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He led me to a room at the end of the hall. Inside I found a tastefully decorated space whose full purpose I didn’t understand. It had a queen-sized, four-poster bed; covered by a crimson duvet, it looked hauntingly comfortable after my previous sleeping arrangements.






Yet, the room also boasted a desk and laptop, an odd-looking vanity table and a large, wire frame cage and a gigantic antique wardrobe.






“What’s all this?” I asked.






Aristide grinned. “You’re room. You’ll be using it for everything but sleeping.”






I laughed. “The bed is for something else?”






“Yes.”






“And the vanity?” What use would it really be if I couldn’t see myself in the mirror?






He shrugged. “It goes with the rest of the set.”






I rolled my eyes but chuckled. “I guess.”






“Come,” he said, taking my hand and leading me toward the cage. As I stepped inside I found several bundles of rope at my feet. I touched the bars, testing them: with vampire strength, I would have thought I could bend the thin bars. Yet, as I tugged on one it didn’t move at all.






“Everything, Sabine. Every cuff, every cage — even the rope. All of it is built to hold a vampire as easily as a human.”






Aristide uncoiled the first bundle of rope and pulled on the ends, trying to snap it apart. The cords refused to separate or even fray. “See?”






“Yes, sir.”






“Good. Stand against the bars, facing me,” he ordered…
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Eternal Surrender





This is going to be fun.






That’s what I’d said all those days ago. It felt like centuries now. I don’t know why some part of me thought Aristide was joking, that he was going to let me out at any minute. No, that fantasy died out after hours and hours of whining and murmuring to myself. A line of drool escaped my lips and I couldn’t stop it, couldn’t brush it away, so it kept falling the entire time.






Time. That was a concept I understood less and less. Being locked in what was essentially a box for several days, with nobody to talk to and no way to escape, distorted my perception so badly I thought I’d lose my mind.






Aristide had warned me this would be difficult, but I’d wanted the challenge. I thought I could handle it. No, I
 knew
 I could. After all, I did enjoy it, not in spite of the difficulty, but because of it.






I’d learned to enjoy bondage, and I wanted it to be tight, inescapable and unforgiving. Aristide had simply given me what I desired in the most extreme way I’d ever experienced. More than once during my ordeal I smiled to myself and remembered,
 This never would have been possible as a human.






Although I’d had a tremendous resilience to pain, and an endurance for sexual satisfaction, it didn’t compare at all to the strength and stamina of a vampire. Aristide had taken advantage of this fact from the very beginning. So far I’d been kept in two different chambers, both of which imprisoned me completely; neither could have been survived by a person who still needed to breathe. That biological drive was replaced by something far more intense: the thirst. I didn’t need to drink all the time, the way a human constantly needs oxygen, but the desire is always there. It never goes away. At least it hadn’t so far. I’d only drank once, and Aristide warned me it’s not something I should get used to doing every day. My confinement helped deliver that message very clearly.






Wake, Sabine.






When I heard my master’s voice for the first time in days, I roused from a state of blissful weariness. The punishment he’d implemented weighed heavily on my body, and having my awareness stoked brought all of that pain back to the forefront of my mind. I tensed and twisted, the effort fruitless against the heavy straps binding me. When I felt the pedestal below me lifting, and the ceiling compartment above me sliding away, I felt an immense relief.






I’d fallen to the floor when Aristide released me from the prison. Sore throughout my frame, I moaned and didn’t try to move.






“How was your sleep, Sabine?” he asked.






I mumbled as he removed the gag that had separated my lips for the past few days. My jaw ached badly, but I forced my lips shut so at last that cursed line of drools would finally be cut off at the source. The whole time it had been like an itch I couldn’t scratch.






“I’m impressed, of course. You handled days of torment as if you’ve done it all before.”






“Thank you, master,” I croaked, finding my voice. I sat up, and the aches in my body began to vanish.






“Feeling better?” said Aristide.






“Yes, sir. Much.”






He cradled my head in the palm of his hand. “You’re a vampire now, Sabine Legaspi. You recuperate impossibly quickly, once freed of any source of discomfort. In a few minutes, all those days of agony become nothing more than pleasant memories.”






I laughed.
 Pleasant memories indeed.
 After a little while I found he was correct: I got to my feet and felt completely fine. “What comes next, sir?”






Aristide offered his hand, which I took. He led me out of the dungeon where I’d slept and led me through his manor. I followed quietly, knowing that the elder vampire would tell me what he wanted me to know exactly when he chose.






The creature who had rescued me from a bleak existence and gave me the gift of immortality was as handsome as he was generous. Tall and muscular, with massively broad shoulders, Despite his height and physique, he moved smoothly and swiftly, graceful and precise. I hadn’t sussed out of him his true age, but I had the impression he was hundreds of years old. I could see it in his steely eyes: centuries of pleasure and desire.






More importantly, in his gaze I sensed a trust that could be depended on to be a worthy master. He would demand my loyalty and service but would offer his protection and guidance. He’d already saved me from an existence of constant suffering and misery: I felt a debt to him that might not ever be repaid.






“Tonight is an important night, Sabine,” he said at last. “I’ve invited several members of the society to meet you. They’re very excited.”






“I look forward to it then,” I said dutifully. “Sir, will there be a feeding involved? It’s been a few days since…”






Aristide laughed. “I knew this was going to happen.”






“I’m sorry, sir,” I replied, blushing. Could he really blame me though? My first drink of human blood had been as powerfully orgasmic as any pleasure I’d ever experienced. Of course I wanted to do it again!






“It’s all right, Sabine. This was not unexpected. It is in your nature to thirst — even as a human your need for pleasure was insatiable.”






It was true: before I’d been turned, it was my lust for elicit thrills that nearly ended my life. Becoming a vampire was only going to make that worse. Still, Aristide knew this and turned me anyway.
 He wouldn’t have done it if he didn’t think I could maintain my discipline
, I reasoned, determining to prove him right.






