyes and tried not to think anymore. All she could do was to give in to the sensations, whatever they may be.

When she opened her eyes again, Victoire was standing just inches away from her. She was so close that Hope couldn’t see what she held in her hands. All she could do was anticipate whatever was about to be done to her.

Wordlessly, Victoire pushed the device slowly up Hope’s inner thigh. Her lips were parted as she pressed it firmly against Hope’s soaking wet panties. Then, with a small movement of her finger, she pressed a button and the device whirred to life. A wand, Hope realized. She was getting vibed and, knowing Victoire, it was going to be merciless.

“Ohhmppphh,” Hope moaned, tipping her head backwards as the vibrations teased her lower core. With her free hand Victoire pulled gently on the nipple chain and Hope’s cries suddenly increased an octave.

The vampire’s cool fingertips quickly pulled Hope’s panties down to the ground and pushed the wand directly up against her waiting, wanting pussy.

“Mmmphh, mmm, mhmm,” Hope whined, her body jerking involuntarily as waves of pleasure flowed through her. Her pussy was so incredibly sensitive after having already been tortured earlier in the night. She was sure that she would cum in a matter of moments unless Victoire gave her a break, though that prospect seemed unlikely.

“What a naughty fucking slut you turned out to be, Hope. You’re dripping wet all down your legs. A drooling, pathetic mess. And YOU are the one who got yourself into this situation. If you’re having any regrets about any of this right now, just know that it is entirely your fault...” Victoire muttered venomously, though her lopsided grin told Hope just how much she enjoyed demeaning her submissives.

Victoire shifted the wand up and down slowly, giving Hope deeply unbearable pleasure from her warm, parted lower lips and up to her clit over and over again. She kissed the edges of Hope’s gagged lips, sucking gently on the rubber ball, licking up the occasional drool that slipped down Hope’s chin.

Just as she expected, it was only a couple of short minutes before Hope felt the undeniable tickle of her incoming orgasm. She tried desperately to communicate to Victoire, bucking her hips hurriedly, pulling wildly on the chain holding her wrists up. Victoire pulled away slightly at the sudden movement, observing the human with a curiosity.

“Oh,” she cooed, “you’re going to cum, aren’t you? You’re getting very close to cumming all over yourself? Is that what you want? Is that what you’re trying to say?”

Hope nodded up and down, panting through her nose. “Mmpphh, mfff, mm.”

Suddenly, the wand clicked off. The vibration stopped and Hope was left with the quick and unstoppable escape of her pleasure. She whined into the gag, screwing her face up in a bratty protest. Really? She was desperate to cum. How long was Victoire going to make her wait?

“Are you comfortable? I think you can afford to wait a bit, can’t you?”

Hope shook her head wildly, pleading as well as she could with such a large ball shoved into her mouth.

“No? Hm. Well, you’re going to have to. Look at all of these other women I have to attend to. I hate to tell you, Hope, but you’re not special. You’re just another one of my toys. And right now, I’m bored of you.” Victoire took a couple of steps backwards, her eyes drinking in the sight of Hope tied and hanging from the ceiling with her own hungry desire. Then, she turned away and returned to Larissa’s side.

Vibed and edged. Hope remembered hearing the terms from Larissa at some point over the years. She hadn’t known exactly what they meant then, but now she was certain. Taken to the edge, but never allowed to step off. She had a feeling Victoire was going to edge her many times tonight, denying her the ultimate pleasure. Hope slowly looked around the room and noticed that many eyes were still on her. The other harem members that weren’t busy being bound or pleased by one another were very curious about the newest addition to their group.

She watched as a redhead and an androgynous blonde with short-hair touched themselves while they watched her. It had been such a terrifying thought, being bound and gagged and put on display for anyone to see, but now Hope found herself enjoying the sensation. Just the sight of her was giving pleasure to some of the women. What was wrong with that? She wished so badly she could touch herself...

After maybe ten or fifteen minutes, Victoire finally returned to Hope’s side, though this time Larissa was following close behind. “How is our little slut? Ready for another round?”

Hope glared over her gag at the vampire, though she knew it was a risk to be so bratty. She had a feeling that Victoire enjoyed bratty women.

“I’ll take that as a yes. Larissa, she’s all yours. I believe you mentioned something about hot wax? Take her backside, will you?”

