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"Let’s play a game. I ask you a question and if you answer truthfully, you get a prize. If not… you get something else."

Akasha


Enthralled by the Vampire Domme




The music thumps so loudly that Jonathan’s entire body vibrates. He inches his way through Club Sisyphos, sticking to the edges of the cavernous warehouse. Coming here was a stupid idea. He could be home right now, sitting on his couch, enjoying a beer, and watching Netflix. But instead he’s here to–

There’s a shrill hiss and a cloudy spray pours out from vents in the ceiling. It falls upon the writhing, humping throng of clubgoers, lit up in a kaleidoscope glow from the seizure-inducing rainbow strobe lights. Just a few moments later, the spray has dispersed, leaving behind a cool, thick mist that makes the warehouse look like it stretches on forever and ever. Heavy industrial music plays, Jonathan only recognizing a single remix of a Nine Inch Nails song amid the dark electronica. He works his way to the bar and shouts a drink order at the bartender with the heavy eyeliner and a dozen piercings in her ears. Jonathan anxiously sips on it, using the drink as an excuse to not have to go out and dance.

None of Jonahtan’s friends or family would ever be able to imagine him at Club Sisyphos. The gothy crowd, the kink decor, the primal music–none of it tracks with the introverted 27-year-old’s toothless sense of style (“Don’t be someone you’re not,” an ex-girlfriend had once told him. “You’re a nice guy, a safe guy. Trivia nights and sci-fi books, that’s what I think about when I think about you”). But the truth is that Jonathan’s been fascinated by this thumping, leather-and-metal underworld for as long as he can remember and after getting laid off from the job he never really wanted but everyone told him to go for–a “dream” gig at Google–he’s decided to say fuck it and do something for himself for a change.

And yet, even though he’s finally here, Jonathan can’t find the courage to do more than watch from the sidelines.

The music takes a downbeat turn, giving the crowd a chance to slip off to the bathrooms or grab a drink. As the sweaty bodies part, Jonathan spies a woman all by herself on the dance floor who is still moving to the music, her pale body bathed in slow pops of magenta and lapis blue from the club lights. Jonathan is transfixed, both by her dancing and by her attire. She writhes to her own rhythm with a staggering sense of purpose, unafraid to sway her hips and walk her hands up above her head, like she’s trying to pluck the strobe lights right off the ceiling; her outfit is as scandalous as it is intimidating, made up of leather shorts so short they might as well be bikini bottoms, wide-net fishnets that descend into heavy duty combat boots, and two ribbony strips of sheer mesh fabric that crisscross her chest to meet around her neck in a thick lace choker.

She looks born to wear such an outfit: Her hair pitch black and bombshell silky, her skin ghostly pale, her voluptuous curves barely contained by her skimpy clothing. Blood red lipstick coats her pillowy lips and her bright eyes sparkle confidently; Jonathan can’t be sure, but she seems to be wearing contacts to make them as red as her mouth. As she writhes about, her palmful-and-then-some breasts and cherry-pop ass cheeks bounce and jiggle in a way that makes it near impossible for Jonathan to rip his eyes away. He sucks on his drink and the woman turns towards him, her glinting red eyes catching his with a smile.

Jonathan immediately looks away and feels like a creep for staring. He sees his drink is already empty and he orders another, both eager to ogle the woman again and afraid she’ll start pointing and screaming at him for being a pervert. The music changes over, building back up to the heavy industrial beat from earlier. As people return to the dance floor, Jonathan turns, relieved there will be less of a chance to find himself staring at the pale woman again.

But there she is, her curious red eyes finding him through the swell of dancing, gyrating bodies. He loses sight of her as someone steps back mid-beat and then moves forward again, but when the pale woman reemerges, she’s smiling at him, her teeth stark white against the bloody red of her lips. She curls a finger at him, beckoning him to join her.

No, impossible, he thinks. She can’t be gesturing to me, she can’t–

Yes, I am, an unknown female voice says in his head.

Jonathan blinks. Is that the music? A distorted sample or electronic screech that his anxiety-riddled brain turned into speech? Must’ve been. Either that or he’s losing his goddamn mind. Jonathan takes his drink and wanders around the edge of the dance floor, getting out of the way of whoever the pale woman was actually signaling. Probably some lanky guy in latex pants and goth makeup or one of her friends in another look-at-me-but-don’t outfit.

This isn’t going the way Jonathan thinks it would’ve. He’d imagined that he would show up and something would just… click. A song would come on or a vibe would overcome him and he would find himself out in the mass of leather-clad, weirdo-cool people, suddenly finding his place. But he feels like a total outsider and, somehow, being an outsider in a place like this–a place he thought was where he should’ve always been–makes it all the worse. It’s a door slam to the face, a cold shoulder when he was already frozen solid, an utter and total rejection. Jonathan finds a rickety empty table and an empty chair with its cushion peeling and sits down, staring dumb-eyed at his phone as he builds up the courage to leave despite having been at Club Sisyphos less than an hour.

No one will care, he tells himself. No one even knows you’re here. You did it, you tried it, but let’s be honest, you don’t belong–

“Here you are,” says a voice like rich, dark honey.

Jonathan looks up. It’s the pale woman. She’s sipping on a glass of crimson wine.

“Mind if I join you?” she asks.

She waits for him to speak, swaying gently from side to side until Jonathan gestures towards the seat across from him. She sits, bouncing pleasantly as she does. A pale hand reaches across the table, the nails painted purple-black.

“Akasha,” she says.

Jonathan takes her hand, introduces himself. Her skin is both hot and cold all at once. “Do I know you?” he asks, sure that she’s mistaken him for someone else.

“Well, we did just meet,” Akasha says, teeth gleaming in a teasing smile.

“No, I mean… I’ve never been here before. I thought maybe you were looking for someone else, or…” Jonathan’s voice trails off.

The pale woman takes a sip of her wine, content to let Jonathan twist in the wind. Only when his mouth is flopping for words like a fish out of water does she speak.

“I know you’ve never been here before,” she says. “I thought I’d come over and welcome you.”

Underneath the table, her knee brushes Jonathan’s and he has to fight the urge to flinch. His skin grows hot. Is this woman really hitting on him? Or is this part of some grift or something? Jonathan wonders if she’s about to hit him up for a drink or some cash or…

Visions of women drugging men and stealing their kidneys flash in front of his eyes.

Akasha laughs to herself. “You’re wound up tight, aren’t you?” she asks.

“Wait… what do you mean?” asks Jonathan, his brow furrowed.

Akasha pushes her knee against Jonathan’s again, more firmly this time, leaving her leg pressed up against his. She reaches across the table and lays her hand on top, a single finger stroking his skin in a slow circular motion. Jonathan looks into her eyes. They are ruby red and deep and he feels himself pulled into them the longer he looks, like he might somehow fall inside of the woman if he stares too long. A floral, herbal aroma wreaths the air between them, undercut with something spicy and smoky. The club music seems to fade.

“Why are you here?” asks Akasha, her voice crystal clear over the muted din of the club.

Jonathan feels compelled to answer honestly. “I’ve fantasized about coming to a place like this, about being part of the crowd, about feeling the music and…” It’s strangely pleasant to share his secret thoughts with someone else and an antsy giddiness comes over Jonathan. He shakes off a shudder that runs up his spine and down his shoulders.

“And…?” prods Akasha. She does not blink and her smile widens.

“And… letting go,” says Jonathan.

“You want to let go?”

Jonathan nods numbly as Akasha continues to stroke the back of his hand. His skin tingles.

“I can help you let go,” she offers. “Would you like that?”

Before he even knows what he’s doing, Jonathan is nodding again. Whatever thoughts he had of con artists and organ thieves fade away as he inhales that intense herbal smoke aroma wafting off the woman across from him. She pushes him her glass of crimson wine.

“Take a sip of that and let’s dance,” Akasha says.

Jonathan’s eyes flick down to the deep red liquid in the wine glass; it looks thick and rich.

“What is it?” he asks, his anxiety breaking through his haze.

“Shhhhhh,” says Akasha, putting one pale finger to her lips. “Drink.”

It feels good to be commanded by this woman. Jonathan brings the glass to his lips and takes a small sip. Inside is a full-bodied wine with heavy tannins, the sort that leaves his mouth slightly puckering. Akasha takes the glass back from him and sips as well before leaving it on the table next to Jonathan’s drink. Still with her hand on his, she stands, beckoning him to join her. As he does, Jonathan realizes he has a painfully hard erection poking at his black denim jeans. He awkwardly shuffles in an attempt to hide it.