Yet, the need was so great — even if I promised to behave, actually doing so would prove more difficult.






“I will do whatever you wish tonight, master,” I said. “I trust your judgment.”






“Good, Sabine. Do not worry: you will learn the ways of our society, and be rewarded with great pleasures. In fact, I think we have time for a little fun before our guests arrive.”






I shivered pleasantly as Aristide traced his hand around my bare bottom, wending his fingers toward my rapidly dampening core.






“Just a little something to whet your appetite.”






“Thank you, master,” I said, my voice trembling as he slipped a finger inside.






“You’re already wet.” Aristide looked around the hall we were in. “Not here. That would be a waste. Come, Sabine. Quickly.”






He strode faster than I’d ever seen a person move before, and, to my delight, I could follow. In all my years of snowboarding, skydiving, surfing and more, I never felt like I’d moved so quickly, with so little effort. Then again, no reward had ever been more alluring.






He led me to a room at the end of the hall. Inside I found a tastefully decorated space whose full purpose I didn’t understand. It had a queen-sized, four-poster bed; covered by a crimson duvet, it looked hauntingly comfortable after my previous sleeping arrangements.






Yet, the room also boasted a desk and laptop, an odd-looking vanity table and a large, wire frame cage and a gigantic antique wardrobe.






“What’s all this?” I asked.






Aristide grinned. “You’re room. You’ll be using it for everything but sleeping.”






I laughed. “The bed is for something else?”






“Yes.”






“And the vanity?” What use would it really be if I couldn’t see myself in the mirror?






He shrugged. “It goes with the rest of the set.”






I rolled my eyes but chuckled. “I guess.”






“Come,” he said, taking my hand and leading me toward the cage. As I stepped inside I found several bundles of rope at my feet. I touched the bars, testing them: with vampire strength, I would have thought I could bend the thin bars. Yet, as I tugged on one it didn’t move at all.






“Everything, Sabine. Every cuff, every cage — even the rope. All of it is built to hold a vampire as easily as a human.”






Aristide uncoiled the first bundle of rope and pulled on the ends, trying to snap it apart. The cords refused to separate or even fray. “See?”






“Yes, sir.”






“Good. Stand against the bars, facing me,” he ordered.






I did as told, forcing my back against the cold bars; they were tall enough so that they didn’t start to bend inward until well above my head. I wondered how this cage was originally meant to be used: on a person like me, or something else? Though it borrowed design elements from a typical birdcage, it was far taller, and the bars were spread too far apart.






Patiently I waited as Aristide tied the rope around my waist, binding me tightly. “Spread your legs.”






I bit my lip and complied, not taking my eyes off Aristide. My heart pounded, and even though I knew what came next would be a mere warm up, I panted in anticipation. Days of being locked up, stimulated but not satisfied, left me more agitated than I’d realized.






Crouched before me, Aristide tied off my ankles next, bringing his lips agonizingly close to my sopping entrance. Hearing my soft moan, he kissed me at my navel, then dragged his tongue downward. Just before reaching my clit he backed away, causing me to gasp in frustration.






He grabbed my wrists and held them up above my head, forcing me to bend my elbows. I kept my hands in the position he desired as he wove the rough cords around each wrist. When he was done, they were fully bound but, for good measure, Aristide picked up another bundle and tied my forearms, thighs and knees. After a few minutes, I was completely immobile. My juices dripped at the thought of being tied up inside a cage, as well as the fact that my legs were spread and my breasts bared: I was there for his use, and from the look in his eyes, he intended to have his fun.






“What would you say if I decided to leave you here, like this, until our guests arrived?”






He wouldn’t.
 I gulped, but kept my nerve. “If that is your choice, master, I would tell you that I eagerly awaited your return.”






Taking a set of nipple clamps out of the brown trousers he wore, he grinned and said, “Good answer.” He clipped the tight clamps onto my erect nipples, eliciting my soft moans. He kicked away the remaining bundles of rope, scattering them through the bars of my cage.






After unzipping his pants, he leaned in and kissed me. I was already getting used to the coolness of his lips and the extra salty taste of his tongue; he quickly grew warmer as his it danced inside my mouth, and soon I could feel the poke of his tip against my skin.






While we kissed he used a free hand to play with the thin, metal chain connecting my nipple clamps. If my legs weren’t tied so thoroughly, my knees would have wobbled. With his other hand he rubbed my clit, and soon I could hardly concentrate on anything but the waves of bliss breaking through me.






“You remember the rule,” said Aristide.






“Yes, sir,” I whispered. “I have to ask permission.”






“Correct.” He gave my nipple clamps a sharp tug, causing me to yelp. “Be right back.”






I hissed and felt my fangs extend. Running my tongue over their sharp tips, I thought of the promise of pleasure to come and forced myself to be patient. My fangs retracted just as quickly as they appeared.






“Not bad, Sabine,” Aristide said as he returned. “Your self-control is getting better.”






“Thank you, master.”






I was surprised, despite myself: my whole life I’d been Jekyll and Hyde when it came to the subject of discipline. I’d work out religiously if it would help me scale a taller mountain, but I’d still take unnecessary risks in my thrill-seeking if the mood struck me. I’d driven away more than one partner, romantic and otherwise. But Aristide had made it clear the dangers that came with being a vampire: if I wanted to survive, I’d have to train myself even harder than I had as a human.






Luckily I had a teacher I really liked.






Once Aristide stepped into view, I discovered he carried a thin wooden cane. He tapped it against his palm, eyes darting between my breasts and pussy, as if deciding which part of me to punish first. I stared straight back at him, offering no indication of preference.






He began tapping the side of my breast with the cane, moving closer to the nipple after every three taps, careful not to strike the clamps. I moaned as he worked his way around, each tap soft but stinging. I always was surprised by how much agony could be caused by such a thin piece of wood, particularly when wielded properly.






