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I panted, shaking from the excitement. I watched Aristide as he paced around me in a circle, occasionally brushing his hand over part of my body. Every time he did I felt like his fingers conducted pure electricity. Each touch elicited a fresh spasm, a new ache in my core. I marveled at Aristide’s sadistic patience; I could see the desire in his eyes, but he knew waiting was a greater torment for me than it was for him.






Unlike in his modern dungeon, where all of his toys and restraints were hidden behind movable panels when not in use, in the torture chamber everything was on display. Whips and floggers, ropes and chains, gags and vibrators — his collection was extensive and varied, though some of his toys looked wickedly painful.






This is a torture chamber, after all
, I reasoned. Nearly everything was made of metal, rather than rubber, leather or wood. I realized, these might well be actual implements of torture, rather than mere kinky sex toys. Aristide had been vague about his age as a vampire, but I was convinced it amounted to several hundred years. Maybe that was just my imagination going overboard, or it was wishful thinking, but that was my guess.






I wondered how often he used the real torture tools, and how much they were just for show. They certainly set the mood; I could only imagine the fear one would feel if they hadn’t come here willingly.






Finally, Aristide chose from his toys one of the few made of something other than stainless steel: a long, wooden cane. Though it was very thin, I knew better than to think it wouldn’t hurt very much. A proper caning could be excruciating, and I had a feeling Aristide knew what he was doing…
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Eternal Desire





Come!






I don’t know how I heard the call; there was nothing to hear, not even my own breathing.






Because I don’t breathe anymore.
 This was one of many discoveries I’d made in the span of a few short hours. The time had flown by since I woke, returning the world of the living as something no longer mortal. I’d taken the opportunity of being alone to give myself a gift, one that had been denied to me for many months, and brought myself bliss, reaching down between my legs until I’d screamed loud enough to…






Wake the dead?






I giggled, turning over inside my casket. I pressed my hands against the velvety walls, loving the sense of confinement and imprisonment they represented. I’d found my bliss more than once, savoring every peak, indulging in the forbidden joy of fooling around in one’s own coffin, trapped six feet below the earth.






No, “trapped” is the wrong word. “Stuck” is more accurate.






Thinking my maker and master, the vampire Aristide, would come for me, I’d settled in, enjoying my new existence right from the start. But then I’d heard him inside my mind:
 Come!






This was not a suggestion; it was a command.






Sabine!






I could feel a pull; I wanted to move. Yet, I was buried below the earth. What was I supposed to do?






Come now!






The urge within me to somehow join my master was overwhelming, like a pressure squeezing me, and only one thing would make it let go. I’d have thought I’d enjoy such a sensation, given my love of submission, but this was different.






The pain was so severe, I pounded against the front of my coffin and screamed. However, instead of finding my fists stopped by the thick, wood walls, they instead burst through the coffin’s lid, spilling freshly dug earth onto my face. I choked and coughed as soil fell into my open mouth, turning over to get it out. When I recovered, I twisted around and saw the hole left by my fists. I stuck my hand into it and found it could move quite effortlessly through the ground.






As I moved the dirt, the pressure of Aristide’s command lessened, but didn’t fade completely. Eager to remove it fully, I climbed into the tunnel I’d made and climbed my way through. The ground was cool and damp between my fingers. Part of me thought climbing upward through it should have felt impossibly alien, yet instead it struck me as perfectly natural. If a sprouting seedling had feelings, I imagined this would have been its experience.






I nearly gasped when my hand broke through the surface, reaching into the cold night air. A sudden fear gripped me: was the surface safe? What if there was someone around to see me emerge?






Aristide’s order persisted, however, so I finished my climb, bursting through the ground in a spray of soil.






“Sabine. Welcome back.”






I turned to the source of the baritone voice and saw him there, a shade in the light of the moon. “Aristide,” I said. “Master.”






He leaped through the air and landed in front of me, then wrapped his arms around me to plant a kiss on my lips like none I’d ever known. Though I remembered his lips being cool, now they felt as hot as mine. He tasted of salt and metal.
 Like blood
, I realized.






A million thoughts ran through my mind as we kissed: his embrace made my new existence feel real. As if somehow I never really thought it was true, that I wouldn’t wake up a vampire as Aristide promised, and that my experience with him was just a nice dream for my soul to enjoy before its final departure.






But no, this was all very real. More so, in fact: I could smell the frosty grass in the graveyard. I could feel every slight turn in the direction of the breeze, I could hear the traffic of cars miles and miles away as clearly as if I were there on the sidewalk.






Most importantly, I could sense all of the ways our bodies were reacting: our hearts beating, our skin growing hot. I realized that there would be no disguising my emotions from him; not without an extraordinary amount of discipline.






And then something happened I had forgotten to expect: something moved inside my mouth.






“Oh!” I shouted, breaking off our kiss. “I’m sorry,” I said, feeling into my mouth and finding something impossibly sharp. It pricked my finger, causing fresh blood to rise from it. I’d found my fangs.






Aristide laughed. “You’ll learn to control that in time. Now come quickly. We don’t have long before sunrise.”






“Sunrise?” So it was true: vampires couldn’t stay out in the sun. At least, that was what she figured he meant. “Why get me up so close to sunrise?” she asked.






“Get you up? What took you so long to get out? If it had taken any longer, I’d have dug you out myself.” Aristide gestured toward his ride, a black hearse that I had ridden in before.






“I didn’t know I was supposed to break my way out,” I argued. “I thought
 you
 were going to dig me out!”






He grinned. “What’s the fun in that?”






“You could have told me before you… killed me.”
 Now there’s something I never imagined saying
, I thought.






“My apologies, Ms. Legaspi.”






We piled into his car; from the front, Wentworth, the middle-aged driver, nodded to us both. “Good morning, Miss,” he said. “Welcome back.”






“Good morning to you,” I replied.






“That is a lovely dress, by the way,” he added.






“Thank you, Mr. Wentworth.”






Aristide then put his hand on my thigh, feeling the scarlet fabric and brushing off the dirt from my climb. “Wentworth, please have this cleaned later.” He whispered in my ear, “I hope to see you in it, and then out of it, for many, many years.”






I giggled, a high-pitched titter that seemed out of place for a creature of the night. I realized there was a lot I had to learn about being a vampire. “Thank you. I’m looking forward to that.”






“Excellent. We’ll start tonight,” said Aristide.






“Tonight? Why not today?” I looked out the windows and realized that the glass had been growing darker, changing in tint as the sun rose. The drive to Aristide’s manor was more than an hour; the sun would be up long before we arrived. Apparently, that little obstacle had been overcome.






