
        
            
                
            
        

    

 Back in Bondage 
 
      
 
    Sometimes you don’t really understand what you want. It can be hard. There are all of these expectations, these things society tells you to want or need. What if the desires buried deep inside are different? 
 
    Occasionally, you’ll find a girl who doesn’t really know what she needs. 
 
    That was April. 
 
    She was a natural submissive, not that she knew it. At the time, she had certain fantasies, ones she never shared with anyone. This was ten years ago, long before women routinely imagined themselves being tied up or spanked by billionaire CEOs in a Playroom of Tormented Bliss. 
 
    Nothing so poetic. 
 
    No, April didn't have a name for what she craved or for what she was. The instinct was there, but she couldn’t name or understand it, not really. 
 
    While still a high school student, she would curl up under her blankets in her bed, and she would slide her hand down into her panties. She would gently work her fingers over her opening with one hand. With her other, she would touch her right breast, playing with her nipple until it was nice and hard. 
 
    The physical stimulation got her worked up, but when she really wanted to feel that burst of excited energy and pleasure, she routinely pictured herself being taken. 
 
    She would be grabbed from behind, gagged, tied up, and thrown in a van. Strong hands would hogtie her, leaving her in the back, blindfolded to wonder what was going to happen to her. They would drive for a long time, and she would be struggling all the while. No matter how hard or desperately she fought, she would never be able to break her restraints. 
 
    Then she would be carried into a bedroom, strapped down—spread-eagle—and forced to wait. Someone would come into the room, cut away her clothing, one garment at a time. She would feel the cold steel along her skin, knowing that this man could do whatever he wished with her. 
 
    In those moments, she wasn't some high school girl worried about getting into college. 
 
    No, she was going to be turned into a love slave, a plaything. She would become a human sex toy, and there was nothing she could do about it. 
 
    That same man would play with her breasts, her pussy, he would stroke her legs and kiss her hard, claiming her for himself. 
 
    When she first started high school, she pictured different men. 
 
    Then April met Adam. In class, he was sweet, and they flirted. Half the time, he would tell her how pretty she was. During the other half, he would tease her, tugging on her pigtails. But eventually, he told her that he liked her. 
 
    Barely able to look into her eyes, he asked her if she wanted to go out. Did she want to see a movie sometime? 
 
    April licked at her lips, her heart suddenly pounding in her chest. Yeah, that would be wonderful. Yeah, she would love to go to the movies with him. 
 
    He took her out on her first date, and after the movie, they made out in his car, right outside her house. 
 
    Maybe Adam didn't have the language for this either, but he held her down that first night. She wiggled, and he felt the pulse of excitement race through his body. Little by little, they opened up to one another, talking about their fantasies. 
 
    Adam liked the idea of being rough with the girl. April liked the idea of being held down, losing control. 
 
    At one point, she said something silly about how he was whipped. She made that comment in front of some of her friends while he happened to be within earshot. Without asking permission, he came up to her, he grabbed her hands, pulled them behind her back, and then he smacked her bottom one time. 
 
    Blushing brightly, April stammered out an apology. He was a genuinely offended, but he loved being able to show off his newfound authority in front of her friends, a bunch of other pretty girls. 
 
    Later, he took her out to dinner, but afterward, he said he was going to buy her a present. April didn't know what that meant, but she immediately pictured a jewelry store. Then he pulled up in front of the pet store, her jaw dropped open, and she could feel the excitement race through her body. She felt that familiar ache between her legs. 
 
    Adam may have been nervous this time, but he was becoming adept at hiding it. This was a game, after all, and if she really didn't want this, he would have stopped. 
 
    Instead, she tugged playfully at his hand when he got out and led her through the parking lot. He tugged her along, making sure that April couldn't get away. The doors automatically split open for them, and he guided her right to the aisle with the dog collars. 
 
    "Okay, the joke is over," she said. "Very funny. We can go now." 
 