Akasha puts her hands on his waist, snaking her fingers under the waistband of his jeans. She shakes her head at him with a grin.

“That’s okay here,” she tells him.

Keeping one set of fingers tucked into his waistband, Akasha leads Jonathan to the dance floor by the leash of her arm. Tightly packed bodies part for them and Jonathan stares down hungrily at Akasha: her bare back, the leather shorts barely covering her ass, the fishnets hugging pale, milky thighs and calves. The music is much stronger on the dance floor and it hits Jonathan like an inebriating wave. Akasha turns and he can’t believe it when his hands dart out to grab her waist greedily, pulling her towards him. Her hands stay between their bodies, the warm-cold fingers of one hand hanging off his jeans while the other hand grabs his cock through the denim. Jonathan lets his hands wander shamelessly, cupping Akasha’s ass and running down the outside of one thigh, the pads of his fingertips lingering to touch her skin through the wide-net of her stockings. They ride the thump of the dark industrial music in a grinding, bouncing beat; Jonathan has always thought of himself as a shit dancer, but in this moment his movements are completely natural, his body bypassing his brain.

There’s another shrill hiss and this time Jonathan is in the center of the descending cloud of mist. It’s so thick it blots out the bodies all around him and Akasha, and Jonathan is possessed by an urge to grab the pale woman and grind her hips against him. He’s doing it before he can doubt it, both hands on her ass to shove her leather-clad crotch against his straining cock. Akasha laughs cheerfully and whispers in his ear:

“So this is the real you. Not the man standing nervously at the bar, looking like he’d rather be at home watching TV on his couch, but this…”

TV on his couch? How does she know that? Did he tell her that?

Akasha kisses Jonathan’s neck, hard, bumping her hips against him to the beat of the music. Her hands roam under his shirt, gliding down his back and then around, up his chest, fingers flicking his nipples playfully. His cock surges and he squeezes Akasha’s ass tight, fingers digging into the pale, pillowy skin.

“Do you want me?” Akasha asks, lifting up from her hard kiss.

“Yes,” hisses Jonathan into her ear. He can’t help himself–he nibbles on her ear, letting his teeth lightly sink against the soft of her earlobe.

“Good,” says Akasha.

She wrenches out of Jonathan’s grasp and he watches stunned as she moves off the dance floor. Did he do something wrong? The pale woman looks over her shoulder at him, an expression on her face as if to say: “Are you coming?”

Jonathan follows. He has to push his way through the crowd as the music swells, terrified that he’ll lose sight of Akasha. His cock throbs in his jeans and his hands ache to feel her again. Once she’s at the edge of the dance floor, Akasha quickly strides off to a metal staircase in the corner of the warehouse, one that Jonathan hadn’t noticed before. He practically shoves the last few dancers out of the way so he can try to catch up, nearly breaking into a run to reach the staircase. It clangs underfoot, but no one seems to hear it–or notice him climbing it.

The landing it leads to is strangely empty except for some lighting equipment and a little part of Jonathan's mind wonders if he’s trespassing. Then he sees the pale woman all the way at the other end of the metal catwalk, standing by a dark purple door. She opens it and looks to Jonathan for a heavy moment before disappearing through it. Jonathan runs now, not caring about the noise he makes or who might see him. He’s huffing by the time he reaches the door and pauses for a second to collect himself before he pulls the door open and walks into the dark space beyond.

The door shuts behind him, doing a surprisingly good job of muting out the music. His eyes begin to adjust. But even as they do, he doesn’t understand what he’s seeing. He imagined some kind of equipment room or staff lounge, but what he makes out instead looks more like a church mixed with a gothic bedroom and a butcher shop. Tall, wrought iron candelabras occupy the corners, each with four or five red candles that look like they’ve been slow burning all night. Chains hang from the ceiling, some with thick iron cuffs at their ends, and in matching fashion, steel eye bolts have been drilled into the concrete floor, also outfitted with what appear to be more chains, or manacles. An X-shaped wooden cross dominates the far wall, waiting. Between the cross's legs is a silver chalice filled with something much, much too dark to be wine, seated at the head of a plush, blood red rug.

For Jonathan, reality snaps back into focus. His cock is soft now and a voice in his mind shouts: Danger! He knows deep in his gut he should turn around and leave–run–but his body is slow to react. His eyes dart about the room, looking for the pale woman.

"Take a breath," Akasha says. She's right behind him. Jonathan spins on his heels but finds himself only face to face with the purple door. Instinct takes over and he goes to shove the door open. It doesn't budge. He pushes it harder, his heart jackhammering in his chest so hard he thinks he might faint, but despite the lack of any visible latch or bolt, the door is locked tight.

A warm-cold hand settles on the back of his neck.

"Take a breath," Akasha says again.

Jonathan forces himself to do as she says. His lungs fill with a tight, icy inhalation that he lets out in a full body shudder. It doesn't make him feel better, at least he doesn't think so, but his heart does begin to slow.

"Are you going to hurt me?" Jonathan squeaks.

"Yes," says Akasha. Jonathan whimpers, taking in another ragged breath. "But you're going to enjoy it–so much so that you're going to ask me to hurt you. Now, turn and face me."

Jonathan's body shakes as he turns. Then there's the pale woman in her scandalous leather-and-mesh-and-fishnet outfit, lips as red as crushed cherries, eyes glittering like a lunar eclipse. Jonathan feels calm again, even though her hand is still on his neck, now holding him from the front in a soft choking grasp; her nails graze the skin of his neck and she testingly sniffs the air.

"You're hard again," Akasha says.

It's true. Jonathan's cock is throbbing in his pants, straining towards the pale woman's leather-clad crotch. Akasha smirks and, for the first time, Jonathan sees a sharp fang showing in her smile, a needle-sharp canine that could rip through a steak with ease no matter how raw or bloody.

"W-w-who are you?" stammers Jonathan.

Akasha ignores the question. She flexes her fingers around his throat. "In this world, there are wolves and there are sheep. The bloodletters and the bleeders. Bleaters. Heh." It takes Jonathan a moment to get the joke, too slowly to react. "And rest assured, I am a wolf–but a kind one. I like my prey to enjoy themselves as much as I do…"

The pale woman claws her fingers so that her nails scrap at Jonathan's neck, threatening to break skin. To Jonathan, it feels like she's trying to shave away the most imperceptible layer of skin, an exfoliation with mandoline precision. He swallows and feels the pincushion of her grasp, his hazy calm turning over to mercy-seeking low-grade panic; this woman can hurt him, he realizes, and a primal part of him finally acknowledges the only thing between him and immense pain–her.

Akasha continues, either unaware of his mounting panic or disregarding it.

"I also like my prey… bare," she says, her hand sliding down to tug at his shirt collar before letting go of him altogether.

Jonathan understands what she's asking–Will you take off your clothes and keep my favor or throw it away?–yet he distantly wonders how he can be so sure. Nevertheless, it's a way to gain her mercy and Jonathan barely has to think about the choice, his hands moving on their own to strip off his shirt and then unbutton his jeans and then pull away every last vestige of modesty, all while Akasha watches with a pleased look on her ageless face. She looks down at his crotch without a shred of embarrassment and smiles–kindly? cruelly?–at what she sees. Jonathan, not knowing what to do with himself, glues his hands to his sides and looks everywhere but at the sultry, voluptuous woman, fully aware that his cock is jutting obscenely towards her.

A finger strokes the underside of Jonathan’s shaft in a “come hither” motion. He gasps. Akasha kneels in front of Jonathan, moving his hands so that they’re resting behind his back, and admires his erection, drawing her fingers up and down it and along his sack. She puts her palms on his hips and kisses the inside of one thigh; Jonathan glances at the woman and sees her needle-point canines hovering above his flesh, the pale woman fighting the urge to bite him. He knows what she is then, his scattered mind homing in on the word so surely it rings like a bell in his mind:

Vampire.

Akasha looks up at him and laughs to herself. “That’s right,” she says, tickling the tops of his thighs. She extends her tongue, a rich pink spade of warmth that she runs along Jonathan’s cock, flicking the head of his cock with its tip. Then she stands, her hands moving up to caress his chest and arms. She blows a steam of air onto his face.

The spicy, herbal scent is back, along with something else. Pine trees. Baking spice. Sweet wood smoke. Bright, ripe berries. Jonathan is reminded of cozy winter mornings growing up, of watching the snow pile up from the comfort and safety of the heavy blankets on his childhood couch. He remains locked in the memory as Akasha flits about the room, readying the space. She opens up the metal cuffs of the X-shaped wooden cross and effortlessly carries one of the standing candelabra over to it, illuminating the old, weathered wood. Then she pulls implements off the darkened wall–a flogger, a pair of black leather gloves, a belt-like strap–laying them out diligently on the plush red rug, bending over languorously as she does so that her leather shorts ride between her pale cheeks as if displaying herself for Jonathan.