Aristide smiled lustfully, savoring my reactions to each strike. As he went along his hits grew stronger and less frequent. Instead of a dull throb caused by a series of smaller hits, each blow became a lightning bolt of intense pain. My breasts glowed with a rosy hue as welts rose up from each point of contact. Combined with the pinching on my nipples, the punishment made my eyes tear up. I blinked away the drops as best I could, but refused to close them.






“Very good, Sabine,” Aristide said. He reached down to my pussy and found it drenched with fluid. Silently I steeled myself for a similar caning there, where each strike would find far more sensitive flesh than my breasts. “Endure this suffering well, and you will be well-rewarded.”






“Yes, master,” I replied. I forced myself not to grin: I wanted that reward badly, but I didn’t want to come off as too eager.






Aristide began caning my pussy in the same manner as he had my breasts: a series of soft taps spanning across my lower lips and clit. I moaned loudly despite my best efforts; the sensation was too strong to handle without reaction. Aristide didn’t mind: I looked down to see he’d grown hard and ready.






“Do you know what I like so much about canes?” he asked, transitioning to hard, singular swings.






“No… master,” I said between gasps.






“They require a great deal of trust between the dominant and the submissive. In humans, the cane can be very painful, and striking too hard can break the skin or cause permanent damage. In vampires… the wood poses unique issues.”






Oh shit.
 I had given little thought to the idea of being staked through the heart. “I trust you, master,” I said. I meant it, too: never for an instant would I have imagined Aristide would do such a thing. He’d rescued me, after all.






“I know you do, Sabine, and that is very important to me. I will never betray your trust.”






“Thank you, sir.”






He kissed my lips again, then proceeded to deliver five impossibly hard swats so close to my clit I trembled in my bonds. As soon as he was done, however, he tossed the cane away through the bars of the cage and plowed his massive cock into me.






I sighed blissfully as I felt his package fill me fully. He penetrated deeply and groaned loudly as my inner walls clamped down on him greedily. My fangs popped out again, and this time I didn’t mind showing how aroused I was. Yet, I wondered why I didn’t see his.






“Master,” I said, barely able to speak. “Why… aren’t… yours…?”






He chuckled and gave me a powerful thrust. “My fangs? They only come out for feeding.”






“Is… it… bad… that mine…?”






He laughed some more, shaking his head. “No, my dear. Not for a vampire as young as you.”






I moaned in reply. Aristide began a rhythmic motion, driving in and out slowly but deeply. He continued to play with the chain hanging from my nipple clamps, re-inflaming the soreness of my chest. I growled each time he did it, but the added stimulation exacerbated my desire. The coalescing of pain and pleasure swirled inside me like a hurricane, and soon I howled just as loudly.






Aristide’s motion became a true pounding, forcing my body hard against the steel bars of the cage. My body shook as much as it could, but the ropes held it fast.






“May I come?” I asked, desperate to climax and release the pressure building up in my core.






“If… you want.”






I moaned, holding on. I wasn’t used to receiving an answer other than a direct “yes” or “no.”






“If?” I said.






“The longer… you wait… the longer… I’ll go,” he said.






I inhaled deeply and rapidly, trying to demonstrate my control. I wanted him to go longer; I ached to see just how far he could go if I challenged him. Maybe I was being unrealistic, but I sought to “win” — I wanted to make Aristide come before me. It probably wouldn’t be possible, given his nature, but I figured I could try.






Sensing my determination, Aristide grunted happily and increased his pace even more, hammering at my drenched chasm like a machine. I howled in frustration, refusing to come, though my body screamed for release. I panted and moaned, as Aristide paused, then resumed just as briskly, testing me and seeing if the interruption would distract me.






“Very… impressive,” he whispered. “You’re… a fighter.”






“Yes, master,” I squeaked, doing my best to maintain my concentration. I knew he could still be trying to trick me.






This time he stopped and pulled out completely. I whined, worried for a moment that he may indeed have gone back on his word and intended to leave me without relief.






He stepped out of the cage and walked around until he could approach my body, but this time from behind. With one hand he reached into the cage and found my clit, which he began to rub. Using his other, he poked a finger into my tight, back entrance.






“You didn’t think I would leave you like this, did you?”






“Only for a moment,” I answered truthfully.






“I admit the thought crossed my mind. I do have a cruel streak, and keeping you on the edge sounds impossibly hot.”






As a second finger snuck its way into me, I shook in pleasure.






“I agree, sir,” I replied. The second the words left my mouth I wished I hadn’t said it, though I hadn’t lied. I loved and hated denial, and as much as I wanted to be frustrated from time to time, there would always be a part of me that fought against it. The need inside of me was just too great.






“Tell you what, Sabine. I’ll tuck this idea away for later. Sometime in the future I will bring you all the way to the brink, then pull back. You will beg and scream, but I will have no pity. I’ll leave you hungry for an orgasm and make you wait. What do you think?”






“Whatever my master wishes,” I said.






“I promise that when I do it to you, I will make up for it after, as long as you don’t misbehave. It will be a good lesson in discipline.”






“I agree, sir.”






Aristide kissed the back of my neck, sending fresh curls of arousal through my body. “Good,” he said. He pulled his fingers from my ass, then lined up his cock with my sore but eager opening. I grunted from the pain as his thick shaft spread me apart, driving upward into my ass.






Aristide’s satisfied groan met my own and together we enjoyed each throb of ecstasy. It didn’t take my master long to begin pounding my backside, jamming as hard as he wished, knowing I could take, and would savor, every thrust. The pain didn’t even hurt: it was all a part of the bliss enrapturing me.






“Can I… come?” I finally asked, feeling my ability to hold back the tide slipping away.






