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The phone rings again. I know it is likely my father, insisting on taking me to his dusty club for some extravagant dinner where he can lovingly lecture me on my life choices, pleading for me to take an active part in the company. I turn the phone face-down and increase the volume in my headphones, allowing the classical music to envelop my tired mind in a bombastic ouverture. I find that I focus best when some aggressive classical piece is threatening to pierce my eardrums.

You should get some fresh air, Allison, a nagging voice in the back of my mind sounds. The voice of my mother, still lovingly overbearing years after her death. I look up from the books for a moment. The blinds try desperately to keep the sun out of my apartment, but the bright light at the edges and the sound of cheerful people outside speak of summer and careless frivolities.

I shake my head and return to my studies. I have exams coming up, there is no time to jump through the meadow with flowers in my hair. Or whatever it is other 21-year-olds do on a day like this, I would not know.

The phone rings again. I throw it onto the couch without even looking up from the book.

A few hours later, my overloaded brain begs me to take a break. My hand is cramping, protesting my insistence on writing notes without my computer, and I lean back in my chair with a sigh. I stare at the piles of plates in the zink and the mountain of laundry and sigh even louder.

No. I need a real break.

I walk into my bedroom and grab my laptop from my nightstand. I have not bothered to get dressed yet, having studied half the day in my black panties and the oversized T-shirt I sleep in, and the panties are left on the floor as I cuddle up under my blanket. The laptop springs to life, blinding me for a moment. The browser shows headlines about some billionaire dying, but I am not interested in the news right now.

“I need something good,” I mumble to myself. “Something ... dark. Something like ... yes, that’ll do.” I place the laptop next to me on the bed as my hands disappear beneath the blanket. A video showing a naked, scared woman in a dark basement begins playing. She is wearing a large steel collar that is chained to the wall, and her arms are weighed down by sturdy shackles. My mind travels to a familiar place, a place of darkness and submission, as I imagine myself in her place. The chain is too short for her to stand, so she kneels uncomfortably as the door to the room slowly opens.

The sounds from the laptop are the only sound in the room as my hand caresses my soft, naked pussy. My breathing grows ragged as I watch the masked man enter, taking a position in front of the kneeling girl. Her frightened eyes are a stark contrast to my own excited, eager ones. I lick my lips with anticipation, watching her look up at him, and then I gasp with her as she sees it: His huge, erect cock, pointing at her face. He grabs it and slaps her cheek with it, making me moan and sink my fingers inside me. I imagine the humiliation of being treated like that, forced to submit to his sexual whims. My pussy is dripping wet as I watch him grab her roughly by the hair, forcing his huge erection into her mouth. My hand mirrors his roughness, sliding two fingers in and out of me without pause. The girl gags on the cock, tears flowing down her cheeks, but the man shows no mercy, fucking her face faster and faster.

My own fantasy flickers as my body tenses. In the dark basement of my mind, the man transforms into a tall, leather-clad woman. She has dark hair and seems familiar, but I do not dwell on it. She smiles at me as the man did in the video, a cold, cruel smile. She takes a few steps towards me and lifts the riding crop she is holding. My heart skips a beat in excitement and my body starts shivering uncontrollably as I realize that I am about to come, and hard. The woman lets the crop fall and ... the phone rings again, the sound tearing me from my fantasy at the exact moment when my body convulses in a massive orgasm. I force my mind back to the fantasy to wrestle the last few drops of pleasure from the experience, but I cannot help but be left frustrated by the interruption.

I lie there, partly ashamed and annoyed. I am not proud of my dark desires, they do not fit how I view myself. Suddenly, the phone calls seem like a welcome distraction from the familiar shame spiral I often end up in after masturbating, and I am surprised to see that it is not my father calling.

I dial the number and feel a large lump growing in my stomach. “Hello? This is Allison, you ...”

“Allison?” Mr. Gregory’s raspy voice sounds like he is in a state of near panic. He never panics. “Thank God, I’ve been trying to reach you all day! It’s ... it’s your father ...”

The lump in my stomach turns into a block of solid concrete as everything around me seems to shatter.

An aneurysm. Too much work, not uncommon with people working nearly a hundred hours a week like Dad did. The doctor’s words keep fluttering in my mind like annoying butterflies during the funeral. I feel no less isolated than I do in my apartment as I stare at the hundreds of grim-faced men and women dressed in black.