Jonathan’s throbbing cock wrinkles the pleasant memory he’s wrapped in and he stares at Akasha’s backside, overcome with the urge to get down between her and press his face between those cheeks. Akasha gently sways her bottom from side to side, like she’s taunting Jonathan, and rights herself. When she turns, she’s holding two leather collars in her hands–a big one and a small one. She takes slow steps towards him, his winter memory crumbling the closer she gets, until her breasts are brushing against his chest through her ribbony mesh top as she puts the big collar around his neck. Her nipples are hard and as they graze Jonathan’s, his harden too. With one collar snug, Akasha fastens the other smaller collar around his cock and balls, making sure the fit is extra tight. Jonathan’s shaft surges, the head swollen and deep red, the large vein down there bulging with every heartbeat. Akasha bends at the waist and sniffs his shaft, forced to lick away the slightest bit of saliva–drool?–from the corner of her cherry lips when she stands back up.

She grasps his cock in her head to lead him towards the cross.

“The thing about prey is that they change based on the circumstances,” she says, continuing her thoughts from earlier and ever so slightly pulling Jonathan by his pulsing cock. “Prey that is afraid and panicked becomes… sour. Like vinegar. But prey that’s willing and eager and libidinous is so, so sweet. More so than jam or honey.”

Jonathan takes short, shuffling steps as Akasha walks him across the plush rug. He knows he doesn’t have to follow–all it would take his planting his feet and refusing to move–but he doesn’t dare trail behind, not wanting to lose the touch of the pale woman–the vampire, he reminds himself, or rather,  vampiress–on his skin. Akasha’s hips pendulum swing back and forth, holding Jonathan rapt attention. When they reach the cross, Akasha does not let go; instead she turns Jonathan around, cock still in her hand, and presses him towards the wooden device. The wood is surprisingly warm. With her free hand, Akasha guides Jonathan’s legs apart and has him spread his arms so that his wrists and ankles are touching the not-so-warm metal of the X-shaped cross’s restraints.

As her hand slips off of his shaft, there’s a small emptiness in Jonathan’s chest. He watches longingly as Akasha fastens the metal cuffs around his wrists and cuffs, overcome with joy when she looks back at him with a knowing smile. She strokes the collar around his neck.

“This looks good on you. You make for handsome prey,” she says, red-tinted eyes flicking over his features hungrily. “I thought you would be an interesting one when I saw you, but I didn’t expect to consider keeping you after tonight…”

A ray of hope shines brightly in the space where that small emptiness had settled. Being kept by this woman–amazing! Glorious! Even though Jonathan’s only realizing the possibility for the first time, he thinks there’s nothing he’s ever wanted more. Excitement thrums through him. Along with a vision, from somewhere outside himself…

…a collar, like the one on his neck, but locked forever. A tall cage nestled in a timeless manor. Waiting. The pale woman–the vampiress, Akasha–emerging from the shadows and Jonathan at the bars of the cage, begging for her to come closer. Twin marks stamped in blood on his forearms and inner thighs, on his groin, his chest. He wants her to drink him, to drink all of him. She stands on the other side of the bars and Jonathan begs. He’s so happy begging, he can’t imagine anything better than being allowed to beg her like this. A gauzy red shawl hangs over her curves, veiling her teardrop breasts and the smooth V of her crotch. She extends a foot through the bars and into the cage and Jonathan is kissing it deliriously, worshipping the warm-cold skin with the adoring touch of his lips and tongue. He wants to please her, he NEEDS to please her, and his kissing trails up her milky white leg, to where he sees her ringed finger pointing underneath her gauzy shawl. Up above, the vampiress wears a curled, tight-lipped smile and, as Jonathan’s kissing nears that smooth V of hers, she pulls her hips back so that it’s just out of reach. Jonathan pushes his face against the bars so hard the metal digs into his cheeks, tongue flapping out madly in a desperate attempt to taste her. His blood is on fire with lust, a hot sheen lighting up his skin. Then Akasha is stepping away, hips swaying under the shawl as she leaves him desirous and denied, like a raging fire with nothing to burn but itself…

…the vision fades and Jonathan now sees Akasha standing before him, sipping from the silver chalice. A trickle of red spills from the corner of her mouth, running down her chin. She licks at the trickle as she notices the awareness return to Jonathan’s eyes. She sets the chalice down and picks up the flogger, striking the air to test it and making a deep whack! sound. Akasha readies the flogger, pulling back its bouquet of leather tails until they’re tight.

“Don’t be shy about making noise,” she tells Jonathan, grinning. There’s crimson on her teeth. “The sound prey makes is sometimes my favorite part.”

She releases the tails and strikes dead center on Jonathan’s chest. The impact is a heavy thud, like someone just thumped their fist against his chest. Akasha flogs him again on the same spot and then to the left, just next to his nipple. Her blows sweep the other way, going back and forth as she gets closer and closer to those sensitive spots. Jonathan oomphs and ugghs softly as the pace of Akasha’s flogging makes it so he’s never quite able to get a full breath. The blows move downward, to his belly, threatening to strike his groin, and then his upper thighs, warming his skin.

Jonathan’s little sounds grow into deeper grunts. The flogger actually feels good, in its way, like a strong massage. Akasha pauses for a moment to recenter her aim. Then she strikes his nipples, one and then the other, and Jonathan moans loudly. She pauses again so that she can approach, using one clawed hand to draw her nails down his prickling skin. She sniffs unabashedly at his neck and chest and Jonathan’s reminded of a cook in the kitchen tasting their own food. Her hand cradles his balls, using them to steer his cock against her thigh. He gasps at how cool her skin feels compared to his.

Akasha inches just a little bit more forward, sliding Jonathan’s shaft between her legs so that she’s holding him in her fishnet-clad thighs. She rests her chest on his and speaks into his ear.

“They say you shouldn’t play with your food. That’s one rule I don’t follow.”

The pale woman rocks her hips back and forth and pumps Jonathan between her legs ever so slowly, squeezing his cockhead as she pulls back. It’s a heaven-hell sensation, her skin wonderfully soft but the widenet mesh of the fishnets dragging against his shaft, and Jonathan squirms beneath her as he’s pushed to the edge of sanity. He hisses out a breath into Akasha’s ear and the vampiress sighs happily, pleased by his conflicted wriggling. She teases one purple-black nail against his nipple, catching it on the erect, sensitive skin to make Jonathan give a frustrated grunt.

“What’s wrong?” she whispers. “Don’t you enjoy this? Don’t you want me?”

As her nail pushes against Jonathan’s nipple, Akasha’s rocking becomes so exaggerated the man finds himself caught between feeling Akasha’s cool thighs on his to having his overstimulated cockhead scrape on her fishnets. She snakes a too-long tongue into his ear and Jonathan’s shaft pulses against her inner thighs. Her nail digs in deeper until Jonathan flinches in pain. He realizes then that he’s pulling against the metal restraints with clenched, sweaty fists.

Akasha opens her thighs and Jonathan is left throbbing in her gap with only the warm leather of her tight shorts touching the top of him. The vampiress’s nail is joined by another and she pinches his nipple with a cutting tweeze. She whispers into his ear:

“Try and fuck me, prey. Or else I’m taking this.” She plucks at Jonathan’s nipple, pulling it painfully away from his chest. He squeals in agony.

Desperate to ease his suffering, Jonathan starts humping his cock against the crotch of Akasha’s shorts, the leather rubbing him softly. It’s too little sensation for him to feel anything but he bucks his hips wildly anyway. Then Akasha closes her legs around him, bringing her fishnet-covered thighs together so Jonathan is forced to chafe himself against her. She lets go of his nipple, but the relief he feels is smothered by the rough netting, making Jonathan pant and suck strained breaths in through his gritted teeth. Akasha turns her ear towards him so she can listen to every sound he makes while she plants kisses on his neck and shoulder.

By the time Akasha releases him, Jonathan’s cock is rubbed raw. She struts away from the X-shaped cross and bends down to put the flogger back on the rug, taking her time deciding on what she’ll choose next. Of course this is intentional–of course it’s to let Jonathan stare greedily at her pale backside–and even though he knows he’s being played this way, he can’t help but look. Her breasts hang heavy in their crisscrossing ribbon mesh top, ready to spill out with the slightest push, and Akasha’s shiny black hair tumbles down to reveal the white of the back of her neck. Jonathan has none of the vampiric neck-lust he imagines she does, but it’s still an alluring sight, taboo almost in hope private the exposure seems.