    "No, I don't think so. You see, you belong to me now," he said, pulling her close. He kissed her gently, savoring the feel of her body. He was taller than her by several inches, even when she wore high heels. 
 
    "What makes you think I belong to you?" April giggled. 
 
    "Simple,” he explained. "I found you, and I caught you." 
 
    "You haven’t caught me yet," she said. 
 
    Grinning, she spun about, and she was going to run off, but he grabbed the back of her blouse, yanking, pulling her back into his arms. He held her with one limb wrapped around her torso. Then he started looking through the different possibilities. 
 
    You belong to me now, he said to her. She replayed those words in her mind, and something inside of her melted deliciously. 
 
    April concentrated on those words while Adam found a collar. It was bright pink and decorated with cartoony high heels. "What do you think of this? Should I make you wear this?" 
 
    She laughed, like this was some kind of joke. At the same time, she shook her head from side to side, her whole body quivering, her heart fluttering in her chest. 
 
    "No, Adam, you can't be serious. You can't make me wear something like this." 
 
    "You're my girl, and I can dress you however I want, can't I?" 
 
    She pursed her lips, unable to respond. If she forced an answer from her lips, then she would be compelled to tell the truth. 
 
    Yes. 
 
    Adam could dress her. She would put on anything for him. It could be a slutty school uniform, a French maid outfit, or nothing at all. They hadn't yet had sex, but that would only be a matter of time, she thought. 
 
    The collar brought her one step closer. 
 
    "Okay, not the pink one," he said, putting the collar back on the rack. 
 
    April kept glancing from side to side, wondering if someone was going to head down this aisle. More importantly, she wondered what Dan you would do if that happened. Would he just take her hand and lead her to some other part of the pet store until the other customer left? Or would he continue to shop with her, heedless of the fact that someone else might hear? 
 
      
 
    No one else stepped into the aisle, but April had other things to worry about. For one, he wanted her to try on a collar. 
 
    Finally, she wiggled out of his grip, and he stepped closer, holding a dark blue collar in his hands. "You know you can't get away," he told her. 
 
    Heat flushed along her skin as she took one step back, then another. 
 
    Like a lion or some other predator, he pounced, cross the distance between them with remarkable speed. He grabbed her, and he slid the collar around her neck, snapping it in the place. Grinning from a mixture of joy and humiliation, April looked right at him. 
 
    "Gorgeous, but I think we can do better," he told her. This time, April didn't argue as he popped the collar off of her neck. 
 
    He grabbed her hand again, and she tugged once or twice, halfheartedly hoping she might be able to slip free when he wasn't paying attention. But this girl was gorgeous with her sandy blonde hair, her lithe physique, and the fact that she played this sort of game. Adam had never been harder in his entire life. 
 
    Then he saw it, a white collar with faux rubies. He picked it up, and he held it in front of his girlfriend. "This looks perfect," he said. 
 
    "It looks gaudy,” she answered. 
 
    "Then it’s a good thing you don't get a vote," he told her. 
 
    Yanking hard, she slipped free from his grip, and then she took several tentative steps back, wondering if she would be able to get out of the store before Adam caught up with her again. 
 
    "You really don't want to wear this?" Adam asked. 
 
    April licked her lips, looking around, wondering how much of that she could actually tolerate. She gave a quick shake of her head, making the tips of her hair slide along her shoulders and the nape of her neck. 
 
    "Then I'm going to give you a choice. Either you wear the collar, or you acknowledge the fact that you belong to me, that I own you." His eyes flickered with impish amusement. If this was just a game, but it was one April couldn't possibly win. 
 
    That thought sent another pulse of adolescent desire racing through her flesh. Her nipples were hard, and her panties were wet, she realized. 
 
    Gulping, April tried to appear like she had some kind of leverage here. "How about I put the collar on you?” April tried to sound seductive. She tried, she failed miserably. 
 
