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“Do you feel me, Hope? Do you feel me inside of you?”

Hope could say nothing as waves of pleasure paralyzed her. All she could process was complete and absolute rapture as she was filled to the brim with the extension of Victoire. She groaned again, a gravelly and low sound leaving her throat mightily.

With every thrust, Victoire seemed to relax, her tensions and aggravation melting away as she railed into Hope. “I can do anything I want to you, Hope. You’re mine, do you hear me? Mine.”

*

After her first eventful night in the mysterious Club Coven, Hope has given away her freedom to become the newest member of a lesbian harem managed by an allurging and mysterious vampire named Victoire. As Hope tries to acclimate to her new life as a personal plaything for Victoire to use as she pleases, she finds that the other girls are not so happy about her arrival. Later, as Hope discovers more about her vampiric mistress, Victoire’s maker, a nearly 500-year old vampire named Viviana, forces Victoire into a submissive position.

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…

*

Hope loved mornings. Ever since she was a little girl mornings had become the thing she most looked forward to when she fell asleep at night. There was nothing better than the wafting smell of coffee, the newspaper unfolding beneath her fingers, and the sense of a slow and leisurely couple of hours before the day truly began where she could do anything she damn well pleased.

As she gently awoke, Hope sighed softly into a mess of pillows. Her eyes fluttered open and for many moments she thought of nothing. Then, turning over onto her back, she was left with a strange and resounding sensation. She had no idea where she was. For a brief, panic-stricken moment, she lay still and stared up at plush, royal blue ceiling. Then it all came flooding back.

The harem.

Looking for Larissa in Club Coven. Being taken to a private back room by Victoire. Having the most mind-blowing kinky sex she had ever had before. Then the humiliation, being tied and gagged and publicly displayed while Victoire and Larissa pleasured her front and back. Hope’s cheeks reddened as she turned onto her side. She realized then why she must have been so disoriented upon waking. She hadn’t been sleeping in a bed per se but a massive mound of soft floor pillows that took up a considerable portion of the floor in this cozy, overstated room.

Hope couldn’t help but smile a little as she realized Larissa slept to her left. Her best friend for nearly all of her twenty-six years on this earth had somehow managed to get them both mixed up in a BDSM club run by vampires. She had been out of her mind with worry last night, but now all she could do was laugh. Vampires. Of all things.

Sitting up and suppressing a soft yawn, Hope found that most of the other harem members were still sleeping. It was kind of like a giant slumber party, Hope thought, the way everyone lay all tangled with one another’s limbs. She rubbed her eyes and looked down at herself, wishing desperately that she could get a cup of coffee or at least some water. Trying her best not to wake Larissa or the woman to her right, Hope rose to her feet and meandered towards an armchair in the corner of the room.

Last night she had agreed to become a member of Victoire’s harem, what exactly that entailed she wasn’t entirely sure yet. A part of her was absolutely horrified that she had given away her freedom to a sex-crazed, supposedly two-hundred year old vampire the night before. But another part of her remained curious and not to mention horny. The things Victoire did to her last night... She couldn’t even describe them. They had awoken something in her. A desire to be taken. Used. It was something she had never felt before. Something she had never considered as a remote possibility in her sex life. But now here she was waiting impatiently for the next time she would see Victoire, her mind whirring endlessly around the things she might do to her today...

She dropped down into the plush chair and for many moments silently considered how her life was suddenly going to change. Would she live here with Larissa and Victoire and the others? What about her job? Her apartment? Her friends and family? What if she grew tired of this life? Then again, how could she ever grow tired of those mind-numbing orgasms Victoire gave her yesterday? Dragging a hand through her mussed hair, Hope realized with a slight flush that she still wore her outfit from yesterday. Her shirt was unbuttoned and her breasts were freely exposed, though no one was awake to notice. Now that she thought about it, everyone else in the harem seemed to be wearing the same thing which were different forms of an all-black outfit.

As Hope settled further into her chair, the double doors leading to the harem hall suddenly burst open with a clatter. Three men, they themselves hardly clad in anything at all, pushed a metal cart through the door and towards the back of the room. Wordlessly, they began unloading trays upon trays of fresh fruit and hunks of meat on silver platters. They arranged everything on a long, bare table behind the mound of pillows. There were no windows in the room, but soft yellow light suddenly flooded the space as one of the men went about the room turning on many of the vintage floor and table lamps.

Hope rose from her seat and cautiously approached the table.

“Hi.” She greeted the shortest and smallest of the three men. He wore a pair of tight black briefs and two cuffs around his wrists. “Um, what’s... what’s all this? I’m sorry, I’m new here and–”

“Sustenance.” The man said suddenly, his face droopy and loose as he smiled wildly. His eyes seemed unfocused and dilated. “Welcome to Club Coven. Eat up and keep yourself healthy. Healthy blood tastes better, of course.”

Hope blinked. What was up with this guy? It was almost like he was in a daze of some kind the way he moved and fluttered about giddily.

“Right.” She murmured, nodding. “Um, well... thank you. Truly.” Hope took an apple from one of the trays, admiring the mountainous pile of food and the many antique serving wares. It looked like a still life painting brought to form.

As she ate, Hope’s curiosity about her new home grew. She realized, with a slight pang of desire in her pleasure center, that all of the women who had been bound and gagged suspended from the ceiling were released at some point. She wondered what exactly they had done to deserve such punishment from Victoire. Then again, that may have been more of a reward than a punishment. Examining a stack of books on an antique wooden buffet table on the side of the room, Hope nearly jumped out of her skin as a hand suddenly came to rest on her shoulder. She whirled around with a quiet gasp.

“Good morning.” A redheaded woman stood before Hope smiling gently. Hope recognized her as one of the other harem members she had briefly seen pleasuring another blonde woman the previous night. If she recalled correctly, they watched every moment of Victoire and Larissa’s torture of her.

“Oh, um, hi. I’m Hope. Pleased to meet you.” Hope politely held out her hand, but quickly let it drop down to her side as she realized how dorky she must have seemed to the cool, disaffected redhead.

“The pleasure is all mine. I’m Samantha.” She said, her brown eyes twinkling slightly as they shifted up and down Hope’s exposed body.

Hope suddenly remembered that all of the dried wax from last night was still stuck to her backside. Now that she thought about it, a shower would be really, really nice about now. “Samantha. Listen, I still haven’t really gotten the grand tour yet. Any chance you could show me where the bathroom is? I’m dying for a shower.”

“Of course.” Samantha purred. “I was just on my way over there. I’ll take you.”

Grateful for the friendliness, Hope followed Samantha through a treacherous path of sleeping women, across the floor and to an inconspicuous wooden door in the eastern corner of the room.

“So, Hope, how did you come to find us here at Club Coven?” Samantha asked, holding the door open.

Hope brushed past Samantha and her jaw nearly dropped at the sight of the bathroom. Adorned entirely with antique hardware, a row of ten or twelve clawfoot bathtubs lined the length of the tiled room. Each bathtub had an accompanying sink and linens. “Jesus...” Hope whispered. “It’s beautiful.”

“Oh, yes, Victoire likes to take care of her harem. She insists on only the best for us, much to the chagrin of the coven council.” Samantha nodded towards one of the bathtubs and handed Hope a soft purple towel.

“Wow.” Hope whispered, shaking her head as she examined the turkish tile and brass faucets. “It’s beautiful.”

“Go ahead. Take your time. You’re up much earlier than most of us, so you should have the place to yourself for another hour or so.” With a small smile and wave, Samantha turned and disappeared back into the hall.

Hope turned on the tap and began filling the bathtub. She undressed quickly and climbed inside of the porcelain tub. The warm water immediately relaxed the strained muscles of her wrists and shoulders. She took half an hour to bathe and attempted to clean all of the dried wax from her lower back and ass, but it was difficult to concentrate on the task when memories of her kinky adventures last night kept popping into her head.

As she dried off, the bathroom door quietly creaked open. Hope held the towel to her chest as Samantha and two other women stepped inside.