Akasha chooses the black leather gloves.

She puts them on with her back to Jonathan, turning slightly so he can see the vampiress pull the skintight gloves over her long fingers. They look expensive and custom-tailored to her hands and, as Akasha wiggles her fingers and squeezes her fists, Jonathan hears the low squeak of well-oiled leather. Akasha picks up the silver chalice and takes a heavy sip; when she’s facing Jonathan again, he can see the red of its ichor–blood, it must be blood–coating her upper lip. She breathes out at him, the aroma not iron-like or metallic, but instead carrying the scent of muddled red fruit. Seeing his reaction, she smirks and takes another sip from the chalice.

“Uh nuh nuh,” she taunts, swirling the dark ichorous liquid. “Not for you.”

Down the chalice goes, placed next to the tall candelabra. Akasha rubs Jonathan’s cheek with her gloved hand; the leather is impossibly smooth and has a heady smell. The rubbing turns to a sharp slap so quickly that it takes Jonathan moments before he can even register the pain. But when it comes, it comes strong, blooming across his cheek in a fiery sting.

Akasha licks her upper lip clean. “Let’s play a game. I ask you a question and if you answer truthfully, you get a prize. If not…” Her leather-clad fingers stroke his face. “...you get something else.”

This is not a request. Jonathan knows that much. And so he’s not surprised when Akasha doesn’t wait for him to agree, asking the first question right away.

“Did you come here to Club Sisyphos hoping to get laid?”

“No,” says Jonathan.

The slap snaps against him as fast and mean as a bear trap, Akasha’s cupped palm making Jonathan’s teeth ring. He shakes his head to reorient himself and before he can, Akasha slaps him again, just a little bit harder than before.

“Answer the question truthfully,” she insists.

“Wh–”

A third slap, as quick and fierce as the other two and barely making the pale woman flex her arm.

“Answer the question truthfully.” She’s not angry, not yet, but anger is not far away.

“Yes,” coughs Jonathan. His cheek burns and his jaw aches.

Akasha doesn’t acknowledge his answer as ‘correct” or even give him a moment to recover before she asks the next question.

“When you saw me on the dance floor, did you think about my body?”

“Y-yes,” said Jonathan, fearing another slap.

A warm leather grasp circles Jonathan’s cock as Akasha strokes him in her gloved hand. That impossibly soft leather is maddening on his tender shaft and Jonathan shudders, thrusting his hips into Akasha’s touch. She smirks to herself.

“Do you think I’m going to let you fuck me?” she asks with a hint of mischief in her voice.

Jonathan answers in a pathetically defeated voice: “No…”

Akasha continues to stroke him. Her fingers tighten around him and her pumping becomes ropey and strong, milking out a bead of precum from Jonathan’s cock. Her other hand dances up and down his side to kindly pet the man; she teethes her lower lip.

“Are you afraid of me?” Akasha asks.

“No,” says Jonathan, so enraptured by her touch that for a little sliver of a second he actually believes his lie.

The swat to his cheek is lightning fast and is followed by another on the other cheek. Akasha repeats her 1-2 rhythm, Jonathan’s vision going blurry. She repeats two more times–whap-WHAP! whap-WHAP!–like a cat batting her prey.

“Yes,” cries Jonathan. “Yes! I’m afraid of you!”

“Good,” says Akasha sternly. She pushes her fingers along his sore cheeks and up his temples, interlacing them through his hair so that they are face to face, as if she’s about to kiss him; Jonathan’s cock pokes against the vampiress’s crotch. Slowly, she opens her lips and runs her tongue against one of her razor sharp canines. “You should be afraid, sweet, simple human. Even now, you think you’re talking to a woman–a woman with fangs or bloodlust perhaps, but still a woman–and your simple-minded confidence blinds you. You can’t see that you’re on the precipice of something unknowable to you, a great yawning darkness that makes your world shallow and quaint.”

Jonathan’s heart skips a beat as the vampiress puts her lips to his, holding them there in a frozen kiss. She breathes into him and then sucks the breath back out of his lungs several times and a tingly numbing feeling rolls down Jonathan’s body. The weightlessness of it reminds him of being on the edge of sleep and he distantly wonders if this is when Akasha will strike, when she’ll bite him–drink him–and he finds himself strangely okay with it. She leans her head back and grasps his cock, stroking him again slowly and firmly.

“This is what you think with, sweet human,” she says in a husky whisper. “Isn’t it?”

Jonathan realizes it’s another probing question. He nods lazily and Akasha nods back at him in agreement.

“Yes, it is,” she says. She holds him by the base of his shaft and playfully slaps him against her belly with a scoffing laugh. “If I keep you, perhaps you’ll find yourself one day at the foot of my chamber bed. Like this. Hard. Wanting. Standing over me, as I lie there naked, legs spread. Hell, maybe I’ll even have myself chained up and immobilized so there’s nothing stopping you from taking me… except my control over you. And I will luxuriate at the sight of you standing there like a trained animal, doing nothing I do not command. Proof that I can have mastery over even your libido, should I want it. Imagine that, simple human, given the chance to fuck something you desire but not being able to, the difference between ‘can you’ and ‘may you’ put on sobering display…”

Akasha lets go of Jonathan and takes a small step back. She puts her leather-clad hands on her hips.

“I’m going to give you one last chance,” she offers, a hint of begrudging obligation in her voice.

The vampiress steps to the dark purple door and throws it open. Thumping industrial music pours into the room, reminding Jonathan of where he is. She saunters back over to him and undoes the metal restraints around his wrists and ankles to free him from the cross. Then she steps to the side, folding her arms across her chest, waiting.

“If you wish to leave, dear, simple, handsome human, I will not pursue you. You can put your clothes back on and escape to life as you know it. In fact, that’s exactly what you should do and if this were morning and you were safe in your home, on your couch, you would immediately know the sanity of that choice. But, if you stay…”

Akasha’s red eyes seem to glow in the dim room.

“...you stay for good. With me, existing for me. Oh, I’m not needlessly cruel like some of my ilk, but have no illusions: I would be Master and you would be thrall. Your purpose would become service, to me. You would glimpse the great chasm of reality in a way only very few humans ever do, but not from a place of conquering defiance but rather at my feet. There would be no renegotiating your position and no concessions made. You would be mine. Forever. Choose wisely, human.”

The tingly calm falls away from Jonathan, as if someone’s just pulled a warm sheet off of him. His mind focuses and he becomes keenly aware of where is and what he’s doing, along with the gravity of Akasha’s words. He knows he has to leave. But even as he takes a step towards the door, he pauses.

What life is waiting for him out there anyway? Aloof friends. Distant family. Trivia nights and sci-fi books. An unemployment check for being laid off from a job he never even really wanted. Everyone looking at him, declaring who he is, and getting it totally and utterly wrong. Yes, staying here with Akasha is insanity–but isn’t it also insanity out there to live life as a pretend version of himself? To not just be the thrall of one Master but the thrall of 8 billion Masters, all assigning him a droll identity with the callous indifference of those who say they care but only care enough to alleviate their own consciences?

“If you’re leaving, it’s time to leave,” announces Akasha with a raised eyebrow.

Jonathan tries to take another step forward towards the door but his body refuses to move. No, he doesn’t want to go back out there. There’s nothing for him in that world, not really, just a shabby part to perform in a play everyone else expects him to be excited about. But this… this is different. This is an open door to the beyond, a chance opportunity that will never come again.

“And if you’re staying…” There’s a stifled note of anticipation in Akasha’s leathery voice. “...you will get down on your knees before me and bow your head in reverence to your new Master.”

The club music rages on, turning over to some popular beat that makes the dancing crowd below woot and cheer. Even at Club Sisyphos, where Jonathan thought he’d finally find his place, he was on the outside looking in. He could go to ten, twenty, a hundred clubs like this and still only be a spectator to other people’s lives. And he knows deep down inside that he’d always wonder if there was another Akasha in the crowd or in a room upstairs or in some hidden basement, offering a human a chance like the one he’s been offered. He would be envious, forever, and he would, at best, manage to paper over his envy with a meaningless facade in hopes that he could make it to the end of his days without a terrifying moment of regret before it was all over where he wondered what could have been.

Jonathan steps forward and turns to Akasha, kneeling down on the red rug below. He bows his head.