When Larissa stepped out from behind Victoire, Hope’s eyes widened slightly. She felt a tall, lit candle in her hands and a wild, excited grin. “Yes, Victoire.” She scampered over to Hope’s back, the heat from the candle tickling the bound woman’s ass.

“I’m going to pay attention to your front.” Victoire mused, taking hold of Hope’s hips. She gave Hope another long gag kiss and drew her lips down the woman’s jaw.

“Ahhnnnphhhh,” Hope released a long, drawn-out moan, her limbs going limp slightly as Victoire's fingers danced up inside of her pussy. She fingered her with exquisite slowness, teasing her with probing strokes of her middle and index finger.

“Shhhh.” The vampire insisted, “Sluts should be seen and not heard. That’s why you have that giant gag shoved in your mouth.”

Hope jerked involuntarily as a hot droplet of wax suddenly ran down her back. She hissed, not necessarily in pain, but certainly in surprise. She heard Larissa laugh with genuine delight behind her. As soon as she was able to focus on the wax, Victoire's fingers dug deeper up inside of her and her focus returned to the vampire.

“Do you want to be a good girl, Hope? Or do you want to be a bad girl?”

Unsure how she was supposed to answer such a question, Hope whimpered in need as her inner g-spot was stroked.

“Do you want to be punished? Or do you want to be rewarded?” The vampire continued. Another droplet of hot wax slid down her backside. It dried before it could reach her ass. She squirmed as Larissa unhooked her skirt and pulled it down to her ankles. Again, hot wax dripped onto her ass cheek.

“Mmnnnghh.” Hope mumbled, wincing and pushing her hips forward. Victoire's thumb swiped gently over her clit.

“You’re very fun to torture, Hope.” The vampire praised her submissive, taking a hold of her chin with her free hand and squeezing the woman’s cheeks. “I bet you really want to cum now. You’ve been wet ever since you walked in. I know because I can smell it. That sweet, hot cum dripping down your thighs... I could smell it the instant I laid eyes on you. Such a horny little slut.”

Victoire’s words were like fuel to the fire. Hope could hardly keep herself upright anymore with how badly she needed to be fucked. Begging in silence with her eyes, she whimpered quietly at the domineering woman who had so suddenly take control over her life.

“Okay, Hope. I’m going to give you a choice.” Victoire mused, sighing gently as her fingers stopped working their magic against the bound woman’s clit. A particularly large droplet of wax stung its way down her spine and Hope hissed in surprise.

Victoire wrapped her glistening fingers around the metal chain attached to each of Hope’s nipples. She pulled gently on it, teasing those already tortured nipples to their limit. “Are you listening, Hope? Here’s what I’ve got to offer. You,” Her free hand returned to Hope’s clit, stroking it with long, attuned swipes. “can leave here tonight, if you so please.”

“Mmphh, mmh, mmm,” Hopes cries of pleasure suddenly increased in speed and intensity. She was so fucking close to cumming, so close to letting go of all of that built-up desire...

“Or...” Victoire continued, stepping closer to her prisoner and spreading the juices from her leaking pussy all over her swollen, throbbing clit. “...you can stay here with me, with Larissa, with all of the others...”

Hope’s body rebelled against her, bucking wildly against her bondage. Her orgasm was building, blooming–uncontrollable and explosive–

“We’ll take care of you. Food, a place to sleep. All you have to do is join my little harem. You can be my special pet.”

“Mmmmngggh!” Hope’s body went limp as the ultimate pleasure exploded inside of her. She hung uselessly in her chains, her eyes fluttering open and shut, her mind trying to process Victoire’s words. The vampire’s fingers remained gently splayed up against her pussy.

Behind her, Larissa placed her hands on her friend’s shoulders and squeezed gently. “Join us, Hope. You won’t regret it...”

“So,” Victoire purred, lifting her hand and wrapping her tongue slowly around one of her cum-covered fingers. “What do you say, Hope?”

Hope lifted her gaze upwards to the woman who had spent all night pleasuring her, plugging her up, gagging her, denying her. What would it be like to stay here...? To dedicate herself to receiving and giving pleasure to this strange and mysterious woman...? She had come here initially to save Larissa, and now...

Victoire reached over and unbuckled the ballgag from Hope’s mouth. She lowered herself to Hope’s level and gently pushed a strand of hair behind her head.

“Okay...” Hope murmured, slowly nodding her head. “I’ll join.”

“Excellent. Hope, welcome to the coven.”
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