I am more affected by the ceremony than I thought I would be, so I stand a little away from the crowd when I finally get the chance to escape the constant condolences and well-meaning platitudes. I do not know any of these people, except from the news. My father’s lawyer, Mr. Gregory, joins me under the weeping willow tree. He gives me a sad smile and puts his arm around my shoulder.

“I’m sorry for your loss,” he says, the aging voice filled with genuine concern. He has always been there, and he has always been old in my eyes. I have never learned his first name, he has always just been Mr. Gregory. “I’m sorry you’re going to have to go through this again so soon, Allison.”

I clear my throat and nod. The loss of Mom still stings, and it is not made better when I notice the dark-haired, tall woman standing nearby, swarmed by mourners. Her eyes seek me, but I avert my gaze, unwilling and unable to meet it.

Mr. Gregory notices and smiles. “She should not have shown up.” He weighs his words. “Anyway, your father did make sure to have his matters sorted. It’s all yours, Allison. He wanted it that way.”

I look at him with a confused frown. “Wait ... what?”

“You’re a billionaire, Allison.” Mr. Gregory looks surprised and nervously crosses his arms. “You own a Fortune 500 company. Didn’t he ... tell you? Didn’t you expect it all to go to you?”

I shrug. Maybe he did. I did not always listen, I was always thinking about my next paper or exam. I never thought about his money.

Mr. Gregory clears his throat. “We have good people running the company until you want to take over. If you want to take over.” He smiles. “You don’t have to.” He adjusts his tie when he sees Elena approaching us. “I’ll be in touch, Allison. Again ... my condolences.”

I resist the urge to grab his arm and order him to stay, but instead, I just watch him leave. I turn toward Elena, toward my father’s lover, the woman who ended his marriage. The woman he insisted on keeping around after Mom’s death, trying to call her a ‘friend’ even though I always knew better. Part of me wants to turn around and run away, to escape the intense awkwardness that is causing my toes to curl in my high-heeled shoes.

It is not because I hate Elena. The marriage was doomed anyway.

I wish I hated her, though. It would make things easier.

“Allison, my dear,” she says and smiles before embracing me. Her expensive perfume is delicate and sensual, tickling my nose. “I haven’t seen you in so long.”

I nod and take a half-step back. The perfume, the warmth from her body, the way she manages to look like a goddess in that black dress, it is all a bit too much for me to handle right now.

“You look good.” Elena takes off her black leather gloves and looks toward the place where a pair of sour-faced men have begun filling the hole we just lowered my father into. She wipes away a tear. “I’m going to miss him so much.”

“Me too.” I always struggle to find the right words when I am near Elena, even though I only met her a few times. I moved out shortly after Mom’s death. Dad thought I resented Elena, but that was never the issue. “Do you ... do you need money? Mr. Gregory told me that ...”

Elena laughs and shakes her head. “God, is that what you think of me, Aly?” A pained expression darkens her flawless, young face. She is barely ten years older than me. “No, I’m doing fine. I’ve saved up a decent amount from modeling, and I moved into a photographer friend’s house, he is traveling the world for a year.”

“Okay.” I cannot take my eyes away from the black dress. Even now, I cannot stop imagining what is hidden beneath it. “Good. I ... I’m glad.”

“I … I’m not sure why I came to talk to you,” Elena says and looks at me with her deep, dark eyes. I can feel my knees weaken, my body responding to her as it always does. She takes my hand and a spark of electricity surges through me. “We both knew him. I want to know … you. Would that be okay?”

I nod. I do not trust my voice.

She lets go of my hand and looks at me with a stern expression. “I’m serious, Allison.” She takes a small step closer. “I want to see you again ... soon.”

I look down at my feet. I have no idea how to respond or behave. I want to be close to Elena and as far away from her as possible at the same time. I take a deep, shuddering breath.

“I ... I have to go. I ... studies ...”

Elena smiles and nods, stepping aside to let me pass. “I’ll call you.”

I do not respond as I walk towards my car. I have never mastered the art of walking in high heels, but I manage to stay on my feet. I can feel Elena’s eyes in the back of my head, but I do not turn around.