Suddenly, the door slams shut, bringing with it a gust of air that makes the candelabra flames dance wildly. Akasha removes the leather gloves and places a warm-cold hand on the back of Jonathan’s head, just above his collar.

“You hesitated far too long,” says Akasha with a disdain in her voice Jonathan hasn’t heard before. “You must be punished for your lingering doubts–my thralls serve eagerly and without question.”

The vampiress steps away, towards the foot of the plush rug, where an eyebolt is sticking up out of the concrete floor.

“This way,” she commands.

Jonathan almost wants to laugh. This seems… silly in a sense after all Akasha’s teasing, like she’s roleplaying a persona far too cold for the woman he’s met tonight.

It isn’t silly at all, her voice booms in his head. And I warned you: I am no woman.

Jonathan jumps at how overwhelming the sound of Akasha is in his skull. Yes, he’d heard her before but more like a whisper, something he could ignore if he had to. But this is ten times that, a violation of every bit of mental privacy he thought he–

Come! she shouts in his mind.

Jonathan scurries towards the eyebolt, desperate not to hear that head-splitting voice again. When he’s close, Akasha crouches down and clips the eye bolt's carabiner to the ring hanging from the front of Jonathan’s collar, keeping his head stuck just inches above the floor; it’s so little slack that Jonathan can’t even be on his hands and knees comfortably and is instead left to lower his entire upper body towards the floor in a groveling kowtow. Akasha disappears behind him.

All is quiet for a minute. Jonathan starts to wonder if Akasha’s abandoned him, punishing him by depriving him of her presence and leaving him to reflect on his choice for who knows how long. Then the leather strap cracks against his ass and everything changes.

Jonathan was never spanked with a belt as a kid but he had imagined what it might feel like: blistering, thudding pain soaked in grating humiliation. The reality is far worse. Jonathan’s backside feels like it’s been dipped in fire and rubbed in coarse salt, the pain exploding down his thighs and into his belly like a stabbing knife. Jonathan screams wetly and he’s so shocked he can’t breathe, his throat sucking against itself as he tries to fill his lungs. Only seconds pass but to Jonathan it feels like long, heavy minutes of nothing but searing agony.

Akasha straps him again on the other cheek in what is either mercy granted or the vampiress simply evening out her discipline. Jonathan jolts forward, the eyebolt keeping him in place. He slaps his palms against the concrete to try to disperse the hot strike of the belt strap and lets out a roaring grunt of anguish. He writhes back and forth, a tortured insect trapped by its tormentor. He jolts again when Akasha puts her hand on his back.

“That’s two,” she says, as if the count was in the thousands and not in single digits. “I told you that panicked prey becomes sour. I could strap you another ten times or another hundred–it won’t tire me out in the least. But it might sour you, my pet. And that would be a shame.”

The weight of the vampiress settles on Jonathan’s back and there’s a very, very slight press of twin needles on his shoulder. Akasha’s fangs, Jonathan knows. They could easily pierce his skin but she holds herself back, applying just enough pressure to let him know her teeth are there.

“If it comes down to it, I will sour you if I must,” continues Akasha. “Before, you might have been my prey for the night and nothing else, but now… now you are my servant, and above all you must learn to serve me as I see fit. That means I must discipline you. It is up to you if you can see this discipline as necessary, albeit dreadful, or if you will only view it as a source of mindless, inescapable terror.”

Akasha taps the strap against Jonathan’s thigh.

“Tell me, pet: Is this discipline necessary?” she asks him.

Jonathan’s mind races. Part of him is trying to solve the situation like some social puzzle, optimizing the outcome to minimize his suffering and maximize his gain. Another part of him knows it’s pointless to try old strategies in this new existence; he’s gone too far, stepped off the edge of his reality and into one he doesn’t–can’t–understand. Human logic has no place here, only surrender.

“Yes,” he manages to say.

“So you will accept your discipline, no matter how severe I must make it?” asks Akasha.

“Yes,” Jonathan says. Tears roll down his cheeks.

“You will surrender your flesh to me?” That word, “surrender”, rings victoriously in Akasha’s question, like the vampiress is showing off that she can rifle through the man’s mind and take whatever she wants.

“Yes,” sobs Jonathan. He means it, he really does, still afraid of what’s to come but knowing what must be done.

Akasha’s nails rake down Jonathan’s back and she takes a long sniff. The needles of her fangs touch his skin again and he can feel that she’s barely able to hold herself back. She rises, snapping the strap in the air menacingly.

The next few minutes are a blur to Jonathan. Later, he’ll wonder if he somehow managed to erase them from his memory or if Akasha herself took pity on Jonathan and erased them for him. They will exist in his mind as a furious cracking of leather and searing misery and, most viscerally of all, the uncontrollable shaking of his entire body that will leave him asking nonsense questions to no one in particular.

“Is it cold in here…? Is the AC… the AC is on… is it… the mist? It’s cool, cloudy. Cold. Is it…?”

His face is slick with tears, hair wet with sweat. He wonders if the drops rolling down his buttocks and the backs of his thighs are also sweat or if it’s blood. He certainly feels open–opened, really, like a piece of split fruit.

“Don’t worry,” says Akasha. “I will warm you up.”

Jonathan lifts his weary head and sees an ornate sprawl of wrought iron placed on the floor in front of him. The standing candelabra’s base. He wonders how the candlelight could ever warm him up from all the way up there. Then Akasha crouches down, holding one of the half-melted red candles. She swirls the wax that’s collected below the flame in the candle’s deep cradle.

“Witness how kind your Master can be.”

Akasha holds the candle above Jonathan’s back. As she tilts it, the wax spills over the lip of the candle and rains down onto the man’s goosebumped skin. It is too hot for a brief second and then pleasantly warm and then stiff on his skin. More wax rains down in a splatter that goes from his neck to the top of his ass. Jonathan sucks in a breath, feeling the wax roll down the incline of his ass-up-face-down pose before it hardens. Soon Jonathan’s entire back and shoulders feels like they’re covered with a sheet of dried red wax, Akasha taking her time like she was decorating a cake. She puts the candle back into its wrought iron holder and holds the leather strap to Jonathan’s lips.

“Show your gratitude for your discipline,” she says.

Jonathan kisses the strap’s thick leather several times. Akasha places it on the floor and holds her hand out.

“And now show gratitude to your Master.”

He eagerly kisses the top of the vampiress’s offered hand for as long as she allows; his cock swells and he can feel it butt up against his stomach.

“Sweet thing,” says Akasha, answering Jonathan’s enthusiasm by letting her hand linger a while longer. She pulls it away to run her fingers through his hair. “You will make many mistakes in the beginning. And I, being a kind and generous Master, will take the time to correct them. You’re fortunate to serve a Master like me, you know. There are those who would hang you by your feet and leave you in pitch blackness until they got thirsty, not caring how sour you became. Not me though.”

Akasha takes Jonathan’s chin in her hand and pulls his line of sight up to her.

“Do you feel lucky to have a Master like me?” she asks.

Before he can answer, he feels her invading his mind, digging for his answer herself. It is a moment of total exposure, of having nowhere to hide and of having to submit fully to the will of another. In his mind’s eye he watches as the vampiress rips open the heavy wooden trunk of his private thoughts and plucks out a glowing sign that reads “Yes”.

Remember this moment, she says in his mind. Everything you are and everything you think is mine. You will try to hide nothing from me. Should you think thoughts that are… unacceptable, I will see to correcting them myself. Is that understood?

Jonathan nods, still keenly aware of the woman strolling through his mind like it was her own.

She picks up the strap again.

“Look at all this messy wax on my thrall’s handsome body” she says, touching the hardened sprawl on Jonathan’s back. “This simply will not do.”

The wax hurts much more coming off than going on and Akasha takes her time with the strap, covering every last inch of Jonathan’s shoulders and back until he’s surrounded by a sea of small red specks. She cracks the strap above him several more times, Jonathan bracing himself but fighting not to flinch in fear. His resolve emboldens the vampiress and she struts around him with swagger, continuing to crack the strap. The cracking slows, Akasha letting longer and longer stretches of quiet pass before giving the strap a loud snap in the air above Jonathan.

When Akasha has had enough, she steps her combat boots on either side of Jonthan’s head. She moves his head so that he’s lying one cheek down on the concrete floor and then squats down to sit on the upturned cheek. Either she’s supernaturally light or holding her weight back, but either way Jonathan can feel the warmth of her crotch and the bounce of her bottom on his face as the vampiress uses him as a human stool. She wiggles her hips, getting comfortable on Jonathan’s flattened face, and drags the strap along his warm, belted back.