“You may… Sabine,” he replied, reaching through the bars to yank off my nipple clamps. As his load burst inside me, I howled, allowing the pressure to release in a supernova of euphoria.
 Did Aristide really mean to make me come this hard?
 I wondered.
 Wasn’t this supposed to whet my appetite?
 As I shook in my bonds I imagined what he might have in store for later.






—






Aristide continued to thrust until my holler subsided to a moan, then pulled out. He gave my breasts one last squeeze, then stepped aside, leaving me to try to catch my breath. Pressing a button on the wall connected to an intercom, he said, “Wentworth, please have Nanette sent to Sabine’s room.”






“Yes, Mr. Aristide,” came the butler’s voice.






“Nanette?” I asked, unsure why Aristide was summoning his familiar.






“She’s going to prepare you for later,” he said.






“Oh.” I suppressed a smile: I’d wanted to see Nanette again. Aristide had told me that his familiar, though looking to be close in age to me, was in fact much, much older. Her youthful appearance was owed to drinking vampire blood with regularity, as its rejuvenating power kept the effects of aging at bay. As somebody who had enjoyed decades in the company of Aristide and other vampires, enjoying sexual and sanguine pleasures, I was interested to hear her stories.






I listened to Aristide get dressed, and as he finished we heard a light knock on the door.






“Enter,” he said.






The door creaked as it opened, and in walked Nanette. Pretty in a sweet and innocent way, she wore nothing but a chastity belt. It took me a moment to recognize the shiny, metal garment covering her crotch, but I’d seen them before. As far as sexual denial went, there was nothing more effective.






“I like your belt,” I told her.






“Thank you, Ms. Legaspi,” she replied in her sultry French accent.






I stopped staring at it long enough to notice her long, brunette curls looked exquisitely styled. She carried in her hands a jewelry case, and I realized what Aristide had hopefully meant about preparing me. I was excited by the idea: I hadn’t gotten dressed up in quite some time. The last time I wore a dress, I’d been buried in it.






Grinning, Nanette stepped inside the cage with me. Aristide shut the door behind her, then turned shut the lock using a key that had been left inside the keyhole. Once the door was secured, he slipped the heavy metal key into his pocket. From the outside of the cage, he untied the ropes holding me against the bars. I sucked in my breath as my hands came free. Feeling came back to them quickly, of course, and within seconds the pain fled my body.






“Have fun, ladies. I’ll be back soon,” said Aristide.






“Yes, master,” Nanette and I said in unison. I would have thought this might make me jealous, but it didn’t: when we first met I recognized that Nanette fulfilled a different role in Aristide’s home than me. I’d been chosen to be a vampire, not her. I had nothing to be jealous of.






“Can I see the back of your belt?” I asked her.






“Of course, Ms. Legaspi,” she said, turning around. I crouched downward so I could see better. I noticed that a metal strip ran between her legs and upward between her cheeks like a thong. Coated in black neoprene, the belt was solid except for a cylindrical piece connected to the thong at the bottom.






“Is that an ass plug?”






“It is,” she said.






I felt my juices begin to run anew. “That’s devious. And you can’t take off the belt?”






Nanette giggled. “Only Mr. Aristide has the key. He’ll make me wear this for hours and hours sometimes.”






I grinned. “I guess you like it.”






She nodded, returning my smile. “I love it, Ms. Legaspi.”






“The belt fits very snugly,” I observed.






“It’s custom-made, just for me.”






“Do you think Aristide will have a chastity belt made for me?” I asked, figuring she might know if he’d done the same with past submissives. This made me realize that I didn’t know how long it had been since Aristide had taken a pet. Had he been searching for the right woman when he found me? Or had I just fallen into his lap as a good opportunity, so he took it? Was there some other vampire out there that he had released from his care when he learned about me? There was so much Aristide hadn’t told me, though I knew he would, when the time came.






“Mademoiselle, Mr. Aristide will have several belts made for you. There are many styles he enjoys.”






I sighed happily. “And he’s going to want me to wear them for hours too?”






Nanette giggled again. “No, Ms. Legaspi. You will wear them for days. Now be still so I can fix your hair and makeup.”






She opened the jewelry case she brought with her and took out small bottles of water, shampoo and conditioner, followed a small towel and a comb. “We don’t have a sink in here, so this will have to do.”






I decided while she worked I might try to see what I could get her to tell me about herself and Aristide. Like, if she really was that much older than me. “Nanette, master mentioned something about you being more than meets the eye. I’d be very curious about how you came to be in master’s company.”






Nanette pouted. “He told you my age?”






“An estimate. Sixty, maybe seventy.”






She sighed, shaking her head. “Blabbermouth. It’s okay to tell his new pet
 my
 age but his is big secret. Of course.”






The shampoo she rubbed into my hair smelled of cherries and almond; I drank in the sweet aroma and enjoyed the sensation of her hands massaging my scalp. “Does it bother you that he told me?” I asked. “I’m sorry.”






“No no, Ms. Legaspi. I just don’t like to think about the past. It was not a very happy one until I met Aristide. I will tell you one thing, though.”






“All right.”






Nanette rinsed my hair of the shampoo, which wasn’t hard considering my short, dark tresses. “He was being… coy… when he told you I was in my seventies. I’m older than that and he knows it.”






Wow
, I thought. I knew there was a story there, but opted not to pry. When Nanette or Aristide felt like telling me, they would.






Finished with my hair, she moved onto makeup. I had forgotten how pale I looked: I hadn’t seen myself in a mirror since before I was turned, and now I never would again. By the time she finished, she assured me I could pass for a human if I wanted to. “You aren’t as pale as an older vampire. You’re still too new,” she explained.






“Nanette, do you ever make up Aristide so that he could pass for a human more easily?” I asked. “You know, so he could go out into the world undetected.”






She shook her head. “I could, but he does not ask. Master Aristide does not often desire the company of human strangers, and he takes his secrecy very seriously.”






“I see.”