    With a sigh of exasperation, he looped the collar around her neck before she could complain. It snapped into place, and she slumped her shoulders, glaring at him. "Yeah, I think that's perfect for my little slave girl. Because that's what you are now, isn't it? You're going to be my little slave." He ran his fingers through her hair, fisting her tresses as he tilted her head to the side, making it that much easier for him to leave those words in her ear. 
 
    "And you know what a slave does?” 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "She obeys. She serves. She pleases." 
 
    April swallowed again, only to follow her instincts. "Yes, Master.” 
 
    Adam heard those words, his eyes widened for a second, and he never imagined she would go along with this, not like that. And yet, he took the collar off of her neck, he quickly paid, staring right back at the clerk, challenging that minimum-wage slave to question his purchase. Of course, the girl behind the cash register couldn't have cared less. 
 
    Standing back, furtively pretending to examine some gum, April just waited, pretending she wasn't nervous. Even though she knew it was absurd, she kept imagining scenarios where the clerk refused to sell them the collar. 
 
    Purchase complete, Adam held the bag in one hand. He took his girlfriend by her wrist with the other. 
 
    He was just about to leave when he spotted something. 
 
    "What's this?" Adam asked, grinning. Yes, he was horny, and he wanted to get back to his car. He wanted to find some secluded spot where they could make out for a long, long time. 
 
    But right at the front of the store, there was a kiosk. 
 
    Personalized Tags, read the text along the side of the box. 
 
    "No,” April whined, stretching that single word into several syllables. "No, Adam. We need to get going." 
 
    "By my calculations, I still have a couple of hours before your curfew." 
 
    April knew he was right, so she didn't have any other excuses. 
 
    He leaned over, he whispered into her ear, telling her, "April, go back and wait for me in the car. I'll be out in a few minutes." 
 
    "What are you going to do?" 
 
    "Something fun," he said. 
 
    April tried to say something else, to argue with him, but he cut her off with ease "Adam—” 
 
    "Go back to the car, or I’m going to start spanking you right here. I will push you up against the wall, and I will smack your tight little ass. I will not be subtle, and everyone here will know that I own you." 
 
    Hearing those words, the way he simply took command of her, it made her wet. It made her swallow again, glancing around, almost like she was worried someone else could have heard his threat. 
 
    "Yes, Master,” she answered, sounding demure. Head down, April sprint from the pet store and back outside into the parking lot. 
 
    Adam spent the next few minutes making his selections. Once he finished, he went back out of the parking lot, and he found his girlfriend in the passenger seat. Right away, he held up the bag, letting her see it. A grimace crossed her face, but he knew how to read her expressions. He knew that she was already aroused. 
 
    Adam got into his car, and he started driving. He found a secluded little parking lot, and then he got out, sliding into the back seat. April followed a moment later. He dropped the passenger seat, creating a nice little space where they could lounge and lay around. 
 
    "Sit up," he commanded. 
 
    "I don't like it when you talk to me like that. It makes me feel like a dog," she said. 
 
    "Tonight, you're going to wear a collar like a dog," he told her. 
 
    April narrowed her eyes at him, not that she had any chance of intimidating him. On the contrary, when she flashed the look of irritation, it made him want to play with her even more. 
 
    He slid the collar around her neck, and she could feel the cold metal touch the base of her throat. He touched the metallic heart. "You want to know what it says?" 
 
    "Yes, Master." 
 
    "April. Property of Adam Ridge. If found, return to…” and he actually repeated his address. 
 
    Just then, April intended to protest, to argue with him, but he put his hands on her shoulders, and he patted her down onto her back. He started kissing her, and she could feel his erection. 
 
    It excited her. It made her feel beautiful, loved—owned. 
 
    Her lips were soft and warm. Not only that, he guided her hand down toward his crotch. She touched his shaft through the layers of his boxers and pants. At the same time, he moved his fingers along her breasts, kneading and massaging her skin. 
 