“All better,” she says.

Being this close to her ass, a perverse thought creeps into Jonathan’s mind. He imagines himself with his face buried between her legs and his tongue up her ass and idly wonders if what her warm-cold skin would taste like there.

Akasha snorts a laugh.

“That’s what I love about you human males. I could beat you black and blue and you’d still be thinking about pussy the second you got a whiff of one. It’s probably why you make such good thralls.”

Akasha bends forward, pushing her crotch harder against Jonathan’s face, and reaches under him to tease his cock. It bumps stiffly against her fingers.

“It’s so cute how eager you lot are,” she says, batting Jonathan’s cock so that it waggles back and forth. “You already know you’ll never get to fuck me, but there’s still that little kernel of hope in there, isn’t there?”

The vampiress tickles Jonathan’s balls with her nails and he gives a lusty sigh that blows against her crotch.

”Some of my kind bed their males but I find it distasteful. But don’t worry, pet. I’ll allow you to worship me if you’re good.”

Jonathan’s shaft surges at the promise of that. Akasha makes an “O” with her thumb and forefinger and pushes the man’s cockhead through it, letting him hump the empty space. She bends down to watch, her hair brushing Jonathan’s welt-dotted back and making him sigh again right into the fragrant leather of her shorts.

“I might even get you a female to play with,” Akasha continues, keeping her hand steady for the man’s thrusting cock. “Just imagine, the two of you naked on the ground in front of my throne, licking and sucking and fucking each other while I watch. Yes, I think I’d like that very much. Show me how you take a female I gave you to play with.”

It’s tough to hump the “O” of Akasha’s fingers in his bent-over position, but that doesn’t stop Jonathan from trying. He works his hips down and squeezes his ass tight as he builds the friction against the vampiress’s warm-cold grasp. He huffs and puffs and pants, the small leather collar around his genitals keeping his balls tight and bouncy, and imagines what such a woman might look like, picturing a young, petite blonde on her back or–even better–on her knees, head pushed down like Jonathan’s is now with him fucking her from behind to a depraved, animal rhythm.

“A blonde?” asks Akasha with a laugh. “We’ll see what we can do.”

Out of instinctual embarrassment, Jonathan tries to hide his daydream fantasy but he feels Akasha’s sharp nails claw into his inner thigh.

“No, no, no hiding. Show me more.”

It takes deep concentration but Jonathan lets the fantasy bloom in his mind. He’s taking the imaginary blonde from behind, hard, harder than he’s ever fucked anyone. He’s holding her hips in a strong, dominating grasp and then he’s slapping her ass, making her cry out for him. Their bodies are drenched in sweat and the smell of sex is so thick that Jonathan can taste it on his tongue. He’s bending over her so that he can reach around and squeeze her breasts in his hands, pinching her nipples to elicit another cry as he drives cock as deep as it will go. There are no words, only grunts and cries and moans as he treats the blonde like his own personal fuckdoll, eager to fill her up with cum until it’s spilling out of her.

He imagines her face afterwards, flushed pink with lidded, drained eyes, makeup stains running down her cheeks. He sees himself drunk on lust, kneeling down to straddle her chest and make the exhausted blonde lick his cock clean of his cum and her juices…

“Well, well! My pet has a dirty little mind, doesn’t he?” asks Akasha cheerfully.

Jonathan is very close now in Akasha’s finger grip and he speeds up his humping, so so eager to come. The moment he thinks he’s about to cum, Akasha lets go of him. He lets out an annoyed grunt before he can stop himself.

“Careful,” warns Akasha. “I’m in a good mood but that can easily change.”

Jonathan shuts himself up.

“That’s better. Now, get on your back,” says Akasha as she lifts herself off Jonathan’s face.

It’s an awkward, uncomfortable shift to roll onto his back and even once he’s done it, Jonathan still feels the sharp pull of the eye bolt's carabiner clip at the ring on his collar.

“I don’t think we need this right now, do we?” Akasha asks as she unclips his collar, allowing him to settle more easily onto his back.

She thumbs the fly of her leather shorts, undoing the buttons, and then shimmies them down her fishnet-covered legs, having to pull them roughly off her chunky boots. The widenet hosiery is completely crotchless, the dark netting framing the vampiress’s pale pussy with its silky black hair like some kind of work of art.

“I’m such a kind Master,” Akasha says to herself as she gets down exactly how Jonathan pictured getting down before the imaginary blonde. She inches her crotch towards Jonathan’s mouth. “I always make sure my pets are well-fed. Now eat.”

The pale pussy envelops Jonathan. He sinks his face into it, feeling more warm than cool on this part of the vampiress, and dips his tongue deep inside. She tastes like no other woman he’s had. He is instantly intoxicated by her and grinds his face into her heady floral softness. As he cranes his neck forward, Akasha sits down harder on him, letting her legs spread into a split so that her lips make a seal with Jonathan’s face. He’s left to breathe through his nose, the hot puffs of air blowing into Akasha’s silky, dark muff. She grows wet and rocks herself up and down Jonathan’s face and, as she does, her wetness smothers the man’s nose. The vampiress’s taint and ass cheeks brush Jonathan’s chin, tinging her heady floral scent with a rich, spicy musk.

Akasha clutches Jonathan’s head to hold him still while she grinds on his lapping tongue and puffing nose. The way she treats him is more like a living sex toy than a human being; perhaps that’s how someone like her sees someone like him, the way some people might distantly think of a dog or a cat as a plaything to amuse themselves with and little more. She moans, bubbling over with bliss. Her head snaps back and the moan growls out of her as Jonathan’s tongue tenderly lavishes her clit with attention. The wetness comes in a gush now, running down Jonathan’s chin and his cheeks to tickle his ears and over his tongue, down his throat. Jonathan can’t remember the last breath he took. Moments ago? A minute? Minutes? With Akasha on his face he doesn’t seem to need to breathe, only to keep his tongue on her–in her–for as long as he can.

The netting of Akasha’s hosiery digs into Jonathan’s face as she squeezes her thighs tight. She whips her head forward and growls gutturally, riding the man’s tongue with delirious fervor while his cock strains hopelessly for her pussy. He’s never felt so much like a thing than this–and is confused by how much he enjoys it. There’s no need to think too deeply as a thing, no need to want or be disappointed by not getting what he wants. He only has let himself be used by Akasha.

His Master.

Akasha cums in a roaring, clenching spectacle and for a terrifying moment Jonathan thinks the vampiress will crush his head between her legs with all the ease of cracking an egg. She sinks her full weight onto his mouth and her body trembles violently. Jonathan cannot move or see or breathe, but he keeps licking despite the dead ache in his tongue and the burn in his jaw. Slowly the clench of Akasha’s thighs releases and she sits back onto his chest, letting what’s left of her wetness drip down onto the man. With her on him like this, it’s still hard to breathe, but at least Jonathan can try to fill his lungs again with fresh air. He looks at her with hazy eyes.

“Very good, pet,” she tells him. She sniffs approvingly. “Almost. You’re almost ready for me.”

Jonathan is woozy as Akasha beckons him to his feet. She walks him over to the chains hanging down from the ceiling, putting his wrists into the iron cuffs gingerly, the vampiress intuiting how discombobulated Jonathan’s body is. With his hands in the iron cuffs, Akasha pulls on the other end of each chain that’s looped through a pulley in the ceiling, drawing Jonathan’s arms into the air so far he’s got to stand on the balls of his feet. He shuffles from side to side on the plush red carpet, trying to find his balance.

Because Akasha leaves her leather pants off, when she bends over to pick up the implements from earlier, Jonathan can freely see her ass and pussy peeking at him through the frame of the crotchless, assless fishnets. When he realizes he’s staring at her creamy, pale cheeks, trying to see if he can spot her puckered hole, he averts his gaze.

You can look, pet, he voice echoes in his mind.

To prove her point, she reaches back and pulls one cheek aside; the intimate skin down the cleft of her bottom is as pale as the rest of her, her small hole hiding there like an exotic gemstone knot tucked into alabaster stone. Jonathan throbs for her. He can still smell her sex on him and is either too lust-drunk or tired–or both–to resist the urge to struggle towards her even though he’s much too far away to reach. Hearing the chains jingle, Akasha slips a hand between her legs and strokes her pussy lips tauntingly.

“Not for you, no no no,” she says smugly, swaying from side to side.

The more she sways her hips the more Jonathan wants her. He thrashes against his chains, grunting like an animal in heat. Akasha takes small steps back to inch herself towards him and after a dozen steps it actually seems like Jonathan might be able to reach her if he thrashes hard enough. The cuffs dig into his wrists as he pulls frantically, his swollen shaft just an inch or two away from the hypnotic swing of Akasha’s ass.