I am back in my apartment. It seems less like a home now than ever before. The empty, messy rooms feel like they are mocking me; I am not an untidy person, it was more a form of rebellion against my father, even though I loved him dearly. I wanted to be the kind of girl to act out, to go another way. I wanted to study art or literature, something he could scoff at, and I was immensely frustrated when I realized that all the courses I was attracted to had something to do with business or finance. Now that Dad is no longer alive, the apartment seems pointless, and for the first time in ages, I begin cleaning. I tidy up the piles of books, wash the plates, and throw away the food that has passed its due date. I even vacuum the carpets and scrub the bathroom clean.

And the whole time, my mind is replaying the meeting with Elena. My body tingles as I remember her hand in mine and the hug. I try to force the memory out of my head, but it seems impossible. It has been years since I have allowed myself to think of her that way, and now that I have spent five minutes with her, I realize that my attraction to her has not weakened, rather the opposite. My hands shake as I wipe the dust away from my bookshelves, and I have to take several breaks, gasping for air as my body struggles to decide if it is grieving for my Dad or if it is madly aroused.

I cannot believe that I have to deal with this right now. The grief is overwhelming, and yet, my treacherous body and mind are both conspiring to force me to think of Elena, of how close she was, of her scent, of her soft lips and her hand on mine. I close my eyes and imagine those hands on other parts of my body, her lips on my neck, my breasts, my ... I shake my head. This is not the time, this is never the time.

The sun sets as I finish cleaning the apartment. I walk into my bedroom and fall onto my bed, exhausted. I try to fight the urge, but I am not strong enough; I slide my hand into my panties and sigh as the first sparks of pleasure surge through my body. The laptop lies unused next to me, I do not need it this time. I close my eyes and see Elena’s beautiful, expressive eyes looking at me.

You’re fucked up, Allison, I think as the shameful orgasm takes hold of my tired body.

***

Elena calls me every day for a week, but I do not pick up the phone. I do not even read her messages. My rational mind swats my finger away every time it hovers above the button with her name on it. It is too complicated. It was not a coincidence that I moved out so shortly after she moved in, and I have spent too long burying my irrational, hopeless infatuation with Elena for it to ruin everything now.

Yet I cannot deny that she appears whenever I let my mind wander.

“Aly? Are you even listening to me?”

I blink and return to the present. “What?”

Gary snickers. “Where were you? I swear, you’ve been daydreaming nonstop for days now.”

I prod my lunch with my fork. “I’m just ... distracted.”

“I bet!” Gary says and lowers his voice. “By all the money, right? When are you buying me a yacht?”

I look at him and frown. Gary is a friend, but he can be a bit tactless sometimes. I know he means no harm, but his jokes are not very well-timed.

He notices my expression and holds up his hands in defeat. “Sorry! Just ... sorry.”

I smile and shake my head. “I have no idea what to do with the money, Gary. Leave it, please.”

“I will. It’s just ... WOW!”

“I know, but it’s just money, I don’t ...”

Gary shakes his head. “No, I mean ... look at that woman!” He gestures at someone behind me, and judging by the lustful look in his eyes, as well as the look of most of the men nearby, I already know who has entered the university cafeteria.

I sigh and feel the sudden urge to crawl into my backpack and hide. “Tall brunette with sharp features?” I ask without turning.

“A fucking goddess, yes. How’d you know?” Gary is struggling not to drool on his sandwich.

“That’s my father’s … one of my father’s friends.” I have managed to stay pleasantly hidden and anonymous during my studies so far. No one has known about my family wealth or the lingerie-modeling woman who crashed my parents’ marriage.

And now, everyone is staring at me.

“Aly, can we talk?” Elena’s voice is soft but impatient.

I take a deep breath before looking up at her with a smile. “Of course.”

Elena smiles at me. A warm, relieved smile that causes a pleasant warmth to spread from my chest to my loins. She glances at the people around us. “Maybe we should take a walk.”

People are still ogling Elena as we walk, and I cannot blame them. She has always been stunningly beautiful, but today she looks especially gorgeous. A pair of designer jeans hug her long, lean legs, and her tight, white top accentuates her large breasts and slim waist. She has tied her long, dark hair back in a ponytail.

I swallow, unable to stop staring at her. I cannot help but wonder if she still models. I have seen pictures of her, draped in lacy lingerie or wearing nothing but panties. The pictures were tasteful, sensual, artistic, and they have fueled countless of my fantasies. My cheeks heat up, and I look away.

“You haven’t returned my calls, Aly,” Elena says.