    He made her moan. He held her hand, and then he slid his hand down into her pants. April looked up at him, uncertain. But then she could feel his finger along her opening. He worked her slowly, taking his time even as the desperation began to claw at the back of his mind. He touched her until she finally cried out. 
 
    The ecstasy ran through her body, reminding her of those moments when she had been under her blankets at night. 
 
    "Can I do something for you?" April asked. 
 
    "What are you offering?" 
 
    "I, like there's my mouth," she told him, running her teeth along her lower lip. She hoped this was seductive. She hoped this would please him. 
 
    "You may," he told her, interlocking his fingers behind the back of his head. 
 
    April moved down the length of his body. By the time she got down to his crotch, he had already lowered his pants and underwear. His cock stood at attention, his tip moist with excitement. 
 
    April licked her lips, she opened her mouth, and she licked at his shaft, tentatively at first. Again and again, she tried to tell herself that he was a teenage boy. No matter what she did, it would please him. Even so, she worried about making a mistake. 
 
    From there, she opened her mouth, and she took it between her lips. 
 
    Unable to take it anymore, he grabbed the back of her head, forcing her face lower and lower. He raised his hips, thrusting his cock into her throat. Almost immediately, she started to gag. 
 
    Adam didn't stop. He pushed his hips forward, resting until he started climax, his load shooting in the back of her throat. April did her best to swallow, but her eyes were watering, and she couldn't force the muscles along her neck to relax. 
 
    When it was finally over, she wiped out her mouth as the eagerness simmered at the back of her brain. 
 
    "Very nicely done, slave," he told her. 
 
    "You weren't supposed to come in my mouth," she said to him. 
 
    This time, Adam didn't recognize the genuine anger in her face. He instead touched the top of her head, petting her as though she really was his plaything. "I can do whatever I want with you, April. You're my little slave girl, remember?" 
 
    April narrowed her eyes at this time. All of a sudden, their games didn't feel very fun. 
 
    "No, you can't." 
 
    High on his power and perceived authority, Adam rolled her over, and he started smacking her ass, one, two, three, four times, moving his palm from one butt cheek to the other and back again. April kicked and struggled. 
 
    But then, he finished, and when he looked at her again, she wasn't grinning. Her eyes were wet, her lips tensed into an angry line. 
 
    Right there, he made a mistake. A few days later, she broke up with him. 
 
      
 
    Ten years later, Adam walked into that rented ballroom. He glanced around, checking out his former classmates, not that he really cared about any of them. Facebook really did make class reunions a bit silly. 
 
    Back in the day, people needed to meet up to discuss jobs and families. Now, he already knew everything about everyone else. And if he didn't, looking them up would have been a relatively simple matter. 
 
    Still, people chatted, laughing and rehashing memories. But Adam scanned the different faces, searching for one in particular. 
 
    After the breakup, they didn't pretend to be friends. But somewhere in college, one of them got drunk and sent a friend request. The other person accepted, and they chatted every once in a while. 
 
    But Adam never got her out of his head, not really. Again and again, he thought about how he messed up that night, going too fast, taking too much. 
 
    Tonight was going to change that. 
 
    He searched diligently, hunting through the different crowds. More than one person wanted to stop and talk with him. After all, he had been something of the class clown. Lots of people still remembered how he could make even the teachers crack up, no matter how serious or solemn those instructors tried to be. 
 
    Someone tapped him on the shoulder, and he was just about to make another polite excuse when he caught the shimmering blue from his peripheral vision. 
 
    He turned around, and he found the girl he had been searching for. 
 
    April had her hands crossed in front of her chest as she looked at him, perhaps waiting for his reaction. She had on white gloves, a blue, shimmering dress, and a white choker with red studs. 
 
    Leading up to the reunion, Adam had imagined a hundred different things he could say to this girl. On the drive over, he'd rehearsed a small speech, but then she took a tentative step toward him, and he immediately remembered how it felt to have her approach, just like that. 
 