“Not for yoooooooou,” she repeats, affecting a mocking, singsong tone.

She stands up straight and walks to the wall to put the implements away. Jonathan grunts again, stumbling off the balls of his feet as he loses his balance; the metal of the cuffs scrapes his skin, nearly drawing blood and Akasha licks her lips anxiously. She suddenly looks so hungry.

The vampiress reaches up and undoes the lace collar around her neck, peeling away the thin ribbon mesh. Though it seems to cradle her breasts, with it off they seem as pert and full as when it was on.

“Here we are,” she says, her body half-shadowed by darkness inking the corners of the dim room. “This will do nicely.”

Jonathan can’t see what Akasha’s chosen and when she turns, she keeps it hidden behind her back to keep it out of sight. She approaches him with her lips quirked into a mischievous smile. He conjures up all kinds of horrible possibilities: a long knife to bloodlet him, a rattan cane to leave his feet striped red with blisters, a bundle of needles to pierce his skin, an angrily buzzing cattle prod to make him dance in agony.

It’s when Akasha’s smile grows–and Jonathan envisions a device he’s never seen, a thick nubby steel rod that he somehow knows is meant to go down his shaft cockhead-first–that he realizes these are not his thoughts. They are the vampiress’s, projected into his mind by the same psychic penetration she used earlier. Akasha laughs delightedly as Jonathan’s face goes from panic-stricken to self-deprecating. She reveals the mystery implement. It’s a long, willowy feather.

Akasha waves the feather under Jonathan’s arm. He doesn’t expect it to tickle but it does and he jerks his body to the side, feet scrambling for balance. The vampiress swipes the feather across his chest, to his other armpit, and Jonathan jerks the other way. Something about the feather makes its spines strong and wispy hairs prickly, which Jonathan glumly notices as Akasha drags the feather back and forth over his nipples.

He laughs and twitches and sighs. His nipples get hard with the teasing and when they do the feather feels ten times as ticklish, forcing Jonathan to squeal with laughter and buck his body so hard he can barely stay balanced on the rug. Worse still, his calves begin to ache from his tippy-toe stance, the spreading cramp giving the relentless tickling a run for its money.

“You seem to be enjoying yourself, pet,” says Akasha.

“Hahaha… no I, ahahaha… hahahhaa I oh god… hahaha please… please hahahhaaha….”

Akasha tickles his armpits and his sides and the delicate skin at the top of his ass cleft and the bottom of his feet, leaving Jonathan laughing so hard his stomach hurts.

“Please,” he begs the second he can breathe again. “Please stop…”

A dark expression fills Akasha’s face. “Are you telling me what to do, thrall?”

Jonathan whimpers.

“I didn’t think so,” Akasha says. She brushes the feather along the top of Jonthan’s cock and his chest rises with a deep breath that he lets out in a long, needy sigh. “Hold this.”

Akasha puts the end of the feather in Jonathan’s mouth and he has to pucker his lips tight to hold it there. Her hands search his body, fingers gliding from his nipples to his belly, back around to his spine and up to his shoulders. She minds her touch so that it’s hard on the spots she hasn’t tenderized and softer elsewhere and Jonathan feels himself thoroughly being inspected, the vampiress showing no shyness as she spreads his buttocks and turns his genitals to peer at his fat, heavy balls.

“There are different schools of thought for my ilk,” she explains, hefting his cock and balls in both warm-cold palms. “Some think a human male’s seed must remain unspilled, lest his blood–” She’s not shy about what being her prey means now either. “–taste thin, like cheap wine. Some think letting a human male release makes him taste all the sweeter. Which do you think I am?”

Jonathan goes through a mental battle–Don’t presume! Don’t hide what you’re thinking! Don’t think something not true!–but the honest truth isn’t hard to discern and after a few moments of silent deliberation it’s obvious that Akasha simply wants to hear him think it.

The latter, I hope, he thinks as loudly as he can, unable to speak thanks to the feather between his lips.

“Hah! You ‘hope’,” says Akasha. Her grip on his genitals tightens. “You’re clever for a human, I’ll give you that. And more importantly–for you, anyway–you’re right.”

Akasha closes in on him, intertwining his legs as she positions herself behind him. She undoes the leather collar around his neck and drops it to the floor. Even on the balls of his feet, with her combat boots they’re just about the same height, letting Akasha speak into his ear as she reaches around to stroke him.

“You’re going to cum for me like you never have before in your life,” she murmurs to him. “It will be like the first time all over again for you.

The vampiress pumps his cock with sure strokes and Jonathan wonders how many men she’s seduced before. Dozens? Hundreds? Is he part of some cock-throbbing, drooling army eager to–

“Focus, pet,” hisses Akasha.

Jonathan lets himself fall away. In that moment, he is nothing but an engorged, wanting cock in Akasha’s firm hold, his balls bouncing achingly as her warm-cold skin runs along his pulsing veins and tight skin. She squeezes him rhythmically and Jonathan can already feel the subtle starting twinge of orgasm, the ready-steady-go excitement of his pent-up libido like a kettle starting to boil.

Oh yes, yes, fuck yes, he thinks. Even though she does not make herself known in thought, Jonathan can feel Akasha peeking in on his mind with a wide, pleased smile.

Distracted, the feather falls from Jonathan’s mouth and wafts down to the floor. The vampiress squeezes the base of his shaft as she pumps him, her motions like she’s tearing weeds from a garden–grip-squeeze-pull, grip-squeeze-pull–and she bumps her bare crotch against his still sore ass to the same beat. As her damp, silky bush brushes him from behind, Jonathan’s reminded of dancing downstairs with Akasha; their bodies grinding, hands all over each other. He wants to put his hands on her now and pulls impotently at his chains. Akasha strokes him faster–grip-squeeze-pull, grip-squeeze-pull–and licks his neck with a slow, strong tongue.

Jonathan quivers. His calves cramp. He rocks himself along with Akasha’s humping bumps and pulling strokes, and if he lets his eyes close, he’s almost able to pretend that he’s fucking the vampiress. He tries to picture it in his mind’s eye: Akasha lying on her back, spread wide for him. Jonathan approaching with his cock jutting towards her. He climbs on top of her and–

The daydream becomes jumbled, the scene changing.

Akasha is still on her back with her legs spread, but now Jonathan is forced to sit at the foot of her bed and watch as she plays with herself inches away from him. His hands are free but for some reason he doesn’t–can’t–touch his cock. The smell of her taunts him and then he’s drooling, hungering for the vampiress as her hand blurs up and down her sopping wet lips. When she cums it is loud and ecstatic and it drives Jonathan insane that all he can do is sit there and watch.

“Not for you,” Akasha whispers into his ear. “Not even in your daydreams, not without my permission. One day the freedom to daydream whatever you want will be a very special gift I give to you when I wish to reward you for being a good, obedient thrall to your Master. You will savor and treasure it. You will forget that you ever were able to partake in such a gift so freely…”

Their hips move in unison, Akasha riding the man from behind. His cock bulges against the small leather strap on it and his balls feel swollen with seed. Akasha sniffs at where she licked his neck and the coolness of it makes Jonathan sigh softly.

She moans into his ear: “Cum for me, pet, Cum. Now.”

Jonathan cums so hard it hurts, the seed spurting out of him in forceful, hot jets that make his cock bulge even harder against its leather collar. Akasha cups her other hand out in front of him to catch his cum as he grunts with hedonistic release, emptying his balls of every single last drop. Then comes the pinch in his neck. He knows what it is even before Akasha begins to drink him but he’s not ready for the perverse sensation of being drained, sucked dry from the inside out like he was nothing more than a water pouch on a dry, hot day. He’s soon grateful for the chains holding his arms as a wooziness overcomes him and he slumps forward, his weight supported by the cuffs while the vampiress continues to drink him and he–now rather pathetically, it feels–dribbles out the last of his seed into her palm.

Her fangs retract and she moves in front of him. There’s an erotic blush in her pale cheeks and a trickle of blood–his blood–running down the center of her chin. To Jonathan’s hazy surprise, Akasha dips a finger into the milky pool of his seed and brings it to her lips, dabbing it on her tongue. She nods, slowly, though Jonathan doesn’t know if that’s a nod of approval or something else. Dipping her fingers into the pool again, Akasha brings the sticky fingertips to Jonathan’s mouth, gliding them inside for him to suck them dry. His own taste is less awful than he would’ve guessed, though not exactly what he’d describe as pleasant–dull salinity, lingering astringent bleach, bitterness. He doesn’t protest the vampiress, not even in thought, as she brings her fingertips to him again and again, until her once-full palm is simply sticky with his seed. She holds up her hand and spreads her fingers; between them is what looks like milky webbing that she holds up to his mouth for him to clean away.