“Samantha, you were absolutely right. That bath was exactly–” Hope was cut off by a sudden and tight grip around her hips. One of the women pushed Hope up against the bathtub and took hold of both of her wrists.

“Hey, what–unfff–what are you doing?” Hope asked, struggling against the woman’s hold.

Samantha stepped forward slowly, her smile stretching across her face as she stood at Hope’s side. “Who do you think are? Coming in here, taking Victoire’s attention away from us... You’re nothing but a shiny new toy for her. As soon as she’s used you up she’ll lose interest in you. You’re not special, Hope. You’re just another plaything. Tie her hands.”

“What?” Hope struggled again as the second woman stepped forward and wrapped her wrists in a few tight layers of latex tape. “What are you talking about? I–I didn’t ask for Victoire to–I was just here looking for Larissa!” She tried desperately to explain, grunting as she strained to release herself from the tight tape wrapping.

“Get back in the bathtub.” Samantha instructed, suddenly grabbing a fistful of Hope’s hair and yanking hard on it.

“Ah!” Hope hissed. She did as she was told and slowly stepped back inside the bathtub.

“On your knees. Angela, tape her ankles.” Samantha muttered. “We’ll teach her to be more humble now that she’s one of us.”

“I–I don’t know what I did wrong. Samantha, please, tell me how I can fix it. I’ll talk to Victoire, I’ll––mmphh!” Hope choked on her own words as Samantha clamped her hand tightly over the blonde’s mouth.

“Shut. Up. That mouth of yours can really run, can’t it? Let’s see what we can do about that.” As Samantha spoke, she pulled her hand away from Hope’s lips and began winding the latex tape roll around her head once, twice, three, then four times. When she was finished, Hope’s mouth was strictly gagged by the tight layers. Suddenly, Hope’s world was encased in darkness. A blindfold was pressed over her eyes and she groaned softly into her gag. With her hands and ankles bound, it was easy for Samantha to push her onto her side in the bathtub. “Oh, don’t worry,” Samantha cooed, “you’re going to enjoy this more than anything.”

Hope could do nothing as she felt a round, smooth egg-shaped object placed up against her pussy. Once it was comfortably positioned between her warm, parted lips, she felt layers of tape being wrapped around her thighs, holding it in place. The object sprang to life with sudden waves of vibration. Hope’s hips bucked and a moan of pleasure left her lips.

“Mmmmph. Mmm, mmphh.” She moaned, moving her head back and forth in an attempt to remove the steadfast blindfold. The vibrator immediately began warming her central core. Her juices began to spread along the lips of her wanting pussy. Despite her growing anger, embarrassment, and frustration at Samantha, she couldn’t help how horny the vibrator made her.

“Isn’t she pathetic?” Samantha laughed, shaking her head down at Hope. “So sensitive. I bet she’ll cum in less than a minute.”

Hope strained against her restraints, her inner walls clenching tightly as wetness began to spill out of her. She was disoriented, but god did the vibrator feel so good. The way it pulsed in random waves kept her on her toes, unable to predict what sensation she would feel next. She arched her back as well as she could, groaning as heat built unbearably throughout her.

“Go on. Don’t be embarrassed. Cum for us, Hope. C’mon, we won’t tell Victoire that you came without her permission.” Samantha urged.

Hope’s chest suddenly tightened. Would Victoire punish her for this? It wouldn’t be her fault if she were to cum all over herself right now. Victoire would have to understand, wouldn’t she?

“Mmm, mph, mmph, mmmmmph,” Hope’s cries came out as delicate whimpers as she bucked her hips faster and faster. God, Samantha was right. Her pussy was still incredibly sensitive after all of the attention it had gotten last night. She could cum any moment now.

“Hey. Hey,” Samantha reached down into the bathtub and took Hope’s chin into her hands. “Listen to me, Hope. Are you listening?”

Hope squirmed slightly beneath Samantha’s touch, pulling uselessly at the layers of tape that kept her wrists bound together. Though she couldn’t see the redhead’s fiery stare, she could feel it boring into her.

“You’re a cumrag. You hear me? You’re a worthless cumrag and all you’re good for is getting used and tossed aside. Nod that you understand me.”

Hope found it difficult to maneuver her head with Samantha gripping her lower face so tightly, but she managed to nod up and down a number of times.

“Good girl.” Samantha released Hope’s face. “Now, have fun.”

“Mmmph?!” Hope exclaimed, attempting to sit up but failing and falling back down. Samantha was going to leave her here? No, no, there was no way. It was going to be so uncomfortable being forced to cum twice, three, four, who knew how many times.

Hope heard the bathroom door shut and assumed Samantha and her lackeys had left her alone in the confines of the bathtub. Surely someone would come in here soon enough and help her escape, right? Then again, many of the other harem members had been tied and gagged for hours last night with no one attending to them. Would she just be ignored by whoever came in here next?

Hope’s thoughts were stalled to a sudden stop as her orgasm threatened to take over. Her inner walls clenched tightly and the built-up heat exploded throughout her entire body. “Mmmmphhh,” She groaned, her whole body trembling as waves of pleasure paralyzed her. For many moments, she lay still, panting through her nose and writhing against the cool porcelain of the tub.

As she feared, the vibrator was merciless. Her clit was growing sore and parts of her inner pussy were going numb with every passing moment. Jesus, Hope thought, I don’t know how much more of this I can take... It felt so unbearably good to be vibed, but there was only so torture a pussy could handle. So much of her time here at Club Coven had been spent either being overwhelmed with pleasure or denied it. That, she supposed, was what was so enjoyable about being submissive.

At least forty minutes went by before Hope heard the bathroom door open. By then, her moans of pleasure had been reduced to desperate whines, her body convulsing every few moments against her will. She had lost count of how many times she had cum in the last half hour. It was at least eight. She was absolutely exhausted, but she managed to sit up slightly in the bathtub.

“Mmmph!” She cried out, hoping to get the attention of whoever it was who had come inside. “Mmmph?! Mmmph, mmpph!”

She heard footsteps somewhere behind her and sensed that she was being watched. Whoever it was wasn’t responding to her cries for help. An icy touch against her bare shoulder suddenly sent shivers throughout her. Was it Victoire? It had to be.             

“Well, look at what trouble you’ve gotten yourself into. Looks like fun, I must say.”

Hope shifted in her bondage, sighing in relief as the blindfold was lifted from her face. To her surprise, it wasn’t Victoire standing over her, but another female vampire.

“I’m Thana.” The woman cooed, laughing down at the bound woman. “We have not met yet, but I am a... friend of Larissa’s. And Victoire’s as well. She’s looking for you. Asked me to bring you to her, but I can see that you’re a little tied up at the moment.”

Pleading with her eyes up at Thana, Hope squirmed her way up the side of the porcelain. Her breasts were pushed outwards as her shoulders were forced back. Please, she silently begged, please get this thing out of me.

Thana reached down into the bathtub and wordlessly began unwinding the layers of tape around Hope’s thighs. Once she was finished, she reached inside and gently pulled the vibrating egg out of Hope. As she held the thing up, she laughed at just how much cum soaked the device. “Wow. Impressive. You’re absolutely soaked.”

As Hope breathed out a stream of relieved sighs, Thana untied Hope’s ankles and pulled the exhausted woman to her feet. Hope glanced up at the tall, dark-haired woman and gave her a silent ‘thank you’ with her eyes.

“I don’t know how you got yourself all tangled up in this tape, but I have a feeling Victoire will be amused by it, so...” Shrugging, Thana took hold of Hope’s upper arm and led her out of the bathroom. Hope, flushed with embarrassment as they entered the harem hall, kept her eyes to the ground as Thana steered her towards a long hallway leading back towards the club’s main entrance.

It was freezing in the underground bunker and Hope shivered slightly as her nipples hardened and goosebumps arose on her flesh. It was still mid-morning and the club was nearly empty, although Hope noticed a few human stragglers wandering about the place. She was completely nude and the embarrassment of being bared for all to see was enough for her to flush a deep red in her cheeks.