“We sleep during the day, of course,” he replied. “But don’t fret. I promise you will enjoy the day. By the time sunset comes, you may not even want to get up.”






Giddy with excitement, I grabbed his arm and begged, “Tell me, tell me!”






He chuckled, a deep sound barely escaping his throat. “You’ll see.”






I pouted, giving an exaggerated frown. “Can you at least tell me which side of the mansion it’s on?” I asked, remembering that his home was split into halves. One was old and traditional, the kind of Victorian residence one might expect of a vampire; the other was modern and new, designed to offer modern day comforts as well as high-tech solutions to the unique challenges of being a vampire.






“Oh most definitely the modern side. I intend to keep you close to me. I want to hear the sounds you make as I sleep; I think they will sweeten my dreams considerably.”






I shivered, beyond excited for what that would mean. Aristide chose to rescue me from an existence of misery not because he was a kind, generous vampire, but because of our shared interest in bondage and submission. Whatever he had arranged for my sleeping chamber, I expected it to be tight and inescapable.






I couldn’t wait.






—






The rest of the drive went so fast I could hardly believe it was over when we arrived. I’d spent the entire ride resting my head against Aristide’s massive chest, letting him stroke my hair and massage between my legs through my dress. I moaned softly and shut my eyes, letting him explore my newly-resuscitated body.






At the mansion, Wentworth pulled the car into a garage so large it could have been mistaken for an airplane hangar. Reluctantly I left the car, wanting to stay there with Aristide, but he promised me we would have far more fun inside. Considering the night we enjoyed the first time I’d visited the mansion, I was forced to agree.






He led us to his bedroom, a place I hadn’t seen before. We’d gone to his various torture chambers, but this was entirely different. Ornate rugs lined the floor, and tapestries hung from the ceilings, covering the room on all sides. I expected the room was located in the building’s interior, and thus there were no windows, but more importantly it gave the sense of his room being the heart of his home. Like I could almost feel a pulse in the air, a life of its own. I could only imagine the incredible acts of hedonism that had transpired in this room, though I happily realized I would soon know for myself.






At one end of the room was a king-sized bed; a forest green set of blankets and pillows stole the excess light of the room, which came from a pair of soft glows cast by recessed lights. Across from the bed, I saw a small, coffin-like box that was standing upright against the wall. I assumed that had to be where I would be resting during the day. It looked impossibly tiny next to Aristide’s enormous bed, but I knew my body well enough to figure that I would fit, if only just barely. I wondered, how must rest could I possibly get, standing in that thing? Was he going to lay it down once I got inside? My mind raced, though I knew I’d find out soon enough.






“I guess that’s me,” I said, pointing to the box.






Aristide approached me from behind and put his hands on my shoulders. My heart started to beat, and as much as I loved my dress, I wanted him to tear it off. Instead, he slipped it from my shoulders, guiding the straps down my arms until the gown fell to the floor at my feet. I shivered as my breasts were exposed and my nipples hardened to pebbles.






Cupping my chest in his hands, Aristide sighed longingly as he pinched my nipples. I moaned softly, enjoying the pressure and pain.






“If it wasn’t so late…” he lamented. “I’m tempted to stay up all day enjoying my new pet, but I’ve been around long enough to know better. I’m going to need my rest if I want to make your first real night a memorable one.”






As much as my lust burned inside, I took a deep breath and reminded myself to be patient. “Yes, sir. I understand.”






“Good,” he said, opening the lid of my box.






I looked inside to see a black, latex sheet attached to the back of the box like a curtain. I’d played enough bondage games to know what it was for.






“This is just one of the many configurations of this device,” said Aristide. “I plan to introduce you to all of them. but what they share in common is how tightly they will keep you bound. And I intend to test just how long you can tolerate being fully restrained.”






I grinned. “Back when I was human, I could last for hours. Now, though, I think I could endure it for…”






“Days,” Aristide finished.






I nodded, biting my lip and imagining how incredible it would feel. My master helped me get into the box, and underneath the thin, plastic sheet. “Colette, activate the bed,” he said out loud, signaling the computerized system built into his home. As soon as he said it, a vacuum pump turned on and began sucking nearly all the air out of the chamber holding me. I quickly discovered one key difference from a vacbed used by a human: there was no opening or hose for me to breathe through.






I supposed as a vampire I had no need for oxygen, but due to this, the pull of the vacuum could be that much more powerful, drawing the surprisingly strong sheet tightly over my entire body. I tried to move, but I couldn’t generate any motion whatsoever. I felt as though I were a thousand feet underwater, and the impossible pressure was attacking my entire body. And, of course, there was no escape.






Rest.






I heard the command in my head, just as I had back at the graveyard. This time, however, there would be no breaking my way out of the coffin. I was locked in completely and would have to wait for Aristide to release me. The feeling was magnificent, and all I wanted to do was drink it in. How was I supposed to rest?






Take your time, master
, I thought.
 I’m not going anywhere.






—






I don’t think I slept for very long that day. I know I must have, because I did wake at sunset, but most what seemed like hours I was awake and alert, enjoying every second of my confinement.






Being so totally restricted, part of me couldn’t help but think back to the months leading up to when I met Aristide: I remembered being fully paralyzed, stuck in a hospital bed with no hope for recovery. I’d still be there now, if not for him. Although a perverse side of me thought I should be enjoying it, I was robbed of more than just the ability to move: I couldn’t feel anything either.






I’m sure for some people, they could persevere and find a way to make a good life for themselves, but not me. I lived for dangerous thrills and taking risks, and life in a bed or wheelchair was not going to be enough. Then came Aristide.






Now, however, locked in a vacbed, I was again unable to move, but now I could feel it. Every inch of me was covered, the implacable plastic fitting snug against and into my every nook. It was a claustrophobic person’s worst nightmare, but I loved every second of it. I moaned as I flexed my muscles as much as I could, only to have them instantly snapped back by the unrelenting material.






Furthermore, I could have spent hours thinking of the ways Aristide could have made my confinement even more intense and, thus, blissful. My fluids ran down my thighs seemingly all night; I yearned desperately for something to stuff my eager holes. If I had to beg him to lock me in this box with a vibrator wedged into my core, I would beg. If I had to service him, continuously, for days, I would do it. Somehow I knew he would grant my request… if I asked nicely enough.






Another factor also added to my restlessness during the day. In addition to my unparalleled arousal, I also felt an indescribable hunger. It’s not that I was starving: it’s that the hunger felt more like lust.