“It’s ... complicated.” I rub my arm nervously, unable to shake the thought that I am going to get a talking-to from a woman not much older than me.

Elena nods and does not say anything for a while. We walk through the campus, enjoying the amazing summer weather, but I am unable to relax in her company. She opens her mouth a few times to speak, but it seems that she decides against it until we near the parking lots. I can see her Bentley parked nearby.

“Look ... I ...” Elena rubs her neck. “Fuck, I’m usually better with words.” She takes both my hands, and I freeze. “I don’t know how to say this, obviously ... I ... want us to have a relationship. Any relationship. I approached you at the funeral because I … couldn’t help it.” She rubs my hands gently. “I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you, Aly, not since the funeral. It’s in a way that I don’t ... understand.”

What is she saying?

“Maybe I need to figure that out,” she says and lets go of my hands, which suddenly feel colder. “I want you to come to dinner at my place tomorrow night. I think we just need to ... talk.”

I am unable to refuse her. I am not sure I want to. “Dinner sounds nice.”

It feels odd to sit in the subway heading to Elena’s new house. I find myself feeling bad for Trevor, my father’s limo driver, wondering if I should be using him for transport to keep him employed. The guilt snowballs into thinking about every member of the staff at the mansion, and I eventually have to shut down the self-inflicted guilt trip to keep myself from having a nervous breakdown between two stops.

I stand outside her door for what feels like ages. I have no idea what to expect when I enter, and I suddenly feel very self-aware. The red dress I am wearing feels a little too short, a little too revealing, and knowing that I am about to be alone with the most attractive woman I have ever met makes me feel like an awkward, clumsy oaf. I take a deep breath and press the doorbell. I hear her steps on the other side, and my mouth goes dry in anticipation.

“You look beautiful, Allison,” Elena says and gives me a quick hug after opening the door. “Red suits you. Come in.”

“Thanks.” I am barely able to utter that single word as I follow her into the house. Her perfume is as alluring as usual, and her jeans-clad butt is mesmerizing. I am overdressed, yet she comes off more elegant than me with her low-cut crop top; not many women her age would dream of wearing something like that, but she can pull it off.

“I’m glad you came.” Elena smiles, and her dark, brown eyes seem to pierce my very soul. She lets her hand gently brush against mine, and at that moment, I am willing to give her all of my father’s money just to have her hug me again. “Come, dinner is ready. I’m not going to pretend I made it myself, but I did bother taking it out of the take-out containers at least.”

I laugh, but it comes off a bit too enthusiastic. Elena just smiles. We eat, and I manage to keep a casual conversation going about my studies. We sit across from each other at a narrow table, and our legs occasionally touch.

“Are you attracted to me, Aly?” Elena says after we have finished eating.

The question hits me out of nowhere. My body feels like it just turned into an active furnace, sweat pouring from every part of it. “What? I ... what? Why would you ask that?”

Elena is remarkably calm and rests her elbows on the table, tempting me with those remarkable breasts. She smiles, and I know I have given her the answer without saying anything.

“I’m sorry if I’m making you uncomfortable,” she says and takes my hands across the table, sending shivers through me. “When I saw you at the funeral, it ... hit me. I don’t know how to explain it.” She looks down at our hands, seemingly mesmerized by them. “You’re so young and pretty, Aly. I want to ... do things to you. With you. But I get the sense that you’re like me. I sense a ... darkness.” Her smile takes on a more sensual edge. “So answer me ... do you find me attractive?”

“Y... yes. I do.” The words are clumsy and seem to stumble out of my mouth.

“Do you think you deserve to be with a woman like me?” Her voice darkens but only serves to fan the flames inside me.

I shake my head. It is as if her holding my hands makes me unable to lie, unable to avoid the unpleasant questions. “No, Elena ... I don’t ...”

“Do you want to be with me?”

The question hangs in the air between us. There are no excuses to hide behind, no reason to deflect or ignore the issue any longer. I close my eyes, unable to meet hers. I can feel the tears pressing against the inside of my eyelids. “I ... yes, I do. So badly.”

“Look at me, Allison.”

I open my eyes and look at Elena. She looks like the most beautiful, seductive angel.

“I can give you that,” she says. “But ... you need to give something in return. You’ll need to give yourself to me. Body and mind, Allison.” She squeezes my hands. “If you can do that ... I can show you pleasures you’ve never imagined.”