Thana’s cold grip on her arm tightened slightly as they came to a stop at an intricate set of double doors at the end of this new hallway. The lights were a deep purple and the walls were adorned in gold floral wallpaper. This, she realized, must have been where the vampires lived. Thana led her through the doors and eventually to a small bedroom off-shooting from the main hall behind the doors. It was similarly adorned in gold trim and polished mahogany wood.

“Oh, Victoire, I have something for you.” Thana sing-songed into the soft light of the room.

As Hope’s eyes adjusted to the darkness, she saw Victoire reclining against a velvet chaise lounge in the corner of the room, reading by candlelight. The room was fairly homey for how intense she had perceived the vampire to be last night. Shelves lining the walls were covered with antique trinkets, not to mention a few sex toys, along with numerous piles of leather bound books.

Victoire glanced up from the book in her lap and a cool, curious smile floated up to her lips. “Ah, there’s my present. All packaged up and ready for me to unwrap. Did you do this, Thana?” The vampire swung her legs over the sofa and lazily rose to her feet. She tossed the book onto the ground and slowly stepped toward Hope.

Hope rose her gaze only briefly from the floor up at her... her... what was Victoire to her? Her lover? Her captor? Her domme? Her mistress? None of those words seemed to fit their relationship. All she knew was that she loved the way Victoire made her feel. She loved the things Victoire did to her. Did that relationship need to have a name?

“No, no, I found her all tangled up like this in the harem bathroom. She was being pleasured by a vibrating egg in one of the bathtubs. Looked like a little initiation ritual to me.” Thana purred, releasing her grip around Hope. “Is there anything else I can do for you, Victoire?”

Laughing lowly to herself, Victoire shook her head. “No, Thana. Thank you. I’ll see you at the council meeting this evening.”

With a nod, Thana turned on her heel and disappeared out of the room leaving Hope shivering beneath the heavy weight of Victoire’s hungry gaze. The vampire pressed forward a few steps, stopping only when their hips were just touching. She laughed again at Hope, her arm tucking itself around the woman’s narrow hips.

“I think I quite like you like this.” Victoire murmured, taking a gentle hold of Hope’s chin and lifting her head to the side. “Subservient. Ready for my commands.”

“Mmph.” Hope whimpered quietly into the layers of tape sealing her mouth shut.

“And what exactly happened to you, hm?” The vampire continued, her hand drifting slowly downwards from Hope’s hip to rest just centimeters away from the woman’s pussy which still emanated heat. “Overpowered by some of the other girls? Forced to cum over and over and over again? Let me guess... was it Samantha?”

Hope nodded once up at the pale woman, trying not to collapse to her knees as Victoire’s fingers brushed through her ultra-sensitive clit.

“I thought so. She gets jealous sometimes. Well, she’s done much of my work for me, so why don’t we relax for a bit, hm?” Victoire led Hope by the arm over to a massive, luxurious bed up against the back wall of the room. She nodded for Hope to lie down, which the human did as well as she could with her hands bound.

Victoire arranged herself on the bed directly behind Hope, her crotch pressed up against the woman’s ass. “I’m pleased you’re enjoying your time here. While you could certainly use with some training, you are quite entertaining to play with, I must say.” As she spoke, Victoire’s fingers took hold of Hope’s left nipple which she teased with gentle prodding strokes.

“Mmmmmm.” Hope released a long, quiet moan, her eyes sliding shut as the woman’s fingers gave her gentle pinpricks of pleasure.

Victoire squeezed the nipple between her thumb and forefinger, twisting it slightly. Hope’s moans went up an octave.

“You’re filthy. Look at all of this cum just leaking out of you. Down your legs. Getting all over my bed. This is unacceptable, Hope. You’re going to need to clean this up.” Victoire’s grip tightened around the nipple, tweaking it now with a hard grip, a grip that communicated she was the owner of the body it belonged to.

To Hope’s surprise, Victoire began unwinding the layers of tape that gagged her mouth so severely. She sucked in a breath through her lips which were sticky with sweat. Despite being freed from the gag, she remained silent other than the soft gasps that occasionally left her.

Victoire released Hope’s nipple and trailed her fingers downwards. She tickled the soft stretch of skin from Hope’s breasts, down her ribcage, across the pointed angles of her hips, and finally came to rest along the lips of her dripping wet pussy. With a quick swipe of her index and middle finger, she gathered some of Hope’s wetness onto her fingers and brought them swiftly up to the woman’s lips.

Without thinking, Hope jerked her head away from the smell of her own cum radiating off of Victoire’s fingers.

“Ah,” The vampire tutted, “this is what I was talking about. You need some more training, don’t you?” She pushed her fingers forward until Hope accepted them into her mouth. Just as she had thought last night when being forced to taste her own cum, it wasn’t as bad as Hope expected, but it was still incredibly demeaning.

She sucked gently on the cool fingers, dragging her tongue across the long joints and lapping up as much of her own sticky wetness as she could.

“There’s a good girl.” Victoire smiled down at her submissive before swiping her fingers through her pussy once more.

Hope groaned in pleasure through her teeth, trying to make as little noise as possible. “Unnghh...”

This time, as Victoire brought her fingers upwards to Hope’s face again, she wiped them along the woman’s cheeks and chin, leaving the sticky stuff dripping off of her and down to her chest. “Now, you’ve already been fucked to oblivion and back this morning, so I’m not quite sure what I’ll do with you. I have a council meeting in a couple of hours. Maybe you can just keep me company while I prepare...”

Dragging her tongue across her chin and around her mouth, Hope glanced over her shoulder as well as she could, but she could not meet the vampire’s gaze the way she was tied. “I’ll... I’ll do anything you’d like...” She offered. She wasn’t sure why she said it, but she wanted to make sure that Victoire knew just how much she wanted to please her.

“I know you will.” Victoire mumbled, taking Hope’s chin into her hands and giving her a long, sensual kiss. She pulled away and slipped off of the bed leaving Hope lying prone on her side.

For many moments, Victoire was silent as she returned to the chaise lounge with the leather-bound book she had previously been reading. Her attention was focused on the pages for many minutes before Hope got up the courage to turn onto her backside and speak up.

“You’re... you’re really two-hundred years old, aren’t you?” She half-whispered, watching the woman with more than just casual curiosity. Last night this whole ‘vampire’ thing had felt like a dumb lifestyle that Club Coven attendees were obsessed with, but now, after feeling the cold touch of Victoire’s and Thana’s hands, after seeing the bite marks on Larissa’s neck, the blind loyalty of the other harem members, and the old-world trinkets that adorned this room, Hope was becoming close to certain that Victoire was not human.

The vampire glanced up from her book with an amused sigh. “Not quite yet. My two-hundredth birthday is in six weeks.”

“I... I thought...” Hope struggled to form the right words. Maybe it was best she said nothing at all.

“You thought that I was lying to you? Playing in some kind of demented fantasy? I am what I am, Hope. I survive on human blood. I’ve seen days from three separate centuries and I will never grow old nor die of frailty.”

“

“How were you... you know... turned?” Hope’s lips were speaking the question aloud before she gave herself permission to. She regretted it immediately. How stupid of a question... She may as well have asked the woman how she died.

Victoire’s thin eyebrows rose with something like curiosity and surprise. “How forthcoming of a question, Hope. Because you, out of all of my harem members, are the only one bold enough to ask, I’ll tell you. I was twenty-two years old when I was sired by Viviana Lexington. She’s the leader of our coven. Has been for eighty-six years now.” Victoire sat back in her seat slightly, her pale fingers dancing gently over the rim of a crystal glass of red, syrupy liquid beside her. “I came from a terribly poor family in rural Leeds. My father attempted to marry me off to a local land baron's son. The arrangements were made and a fortnight later I was to be shipped off to London to begin my new life. Only... things didn’t quite work out. Viviana saw me from the night carriage as she passed by in her own coach. She says she could smell my sorrow from fifty feet away.” Victoire’s lips curled into a small smile as she spoke. “She feigned a broken carriage wheel and killed the driver of my ride. Then, she took me into her arms and comforted me. She brought me to her carriage and offered me a new life, one where I was in charge of my destiny. And one hundred and ninety-nine years later... here I am. I am forever indebted to her.”