Is this what it’s like to crave blood?
 I wondered. Aristide had said that we would have a way to feed, but hadn’t spelled out what it was. Would we go hunting? Did he have jars of blood in a freezer somewhere? Given his fondness for both old and new, neither option would have surprised me. I hoped it wasn’t the latter, though, because simply popping a bottle of blood like a soft drink seemed incredibly boring. Then again, I didn’t want to hurt anybody — or kill anybody — so going hunting seemed too monstrous. Fortunately, I had confidence that Aristide had found a happy medium.






Eventually my fatigue overwhelmed my explicit desires and I found my way to sleep, though I don’t think it lasted very long. Barely an instant seemed to go by when I heard,
 Wake.






I hummed as loud as I could, unable to work out any real words. I felt a slight vibration in the world around me — the lid of the box opening, I figured.






Then my mind exploded as I felt my master’s touch through the material of the vacbed. I moaned as he squeezed my already compressed chest; as he caressed the gap between my thighs I ached to thrust my hips and get more contact, but there was no way.






Aristide chuckled loud enough for me to hear; even through the thick membrane, my frustration was palpable. His laughter drove a jolt of humiliation through me, as I pictured myself as a pathetic puppet desperate for release and utterly incapable of resisting his torment. The acute surge of arousal caused my fangs to pop; I shuddered as I lashed my tongue around them, careful not to prick myself.






I heard a loud hiss, and then the vacbed went slack and opened. I fell forward into Aristide’s waiting arms.






“Good morning, Sabine,” he said.






“Good morning, master,” I whispered, feeling weightless in his massive arms.






“Enjoy your first day here?”






“Yes, sir,” I said, nodding vigorously. I didn’t fail to notice his nakedness, and as he held me against his chest I could detect his own beating heart. He was clearly excited too.






“It was just a warm-up,” he said. “I’ve been waiting eagerly for this night.”






“How long, sir?” I asked. I wasn’t sure how much time went by between our last meeting and my rising from the grave.
 It’s hard to tell time when you’re dead
, I thought with a smirk.






“Just a few days. Your death was not wholly unexpected, considering your condition. People were saddened, but eager to move, so no autopsy was requested. Wentworth reported that your funeral was well-attended and the speeches were very moving. People were sorry you were gone, but also relieved that you had moved on to a better place.”






They had no idea — literally and figuratively.






“I’m glad, sir.”






I had hoped that when Aristide let me out of my box that he would take me to bed and have his way with me there, but instead as we spoke he carried me through the mansion, into the old wing and then to the torture chamber. He held me easily enough in one arm, using his other hand to place my hands in shackles that hung from the ceiling. Once both were secured he let go of me, allowing me to stand. My knees were weak, but the chains wouldn’t let me fall.






Sighing happily at being back in bondage, I tugged at the cuffs and found that they were inescapable, even with my enhanced vampire strength.






“You are stronger than you ever were as a human, Sabine,” said Aristide. “But as a vampire you are just a newborn. The restraints in my home have been used on vampires far older than you would believe, and none have ever escaped from my grasp.”






I panted, shaking from the excitement. I watched Aristide as he paced around me in a circle, occasionally brushing his hand over part of my body. Every time he did I felt like his fingers conducted pure electricity. Each touch elicited a fresh spasm, a new ache in my core. I marveled at Aristide’s sadistic patience; I could see his cock was hard as a rock, but he knew waiting was a greater torment for me than it was for him.






Unlike in his modern dungeon, where all of his toys and restraints were hidden behind movable panels when not in use, in the torture chamber everything was on display. Whips and floggers, ropes and chains, gags and vibrators — his collection was extensive and varied, though some of his toys looked wickedly painful.






This is a torture chamber, after all
, I reasoned. Nearly everything was made of metal, rather than rubber, leather or wood. I realized, these might well be actual implements of torture, rather than mere kinky sex toys. Aristide had been vague about his age as a vampire, but I was convinced it amounted to several hundred years. Maybe that was just my imagination going overboard, or it was wishful thinking, but that was my guess.






I wondered how often he used the real torture tools, and how much they were just for show. They certainly set the mood; I could only imagine the fear one would feel if they hadn’t come here willingly.






Finally, Aristide chose from his toys one of the few made of something other than stainless steel: a long, wooden cane. Though it was very thin, I knew better than to think it wouldn’t hurt very much. A proper caning could be excruciating, and I had a feeling Aristide knew what he was doing.






“Tell me, Sabine,” he said. “When I told you of your funeral, did you feel any guilt for deceiving your friends and family.”






“No,” I said, without hesitation.






“Good,” he replied. He swung the cane, connecting with my ass. I screamed and thrashed, but the pain subsided amazingly quickly — far more rapidly than it would have if I were still human.






Which means I’m capable of taking considerably more punishment
, I realized.






“Sir, what was that for?” I asked.






With a grin, he said, “For fun.”






I spread my lips and hissed as my fangs popped out; his response triggered my anger as much as my arousal. “I thought I was being punished.”






“You were, my pet. But I was going to cane you either way. Your lack of remorse for your deception was worth one hit, but lying about it would have meant two. And now, for speaking out of turn…” With another swing, the cane struck my tender flesh, unleashing a blast of pain that made me shake in my chains.






“Now what do you say?”






“I’m sorry, master,” I replied.






“Good. Now, why are you not sorry for deceiving them?”






This time I considered my response, though I suspected he would find a reason to cane me again no matter what. As much as I enjoyed the pain, I wanted his cock. The waiting, after an entire day of confinement, was more difficult than any amount of caning.






“Because they needed closure. Now they can move on.”






“I see,” said Aristide. He began tapping my backside with the cane lightly, a warm up for what I knew would be a savage strike. “So you feel the ends justify the means?”






“In this case, master,” I said, opting for complete honesty.






Aristide followed the tapping with a heavy smack, as I anticipated. Knowing it was coming did little to shield me from the pain. I howled as my skin burned and the torment radiated throughout my body.






“‘In this case,’” he repeated. “So, there are some lines you would not cross to achieve your goals?”






“Of course,” I replied.






He nodded. “I assume hurting somebody is one of those lines lines.”






“That’s right,” I said.






Aristide caned my ass again, though not as hard as before. I yelped, but didn’t take my eyes off him.






“But what if the lie was uncovered, and they saw you were not truly dead? Would they not be hurt?”






I didn’t answer right away, debating internally. As I weighed by words, Aristide retrieved a set of nipple clamps. Connected by a chain, the clamps were fastened to each breast by tightening a vise. I watched as my sensitive nips were squashed by the incredibly tight toys. I whimpered, and lost my train of thought. I tried not to imagine how unbearable they would be if I were still human.