With the makeup finished, Nanette gave me a vial of perfume to dab on my wrists and chest, and as I applied the floral fragrance, Aristide returned. With him was Wentworth, who carried my red dress — the one in which I had been buried, now cleaned of the dirt and mud tracked onto it from when I dug myself out of the grave.






“Wentworth, it looks fantastic!”






“Thank you, Ms. Legaspi,” he said. “It was my pleasure.”






Aristide held it up over my head and helped me put it on. I hadn’t worn any clothes in days, and had grown used to being nude, but I had to admit I enjoyed looking good in my favorite dress. Flattering and tight, it made me feel as though I could have any man I wanted. Often, it had even been true.






“Lovely,” said Aristide. “Now come along. It’s time for tonight’s main event.”






—






I knew when I met Aristide he enjoyed making grand entrances, he liked keeping me in suspense and putting on a real show — and when he wanted me to participate in his latest presentation, I agreed. After all: I was the main attraction.






That was how I found myself confined once again in a small, tight container, waiting to be set free. This time I was locked inside a plain coffin, one just big enough to fit my short stature. My hands and arms were bound behind my back using zip ties. Aristide also bound my knees and ankles using the thin strips, while a thick ball gag had been jammed into my mouth. I moaned, enjoying the bondage, but wondered how long I would have to wait.






And to make the situation even more exciting, after Aristide had sealed the door to my coffin, I had heard the sound of a ratcheting chain, followed by a lift as the coffin ascended toward the ceiling of the manor’s grand ballroom. Every time I tried to shift around the coffin it would sway very slightly. Even though I knew it would not fall, the fear that it would never went away.






However, despite those fears, I never let myself make a sound. Aristide had asked me very explicitly to stay quiet. The coffin would dampen a great deal of sound, but, “Vampires’ hearing could still pick it up.”






I grinned devilishly when I heard that. Other vampires would soon be descending on his manor. I had yet to meet a vampire other than Aristide, and was intrigued, so I pledged to do my best.






So far, I hadn’t made a peep. Of course, with the outside sound blocked, the only indication I had that the show had started was when the coffin began to descend back to the floor of the ballroom.






When it reached the ground, Aristide pried open the lid, revealing the faces of half a dozen men and women.






“Sabine, I’d like to introduce you to my friends,” he said.






I nodded and pulled up my lips in a smile; it was all I could do. I looked back and forth, giving each vampire a deferential nod. Aristide had told me there would be several of them, but little else. I wasn’t sure what to expect of them.






Aristide took the gag out of my mouth, then pushed the coffin off of me. “I’m pleased to meet all of you,” I said. His friends, however, didn’t seem as enthralled.






“Don’t worry, Sabine,” said my master as he cut the zip ties, freeing my limbs. “This isn’t just a social call for them. Though I count them as my friends, they are here for a serious duty.”






“Yes, sir,” I said. “In what way can I be of assistance?”






“Lift up your dress,” said the first vampire. Male, handsome and appearing to be in his mid-thirties, he spoke with a British accent.
 Is he the leader?
 I wondered. I held the fabric up to my waist, giving the vampires a good look at my pussy, which was quite damp from having been bound in the coffin.






“Put it down, Sabine,” said Aristide. “Colin just wanted to see if you’d do it.”






I blushed, though I wasn’t shy about my body. Aristide’s aggravation caused my reaction more than anything.






“Colette, manacles,” said Aristide, activating the voice control system in his manor. Immediately a pair of chains descended from the ceiling; at the end of each was a large, metal cuff. “Lift your hands, Sabine.”






I did as asked, and Aristide secured my wrists in the cuffs. “Colette, lift… six inches.”






The chains pulled upward slowly, giving me time to rise up onto my tip toes. With the chains elevated as high as they were, I couldn’t stand flat on my feet — I would have to stay raised, or allow myself to hang by my wrists. I bit my lip, loving the simple but effective predicament.






“Ophelia, you’re up,” said Colin to one of the two female vampires with him. The woman smiled, baring her long fangs. Tall and lanky, she wore her jet black hair in a bun. Dressed in a formal business suit, she had a severe look to her, and her eyes conveyed a sadistic thirst that sent a shiver up my spine. She carried a small briefcase, which Colin held for her.






“Sabine, my friends are going to ask you some questions. Be honest with them,” said Aristide. “If you lie, you will be punished.”






“But you like being punished, don’t you?” Ophelia asked me as she took a bottle of lube from the briefcase.






“I do,” I said.






“In that case, feel free to lie if you choose. We’ll know either way.” She winked in a way that made me think,
 Maybe I won’t like this as much as I expect.






Aristide lifted my dress again, revealing me to the collected vampires just long enough for Ophelia to apply a generous amount of lube to my pussy and ass. Once she was done, she wiped off her hands with a towel offered by another vampire, an older-looking male with gray hair and a grim expression.






Then Ophelia retrieved from the briefcase an apparatus that reminded me of Nanette’s chastity belt. It looked to be fitted around the waist like a belt, and had two long, thick plugs built into the crotch-piece. I shuddered imagining having both of the rods buried deep inside of me at once. Also , I didn’t fail to notice that both plugs had red and black wires sticking out of their ends; they were connected to a small, black box fitted to the back of the belt.






Ophelia held the device up for me to see. The plugs glistened, as though they had been lubricated in advance. “I trust you can imagine what we’re going to do with this,” she said.






“I can.” I wasn’t sure how to address her: ma’am? Mistress? Madame? She acted as though she had authority, but did she? I couldn’t imagine Aristide would be letting the vampires do this to me if he didn’t want them to. I was his, and he owed me his protection. If there was something to protect me from, I had no doubt he would act.






“Then you know what to expect,” said Ophelia as she held the device close to my feet. I lifted my leg, straining to stand on just one big toe, and allowed Ophelia to slip the belt underneath. I repeated the process with my other foot, and then both were within the waistband of the device, and Ophelia lifted it upward.