Hope was stunned into a thoughtful silence. It had to have been real... There was no way Victoire could make something like that up.

“That’s why they adore you so much...” Hope murmured, straining slightly against the tape that still bound her wrists together behind her back. “The harem. They love you because they... they want to be like you. Ageless, your beauty and youth immortalized forever...”

Victoire balked, scoffing as she sat up slightly against the chaise. “An astute observation from someone who has been among us for such a short time. They adore me because they like pleasing me. Not to mention they quite enjoy being pleasured by me.”

“They’re hoping that if they please you for long enough you might turn them into a vampire like you.”

In less than a second, Victoire was on her feet at the edge of the bed, her cold hand clamped tightly over Hope’s lips. “I don’t believe anyone asked for your opinion. Insolence is something you’re really going to struggle with, isn’t it?”

Hope groaned quietly behind Victoire’s hand. God, it felt so good when she was rough with her. Why, Hope wondered helplessly, was it so pleasurable to have her agency taken away? Was it wrong that she liked being bratty to Victoire? Was it wrong that she wanted to be punished by her?

“I think I ought to gag you again for presuming to speak of things you know nothing about. What do you think of that?” Victoire threatened, wrenching Hope’s head to the side and roughly kissing the stretch of skin between Hope’s neck and earlobe.

Hope squirmed in delight beneath the woman. She was getting the sense that Victoire liked teaching women a lesson. She liked when their behavior needed to be adjusted or when their actions allowed for punishment. “Mmmmph,” Hope moaned into the hand covering her mouth, turning and twisting her head beneath Victoire’s grip.

Victoire pulled away from Hope for a moment and quickly rifled through a drawer on the nightstand.

“Please,” Hope begged quietly, “please don’t gag me. Please, I’ll do anything. I’ll be good for you, Victoire. I promise. Just please–please don’t put another gag in my mouth...” Hope’s pleas and high-pitched whines brought a crooked smile to Victoire’s lips as she returned to the side of the bed.

“Oh, poor you. I’m going to gag that worthless mouth of yours because I neither need nor want any of your input.” The vampire hissed as she held up a large black leather panel gag. Hope’s eyes widened slightly as she realized the gag had a cock on one end and a smooth leather panel on the other. “You can talk as much as you please with this shoved in your mouth. I think you’ll find that it’s quite restrictive.”

Hope exhaled a breath of excitement and uncertainty as the black silicon cock was pushed between her lips. Though she had never sucked a cock before, she had a feeling that it was quite similar to this. Victoire fastened the straps behind her head with careful and practiced precision. When she was finished, Hope’s entire lower half of her face was concealed and covered by the thick leather. The cock was halfway to her throat, forcing her mouth open for it and causing drool to leak out of the sides of her lips.

“Now, that’s much better, isn’t it?” The vampire hummed, playing with a piece of Hope’s hair.

“Mmph.” The bound woman grunted. Victoire was right. This thing really shut her up. Her sounds that managed to escape the cock were completely swallowed by the thick leather layer.

Victoire sighed down at her captive. “Your senseless comments have gotten me all riled up now. Great.” With one quick motion, she turned Hope onto her stomach and grabbed hold of the human’s ankles with one hand. With her free hand, she dug in the nightstand drawer once again. “I want to see you in something a little more constricting now.”

Hope’s heart lurched slightly at the woman’s words. She couldn’t see what she was doing, but she certainly felt the cold clasp of metal tightening around each of her ankles. There was a small chain connecting the metal cuffs together but it allowed little to no give. She let out a huff as her knees were suddenly bent backwards and pressed towards her wrists. A hogtie, she realized.

Victoire remained by the drawer for another few moments, though Hope wasn’t sure what she was doing. She struggled onto her side to get a better view of tall, pale woman. Her eyes widened as she realized what Victoire had been doing. Hope had a brief view of the woman before she was pushed face first down into the mess of soft sheets beneath her. Her chest tightened with anticipation. In those brief moments she could see the woman, she saw a massive strap-on hanging from her crotch, attached through an intricate leather harness tightened around her bare hips.

“If you’re going to act like this Hope, then you’re going to get punished accordingly...” Victoire murmured from somewhere behind the bound woman. Hope felt Victoire’s weight settle on either side of her as the vampire wrenched her towards her with a quick tug at her legs. Again, she was rolled onto her back like a weightless rag doll, and without warning the strap-on was shoved inside of her with a thrust of Victoire’s hips.

Victoire started a smooth, practiced rhythm, fucking Hope with sudden and unyielding thrusts. The strap-on slipped through Hope’s wet folds easily with how much wetness still clung to her inner walls. Hope’s slew of moans were quiet at first, long and gentle mewls, but they increased in timbre and length as Victoire’s strap-on pushed further and further inside of her.

“Do you feel me, Hope? Do you feel me inside of you?”

Hope could say nothing as waves of pleasure paralyzed her. All she could process was complete and absolute rapture as her pussy was filled to the brim with the extension of Victoire. She groaned again, a gravelly and low sound leaving her throat mightily.

With every thrust, Victoire seemed to relax, her tensions and aggravation melting away as she railed into Hope’s pussy. “I can do anything I want to you, Hope. You’re mine, do you hear me? Mine.”

Hope whimpered pathetically as Victoire’s hand tangled in her hair and yanked hard. The pain was quick to transform into pleasure and she craved that sudden spark of sensation once again. As she was fucked by the merciless dildo, stretching her out, poking at that velvety g-spot far up inside of her, Hope felt a sense of gratitude wafting over her. Samantha and the others were right. Victoire was singling her out, spending much time and energy on her. Why? What was it about her that was so attractive and alluring to this centuries old creature? There was nothing special about her. Nothing out of the ordinary.

Victoire pulled out of Hope and climbed slowly off of the bed. While Hope panted breathlessly as if she had just run a mile, Victoire seemed completely unaffected by the energetic fucking she had just done. She stepped out of the harness carefully and hung it on a nearby doorknob leading into a small bathroom. “That ought to teach you to speak so mindlessly.”

Hope exhaled a number of audible sighs of pleasure as the afterglow of getting fucked gently tickled her insides. She hadn’t cum, but she assumed that was the point. Victoire liked to tease her, to take her just up to that point, and then to walk away.

“Now, lay there and be quiet like a good girl. I have some reading to catch up on before this bloody council meeting.”

Hope did as she was told and tried to stay as silent and still as possible, though that wasn’t particularly difficult as the hogtie and penis gag kept her immobile and her voice hardly audible. She watched Victoire as the woman paced the room a few times before returning to her seat at the chaise lounge and resumed reading.

A half hour or so passed by with Hope’s only task being to gaze at the strange and wondrous woman who had so suddenly taken hold of her life. She was in awe of her, not just for her strange beauty, but for how she carried herself, how she approached the world with such a ravenous appetite. She tongued the cock shoved deep into her mouth thoughtfully as a knock at the door brought Victoire to her feet.

Hope couldn’t see who was at the door, but she could just faintly hear Victoire’s voice as the woman assured her guest she would be somewhere on time. Victoire shut the door and returned briefly to Hope’s side.

“You’re going to be a good girl while I’m gone, aren’t you?” The vampire hummed lowly into Hope’s ear. “That cock is really making you drool, isn’t it?”

Hope managed to nod as best she could as she stared up into Victoire’s eyes. She wanted desperately to please Victoire, to obey her as well as she possibly could.

“Very good.” Victoire murmured, giving Hope’s bare ass a hard slap. “I’ll be back soon.”

Hope grumbled into her gag, but otherwise settled in for what might be a long interval of being tied alone in Victoire’s bedroom. Without any natural light in the building it was difficult for Hope to tell what time it was or how much time was passing. As such, she found herself getting sleepy amongst the plush cushions of Victoire’s bed. She tried to arrange herself as comfortably as possible with her hands pulled backwards and her ankles bent towards her exposed ass.

Though she didn’t remember falling asleep, Hope was suddenly drawn from the depths of a light doze at the sound of the bedroom door opening and a slew of voices coming into the room.