“With all due respect, sir, I think they would be confused. I think they would not believe what they saw, and write it off as a mistake.”






Aristide nodded, but still proceeded to give my ass two severe swats. “Assume they really knew it was you. And don’t tell me they’d want to know how it was possible.”






I took a deep breath and embraced the pain rippling through my body. My ass and breasts were enduring the worst torment, of course, but my arms were under a significant strain as well, pulled high above my head.






“Some would be hurt, yes. But I don’t care,” I said.






This piqued Aristide’s interest; he raised an eyebrow, rather than caning me again. “Explain.”






“Most of my friends left me in that hospital room to die anyway. They couldn’t handle the situation. I’m still fairly angry about that, and letting them off the hook so easily by dying…”






“Yes, Sabine. What are you feeling?”






I tugged at my chains as if to imply,
 They’re lucky I’m tied up right now.
 I said, “Resentment. Maybe in time I’ll feel differently.”






Aristide nodded. “I expect you will. I believe you will eventually lament that they didn’t have time to come to terms with what happened. I think that without a proper goodbye, they will always harbor a regret about how they treated you after the accident.”






“Good,” I thought darkly.






Aristide began tapping my bottom again with the cane. “You say that now, but in time you will have pity because you will be in a similar position. Regardless of where you are, you will be enjoying your life as a vampire, and only occasionally will you be reminded of the past. But when you are, you will feel a pang of sorrow for how your past relationships ended so suddenly. And your friends, out there in their mortal lives, will sometimes feel the same way.”






The tapping concluded with three sharp strikes against my ass, causing me to writhe and scream.






“The only difference is that someday they will die, but you will live with that regret for eternity.”






Three more quick snaps of the cane and I could feel the crisscrossing red lines blazing angrily.






“What can I do?” I shrieked.






Aristide swept the cane behind his back and held it there, out of my sight. “I’m glad you asked. I will teach you to enter the dreams of humans. Through them, you will send a message, letting everyone know you are at peace. They will remember the dream, and believe it. Do you have a problem with this?”






“No, sir.” I shook my head, tears falling down my cheeks. The caning hurt, and I’d had enough, but if Aristide believed I deserved the punishment, I would continue to accept it.






“You don’t mind the idea of intruding in people’s dreams?” he asked, getting into position to resume the caning.






“It’s to do something good, master. So no. The ends justify the means.”






Aristide smiled and I heard the wooden rod fall to the floor. I heaved a sigh of relief.






Rubbing my backside gingerly, Aristide kissed the back of my neck. Though I winced at his touch, the pain from the caning was already fading.






“Sabine,” he said, “I think you’re going to make an excellent modern-day vampire.”






“Thank you, master.”






His hand moved from my ass to between my legs and to my drenched pussy. “You’re a smart woman, Sabine: I’m sure you’ve guessed that I’ve been building you up toward something.”






“I have, master.”






Driving two thick fingers into my crevice, he whispered into my ear, “I promise you, despite what you may think, this isn’t it.”






Just as quickly as his fingers had poked their way inside me, they fled, and were replaced by Aristide’s engorged cock. Penetrating deeply into my hungry chasm, Aristide groaned as he drove himself inside me. I matched his blissful sounds with my own, finally receiving the release I’d yearned for since being put into my box to sleep.






Aristide wasted no time in ramping up the speed of his thrusts. Within moments his pounding was like a jackhammer. Quickly I felt an orgasm coming on more powerful than any I’d ever experienced as a human.






“Master, can I come?” I asked.






“Hold it,” he replied.






I wailed in frustration. How could I possibly hold on under such a barrage? And yet I called forth every ounce of will I possessed to hold back the pressure. I thought of the clamps hanging from my breasts, still scorchingly painful. Normally I would have expected them to start feeling numb, and to have the sensation fade to a dull throb, but that wasn’t happening. Maybe my vampire resilience meant it would take longer for the numbness to arrive? Or did it mean they would always feel everything?






When at last I could feel my reserve of strength slipping away like the last grains of sand in an hourglass, I offered one last plea, “Please may I come?”






“You may,” Aristide replied, and began thrusting even more fervidly.






Enraptured in relief as my orgasm exploded, I screamed and shook. Waves of bliss buffeted my body, which twisted in its bonds as Aristide continued his incredible rhythm. However, despite the joy reverberating within me, there was still a yearning that wasn’t being met. I needed blood.






“Yes, Sabine… I can feel… your hunger,” Aristide said between satisfied grunts.






“Yes, master,” I croaked, barely able to think, let alone speak.






“You will feed… soon… But first… you must… be ready.”






I cried out, not sure what he meant, but too blitzed to care. As my first orgasm passed its peak, another quickly developed. “May… I… come?” I asked, my mind focused on exactly one thing.






“You may.”






As my second climax burned through me like a box of matches, I thought back to what Aristide told me about not every day being a roller coaster of sexual indulgence. I remembered to savor the moment, as tonight’s bliss would become tomorrow’s deprivation. I hung on to that second orgasm, knowing it wouldn’t be my last of the day, but that there might not be many more until I was cut off.






When at last I’d finally reached my peak, Aristide too reached his, spraying his seed into my core. He withdrew quickly, satisfied but far from spent. He wrapped his arms around me and kissed my cheek, licking away the tears of pain and joy I’d shed throughout.






“I love all your flavors, Sabine,” he said.






“Thank you, master,” I replied in between deep gasps.






“Take a few moments to rest.” He gave my ass one last slap, earning a groan from me. “Then we eat.”






—






I didn’t miss the fact that Aristide left the clamps on my nipples after releasing me from the chains. I was no longer bound, but I didn’t take the clamps off myself, though they hurt. If my master had wanted to take them off, he would have done so.






The chain between them swung as we walked down a barely lit hall. Though each step produced a fresh hint of pain, I barely paid it any heed, preoccupied with thoughts of feeding.






“Sabine, have you thought about why I wanted you to have several orgasms before you had your first taste of blood as a vampire?”






“No, master.” With Aristide, I was never sure if he was doing something for a reason, or if he simply felt like doing it. “As a warm up?” I guessed.






“Yes, exactly. As a warm-up. Because this will be unlike anything you’ve ever experienced.”






I smirked. “There’s been a lot of that lately, sir.”






Aristide chuckled. “Indeed. I’m serious, though, Sabine. The first taste has a profound impact on young vampires. In the olden days, a freshly risen creature would drink deeply and fully, lost in their blood lust. Today we don’t allow that kind of savagery.”






“Who’s we?” I asked, suddenly very afraid.






“Vampire society, Sabine. We’ve survived through secrecy, and secrecy requires order.”