I moaned as she worked the pair of plugs along the adjustable crotch-piece, finding the right angles that would make them fit into me. I felt them prodding at my entrances, gliding smoothly along the lubricated surfaces. Although Ophelia was gentle about easing the pair of plugs into me, she didn’t waste time drawing them in and out to gradually help them sink in. She simply pressed on them until both were buried deeply in my orifices. I moaned, but held still, accepting the intrusions and smiling once I heard the belt click shut.






“Master, do you own one of these?” I asked, looking down at my waist. The device fit snugly, digging into my skin, but the tight grip added to my rapidly growing arousal.






The other vampires chuckled despite themselves.






“I can get one, Sabine. Now hush. Ophelia is going to begin; you are to speak only when addressed until further notice.”






I nodded in acknowledgment. I wasn’t afraid of the other vampires, or whatever amount of pain the plugs might bring. I was ready. I thought,
 Let’s do this.






Ophelia flicked a switch on the black box now fastened behind my back. I flinched, though nothing happened.






“Oh, you’ll know it when you feel it,” she said, lowering my dress down again, covering my legs and the device. If not for the box protruding from the back, I could have worn the dress to a gala and nobody would have known of what I wore underneath. My juices dripped at the idea; it wasn’t the first time I’d fantasized about surreptitious sexual gratification.






“Now, tell us about yourself,” said Ophelia.






“Okay. My name is Sabine Legaspi, and I rose as a vampire about a week ago.” I continued on, telling them about my life, occasionally being instructed to move on to other topics. I explained the accident I had several months ago, leading to my full-body paralysis. I told them about Aristide’s offer to become a vampire, rather than live a life in a hospital bed, especially after my friends and family had abandoned me. I told them how I was a thrill-seeker, always looking for a new wave to surf or mountain to climb. They listened with interest, and not once was I punished. However, I assumed that would not last much longer.






“Thank you, Sabine,” said Colin. “Now we’d like to discuss some important issues with you. In particular, the secrecy of our kind and whether or not we can count on you to preserve it.”






“My master has spoken to me about the issue. I do not intend to betray his trust, or yours,” I said. Suddenly I felt a powerful jolt inside my ass, like lightning had struck it. I screamed and thrashed in my bonds.






What the fuck?
 I hadn’t lied, so why had they shocked me?






“What if you are captured by humans?” asked Ophelia.






“I trust Aristide not to let that happen,” I spat.






“As do we,” said Colin. “Hypothetically, then. Would you kill to preserve our secret?”






“Sir, can’t I just glamor people to remove their memory?” I asked. In response, I received another jolt, this time in my pussy. I gasped and writhed, dangling by my wrists until I could find purchase with my toes.






“Yes, that is possible,” said Colin. “But it isn’t what I asked. If you had to, would you kill to preserve our secret?” he repeated.






“Yes, sir,” I said. I closed my eyes and waited for the next shock, but one never came. I opened my eyes and looked at the other vampires. They all wore their best poker faces; I couldn’t glean anything from their expressions. Even Aristide looked purposefully impassive.






They believed me
, I realized.
 I said I would kill, and they believed it.
 I shivered, realizing that they might have believed my answer more than I did myself. Could I really take another life to save my own? I’d never had to ask that question before. The last thing I wanted to do was kill, and Aristide had been clear that I wouldn’t have to — yet, the secrecy of the vampire society was considered more important. Somehow, I would have to make peace with that.






Unless I already had, and just didn’t know it yet.






“Sabine, we can sense you are disturbed. We have not had to kill to protect our secret in decades. We don’t intend for it to happen. But we have to know you are loyal to us,” said Ophelia.






“I am,” I replied. “Aristide is my master, and I will obey him. If that means obeying you as well, then I shall.”






“Good,” she said. She pressed a button on the remote she had been using to trigger the device. I started to flinch, but then I felt something unexpected: instead of an electric shock, the plug inside my pussy began to vibrate. I moaned as the sensation filled me with bliss, but after a moment it stopped. I stifled a whine, then focused myself, ready for another question.






“Now, Sabine: you haven’t known Aristide for very long, yet you seem to have complete trust in him. How do you know his motives are pure?”






Shocked, I turned to Aristide. “Be honest,” he said.






“I feel it.” I didn’t know if it was a good answer, but it was the only one I had. Not unexpectedly, I felt a shock in both my ass and pussy, and I shook but didn’t cry out. “I feel it,” I repeated. “It’s the truth.”






“That’s very nice for you,” said Colin. “Would you say you’re an expert on sensing deceit in a vampire?”






“No,” I grumbled.






“Then you don’t
 know
 anything. You just feel it. Sorry, Ms. Legaspi, but that’s not good enough.”






“What do you want me to say?” I cried. “I trust him. He rescued me from a short, miserable life. All he’s done since I’ve known him is bring me pleasure, and I don’t know what other possible motives he might have.”






Colin paced back and forth, occasionally glancing at me as he considered my answer. “Hmm.”






“She has a point,” said Ophelia. “Sabine, I want you to think carefully. Have you ever had an experience that, in retrospect, may have been an encounter with a vampire?”






I tried to search my memory for weird situations, but so much of my life had been spent outdoors in the sun. Plus, the plugs inside me made it hard to focus. “Not that I know of. You don’t see a lot of vampires tanning on the beach.”






Colin and Ophelia exchanged a funny look. “No, I suppose not,” he said. “Look, Ms. Legaspi, we believe Aristide truly saw something in you. It’s just been a while since he turned a new vampire.”






“And he did it without consulting any of us,” Ophelia added.






“Nothing says I have to,” Aristide growled. I shivered, intimidated but excited by the sight of Aristide with his hackles raised.






“Hey, relax,” said Colin. “We know. We’re just trying to find out why you didn’t.”






“Excuse me,” I said, risking speaking out of turn. “He did it for me.”