Victoire entered first, followed closely by an older woman, perhaps middle-aged, who, based on the pallor of her skin, was undoubtedly a vampire as well. “...but you’re refusing to see the larger picture, Viviana. Your sights are too focused. You have to think about the rest of–”

The older woman balked, her platinum blonde hair bounding slightly against her shoulder blades. She wore a tight pencil skirt that sat just at the tops of her knees with a matching black blazer that hugged her gentle curves. “You dare speak to me in such a manner, Victoire? I am your maker. Your sire. The one who brought you into this world.” Viviana said calmly, never raising her voice.

Hope tried not to make any noise at all. She got the sense that attention from Viviana would not necessarily be a good thing. She couldn’t help but feel something like attraction bubbling up inside of her. She could see why Victoire was such a sought-after and respected vampire based on the beauty and grace of her sire.

“All I am saying is that–” Victoire tried yet again to interject her comments, but she was shot down by the cold slither of her sire’s voice.

“I wasn’t aware you had company.”

Victoire glanced over her shoulder at Hope’s bound form. “Not company. Just a new toy to play with.”

“Regardless.” Viviana’s dark eyes suddenly locked onto the human tied up on the bed. She examined Hope with curiosity and maybe a little hunger. “Victoire, you are skating on very thin ice.”

“Please,” Victoire was practically pleading, her voice full of something like anger and frustration. It was strange for Hope to see the normally stoic and contained vampire show so many emotions. “you can’t give the position to Titus! He will absolutely ruin this for us. He’s stubborn, lazy, completely and utterly insolent–”

“Like you?” Viviana murmured. Though her voice was quiet it was enough to silence Victoire immediately. “Get on your knees, Victoire.”

Hope’s eyes widened over her massive gag. What was happening? Never before could she have imagined Victoire being treated like she herself were just a plaything to be ordered around. Hope shifted slightly in her bondage to get a better view of the two women.

The room was absolutely silent for a few tense moments as Victoire seemed to be silently defying her maker. Though Hope couldn’t see her face, she was certain Victoire must have been glaring up at Viviana as she slowly lowered herself to the ground.

“You know I don’t enjoy being talked to in that way, Victoire. Especially by someone I sired.”

“Yes, Viviana.” Victoire murmured through gritted teeth.

“And I really don’t appreciate you acting out in the council meeting by presuming to speak for me and my interests at all times. I also don’t appreciate you speaking to me in such a manner in front of your pet.” Viviana’s eyes rose once again to Hope. Her smile reminded Hope of what a snake’s might look like.

“You’re right. I apologize for my–”

“Did I permit you to speak?” Viviana’s words cut like a knife through the still air despite how gentle and soothing her voice was.

Based on how tense Victoire looked from where Hope was laying, the human was certain that the last thing her vampiric suitor wanted was to look weak in front of her. A strange thought crossed Hope’s mind. Did Viviana often dominate Victoire? Was that why the younger vampire had such a penchant for being in control and doling out sexual punishment?

“Victoire, place your hands behind your back. Turn around and face the bed.” Viviana circled around the brunette like a vulture waiting to nosedive into its prey. As she moved about, her eyes remained locked on Hope.

While Victoire did as she was told, she glanced up at Hope and for a moment their eyes met. For the first time since last night, she was truly frightened of Victoire. The woman’s eyes burned with anger and embarrassment as her sire ordered her around. Her face clearly communicated that Hope was to never, ever speak about what was happening.

“You know, Victoire, I’m quite curious about this pet of yours. You’ve never brought a toy back into your bedroom. You usually keep them locked away in that little love-den down the hall. What’s so special about this one, hm?”

Hope shifted slightly, the metal of her cuffs clinking together as she scraped her thighs together. She really, really didn’t want any attention from this frightening older woman. It was exhilarating enough when Victoire forced her to endure every sexual whim and desire she may have. The vampire that made Victoire the way she is may be ten times worse...

Viviana approached the edge of the bed where Hope lay, smiling down gently at the bound and gagged woman. “Why do you do this to your paramours, Victoire? You restrain them, force them to keep quiet. Is it what you wish for me to do to you? Is that why you do it?”

Victoire looked up sharply but said nothing. She kept her wrists behind her back as instructed.

Viviana reached around to the back of Hope’s head and unbuckled the massive leather cock gag. She pulled it from her mouth and set it aside. “Tell me, dear. Do you enjoy these things our Victoire does to you? Does she give you adequate pleasure?”

Again, Hope glanced downwards at Victoire briefly, though she couldn’t read the woman’s expression. She licked her dry lips and cleared her throat. “Y-yes, she... yes. I do. She-she does... please me.”

Viviana dragged a hand slowly up Hope’s bare thigh, examining her warm skin like a scientist like look curiously at its subject. “Have you ever wanted to do those things to her? Ever wanted to punish her in return?”

Hope’s eyes widened slightly and she shook her head once, then twice. The thought was strange and foreign in her mind. She had never considered being dominant towards anyone, much less the fascinating vampiric lover she had just met.

Viviana unbuckled the clip keeping Hope’s wrists and ankles connected. Then, she released Hope from the wrist and ankle cuffs. “I have an idea.” She said, a wicked smile twisting across her thin lips. “What’s your name, human?”

Hope glanced down at her now untied limbs in disbelief. She rubbed her wrists mindlessly as she tried to speak. “I... my name. My name is... Hope.”

“Hope.” Viviana repeated. “Pretty. Hope, go to your mistress’ closet. Pick out anything you’d like to wear. In the meantime, I’ll gather a few toys for us to play with. I think the only way Victoire is going to learn a lesson is if it’s taught to her by her subordinate. That,” She whirled on her heel and smirked down at Victoire, “must be quite embarrassing for her.”

Hope felt torn between two strong forces. What was she supposed to do? Be loyal to the woman who had ostensibly made her into a bedroom pet? Or obey the commanding whims of a much older and more powerful vampire? She shared one final look with Victoire who glared daggers at her, but nevertheless remained silent. Hope slid slowly off of the bed and stretched her limbs as she padded towards the closet.

It was a massive walk-in that was nearly as big as Hope’s studio apartment back in the city. Endless racks of clothes lined the walls of the closet. A dresser in the corner leaning up against the wall was topped with piles of gold and silver jewelry. Hope marveled at the humongous amount of things, her mouth hanging open slightly in the dull yellow light of the room. In the center of the rack against the left wall, something glittery caught Hope’s eye. She reached out and touched the glinting metal of a buckle on a leather harness. She had a feeling that this was the kind of outfit Viviana was expecting her to wear... 

She pulled three hangers off of the rack, each adorned with a slightly different leather harness and accompanying underwear. She dressed slowly, careful to arrange each strap into its correct place across her body. When she was finished, she stepped in front of a large mirror leaning against the wall and hardly recognized the reflection staring back at her. Her breasts were exposed, but surrounded with an intricate pattern of leather criss crossing across her shoulders, chest, and back. She wore a matching black thong which was lined with black leather straps that snaked around her hips and through her asscheeks.

Hope had slipped on a pair of knee high black leather boots she had found as well. Was this really about to happen? Was she truly about to dominate her mistress?

She stepped slowly out of the closet and felt Viviana and Victoire’s eyes fly to her as if by magnets.

“Ah,” Viviana cooed, “perfect. Hope, darling, you look the part perfectly. Come here and see what I’ve found for us to play with.” As Hope approached the bed, she saw a huge assortment of restraints, gags, dildos, floggers, whips, and other miscellaneous things Hope didn’t have the words to describe. It looked like the contents of a large sex store had been deposited onto the bed.

Victoire still sat on her knees in the center of the room, though Hope noticed that her hands were now restrained with a pair of leather cuffs similar to the ones she had been wearing.

“Hope, be a dear and put this on, would you?” Viviana scooped up a large black dildo sitting in a strap-on harness and handed it to the human.

Hope nodded once and took the toy from Viviana’s cool hands. She stepped into the harness and tightened it around her hips. The dildo hung from her like it was her own massive member, heavy and thick. She held it with one hand, running her fingers over the ridged silicon.