I nodded nervously. “And what happens if somebody threatens to tell the world the truth?”






Aristide’s face darkened. “Then they are dealt with. Though this situation has not arisen in decades, we are constantly vigilant. Every new addition to our society is vetted.”






“What about me?”






Aristide stopped and took into hand the chain between my nipple clamps. He gave it a slight tug, causing me to hiss.






“You were judged to be receptive to our way of life, and trustworthy with a secret,” said Aristide. “So I was given the society’s blessing to bring you in.”






He let go of the chain and ran his fingers down my breast, then my stomach, until he reached my sensitive lower lips.






“What if…” I shuddered at his touch. “What if… I’d turned down… your offer?”






Aristide smiled, enjoying my reactions to his probing fingers. “We calculated only an infinitesimal chance that would happen. But hypothetically, if you had, you would have woken up in your hospital bed thinking the whole thing was a dream, and you’d never see me again.”






“I see.”






I wasn’t paying attention much to where we were going, instead focused on Aristide’s words, so I was surprised when he opened the door to a chamber unlike any in his entire mansion.






Decorated in pink pastels, the room wouldn’t have been out of place at a bridal boutique. Dressers and ornate mirrors lined the walls, with stations full of cosmetics, accessories and perfumes. However, the main attraction was a round bed at the center, upon which rested a staggeringly beautiful woman maybe a year or two younger than myself. She was naked, except for a stainless steel collar worn around her neck.






My fangs popped out inside my mouth, and I felt a pang of jealousy.






“Who’s this?” I asked.






The woman opened her eyes, awakened by my question. She lay in a ball along on the fuchsia blanket, and when I looked closer, I noticed a heavy metal cuff attached to her left ankle. A chain was connected to the cuff, and it’s other end disappeared into the middle of the bed, keeping the woman bound to the area around it.






“Sabine, this is Nanette, my familiar,” said Aristide.






“Pleased to meet you,” I said, too stunned to think of anything else.






“Pleasure is mine,” she replied, her voice thick with sleep and a French accent. She sat up, revealing a set of small, natural breasts with large, pointed nipples. She crossed her legs, sitting in an elegant pose, and I caught a whiff of hairspray. Her dark brown curls looked as though she’d just visited a top salon.






“I love your hair,” I said. “Where did you get it done?”






“Wentworth sees to her every need,” answered Aristide. “And Nanette is here for ours.”






“You mean…”






Nanette giggled.






“We will feed off of her,” said Aristide. “And we can do more than that, if we wish.”






I could hardly believe it; I knew he employed Wentworth, but when we met he made no mention of having another woman housed in the mansion. “Is she a…”






“A slave?” Aristide finished. “Not literally. She’s free to leave whenever, like you. But she stays for the pleasure, like you.”






“So she’s a pet?” I asked. I felt strange talking about her as if she couldn’t see, hear or understand us, yet she didn’t seem to mind. Perhaps she understood my confusion.






“Correct, though not quite the same as you. You and I are linked through your creation; someday I may gift Nanette to another vampire, or exchange her for someone else.”






Nanette pouted.






“But I like her an awful lot, so that’s not likely to happen anytime soon.”






The girl grinned and bit her lip.






“I assure you, Mademoiselle Legaspi, I am quite fine with this arrangement. I am eager to serve you as I serve Monsieur Aristide.”






I nodded, the shock fading and my hunger returning.






“Nanette, lie down,” said Aristide. She did as asked, getting on her back and spreading her legs, which hung off the bed as far as her chain would allow.






“Now Sabine, climb onto the bed and straddle Nanette, placing your pussy above her face. I think before you have a taste of her, she should have a taste of you.”






I blushed, but did as asked, excited by the idea. Though I preferred men, I’d enjoyed the pleasures of other women whilst experimenting in college. I’d enjoyed it plenty, but my preference was always for cock.






As I took my place above Nanette, I could hear her heart pounding in her chest, and watched the rise and fall of her breasts and she panted. I could smell the juices dripping from her core distinctly from mine. My fangs emerged with an audible click, eliciting a delighted squeal from Nanette.






Aristide stepped up to the bed and fed his erect shaft into Nanette’s inviting crevice. She moaned softly, knowing what was to come.






“Sabine, lower yourself a little further so Nanette can reach.”






Tensing the muscles in my legs, I lowered myself just a few more inches; I could feel the girl’s warm breath against my wet lips. Then I felt her tongue against my clit, and Aristide pulling me in for a kiss. Each of his powerful thrusts into his familiar turned into a quiver in her tongue, which in turn caused a spasm of bliss in me. Aristide’s tongue danced against mine, and quickly I felt utterly overwhelmed.






Nanette offered a constant stream of sighs and moans, increasing in volume as Aristide pounded her harder and harder. Slowly but surely, her work on my pussy began to have its desired effect, distracting me from my need for blood and getting me to focus on the orgasm building within me.






“Sabine,” said Aristide, breaking off our kiss. He massaged my breasts, drawing fresh pain from the clamps still pinching my sore nipples. “Nanette knows… she can’t come… until you do.”






I shuddered as the familiar intensified her efforts, her tongue moving in brilliant circles around and over my clit.






“So you have… my permission… to come,” Aristide continued. “But try to… hold on… and challenge… Nanette… She’s yours too.”






Liking the idea of the challenge, I did my best to put the brakes on the rising orgasm, though I couldn’t stop its surge completely. Aristide, not making it easy either, squeezed my breasts and ass.






“Please… mademoiselle,” said Nanette in between strokes. I could hear the desperation in her voice, which was soft and submissive and powerfully erotic. I’d never considered myself to have a real dominant side, but I couldn’t help enjoying the way she strove to satisfy me for her own release. In her place, I would have done the same and relished every second of it.






Of course, I had my own reason to want to come, as it would bring me one step closer to getting to feed for the first time. Although I held off my hunger, it never went away. I realized that this was a desire I would feel forever. Maybe in time I would have a familiar of my own; not that there was anything wrong with Nanette.






Every sound she made came with an even harder stroke of her tongue, and even though I wanted to hold out a little longer, I found myself bested by the girl’s superior technique and will. My orgasm came as a burst of euphoria, and my scream triggered a cacophony of howls as Nanette took it as her cue to climax, which prompted Aristide to release his load as well.






“Quickly, Sabine,” Aristide said as he lifted me up and twisted me around. “Feed!”






As the ecstasy of the orgasm still glowed within I bared my fangs and bit into Nanette’s neck. Her sweet, hot blood poured into my mouth, tasting better than any nectar or wine. I gasped as a bliss overcame me so extreme I could hardly control myself. I fed ravenously, drinking like a man stranded in the desert after finding an oasis.