    Despite everything that had happened, she moved like the same girl. He took a chance, placing his hands on her hips, touching his forehead to hers. 
 
    April smiled, her eyes shimmering. "Hey," he said to her, abandoning all those little speeches. 
 
    "It's been a long time," she said to him. 
 
    "April, you know, I never apologized for that night." 
 
    Before he could finish, she touched one finger to his mouth. "I know," she told him. 
 
    Thanks to the miracle of social media, he knew that she wasn't seeing anyone. And she knew the same about him. They spent the night flirting and dancing. He held her close, telling her something about how he only knew middle school style dances, basically holding the girl and swaying along to music. Sometimes that meant matching the rhythm. Often not. 
 
    April giggled again. 
 
    But then it was time to head out. Lots of the alumni were already drunk and taking cabs back to their homes or hotel rooms. 
 
    Adam held her hand, and he took her back out into the cool air. "Can I come with you?” April asked. 
 
    He looked back at her features, studying her smallness, her bright eyes, the little freckles pretty much no one noticed and admired except him. Adam swallowed. "Are you sure that's what you want?" 
 
    April slid closer, pressing her chest up against his body. He felt so warm, so solid. "Yes, Master,” she whispered. 
 
      
 
    Adam guided her back to his sedan, he opened the door for her, and he ran his tongue along his teeth, making plans. 
 
    Of course, he hoped for something like this. Maybe, unconsciously, he had searched through those messages they send back and forth, skimming for some possibility that something like this could take place. 
 
    He got back into his car, he drove her to his place, and he opened the door for her once again. 
 
    Just before she could cross the threshold, he pulled on her wrist, holding her back. "April, are we going to do this?" 
 
    "Yes," she said, her voice little more than a whisper. 
 
    "I want to have my way with you. I want to make you my little slave girl again." He looked into her eyes, giving her time to adapt this time, to adjust. "Are you ready for that?" 
 
    She slipped free from his grip, and she sauntered into his place. 
 
    Adam followed quickly thereafter, but he was so hard again, his cock tenting his pants. He put his hand around her waist, and he quickly guided her down the hallway, to his bedroom. 
 
    "I'm going to strap you down, I'm going to play with your body, and I'm going to claim you. What do you think of that?" 
 
    The corners of her eyes crinkled with delight. "I'm going to fight you. I'm not going to let you tame me," she tossed back, immediately trying to squirm free from his grip. But just like before, Adam held on. 
 
    He squeezed, pulling his girl right back toward his bed. Then he grabbed her, and he lifted her up, tossing her back down onto the mattress. She bounced just once, and she tried to scramble away. 
 
    Adam clambered after her, pinning her down. With her hands above her head, she kicked out, which only knocked her high heels away. They sailed through the air, hitting a wall, not that Adam cared. 
 
    He looked down into her beautiful face again, admiring her. 
 
    "I'm going to train you. You are going to belong to me this time," he promised. 
 
    He lowered his lips, and he kissed her. This first brush of his mouth against hers actually seemed romantic. But then, she tried to twist away, so he kissed her harder, claiming her. She kicked out again, fighting, but that was just the start. 
 
    Because he hoped something like this might happen, Adam had a set of restraints already in place. He snatched them from the sides of the bed, pulling them up. 
 
    Because he was straddling her, April really couldn't flee. That didn't stop her from writhing beneath him like some damsel in distress. Grinning, he took her right hand and slipped it into the Velcro restraint. Then he did the same with her left. 
 
    She still had a lot of slack, so he grabbed onto the restraints, pulling one strap, which dragged her right arm above her head toward the corner of the mattress. 
 
    "No, not again," she said, but it was too late. He pulled the slack away from her left arm as well. 
 
    "This is a beautiful dress. It's a shame I'm going to have to destroy it," he told her. 
 