“Well, don’t just stand there staring at it. Go and give Victoire something to occupy that insolent mouth of hers.” Viviana suggested, placing her hands on Hope’s shoulders and steering her towards the seated vampire. “Victoire, give that cock a good sucking. Go ahead. I’ll let you know when you may cease.”

Hope lifted the cock into her hands once again as she approached Victoire. She stared down at the woman who continued to glare up at her. Hope inhaled sharply and shut her eyes. Then, she pushed the dildo between Victoire’s lips. She could feel Victoire’s anger radiating off of her, could feel the danger of the woman’s energy. Hope had a sudden sinking feeling that she herself was going to be punished wildly for this later.

Victoire took the cock into her mouth reluctantly, only briefly fighting against it as it pushed in between her lips. A quiet groan escaped her as the thing forced itself deep inside of her. She sucked it slowly, tightening her lips around the circumference of it and letting it push up against her throat.

Viviana stood behind Hope, her cold fingers tightening around Hope’s arms. “Very good, Victoire. Take that cock, nice and deep. Take it from your human. I can’t imagine how embarrassed you must be right now. Bossed around by not only your sire, but your human plaything as well...”

Victoire brought her gaze upwards to Viviana and glared at the older woman.

“Keep going.” Viviana murmured, reaching out and grabbing a fistful of Victoire’s hair. She thrust the woman’s head forward and the vampire choked as the cock was pushed down her throat. “There you go. Have you had enough? Answer me, Victoire.”

“Yemmphh.” The vampire grunted, a few strands of drool slipping out of the corner of her lips.

Vivana looked practically gleeful as she returned to the edge of the bed where all of the toys and restraints lay. “Okay, Hope. I think she knows who’s boss now. Hope, here. Put this collar on her. Oh, and don’t forget the leash.”

Hope licked her bottom lip and shared another quick glance with Victoire. The vampire’s eyes were obediently on the floor, either too embarrassed to look up at Hope or too angry. Viviana handed Hope a thick black leather collar with a metal-ring in its center. For many moments, Hope held the collar in her hands, her fingers gently pressing on the buckle. She swallowed a growing lump in her throat and slowly brought it towards Victoire’s neck.

The vampire’s neck was as cool as the rest of her skin. Hope’s instincts told her to attach the collar at the loosest setting, but something told her Viviana would be quick to chastise her for going easy on Victoire. She buckled it at the tightest setting and looked the restrained vampire up and down. It was so strange seeing the typically charismatic and confident woman bound and collared like a pathetic submissive. Though she didn’t want to admit it, the sight of her was starting to turn her on...

Hope attached the metal leash to the collar’s ring and held the end of it loosely in her hands and waited for Viviana’s next instructions.

“What do you think she needs, Hope? Shall we force her to have orgasms over and over again? Or shall we deny her the ability to cum?” Viviana tapped her chin thoughtfully as she handed Hope a pair of nipple clamps attached to a thin metal chain. “Build her up over and over again and never let her get that coveted reward? I’ll let you decide that...”

“Yes, Viviana.” Hope slowly dropped down to her knees in front of Victoire. She tried not to look into the vampire’s eyes as she began unbuttoning the woman’s shirt. She pulled apart the two shirt sides and silently admired Victoire’s taut, pale chest. Her breasts were small, but her nipples were already hard and perky against her will. She started off by taking both nipples into her hands and twisting them around in her fingers. She twisted them around, pulling and yanking at them with increasingly tight squeezes.

Victoire looked as if she were trying valiantly not to moan aloud. She squeezed her gray eyes shut and winced, breath leaving her in heavy pants from her nostrils.

Hope found herself wanting to hear Victoire moan. She wanted to hear audible evidence of the woman’s pleasure, despite how hard she was trying to deny it. She fumbled with the nipple clamps for a moment before attaching the first one to Victoire’s left nipple. It was easy to tighten the clasp around the already perky nipple. As soon as the metal closed around the sensitive skin, a quiet whimper escaped Victoire’s lips.

Attacking the next one as quickly as she could, Hope felt her own desire begin to swell as Victoire could not hold hers in any longer.

“Nngh,” The vampire groaned, her breath coming harder and faster now.

Hope watched the bound woman with growing curiosity. She had never realized it would be pleasurable to do this to someone. It was almost fun making Victoire squirm around and beg. “You want more?” Hope heard herself ask.

Without waiting for a response, Hope reached out and tightened the clasp around Victoire’s left nipple. She felt the clamp bite harder into the vampire’s nipple and almost smiled at the sound of Victoire crying out uncontrollably.

“Fuck–” The vampire suddenly muttered, another slew of quiet whimpers leaving her. She was jerking around slightly now, pulling at the chains that restrained her hands and shifting her weight from leg to leg.

“Oh, she’s enjoying that, is she?” Viviana cooed from somewhere behind Victoire. The older woman scooped up something off the floor. It was black ball of fabric and as she approached Victoire from behind, Hope realized with a twinge of fear that it was her dirty panties she had been wearing earlier. Viviana placed both hands on Victoire’s shoulders as the younger vampire continued to twitch and groan with pleasure. Tangling her fingers into Victoire’s hair, she yanked the woman’s head to the side and quickly shoved the panties between her lips.

“Mmmphh!” Victoire grunted, though she did not attempt to wrench her head out of Viviana’s hold.

Viviana smiled hungrily and held the panties inside of Victoire’s mouth by stretching her hand wide over the woman’s mouth. “Oh, listen to you. Those must taste nice and ripe, don’t they? Hope, hand me that scarf there...”

Hope reluctantly pulled her hands away from Victoire’s nipples and grabbed a black silk scarf acting as a lampshade on a nearby antique side table. She handed it to Viviana and watched with no small amount of pleasure as the woman quickly wrapped the scarf around Victoire’s mouth and head. She double-knotted it tightly behind her head then bent her head down to examine her handiwork.

Victoire was visibly fuming, panting angrily through the cleave-gag that kept her voice stifled behind the dirty pair of panties. She could not glare at Viviana so she settled on focusing her anger on Hope.

Hope’s gaze travelled slowly up and down the vampire’s form. She looked incredibly sexy, Hope thought, with her shirt hanging unopened and the nipple champ’s chain hanging from her breasts. She even looked good with that gag in her mouth to keep her quiet. Hope reached out, unsure of what exactly it was that she was doing. She caressed Victoire’s cheek, taking the woman’s chin into her hands. She wanted to kiss her. She wanted to tell her what to do. To feel power over her. She wanted to please her on her own terms.

Viviana bent down and grabbed Victoire’s upper arms, pulling the woman up to her feet and pushing her backwards onto the bed. Wordlessly, she unbuttoned Victoire’s black jeans and yanked them down to her ankles. The two vampires exchanged a look. Victoire whimpered in need at her sire’s touch, bucking her hips slightly as if begging to be touched. With her bare pussy exposed, she looked far more helpless and powerless lying there on the bed.

“Now, Victoire, I’m going to give your human permission to do anything she pleases with you. I’m going to leave the two of you alone and leave your freedom in her hands. I hope that you’re learning from this lesson. And next time, I expect far more obedience than insolence. Do you understand me?” Viviana murmured, pressing a hand down onto the vampire’s chest.

“Yeemmphh.” Victoire muttered, nodding once to indicate that she understood.

“Good girl. Now, you two have fun.” Viviana gave Hope only a single glance over her shoulder as she glided out of the bedroom.

Hope turned to face the bound vampire who was attempting to sit up. She placed a hand on Victoire’s chest and pushed her gently back down onto the bed. It was so risky, she knew, to treat Victoire this way, but something told Hope that this role reversal might be a good thing for both her and the vampire.

“Mmmphh,” Victoire grumbled, “mmph, hnnghh, hmmphhh...”

Hope climbed onto the bed and lay down beside the vampire. “Shhhh.” She murmured, examining the woman’s bare legs, her thighs, her closely cropped pubic hair covering the lips of her warm, wet pussy. She dragged a couple of fingers up the woman’s torso, pulling gently on the nipple chain. She hoped Victoire wouldn’t be angry about this later, but if she was it just meant that Hope would receive a longer and harsher punishment than ever before. And honestly, she didn’t mind the thought of that.