I felt Aristide’s fingers rubbing my clit hard, and the pleasure of his touch was amplified by every drop of blood on my tongue. An orgasm ripped through me so powerfully I lost all sense of what was happening, acting purely on instinct. After what seemed like an eternity of carnal exultation, I felt myself being pulled from the girl by two impossibly strong hands.






Roaring my displeasure, I tried to get back up to finish my meal, but in my head I heard my master’s command,
 Stop!






Coming to my senses a little, I backed away and watched as Aristide bit into his wrist with his own fangs. He gave it to Nanette until the girl’s eyes opened and she drank joyfully from the vampire.






“Is she okay?” I asked when the fog finally cleared from my head.






Aristide withdrew his arm and licked away the rest of his blood, which allowed the punctures to quickly heal.






“I am fine, mademoiselle,” said Nanette. “Thank you for your concern. And thank you for allowing me to be your first. It is a great honor.”






“You’re welcome,” I said, though I had no idea if this was true.
 Then again, you always remember your first
, I reasoned. This would certainly be true here. The taste, the joy — how could I forget something like that? “I’m sorry if I almost…”






“That is why our society takes special care with young vampires,” Aristide explained. “Your first feeding was bound to go like this — it is unavoidable. But imagine if you hadn’t already enjoyed the first few orgasms.”






“I never would have stopped,” I realized. My fangs retracted as my guilt surged.






“Sabine, I told you, I knew what would happen. I had the situation under control.”






“And I trusted Monsieur Aristide to protect me,” added Nanette.






“Okay,” I said, feeling reassured. “When will I be able to control myself?”






Aristide unlocked the cuff from Nanette’s ankle and let it slip into the center of the bed and disappear. “Soon,” he said as he retrieved a coil of rope from one of the dressers. “Not right away, but each time will get easier.”






I watched as Nanette obediently put her arms behind her back and allowed Aristide to tie them. I wasn’t sure what he had planned, but it was exciting to watch him work.






“How long will it be before I need to feed again?” I asked.






“Days. You drank several pints; they should last some time.”






Aristide created a harness around Nanette’s arms and chest with the rope, forcing her arms to remain behind her back and straight down against her backside. She sighed as the vampire tightened each bond, making them utterly inescapable.






When her arms and chest were wrapped in a web of rope, he helped the girl lay down on the bed, then set to work tying off her legs. He tied them individually, calf to thigh, so that he could spread her legs at will, then connected them to the knot of rope at her back, leaving her in a stringent hogtie.






Aside from the enjoyment of Aristide’s superior rope-work, I realized I harbored no real jealousy for the girl. Maybe I had embraced my role as Aristide’s pet and lover, rather than his partner, or maybe my new nature as a vampire was to blame. Either way, I didn’t feel possessive of Aristide, the way I would if he were my boyfriend, and not my master.






To finish her binding, Aristide retrieved a heavy panel gag with a protruding bulb inside the mouthpiece. He aligned the thick, black panel with the front of her face and buckled each of the straps tightly.






“All right, my pet. You stay here,” he said to Nanette. “I will return a little later. Come, Sabine.”






“Thank you for everything, Nanette,” I said. The girl moaned deeply and gave a hint of a nod, which was all she could do in her state.






“How long is a little later?” I asked once Aristide shut the door behind us.






He grinned mischievously. “Anywhere from a few minutes to half a day.”






Before I came to Aristide’s home, the thought of being bound so tightly for so long would have driven me over the edge. Now it seemed almost tame.






“So now that I’ve fed, what happens next?” I asked.






“Come, I’ll show you.”






—






Aristide led me to a part of the mansion I hadn’t yet seen: the grand dining room. A table long enough to see fifty people occupied the cavernous space. Two seats had been set across from each other at the table’s center. Aristide simply lifted into the air, then landed on the other side of the table. He beckoned for me to take a seat.






“You’ll teach me to do that too, I hope,” I said.






“Eventually.”






Wentworth appeared with a bottle of Cabernet, which he set down. He picked up a box of matches that had been left on the table, struck one and lit a pair of candles set between us.






“I wasn’t sure vampires could have human food.”






Aristide nodded. “Many of our kind don’t bother. We don’t need to eat, but I still enjoy it. Our vampire society exists peacefully because we protect humans instead of murdering them, so I find it helpful to have an occasional reminder of what it’s like to be human. And there’s no rule against enjoying it.”






His eyes lit up as Aristide brought in a heavy platter with large roasted duck. He did the honors of carving it up himself. I watched patiently as he served us both, then poured our glasses of wine.






“To your first feeding,” he said, lifting his glass in a toast. “May you always feed in pleasure.”






“Cheers,” I replied, touching my glass to his as delicately as I could, worried about breaking it with my new strength.






The meal was delicious, and both of us were starved. When every ounce of meat had been cleaned from the duck, Wentworth took the platter away and replaced it with a red velvet cake. We ate most of that too. Yet, despite the incredible meal, I felt no discomfort. The food was heavenly, but it was true that I felt no satiation from it.






“Blood and sex,” said Aristide. “Those are what feed our kind. Everything else is just for fun.”






I laughed. “So sex is a true need?” I asked facetiously. “Vampires can’t live without it?”






Aristide smiled wickedly. “I just meant us. Although I think most vampires feel the same way. When you’re immortal, all the pointless pursuits of mortal life are put into perspective. Power and fame? Who cares? Most will never have any, and those who have it never keep it for very long. But a vampire’s first feeding? That can echo through the centuries.”






“I don’t doubt it,” I replied.






“Little Nanette may live and die as a human, but as long as you exist, so does she. You are like an artist who painted her on a canvas, except nobody seeing a painting will enjoy the kind of rapture that we do.”






All I could do was smile back at Aristide as my thighs grew slick with my fluids. I thought of Nanette, still bound in her room, waiting for our shared master to return.






Together we spoke for hours, polishing off half a dozen bottles of wine. I don’t know where it all went, but I didn’t care. To my surprise, the alcohol in the wine still worked slightly, making me tipsy, a feeling I hadn’t enjoyed in weeks, since before my accident. Although I’d been fully intoxicated by blood and sex, the alcohol had an innocent quality to it, unlike the others; like Aristide said, it was a reminder of what it was like to be human, and I was glad for it.






Not that I need a reminder
, I realized. I’d been a vampire for a couple days. How long had it been for Aristide? Centuries? A millennium? More?






When we finished, Aristide led me to the dungeon.






“Oh my god! Nanette!” I said, realizing how long she’d left by Aristide.