A thousand thoughts race through my head, a thousand fears. My heart pounds so loudly that I can hear nothing else for a moment. It is as if my mind is about to implode, unable to process everything at once, but my body is already reacting to Elena, my pussy dripping wet. She leans over the table and kisses me, her soft lips meeting mine, and I gasp. It is a chaste kiss, a kiss meant to test, to see how far I am willing to take it.

And I want more. So much more.

We break the kiss, and Elena smiles, looking at me with eyes that seem to be on fire. There is an edge to her beauty now, an edge that promises so much more. I cannot stop the single tear that runs down my cheek.

Elena brushes the tear away. “Go upstairs, Allison. Leave your clothes in the hallway, fold them neatly. Enter the bedroom at the end of the hallway. Kneel on the carpet facing the bed, and put your hands behind your back. Wait for me.” She smiles. “Can you do that for me, pet?”

The question is so overwhelming that I cannot speak. I simply nod, unable to stop looking into Elena’s eyes.

She kisses me on the cheek and stands. “Off you go, then. I’ll finish up here, then I’ll be up.” She grabs the plates and moves them to the dishwasher. I stand, unable to stop staring at her. I must have been standing there for a while because she eventually looks over her shoulder. “Go. Don’t make me repeat myself, Allison.”

The authority in her voice makes my knees weak, and I move toward the stairs on wobbly legs.

I undress as ordered, feeling vulnerable, excited, and scared. I cannot believe that this is happening to me, that this is what I have secretly desired for so long. It seems too unreal, too good to be true.

I kneel as ordered. My mind races with images and fantasies as I place my hands behind my back. I hear her footsteps on the stairs, and my breathing quickens as she gets closer.

She is behind me. I can feel her soft ponytail on my shoulder when she leans down and grabs hold of one of my wrists. Something cold touches it, followed by a loud, metallic sound.

Elena is handcuffing me.

I take a shuddering breath, unable to believe what is happening. This is the kind of thing I fantasize about, not the kind of thing that happens in real life. My body is already reacting to the treatment though, my pussy wet and needy. The other wrist receives the same treatment, and Elena’s fingers caress my skin for a moment before she stands up.

She appears in front of me. “I’m not going to take my clothes off,” she says with a smile. “Today … all you get is one foot.” She kicks off one one of her heels and pulls a chair over to sit on. She stretches the perfectly pedicured foot out in front of my face. “Worship it.”

One foot. She made me kneel naked in her bedroom and handcuffed me just so I could worship one of her feet. I swallow, feeling like I am being humiliated. But I am also insanely aroused. Elena is not asking; she is telling me what to do.

I look up at her. She is sitting comfortably, her foot extended. Her face is a mixture of sensuality and cruelty. I know that if I disobey her, this will all end, and I cannot allow that to happen. I lean forward and kiss the top of her foot. I feel a bit disgusted with myself, and my cheeks heat up. The feeling is quickly replaced with pure arousal, my nipples growing hard and my pussy begging for attention. I kiss her foot again and let my tongue run up the side of it. It tastes clean, but with a hint of sweat, and I revel in the taste.

I try to move my hands, just to feel the handcuffs limiting me. The cold steel presses against my skin, making me feel owned. My tongue slides slowly up Elena’s foot, leaving a thin trail of saliva on her soft skin. She has crossed her arms under her breasts, making them stand out, tempting me. Her expression is unreadable, her eyes fixed on me.

My tongue slides in between her toes, and I can feel her tense slightly. A voice in the back of my mind tells me that I am pathetic, that I am so starved for Elena’s affection that I am willing to kneel handcuffed on her bedroom floor while I lick her foot.

“Stand up,” she says and gets up from the chair.

I have never been accused of being elegant, and getting to my feet while handcuffed does not play to my strengths. It further underlines the feeling of awkward clumsiness I always feel near Elena. We are not equals. Not even close.

“That was a decent start.” She kisses me. Once again, it is short and frustrating, teasing me rather than rewarding me. It feels like she is dangling a carrot two miles in front of me. But that changes when she grabs my hair and yanks my head back with one hand while the other slides gently up between my legs, caressing my labia.

I feel like I can explode at any moment. I whimper pitifully as I try to push against her fingers.

She smiles. She knows that she has absolute power over me in this moment. Her finger disappears from my pussy, leaving me feeling cold and desperate.

“Please, Elena ...” I have never begged for anything in my life. “Don’t ... stop ...”