    "No! You can't!" 
 
    He got up while she writhed and squirmed some more. April bashed her ankles and heels down against the mattress, but she didn't get any leverage. She couldn't get away. Truly helpless now, she watched as Adam grabbed a pair of scissors. He came back, he started cutting. He snipped through the material of her dress, and she could feel her resistance break away along with her clothing. 
 
    From one strip to the next, he slashed through that dress, tossing the remnants down on the floor. 
 
    Soon, he had her down to her bra and panties. 
 
    "Are you wet right now?" 
 
    Before, he didn't ask. 
 
    April didn't want to answer. She didn't want to tell him the truth, to expose herself. 
 
    "Tell me. If I have to find out myself, you're going to be in trouble." 
 
    A precocious grin curved along her lips, but she refused to answer. 
 
    He slid his hand down into her panties, and he moved his hand along her opening. There, he felt the hot warmth of her excitement. April didn't know what to expect, but she certainly didn't expect him to push his fingers down into her. He found her clitoris, and he taunted her, touching her. 
 
    "Are you getting excited?" Adam asked. 
 
    "Yes," she said. 
 
    Instantly, he pulled his hand back, and he glanced down at his finger, admiring the sheen of her juices along the contours of his finger. 
 
    "Why, why did you stop?" April didn't want to say it, yet she had been on the verge of an orgasm. 
 
    "Because you didn't address me properly," he told her with a condescending smirk. 
 
    April opened her mouth, waiting for something clever or defiant to pop into her head. Only then, he held his finger to her lips. "Look at that. You got my finger all wet. I guess it's going to be your responsibility to clean me off." 
 
    Eyes narrowed, April refused to answer. 
 
    "If you don't, I can just leave you here for a few minutes. Or hours." 
 
    Her eyes flickered wider, and April immediately tried to convince herself that he would never do something like that. He wouldn't. He couldn’t. And yet, she kept searching his handsome features for some sign that this was a bluff. 
 
    Hating herself for breaking first, April opened her mouth, and he slid his fingers down, along her tongue. She sucked eagerly, licking at his digits like a good girl. "Remember, I'm not letting you get away again. As far as I'm concerned, you have always been my slave. You are my slave now, and you always will be my slave." 
 
    He took his hand back. "Say it." 
 
    "I'm your slave, Master.” 
 
    "Good girl." 
 
    April initially expected some kind of treat or award. After all, she just gave him exactly what he wanted. And yet, he slid off the bed, and he went back to one of the dressers. He opened the top drawer, and when he came back, he held something. 
 
    At first, April had her eyes closed, so she didn't know what that sound was. Something smacked against the flat of his palm. 
 
    Opening her eyes, she saw that he had a paddle. 
 
    "Last time, I tried to discipline you, and you freaked out. Isn't that right?" 
 
    Her lower lip trembled. "Yes, Master.” 
 
    "That isn't going to happen again, is it?" 
 
    In those first couple of seconds, April didn't know if she was going to be able to find her voice again. Her throat seemed to clench up. But then the words seemed to just fly from her lips. "No, Master.” 
 
    "There's a good girl," he said, stroking her cheek with the back of his hand. He came between her legs, he parted her knees, and he looked down at her panties once again. They were black, shimmering under the light. 
 
    Adam held a wooden paddle in hand. It had a rectangular face. The wood looked shiny and new. It was beautiful, almost like a work of art, April reflected. 
 
    "When you misbehave, I punish you. That's how this works. But tonight, I'm going to claim you. I'm going to make sure you belong to me. Do you understand?" 
 
    April knew there could only be one answer. "Yes, Master.” 
 
    "Good girl," he said. Despite that phrase, he smacked her thigh, bringing the paddle down in a quick, tight arc. Just before the wood made contact, April imagined she could hear a switch on the air. 
 
    A hot jolt of pain ran through her skin. She hissed through her teeth, biting down. 
 