He laughed. “Don’t worry about her. Wentworth probably untied her already. He checks in on her every once in a while if I’m busy.”






“Oh, that’s good,” I said.






“Yes. And she’s been around long enough to know that vampires get very attached to their young. She knew I wasn’t coming back to get her tonight, that I was going to spend it with you.”






“Master, when you say she’s been around long enough…”






“Yes?”






“She looks my age. Maybe even a bit younger. How long could she possibly have been around?”






He laughed loudly. “Oh, quite some time. She’s actually in her mid-sixties. Or maybe her seventies? I forget. You’d have to ask her.”






Was he joking? “What? How? I thought she was human.”






“Vampire blood, Sabine. As a familiar, she drinks quite a bit of it. Keeps her looking and feeling quite youthful.”






I nodded. It made sense. When I met Aristide, just a little drink of his blood temporarily healed my body from total paralysis. Imagine what it could do if you drank it regularly…






“No wonder our kind keeps it a secret,” I said.






“Precisely. Colette, gags.” Aristide’s voice activated the computer system in the modern dungeon, and a segment in the wall with his collection of gags swung around. He picked out what appeared to be a standard red ball gag and slipped it into my mouth. I moaned as he tightened its harness around my head and neck.






“Just so you know, this is more than a normal gag. That is not solid rubber; inside it has a silver core, so don’t go trying to bite your way through it.”






I nodded obediently. I had wondered if that would be possible; now I had my answer.






“Colette, raise the post.”






I watched as a thick, metal bar rose from a compartment in the floor. Though most of the device was a simple metal bar, attached to its top was a thick, steel dildo.






“Give me your hands,” said Aristide.






I did as asked, only to hoot through my gag as my master lifted me up by my arms until I was a foot off the ground. He then carried me over to the bar and said, “Are you ready?”






The glistening of my inner thighs and my racing heart gave him all the answer he needed. Slowly he lowered me down, allowing the steel dildo to penetrate my hungry core.






I moaned as I slid down onto the cool shaft. I would have expected it to give me a severe chill, but as a vampire, I myself was colder, so the relative difference was lessened. Instead, I was able to fully enjoy how thoroughly the rod filled my chamber.






“Colette, straps.”






I heard the panel swivel around, but this one was behind me, so I couldn’t see it. All I could do was wait and listen. After taking a second to select something from the collection, he returned, and I felt something thick and tough, but also flexible, wrap around my ankles. I looked down and saw it was a strap, of course, and it was made out of some kind of clear plastic. It had a buckle and notches like a belt, though the notches were much closer together, allowing for a very tight fit.






“Remember how I told you my restraints had been tested on some very old vampires?”






I nodded.






“These are no different,” said Aristide as he secured another strap, this one below my knees. He made sure to tighten each one as much as he physically could. “You won’t be breaking out of these, I promise.”






I crooked my eyebrows, as if to say,
 I wasn’t going to try!






“Oh, I’m sure you’re going to love these for the first few hours. But after a few days…”






Days!






He secured two more belts, this time above my knees and then around my thighs below the waist. “Oh yes, days, Sabine. I told you when this started, I can’t have you getting high on sex and feeding every single day. I have to keep you locked up until you’re over your blood lust. It happens to young vampires. You’ll see.”






I trust you, master.






Aristide placed several more belts: one around my waist, cinching it tighter than any corset I’d ever worn; then around my wrists, binding my hands behind my back. He applied several more bands up and down my arms, locking them together at the elbows so that they could not separate. Then he placed longer belts around my chest, above and below my breasts, encircling my arms as well. When he was done, I was utterly locked in.






“But don’t worry, Sabine. I wouldn’t let this day end without just a bit more fun. Colette, turn on the post.”






The metal dildo at the top of the post suddenly began to vibrate. I screamed at the sudden stimulation buried deep inside me. I didn’t know which was more arousing: the powerful sensation the dildo created, or the fact that I was totally incapable of escaping it.






“Of course, this thing won’t be turned on the entire time you’re locked in here. But it has been programmed to turn on every once in a while, just to keep you going.”






Oh my fucking god.
 Clearly I had only begun to scratch the surface of his potential for cruelty. I smiled through my gag and wondered what else he had in store.






This room has a lot of panels…






“Colette, floggers.”






I laughed to myself as Aristide picked out a black, suede flogger with long, thin lashes.






“And so you know, you have my permission to come as much as you like. Enjoy it while it lasts.”






Oh I will.






With that, Aristide began a routine of floggings that seemed to leave no part of my body untouched. He started by removing the nipple clamps from my breasts; I had grown so used to the pain I’d all but forgotten they were there. Of course, as soon as he popped them off the agony returned, and was exacerbated by the flogging that proceeded. I recognized very quickly that I would have been pushed so far beyond my limits if I were still human, but as a vampire I was eager to continue and push my boundaries.






I looked down at my poor breasts as Aristide flogged them, and by the time he finished they burned, the flesh red all over. For variety he landed several swings against my stomach, which I never knew I could enjoy so much. The sudden surprise lifted me to orgasm twice, like an exclamation point on it all.






To further keep me off balance, the dildo vibrating inside me began to introduce singular pulses that interrupted its rhythm, but offered a fresh jolt to knock me from my reverie and keep me on edge. The vibrator gained and lost speed like it was switching gears, getting me going and then dropping back to extend each phase of my orgasm.






By the time Aristide circled around me to start swatting my ass, I was blissed out almost as thoroughly as when I drank from Nanette. Tears of joy flowed from me, and my screams filled the dungeon.






When my ass blazed as hot as my breasts, Aristide returned to my front to strike at my defenseless pussy. I was grateful for the protection my closed legs offered, but even then he still had access to lots of tender skin, and he made the most with what he had.






“I’m impressed, Sabine. When I found you I knew you were tough, but you’ve shown incredible resilience. Imagine how much punishment you’ll be able to take once you’ve been a vampire for as long as I have.”






And how long is that?






“You’ll be very tough indeed.”






He laughed, then kissed my cheek. “I’ll see you in a few days, all right?”






I nodded.
 This is going to be fun. I’ve got this
, I thought.






“Colette, lower the post and pedestal.”






As soon as he said it, I shrieked, feeling the floor sinking below me. Then I discovered that I was sinking too. Aristide watched as I descended into the floor, smiling and waving. After a few seconds, the floor rose up around me to swallow me entirely. Above my head, two new panels slid out, and a series of bars extended below them.






I struggled against my bonds, but it was no use. I suppose I should have expected to wind up in some kind of box. I wondered if that was just Aristide’s thing, or if vampires liked it in general.