When Akasha’s satisfied, she wraps her arms around his waist and draws him close. Jonathan sees the flash of her teeth for just a second before her fangs sink into his upper chest and then the vampiress is drinking from him again, an orgasmic look on her blushing face. A chill runs up Jonathan’s neck and as he exhales, he thinks he sees a cool cloud of misty air that dissipates too quickly for him to be sure. Akasha ceases her drinking and flashes Jonathan an almost apologetic look.

“The first few drinks, when prey is like this, it’s…” Words escape her and Jonathan notices the rosy blush has bloomed down between her breasts and her belly and to her crotch, which is now flushed and dewy.

The vampiress sways her body to music only she can hear, the movements sultry as she rubs her hands down Jonathan’s bound frame. Her fingers are no longer warm-cold but like hot stones that massage his exhausted muscles. She sinks to her knees before his flaccid cock and takes a long drag of whatever bloodsmell is radiating from the man, her needle-sharp fangs elongating in an undeniably erotic way. Akasha exhales, centering herself.

What happens next happens with supernatural speed. Akasha lunges forward, pushing Jonathan’s cock and balls out of the way at the last second to sink her teeth into his inner thigh. She drinks him greedily, spilling blood down her chin and his leg, making obscene slurping sounds while her tongue presses against him to catch the trail of blood.

Being consumed like this hasn’t hurt–not so far, at least–but Akasha drinking from his inner thigh is different from his neck and chest. It makes Jonathan’s toes curl and whites out his mind.

“Ohhh, fffuuucckkk…” he groans.

Akasha’s hands grab the back of Jonathan’s thighs and press him into her bite. There’s a wet sputter and more of that filthy, obscene slurping, but Jonathan is afraid to look. He lolls his head back and slackens his body to let the vampiress drink him without the slightest resistance.

True prey.

That’s the phrase that crashes into Jonathan’s mind but he doesn’t know if he’s the one who thinks it or if it’s seeped in from Akasha’s mind. It is how he feels, though–like a caught animal in a deep dark wood, being eaten alive by the predator that hunted him down. He’s filled with strange acceptance–not resignation, acceptance, like Jonathan is just as willing a participant in being drained as Akasha is in draining him–and he smiles blissfully. Even though he can hear her swallowing him gluttonously, he thinks this is the best he’s ever felt in his entire life.

His world goes dark.

When Jonathan regains consciousness, the first thing he sees is Akasha’s flushed face speckled with rivers of dried blood. She gently strokes his cheek.

“I’m sorry, pet. I seem to have gotten carried away,” she says.

Carefully, Akasha helps Jonathan out of his cuffs and lays him down on the soft rug. She spoons him from behind and nuzzles her face into the back of his neck, with her arms wrapped around him to idly stroke his chest where she drank from him. Jonathan shivers: his body is desperate for warmth.

“I have to admit, it’s been a long, long time since I’ve felt this way about a thrall,” she tells him. It’s almost like she’s talking to herself more than to Jonathan. “Oh yes, ages and ages…”

Akasha’s hand slides down to Jonathan’s crotch. She unclips the small collar there and cradles him in her palm. Her skin is wonderfully warm now. The vampiress slides a possessive leg around Jonathan, wiggling her crotch against his backside. She feels like a living heated blanket against him and despite having so much of his blood drained that he fainted, Jonathan feels so incredibly safe.

“Yes, pet, that’s right...” Yes, pet that’s right.

Akasha speaks the words out loud and in Jonathan’s mind, subsuming his reality. He is wrapped in her, physically and mentally, feeling more like an extension of her will than a separate being.

“...you’re safe with me.” You’re safe with me. “Your…” Your. “...Master.” Master.


Epilogue

Sometime Later

Akasha leans back on her crimson tufted leather throne. The sixty-foot-tall stained glass windows of her manor’s great room look out onto the murky depths of Lake Baikal; at a mile deep, it is the deepest lake in the world and the water is so dark and cloudy at the bottom that only the silhouettes of the lake’s great beasts can be seen. A fire roars in the great room’s massive stone fireplace. Even across the room, the fire is large enough to warm Akasha’s skin.

At the foot of her throne, chained to one of its legs, is Jonathan. He is massaging the vampiress’s calves and feet with the utmost devotion. His body is decorated with more than two dozen bite marks, and although Akasha has tried to practice restraint, she finds herself irresistibly drawn to this thrall’s blood. She feels a little guilty seeing the twin punctures go down his neck and arms like a junkie’s track marks, but she’s brought the human a treat today to make up for it.

“That’s enough,” she announces.

The thrall lowers his forehead to the carpeted floor as trained, offering his back as a footrest for Akasha. She takes advantage of it, enjoying how her massaged heels feel against the human’s broad back. She thinks towards one of the great room’s wooden pantry doors, to the treat that is waiting inside.

Come out, Akasha thinks.

The door creaks open. A naked blonde woman emerges, her neck still bleeding from where Akasha pierced her. She is in that early stage–enthrallment–and is eager to obey. Akasha points at a spot on the ornate carpet between her throne and the fireplace and the woman kowtows, her backside pointed towards the fire.

When it comes to human males and females, Akasha has maintained a mild preference for the males over the centuries, though she enjoys both. She is very much looking forward to watching this. She lifts her feet off Jonathan and unlinks the chain that tethers him to his throne, letting it clatter onto the carpet.

“Get up, pet,” she purrs.

Jonathan rises and sees the blonde. He looks at Akasha, who is ready with a smirk.

“Fuck her,” she commands him.

Akasha’s thrall is visibly excited. She can’t remember the last time she’s let him cum, but she’s sure he knows. He tries not to run as he steps behind the blonde and then stares down at her hungrily, his soft brown eyes taking in the curve of her ass and the arch of her back. Jonathan looks to his Master and Akasha nods, granting him permission to get down on his knees and enter her.

He teases her with the tip of his cock and she opens for him; Akasha can smell the roiling blood rush to her skin as she gets wet, her bloodsmell lighter and more delicate than her male thrall’s. Jonathan wastes no time thrusting into her, his hips slapping so hard against the blonde woman–Sonja–that her entire body jiggles.

Akasha stares into Jonathan’s eyes, making him hold their gaze while he ruts away like an animal. Seeing humans like this reminds the vampiress just how primitive they are and makes her feel less bad about drinking from them with such abandon. Though the irony isn’t lost on Akasha that the longer she watches, the warmer she becomes. Is it their bloodsmells? The sensual sight of them? The hanging open “O” of her thrall’s mouth as he stares adoringly at Akasha?

She stands and limbers towards the fucking humans, Jonathan’s confusion battling his primal needs. He furrows his brow as Akasha sits down in front of Sonja, lifting the blonde’s head and guiding it to her pussy. The woman does not need to be told what to do. Akasha has found that human females are more tender when it comes to pussy licking–more attentive to the finer spots of pleasure, better able to build their excitement slowly like a water boiling over low, steady heat–but she still has a soft spot for human males. They’re just so slavish, like big, dumb, happy mutts that want to lap up every last smell and taste.

Not that she’s complaining about Sonja’s efforts. Not one bit. Wetness clings to her inner thighs and her clit becomes swollen and hard. She keeps her eyes locked with Jonathan’s and peeks inside his mind. Yes, he’s thinking what she wants him to–that he’s both fucking the blonde and in a sense fucking Akasha.

The vampiress toys a fang against her lower lip. Jonathan, flooded with her lust, slaps Sonja’s ass, rocking the blonde’s face into Akasha’s soaking wet pussy.

Harder, thinks Akasha, letting both of the humans hear her in their heads.

Jonathan slaps her again and again as Sonja cries into Akasha’s crotch. Her thrall is red-faced now and covered in sweat. She can smell that he’s close and an odd desire comes to Akasha: she wants to cum at the same time he does.

A great, unnatural shape passes by the great room’s stained glass window. It is like nothing these humans have ever imagined before, though in Akasha’s manor they are safe from its incomprehensible existence. A shadow passes over all three of them and Akasha bucks her hips into the blonde woman’s face.

“Make me cum,” she says, letting the humans figure out for themselves who she’s talking to. To Akasha though, it doesn’t matter. She’ll soon reach blissful euphoria either way.




THE END
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