    "We both know this is what you need," he told her. He struck again. "This is what you crave. I bet you went out with a bunch of other guys, hoping you would find someone like me, someone who would take control and show you how to behave, someone who would make sure that you acted like a good girl." 
 
    He struck again. 
 
    April parted her lips to say something, but he cut her off with another strike, bringing the paddle down hard against her vulnerable skin. He looked down at her thighs, admiring those little patches of crimson. Normally, her skin was so pale, like alabaster, but not now. 
 
    "And right now, I know that you are horny. I know that you are getting very desperate. This is what you need, April." 
 
    Although she felt the instinct to disagree with him, she couldn't, not really. He already checked her panties, so he knew she was wet, her pussy open and welcoming. 
 
    He could finger her, he could use his tongue, he could do whatever he wanted, and she would enjoy it. 
 
    No matter how she protested or what words she called out on the air, it wouldn’t make the slightest difference. This man owned her, and they both knew it. 
 
    "You chose to wear this," he said, touching his hand to the choker around her neck. "But this isn't right. This is basically a necklace. You shouldn't be wearing a necklace. What should you be wearing?" 
 
    April closed her eyes for a moment, searching through herself. Then she found the right words, the ones he wanted to hear. "A collar, Master. I should be wearing a collar." 
 
    "That's right," he said, pulling away the snaps that held her choker around her neck. Suddenly, that part of her skin felt cool. A shiver ran down her body, though her nipples were already hard and sensitive. 
 
    He tossed the choker away. Then he reached under the bed, and he pulled out something else, a white color with ruby studs. Her eyes widened for a moment. "You kept it." 
 
    "I kept it," he told her, his eyes blazing with something she couldn't quite name. 
 
    Adam tilted her head to the side, and he looped the collar around her neck. Once again, she could feel that tag press down against her skin. Another shiver raced through her body, at least until he started kissing her again. He had one hand underneath her. His other searched her body, roaming over her skin, gently touching her. 
 
    April didn't know how this worked, but her body certainly did. It responded to his every brushing, caressing touch. She twitched, wiggling from side to side, not that she could bring her arms around him. Bound and helpless, she could only endure the pleasure he gave her. 
 
    After several more seconds, Adam pulled back, and he grabbed onto her panties, tearing them down the length of her legs. He threw them down with the remnants of her dress. 
 
    "Spread your legs, slave." 
 
    Obediently, she parted her knees, exposing her opening. He came back up between her legs, unzipping his fly with one hand as he started kissing her again. Then she felt it, his cock against her pussy. 
 
    "Please," she said when he pulled back for just a moment. 
 
    "What are you?" 
 
    "Yours," she answered. He smirked for a moment, but that wasn't what he wanted from her, and they both knew it. "I'm your slave, Master." Frustration ran through her tone. "Please! Please, I can't wait anymore!" 
 
    He plunged down, sliding his cock into her waiting opening. She was so hot and tight, and he savored the feel for just a couple of seconds without even moving. Then he started the pump, sliding forward and shifting back, again and again, allowing the friction of heat to spread through both of their bodies. 
 
    "Mine," he told her, his eyes locked onto hers. "You are mine." 
 
    Her body clenched up as she heard those words. The climax ripped her hard, and she brought her hips together, squeezing his shaft. She savored that rush of ecstasy, the pleasure burning through every inch of her skin. She could feel it from her toes all the way up to the roots of her hair. 
 
    But he wasn't done with her. 
 
    No, he took his time, working her slowly, letting the pleasure build up. It was only right when he came to the verge of an orgasm that he started pumping her harder and faster. He took everything she had, claiming her. 
 
    And when he came, he held his head up, panting. 
 
    Done, he pulled back, kneeling there between her legs. 
 
    "That was the first time," he promised. "It won't be the last." Then he went to go grab a lock for her collar because she belonged to him now. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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