She slaps me. Hard. The tips of her fingers are moist with the juices that reveal my obsession with her. My cheek burns, but any touch, any sign of attention is arousing to me.

“No. No more.” She unlocks my handcuffs and smiles at me. “If you want more, you earn it, understand?”

I nod and pout. “Yes, Elena.”

She slaps me again, causing me to cry out. “No. Call me ‘Mistress’. We’ll see if you can be a good enough slave to earn the right to call me by that name again.”

Slave. The word should terrify me, but instead, it causes butterflies to hatch in my stomach, elevating the experience. I realize that it is what I want. I want Elena, I want her love, her affection, but my fantasies were never about spooning in front of the television or walking hand-in-hand through the park.

“Next week, same time,” Elena says and hands me my clothes. “But next time, you undress when you step inside and assume the same position as before, do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.” I smile.

She leads me to the door. I wish there was more, but I understand what she is doing.

“Oh, and one last thing.” Elena lets her finger run down my arm. “You’re not allowed to touch yourself anymore. Ever.”

***

It turns out to be much harder for me than I had anticipated. Every waking moment of my life is about Elena now. I cannot focus on my studies, and I have never been so distracted in my life.

Elena is all I can think of. The handcuffs and the way they limited my movements. The taste of her foot. Her hand on my pussy. Her hand on my cheek. I cannot sleep without reliving those moments, and my body seems to burn with need every second of the day. It feels like I am sick, that some sort of fever is burning in my body, and I am desperate for release.

A release I hope she will grant me.

But she does not. Weeks pass. Every week, I show up at her place, and every week, I leave there unfulfilled. I always end up in her bedroom, always in handcuffs, and even though I get a bit closer to what I want every time, the pace is glacial. Yet it feeds the fantasies that have taken over my life.

I try to focus on the books, but my last visit to Elena’s house keeps replaying in my mind. She sat there, on the bed, for half an hour, topless. Smiling at me. Daring me to step out of line, daring me to beg her for more. I did not give in to the ravenous desires, and she promised me a reward. Soon.

I have not masturbated in a month. I check my phone every minute to see if she has written me, but there is nothing. My mind is frayed and unable to think of anything else but her breasts.

And the handcuffs. Why can I not stop thinking about being restrained? It has always been a kink of mine despite never trying it, but I never imagined it would feel this good.

A text. She texted me. My heart flutters and my hands shake as I pick it up.

‘Friday evening at seven. Cancel all other plans for the weekend. -E’

I could cry. A full weekend with Elena. My horny mind is filled with images of rampant sex, even if I should know better by now.

When Friday finally arrives, I arrive twenty minutes early just to sit in my car and stare at the house. It is a nice house, her photographer friend must be doing well, and I can see the shadow of my mistress through the blinds on the second floor. She is getting ready for something, from the looks of it; combing her hair, putting on makeup. I keep staring from her to the clock on my dashboard and back again as the minutes pass.

I ring the doorbell the moment the clock strikes seven. She opens the door and looks at me with the cold, confident smile that I have grown accustomed to. She is wearing a dark blue cocktail dress that accentuates the sensual curves of her body perfectly, and I ache to embrace her. But I have learned to never take the initiative with her.

“Welcome, my slave,” she says and kisses me softly. Elena is a master at the slow build, at giving me just a bit more every time, and the kiss is no different. It lingers for a second longer than last time. “Take your clothes off.”

It is routine by now. I even fold my clothes the same way every time. The handcuffs slide on as part of the ritual as well, but we are not heading for the bedroom upstairs this time. Instead, she leads me toward a door beneath the stairs.

The basement.

We have not been in the basement before, but my imagination is already racing as she leads me downstairs. My heart pounds and a familiar warmth spreads in my chest and between my legs. The basement is nothing out of the ordinary, most of it is dedicated to developing photos and storing lighting gear. Elena leads me to the back, to an empty room. The bare concrete walls are a stark contrast to the tasteful, modern interior upstairs, and I can feel an unpleasant lump form in my stomach. It does look like something from my darkest fantasies, as does the brutal-looking collar lying on the floor, attached to a thick chain that is bolted to the wall.

But Elena does not look like one who intends to stay in a place like this for long.