“Hmmphh?!” Victoire exclaimed into the gag, annoyed at Hope’s shushing. She nodded down towards her bound ankles, silently begging Hope to untie her.

Hope slowly placed her hand across Victoire’s mouth, handgagging her with a firm grip. “No. I said shh.” She repeated quietly. It was strange to be so demanding, especially to Victoire, but Hope found that she was sort of enjoying it. With her hand still covering the woman’s lips, she pushed her fingers gently up against Victoire’s pussy. Her wetness immediately coated Hope’s fingers and threatened to trail down her bare thighs. “You like this... don’t you? You’re wet. You must be enjoying it.”

Victoire groaned into Hope’s hand as the human’s fingers swiped against her clit. She nodded once and Hope couldn’t help but smile. She liked it. She wanted her to keep going... This powerful, supernatural creature was getting pleasure from her, a weak and mortal human. She fingered her slowly, spreading her wetness around her pussy and rubbing the clit with careful strokes. Victoire’s eyes shut and her body began to tense.

“Yeah, you like it. I know you like the way that feels. You like having your clit rubbed like that?” Hope cooed. She watched as Victoire’s hips rose and fell with the rhythm of Hope’s fingers. “I can do... anything that I want to you. I can get back at you for everything you’ve done to me. I can leave you here. Tied up, gagged, helpless...”

A low groan escaped Victoire’s gagged mouth. “Mmmmmph...” She leaned in to Hope’s touch, silently begging for more with her eyes.

“Has anyone ever done this to you before? I bet none of your humans has seen you like this...” Hope teased the clit with faster and faster strokes. “Maybe that’s what I’ll do. I’ll tell all of the other women about what I did to you. What you allowed me to do. We all know that you could stop this if you really wanted to... You could overpower me. You are a vampire after all, aren’t you?”

Victoire glared over her gag up at Hope, but said nothing. Her breath came out in a hot puffs from her nostrils and through the sides of her lips. Hope bent down and gently placed her lips up against the side of Victoire’s lips. She kissed her with careful, exploratory movements. Victoire’s whimpers of pleasure were coming quicker and higher pitched now. Hope sucked gently on those soft noises as she licked some drool away from the corner of Victoire’s mouth. With her free hand, she pulled the gag down and out of the vampire’s mouth. She pulled her panties from between Victoire’s lips and tossed them aside. Before the vampire could say anything, Hope kissed her with a ferocity she hadn’t known she had inside of her.

She pushed her tongue inside the warm crevices of the other woman’s mouth, exploring every wet fold and surface with gentle thrusts of her tongue. Satisfied, she pulled away and quickly slipped the scarf over Victoire’s mouth yet again. This time, instead of keeping it between her teeth, she unfurled it so that it covered the woman’s mouth and chin.

“There you go.” She murmured softly, “It sounds like you’re going to cum soon. Are you?”

Victoire nodded emphatically, her whimpers of pleasure coming in quick, frequent bursts now. Her body was twitching and jerking with every stroke of Hope’s fingers.

“Yeah? You’re going to cum?” Hope increased the speed at which she rubbed the vampire’s warm clit. She herself was panting quietly as her own desire increased wildly. “Should I make you cum? You think I should? Well,” She quickly pulled her hands away from Victoire’s clit and lay on her back beside the squirming woman. “that’s too bad.”

“Mmmmmphh!” Victoire whined as she realized what Hope was doing to her. She always enjoyed edging her harem, but never had the vampire had this cruel denial of pleasure done to her before. “Mmmphh, mmpph, mmmmmph...” She whined, pulling wildly at her wrist restraints, her hips bucking uncontrollably for stimulation that was not there.

“Shh, calm down. You’re fine. You’ll survive.” Hope said, a soft, amused smile spreading across her lips. “You’re so incredibly horny, aren’t you? Well, let’s try and get your mind off of it.” Hope got to her feet at the foot of the bed and pulled on the long metal chain hanging from the collar around victoire’s neck. “On your feet.”

Victoire stumbled to her feet off the bed as her neck was pulled forward.

Hope admired the way the woman looked with the nipple clamp chain visible through her unbuttoned shirt. “Oh, let’s give you a rest from these things.” Hope gently fingered the left clamp, her eyes ticking upwards to gaze into Victoire’s anxious and begging gaze. When she loosened the clamp and pulled it from the vampire’s nipple, Victoire let out a muffled scream and nearly doubled over from the sensation. “That’s right, I forgot. It’s not necessarily the clamp that hurts, its taking them that’s so painful.” Hope murmured before pulling the right one off quickly.

Though Victoire’s ankles were bound with cuffs, the chain between the two was just long enough to let her shuffle forward at the pull of the leash. Hope led the vampire around the perimeter of the room, yanking hard on the metal chain when she wasn’t moving fast enough. When they reached the bed in the center of the room once again, Hope pulled downward on the leash and nodded at the floor. “Get down. On your knees.”

Victoire whined a little as she lowered herself carefully to her knees. Hope sat down on the floor against the bed frame and pulled her knees up to her chest. “Victoire? I want you to eat me out and I want it to be the best job you’ve ever done.” Hope cringed inwardly at the simplicity and softness of her own words. She really wasn’t a very dominant person, but Victoire was being responsive to her unique brand of domination. She wouldn’t go so far as to say Victoire was seeking this kind of treatment, but perhaps she was more open to relations with humans than she led on. “If that little tongue of yours does well, then I’ll let you cum and I’ll untie you. Okay?”

Victoire shuffled awkwardly towards the ground, angling her face as close as she could to Hope’s exposed pussy. “Mmmnnghh.” She grunted through the gag, trying to nod towards the tight scarf obscuring her speech.

“Oh, right. Guess I have to take that thing off of you.” Hope murmured, reaching over and pulling the gag down. “But, I have to warn you, Victoire. Don’t say anything. Just eat me out or... or I’ll parade you around down the halls for all of your friends to see you.”

The vampire obeyed her human’s commands and said nothing as Hope pulled the gag down from Victoire’s lips and let it hang loosely around the woman’s neck. She leaned back against the bed frame as Victoire’s tongue began exploring the warm, inner crevices of her pussy. She dipped her head back and sighed gently up at the ceiling. Victoire’s tongue dug itself deep inside of her, slipping upwards into the tight inner walls of Hope’s interior.

“Mmmm,” Hope moaned softly. She tangled her hands into Victoire’s hair, holding the woman’s head down and forcing her to stay prone in her position. Her mind wandered lazily from the small bursts of pleasure erupting from her central pleasure core to the idea of actually humiliating Victoire. It would be taking things too far, she decided silently, and would quite possibly be enough to provoke real violence from the vampire. Maybe she would save that for the next time she got to dominate Victoire.

“You’re good at this.” She gasped, dragging her teeth across her lower lip. “Where did you learn to eat pussy so well?”

When Victoire didn’t respond, Hope yanked hard on the handful of hair she gripped in her fist. She forced the vampire’s head up and gazed sternly into her eyes. “Tell me. Where did you learn to eat pussy so well?”

Victoire was silent for a moment, her own stubborn gaze boring into Hope’s. “Practice.” She muttered simply.

“Did Viviana make you practice on her?”

Again, Victoire seemed reluctant to share any personal information about herself. “Yes.” She finally murmured under her breath, though offered nothing more. She lowered her head to continue the task she was assigned, but Hope yanked her head upwards once again.

“Hey. Hey. I’m not finished talking to you yet.” Hope said, realizing this was a great opportunity to learn more about the mysterious woman who had dominated her for the past two days. “Tell me more. Tell me... what turns you on?” As Hope spoke, she lifted both of her legs and hooked them around Victoire’s head.

The vampire blinked once before turning her head and sucking hard on a soft stretch of skin on the inside of Hope’s thigh. She kept her eyes obediently on Hope’s as she kissed her. “Tying up disobedient little sluts like you.”