The vampires turned to me as one.






“I wasn’t well. Paralyzed, alone and starting to wonder about a way out. Aristide put an end to my suffering.”






I thought my answer would be convincing, but it earned me a fresh shock in my ass. I shook from the pain, but was more surprised than hurt.






“How do you know Aristide wasn’t watching you for an entire week before coming to you?” asked Ophelia.






“And do you have any idea how Aristide discovered you?” said Colin.






“No,” I muttered. I felt foolish. I was aware of how little I really knew about Aristide, but I hadn’t cared before. “What does it matter?”






A new sting erupted inside me, though this one was not unexpected. I was growing tired of the way they were handling this meeting, and had stopped caring about getting shocked. I could take it.






“It matters to us,” Colin replied. “Aristide is usually so measured in his actions. We’ve seen him evaluate a potential submissive for more than a year, waiting for the time to be right. Go ahead, Ms. Legaspi. Ask Aristide to answer these questions.”






I looked to my master, thinking about the plugs inside me and the pain they could inflict. I wiggled my fingers, trying to shut out the pain from my suspended wrists.
 This could get very painful, very quickly.






“No,” I said.






As expected, the burn of electricity surged through me. I screamed in agony and tugged fruitlessly on my cuffs. When I regained my composure, I took a deep breath and asked, “If you trust your friend… why shouldn’t I?”






“Ask him,” commanded Ophelia.






I shook my head, garnering a reserve of strength to stand up to the coming punishment. When the jolt was delivered, I moaned and jerked, but after a moment I began to enjoy the lingering throb. I clenched my muscles, squeezing the plugs inside me, eager for more.






“I trust my master. If I’m wrong, there’s nothing he could do that’s worse than if he’d just left me in that hospital.”






I closed my eyes and waited for the next jolt, but instead I heard a pair of clicks, followed by my body falling into someone’s arms. I opened my eyes to find, thankfully, that it was Aristide.






“I’ve got you,” he said. “And I will explain things to you in time. Okay?”






I nodded. “Yes, sir.”






He kissed my forehead, then looked to the other vampires. “Are you satisfied?”






“Yes,” Colin and Ophelia said in unison. The others added their assent as well.






“Good,” said Aristide. “Then it’s time for the Indulgence.”






“The what?” I whispered.






“You’re going to enjoy this,” he said, setting me down on my feet. Once I regained my balance, I felt my master lift my arms into the air and pull my dress off over my head. He tossed the garment aside, landing it neatly on the back of a dining room chair. He carried me over to the long dinner table and set me down. I moaned as the motion caused the plugs still inside me to shift.






Ophelia stepped in and detached the electric box from the back of the belt and set it down next to me on the table, allowing my back to lie comfortably. “Thank you.”






“No, thank
 you
,” said Ophelia. “I haven’t been to an Indulgence in some time.”






“It’s reserved for special occasions, like the introduction of a new vampire into our society,” noted Aristide. “And it’s a lot of fun.”






“What is it?” I asked.






“You’ll see. Is everyone ready?” he asked, picking up a golden goblet from the table. I watched as the vampires gathered around Aristide, who held out the cup. One by one, each vampire bit his or her wrist, then allowed several drops of blood to fall into the cup. I licked my lips, thinking about the blood. When all of the vampires had contributed, Aristide positioned it above my mouth. “Hold out your tongue.”






I did as he asked and watched with anticipation until a stream of drops fell from the side of the cup into my mouth.






As soon as it hit my tongue, a bliss as potent as any orgasm I ever felt overwhelmed me. My eyes shot open and I screamed as more drops found the back of my throat. Hot, sticky and sweeter than any divine nectar ever tasted, the mixture of the vampires’ blood brought me to rapture in moments. I could only imagine what it would do to a human.






I writhed on the table, then felt the plugs inside me activate, vibrating intensely and driving a new well of pleasure through my body. I felt a pair of hands massaging my breasts and looked to see Aristide was there. Holding the cup now was Colin, who carefully let the drops fall onto my waiting tongue.






How many times I came, I couldn’t say. It seemed to last forever. The vibrating plugs inside me never stopped, and the cup seemed to possess a refilling fountain of blood. I knew it couldn’t be true, but the launch into subspace I experienced made anything seem possible. Yet I wondered,
 How would the others enjoy the Indulgence if I drank all the blood? Should I stop?
 I couldn’t make myself ask for it to end, so I kept going, drinking until the cup offered nothing more.






I don’t know how long I laid there, breathing in deeply, wrapped in the warm afterglow of the most intense series of orgasms of my life. I heard the voices of the vampires around me as muted murmurs; they seemed mirthful and patient.






When I finally came out of my trance, the pleasure dwindled to a soft throb and a very fond memory, I looked around at the others. “That was incredible,” I said.






“We’re glad you enjoyed it,” said Aristide as he helped me sit up. I noticed that he had left a bunch of coils of rope next to me. “But now it’s our turn.”






I followed Aristide’s orders, eager to find out what he meant. There was only one of me, so how could I create a blood cocktail like they did? I assumed they had something else in mind for me.






Working quickly, my master tied my hands behind my back in a stringent reverse-prayer. As a human, I knew I couldn’t have endured the position for more than a few minutes, but as a vampire…






He followed that up with a harness around my chest, encircling my breasts and accentuating them. My erect nipples pointed upward, eager to feel the bite of rope across my body. I stood up and Ophelia came around to remove the belt I’d worn for what felt like hours. I moaned loudly as the plugs came out, my holes sore from the constant use.






Aristide commanded me to lie down on the table, this time on my front. When I did, he bent and tied my legs, thigh to calf, then connected the cords, binding them to those in the harness behind my back. I struggled against the hogtie to no avail, but enjoyed the sensation of helplessness. My core ached as fresh fluids dripped.