Shivers passed through me as I realized that time would move very slowly in this chamber; even just a few days might feel like much more.






Buck up, Sabine. You’re a vampire now. A few days will become the blink of an eye for you.






I wanted to believe myself; I knew I was true, but I wasn’t there yet. The next few days would be quite the experience.






So be it then. I’ll be waiting, Aristide. See you soon.
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Rebecca watched him bare his chest, a sight that always took her breath away. In response, she pulled her dress over her head and flung it aside. She knew she wouldn’t be putting it back on for some time.






“Very nice,” Harry said, taking in her figure. The barely-there panties and bra she wore were tight and uncomfortable, but they had the desired effect: Rebecca could distinguish the unmistakable bulge pushing Harry’s pants out from the inside. “Now take those off and put your hands behind your back,” he commanded.






“Yes, sir,” she said. She knew Harry enjoyed her total submission, and he knew that he had it, always, when she was in his presence — but it never hurt to remind him.






As soon as she’d removed the last of her clothes and positioned her hands together behind her back, Harry got to work: he tied her wrists together, then bound her arms above and below the elbow. The ties were stringent, and caused Rebecca to start sweating, but the feeling set fire to her core. She was already aching for him to take her and give her release, but she knew to be patient, as his work was far from complete.






“Since you like the rope so much, I decided to use as much as possible,” Harry said as he wrapped the cords around her waist, securing her arms against her back.






“Thank you, sir.”






Harry often made a joke about how much she loved rope: he was a master inventor of all things kinky, yet it was the simplest bondage tool that drove her wild. She wasn’t sure why rope was such a turn on compared to chains or shackles or duct tape: she enjoyed them all, but rope was different. Rebecca supposed her preference may have something to do with the need for expertise. Not just anybody could tie you up with rope: they had to know what they were doing. Harry, of course, was as adept at rope work as he was at carpentry, metalworking and electrical engineering, meaning he was an expert.






Usually Rebecca was just happy to be tied to the bed with rope, which required very little skill or creativity, but when Harry decided to challenge her with a difficult tie, he had no equal.






“You’re welcome,” he said as he tied her breasts. He wound the rope around her torso above, below and between her firm breasts, then made several tight loops rope around them. Looking down at them, she was impressed by how they looked, and the way the rope squeezed them gave her a constant sensation that added an urgency to her arousal. She began to fidget, desperate for Harry to notice.






“Not yet, dear,” he said, understanding her need. “Be patient. Now, please lie down.”






Rebecca did as she was asked and hopped onto the bed. She spread her legs, as if presenting her wet pussy could tempt Harry to ditch the rest of his plan and take her immediately. Instead, he folded her legs at the knees so that they rested against her thighs, then tied both of them off. She was now hogtied, effectively immobilized. All she could do was spread and close her legs, but she had was keeping them spread, making sure she would be accessible to Harry as soon as his arousal caught up to her’s.






However, he still wasn’t finished. He took a moment to enjoy his handiwork, sitting on the bed next to her and dipping a finger into her warm crevice. Rebecca moaned with delight as he did so, but before she could really get excited he withdrew the finger.






“I’m flattered,” he said, showing her the shine left by her juices. “As always. Now, let’s get you in position.”






Harry took several more lengths of rope and looped them around her body in three different locations: below her breasts, at her waist and across her thighs. Though she was already thoroughly bound, Rebecca knew exactly what they were for. As soon as they were ready, Harry tied a long length of rope to each loop and secured them to the hooks hanging from the ceiling. He also attached the knots at her wrists and arms, and when he’d tested each of the knots and knew they were secure, he began pulling on one of the hanging chains…
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Mason carried me through the door and waited for his eyes adjust to the low light before setting me down on the bed. Once I was comfortable, he flicked the lights on and shut the door behind him, pushing it slowly so that I could see it closing.






He reached into his pouch again and pulled out a second pair of handcuffs and a small, metal key. He picked up my wrists and unlocked one of the cuffs, then reconnected the lock around the metal bar of my bed’s headboard. He set the key down on top of my nightstand, a stubby, wooden box that was barely big enough for an alarm clock and my phone.






My heart raced as I tugged against the cuff, but to no avail. Mason smiled devilishly as he fixed my other hand using the second set of cuffs, leaving my arms totally bound and spread. I’d been tied up before, but never like this; not naked, resting on an otherwise comfortable bed.






Any last remaining doubts I had about doing this disappeared when Mason pulled his tank top off over his head. His body could have been carved out of wood. After living on a farm for years, I’d seen men with all kinds of cut physiques, but they didn’t have Mason’s looks. He unbuckled his belt, and his pants fell to the floor; as he kicked them aside, I saw his tight, black underpants and the tent formed within. I blanched, realizing how big his manhood must be.
 Is this going to hurt?
 I thought. Then I felt silly, though, because of course it would. Then again, I liked things that hurt, so how bad could this be?






“Having any impure thoughts now?” he asked.






I nodded, barely able to speak, I was so excited.






“You’re very beautiful, Abigail,” he said, climbing onto the bed, and me. “Especially when you’re in bondage. I think I should keep you like this all… night… long.” He planted kisses on my breasts between words, and I gasped at the warm touch. My toes curled as he kissed up and down my neck, reaching my lips. As we kissed I felt his fingers sliding down my stomach, probing their way lower and lower until they reached my wet orifice. I shuddered as he made contact, massaging me until I couldn’t stop moaning. He laughed softly, kissing my cheek as my howls reverberated through the room.






When he stopped touching me there with his hands, I thrashed angrily, not wanting him to stop. In response, I felt a pinch on my nipple, as Mason squeezed it tightly. I shrieked, but settled down.






“I expect you to behave,” said Mason.






“I will! I promise!” Could he tell that I’d agree to anything he said while my nipples were being tortured? It hurt so much, but I would do whatever he wanted as long as he didn’t let go.






“You’re going to tell me what you like, and what you don’t.”






“Okay,” I agreed, though he must have been able to tell on his own.






“You know the difference between good pain and bad pain?”






I shook my head. I thought all of it was bad… and good.






“Good pain is the kind that I control, the kind I cause. Bad pain is unintended. You’ll know it when you feel it. I want you to tell me immediately if there’s any bad pain.”






“I will, thanks.”






I felt a smack against the side of my ass. I sighed, letting the air escape my lungs like I’d taken a satisfying first drag from a cigarette.






“Don’t forget, Abigail: I intend to cause you pain. If you’re mine, you’re going to suffer. But if you didn’t enjoy a little suffering, we wouldn’t be here now, would we?”






“No, sir,” I said…
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