Hope smirked, a flash of last night’s late-night session with Victoire entering her mind. “And? What else?”

Victoire drew her tongue up Hope’s thigh, inching dangerously close to the woman’s sticky sweet pussy. “I like... punishing.”

“It seems like you enjoy being punished just as much. Tell me about that. You were so turned on when I was fingering you...” Hope murmured. Victoire said nothing for many moments and Hope slapped the woman’s cheek with her thigh.

“I...” The vampire started. “I have been forced into this demeaning position–”

“But you like it. Forced or not, your pussy doesn’t lie, Victoire.”

“You brazen, insubordinate–”

Hope forced the vampire’s head back down into the soaked folds beneath her legs. “I’m the one calling the shots here, Victoire. Don’t forget that. Keep going.”

Victoire obediently continued to lick at Hope’s pussy. Hope tilted her chin upwards as pleasure began to overtake her once again. She squeezed the leash in her hand and the fistful of Victoire’s hair with more strength than she knew she had.

“Faster. Faster, Victoire. Don’t stop–d-don’t stop–” Hope mumbled. God, how was she so good at this? She supposed that two hundred years of practice must have had something to do with it.

Victoire’s tongue worked in tight circles around Hope’s sensitive, pulsing clit. She jerked her hips in a wild circle, bucking up and down as the pleasure became almost unbearable. Her breath left her in ragged pants, increasing in speed and depth with every passing second. “There–there, right–right there. Yes! Fuck, yes, Victoire! Oh! Oh! I’m cumming–I’m cumming, Victoire, I’m–!”

Hope sucked in a tight gasp as an orgasm exploded deep within her. The whole world came to a crashing halt and she was surrounded in utter stillness as a silent scream left her. Finally, her body relaxed and all the tension faded away, leaving her a panting, sweating mess.

Victoire lifted her head but was forced to keep her back bent with Hope’s legs still locked around her neck. She wrenched herself free from the human’s hold and sat back onto her heels, her gray eyes glaring venomously at the pleased brunette beneath her. “I hope you’re satisfied.”

“Mmm, yes. Very.” Hope purred, licking her bottom lip and sitting up slightly. “But don’t think you’re anywhere near finished yet. I still owe you an orgasm. After this, you definitely deserve it.”

“So you’re still assuming control over me? You must be aware by now, Hope, that I’m not just any vampire. I am bloody royalty here in this coven and you will–!”

Hope pressed her hand tightly across the vampire’s mouth, smiling in amusement at her. “We went over this already, Victoire. We both know that if you really wanted to, you could have broken those chains binding you. You could have untied yourself and violently gotten revenge against me half an hour ago. But you didn’t. You like this and you know it. Now, shut up and get down on the ground.” Hope couldn’t help but to lean in to these moments of domination. It felt strange and foreign to act in such a way, like putting on an ill-fitting costume, but there was no denying that it was fun.

Victoire grumbled beneath her breath as she was pushed face down onto the ground. Her pants around her ankles were getting soaked by the juices slipping freely down her thighs. She didn’t want to admit it, but it was the wettest she had been in a long, long time.

Hope rose to her feet and quickly rounded the corner to the edge of the bed where Viviana had deposited all of Victoire’s toys and tools. She grabbed the familiar vibrating wand that had been used on her the night before and a roll of white microfoam tape. The tape was thick and wide and looked like it was more likely to be used in medical situations than in the bedroom. With the silicon cock and the wand in one hand and the tape in the other, she dropped down on top of Victoire, straddling her from behind and keeping her pinned to the floor.

“You know, Victoire,” Hope slipped her hand in between the woman’s warm slit, eliciting a sudden and unstoppable tremor throughout the vampire’s torso. She gathered as much of Victoire’s wetness as she could, letting it drip off of her fingers onto the woman’s back. Hope leaned forward and slipped her fingers around Victoire’s head She forced her fingers between her captive’s lips and smiled at the sound of her annoyed protestations. “this is exactly what you did to me. Tied me up. Embarrassed me–no–humiliated me. You forced me to taste my own cum. You penetrated me. Fucked me. And all that time, I bet you were hoping desperately that one day someone would do it to you.”

“Mnngghhhh!” The vampire grunted out another garbled protest, swinging her shoulders as if trying to buck the human off of her back.

Hope grabbed the roll of tape and quickly unwound it by a few inches. She shoved the tape hard up against the vampire’s mouth and began wrapping it around her head once, twice, three times. “Let’s do a little role reversal, then. I’ll pretend I’m you and you pretend you’re me.” Hope climbed off of Victoire and wrenched the woman onto her side. Her entire lower mouth was covered by the thick white tape. She was cursing and moaning beneath the severe gag, but only small muffled noises escaped her.

With her prisoner secure on her side, Hope grabbed the silicon cock and pressed it up against Victoire’s wanting pussy. “What was it you said to me? Oh, yes, that you were going to plug me up. Here, I’ll go ahead and get this inside of you.” The cock slid up inside of Victoire in one fluid motion thanks to all the natural lubricant.

“Mmmmmphhh!” Victoire cried out, her breath suddenly coming in hot, heavy huffs. Her inner walls clenched tightly around the cock and held it in place.

“Good. Now, this won’t take very long. I suspect you’re so fucking horny that you’ll cum in about three seconds.” Hope murmured, turning on the vibrating wand. She held the thing up to Victoire’s face and smiled at the anger in the vampire’s eyes. “Oh, don’t get so upset. You’re going to enjoy it. I promise.” Hope very slowly pressed the thing up against Victoire’s clit. She held it there for many seconds, laughing aloud as the vampire clearly attempted to try and remain unresponsive. Her will was nowhere near strong enough though, and within moments Victoire was whining pathetically against the massive tapegag.

“You like it, don’t you?” Hope whispered, reaching over and squeezing Victoire’s nipple tightly. “I told you. It feels good.”

“Mmmphh, mmph, mmh!” Victoire writhed and squirmed in Hope’s arms, her whole body tensing as a pleasure welled up deep inside of her. The wand was already relentless, but Hope increased the speed and intensity just for fun.

“Look at me. Look at me, Victoire.” Hope said, softly. She grabbed the vampire’s gagged mouth in her hands and forced her to look up at her. “I’m not going to tell anyone about what happened between us. I won’t tell anyone that you secretly like to be dominated and punished. But what I am going to do is to require that you let me do this to you once every two weeks. It’s exhausting running a harem, I’m sure, and you need a little...” She thrust the wand hard up against Victoire’s clit, “release, now and then. Okay? Do we have an understanding?”

“Mmmnnghh.” The vampire grunted in vague approval, her eyes squeezed shut as pleasure threatened to overtake her.

“Okay, then. Now, I know that as soon as I untie you you’re likely going to retaliate against me. Knowing you, you’ll probably tie me up and throw me in some dark dank dungeon and throw away the key. Or maybe you’ll whip me until my ass is raw. Or maybe... you’ll just fuck me. No bondage. No pain. Just... you and me...”

At that moment, Victoire’s orgasm came and took her without warning. She screamed into the layers of tape over her mouth and bucked wildly against her restraints. She tensed into one giant nerve, her entire body wound like a tight coil, until... slowly, she relaxed, panting, trembling slightly. The wand slowly clicked off and Hope lay down on the ground beside her.

“Was that good?” She teased, chewing gently on Victoire’s earlobe. She reached over and grazed her fingers past the vampire’s clit, causing her to jerk and writhe again. “Oh, I know, it’s so sensitive after cumming...”

“Mmmm...” The vampire whimpered, her body fully relaxing into the afterglow of a long-awaited orgasm.

“I guess this means I have to let you go now. I don’t really want to, but I guess it’s only fair.” Hope unbuckled the wrist cuffs binding Victoire’s wrists together. Then, she began pulling the layers of tape from around her head.

As soon as the vampire was released from her bondage, she sat up, turning slightly to face the human. The expression on her face was unreadable, a mixture of anger, uncertainty, and complete enjoyment. “You...” She murmured breathlessly. “You are in so much trouble.”
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