Finally, Aristide said, “Colette, hook.” Somewhere I heard a whirring, followed by a new chain descending from the ceiling. At its end was a large, metal hook. Aristide lifted me up by a knot made in the center of my harness, then carried me over to the hook. He slipped the hook underneath the knot in the harness, then let go. As I hung from the chain, he issued a command to lift and lower me until I was at just the perfect height for whatever he intended.






I had experienced suspension hogties in the past, but never with a reverse-prayer, or while surrounded by several other individuals. I looked around at the other vampires: the expression on their faces was uniformly excited.






When Aristide finished, the party gathered around me. Aristide stood directly behind me and unzipped his pants. One by one, the other vampires all undressed, revealing their wonderful physiques.






“Sabine, when this ritual ends, you will be considered a full-fledged member of vampire society,” said Colin. “It is our pleasure to welcome you.”






“Thank you,” I replied.






Aristide added, “This might seem scary, but I promise you’ll enjoy it.”






“I trust you, master.”






I felt him pat my backside affectionately, then he drove his hands between my knees and spread them apart. “Begin!”






As if a starting pistol had sounded, everything happened at once. Aristide drove his cock, hard as steel, into my drenched crevice, and all six of the other vampires bit into my flesh. On each side of me they sank their fangs into my forearm, my hip and my thighs, and as my blood flowed I felt ecstasy I’d known the last time Aristide had drunk my blood.






This time, however, the effect was magnified by each of the other vampires present. I licked my fangs as Aristide pounded, and I listened to the exultant howls of the creatures drinking from my body.






“May I… come?” I asked, the only three words I could possibly string together at that moment.






“Yes,” said Aristide, who drove his thick rod into me even faster. When I started to tremble, the other six vampires held onto me, keeping me steady. I felt their tongues lapping against my skin as the orgasm crashed through me.






Aristide, however, was not finished. He paused and leaned in close to whisper in my ear. “Right now they’re tasting you, but also everyone else as filtered through you. It’s a unique flavor every time and, after living for centuries, unique experiences are hard to come by.”






“I see… master,” I panted, still blissed out.






Finished with his explanation, Aristide began once again to hammer into me, which he continued to do for so long I lost all sense of time. After my third orgasm, my master bit his own wrist and thrust it into my mouth, allowing me to drink from him. Renewed by the glorious taste and the energy it provided, I screamed and begged him to keep fucking me. The other vampires stopped drinking for a moment to laugh.






Happy enough to grant my request, Aristide thrust as hard and as fast as he could, and used his hands to rub my clit and probe his fingers into my back entrance. I gasped and instinctively heaved against my bonds, but couldn’t escape. The stimulation was too great, and when my next orgasm built, I screamed so loud it echoed throughout the manor. I became lost in subspace, knowing nothing but euphoria.






I could see why Aristide didn’t want to let me do this every day: I’d never get anything else done. With some regret, I realized that after this ceremony my master would almost certainly deprive me of blood and sex for an extended period of time, wanting to rebuild my thirst for both.






So be it
, I thought.
 This was worth it.






Refusing to worry about the denial to come, I forced myself to remain in the moment at hand. I didn’t get to stay there forever, but for the longest time it felt that way.
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“Let’s move this to the bedroom,” he said, after they’d made out for a while.






Rebecca giggled. “Bedroom,” he’d called it. The term was relative. “Okay,” she said.






In one swift move, Harry reached under her and picked her up. She let out a surprised
 whoop
 and then cackled with glee. She was thin and short - petite - but he picked her up like she weighed no more than a pillow. She should have known he was even stronger than he looked.






She looked into his steely eyes as he carried her effortlessly through his workshop to the so-called bedroom. Indeed there was a queen-sized bed, and he gently set her down upon it. Next to the bed was a nightstand, but the resemblance to a real bedroom ended there. No walls separated the area from the rest of the workshop, and there were no lamps or alarm clocks or wardrobes. The bed didn’t have a blanket or comforter, just a mattress, fitted sheet and pillows, all white.






Harry opened the drawer of the nightstand and retrieved a few bundles of rope and a thick, red ball gag. “I have a hard time believing that of all the things at my disposal, this is your favorite,” he said.






“Ropes are like chocolate,” Rebecca replied. “They’re cheap and simple, but they always satisfy.”






“Yes, but then that makes me a master confectioner, and you’re asking for Milk Duds.”






“I like Milk Duds,” Rebecca argued.






“Quiet,” Harry ordered. “Spread your legs.”






Just like that, he was in the zone. He knew what she wanted: dominance. His tone changed from playful and loving to demanding and cruel. There would be no more tender kisses or smooth caresses, not for a while.






With her legs spread and her wet chasm exposed, Harry spooled out a length of rope and tied it around her ankle. He then drew the rope through the bed’s lower headboard and tied it off. Unlike the head and headboards on most beds, this one was custom made by Harry, and it was not a decorate piece of wood with posts on each end. Instead, it consisted of a series of inch-thick metal pipes that formed a grid of hollow squares. This allowed ropes and other binding tools to be fed through the board in a nearly infinite number of ways. Additionally, the contraption was adjustable, and could be lifted up or down, or detached altogether. Harry had also made three more of these boards, and they could be used on any side of the bed, in whatever number necessary. Normally only two were in use.






Harry finished with one ankle and then secured the other. “Hold out your arms,” he said. She did as asked, Harry repeated his bondage work on her wrists, spreading them wide and fastening them to the bed. Each time he tied a wrist, he pulled her forward as far as she could stretch, and he made sure there was no slack in any of the ropes.






Just as Harry described, the technique was simplistic, but as Rebecca pointed out, it was effective. The stringent ropes immobilized her completely, and exposed her sex to whatever pain or pleasure was in store.






Rebecca didn’t know why, but this was what she craved. Being made helpless aroused her like nothing else could. Submitting to the sexual whims of a man like Harry satisfied her on a level some women couldn’t even contemplate…
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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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