She locks the heavy, crude collar around my neck with a padlock. The feel of the unforgiving steel and its unpleasant weight fans the flames in my loins, and when Elena finds a large ballgag and pushes it into my mouth, the flames become an inferno. I feel so helpless and restricted, and she can tell.

“You want me bad, don’t you, my slave?” she asks in a deceptively saccharine voice. She caresses my cheek.

I cannot deny it.

“You must be horny, too? Do you want to come?”

I nod, pleading her with my eyes.

“We’ll have to see about it. Later. Much later.” She checks her watch. “I’ve got plans. There’s a camera in the ceiling, I’ll be keeping an eye on you.”

I bat my eyes and stare at her in disbelief. She cannot be serious. She is not leaving me here, like this, all night, is she?

Elena kisses my forehead. “I just need the final touch.” She dips into her purse and pulls out a black buttplug. “Bend over.”

I do not obey right away. I have never had anything in my ass before, and the plug looks unpleasantly big. But two slaps to my cheek in rapid succession make me do as I am told. I feel utterly humiliated as I stand there, in a dark basement, bent over with drool dripping from my gag as my stepmom inserts a large buttplug in my ass. I whimper and squirm as she inserts it, but her fingers hold it in place until it slips in with a loud, squelching sound.

“Good girl,” she purrs and pats my cheek. “I’ll be back tomorrow. If the plug is not there when I return, you’ll regret it.”

She turns and leaves, and I stand in stunned silence as the door closes. I have been left in complete darkness, alone, handcuffed, gagged, plugged, and locked in place. But Elena’s devilry is not fully revealed until the plug begins vibrating shortly after.

“MMMPH!” It is an odd sensation, but one I soon realize is turning me on as the waves of pleasure wash over me.

But it is not enough for me to come. It is a cruel torture, another way for Elena to establish her dominance, and it works. I could probably find a way to get myself off if I needed to, but knowing that she could be watching and that I would be going against her direct orders keeps me from even considering it.

Instead, I just lie down on the cold, concrete floor. Alone. Naked. Helpless. This is my fantasy, I think to myself and smile. I feel degraded, used, and abused, and it is perfect, but I am unable to find a comfortable position due to my hands being shackled behind my back and the collar weighing on my neck.

Time seems to stand still in the basement. There are no windows, just an old, naked lightbulb in the ceiling. When I hear the door open and close upstairs, I do not know how many hours it has been. I stare at the closed and locked door, hoping to see my mistress, even if just for a few seconds, but she does not come to visit me.

The only thing that happens is that the plug stops vibrating. It leaves me with an aching desire, an urge for something, anything. I feel so close to coming, yet I know I need more.

The whole weekend passes like this. Anticipation, then disappointment. Elena comes to see me a few times Saturday to allow me to relieve myself in a bucket and to feed me, but she does not allow me to speak. My arms are hurting from being stuck behind my back for this long, and the collar is scraping against my collarbone.

But something is different this time, I can tell. I am lying on the floor, struggling to get any sleep, when I feel the buttplug come to life inside me. Elena enters a moment later, a wicked smile on her beckoning lips. My first thought is that she is going to release me, but the whip in her hand changes my mind. It has mean-looking knots on the end of its many leather strands, and though I have fantasized about being whipped countless times, I am too tired, too exhausted.

“Get up,” she says. Her black pump stilettos are right in front of my face, and she is wearing a black leather skirt and white button-down shirt. She looks amazing. Her hair is loose, flowing over her shoulders. She looks at me like a goddess would look at a bug. The whip hangs in her hand, and she caresses the knotted leather with her manicured fingers. “We’re going to find out what you’re made of.”

It is difficult for me to get to my feet. My body feels sore, and I have to lean against the wall. Elena smiles at me and walks to stand behind me, and I flinch as I feel her hand on my lower back. She leans close, and her lips are next to my ear as her hand slides gently up to my restrained ones.

“Have you touched yourself?”

My cheeks heat up. “No, Mistress,” I say. My voice cracks, my mouth is dry after the long night. My body shivers. I have been waiting so long for her touch.

“Good,” she whispers in my ear and unshackles my arms. She presses me face-first against the wall. “Stay there,” she commands and walks back to face me. “I’ve been looking forward to this.”

The first lash is painful but not too bad. The second is worse. By the fifth, I am crying. By the fifteenth, I am sobbing uncontrollably, and by the twentieth, I am screaming.

But it is not just the pain that makes me cry. It is the humiliation, the cruelty. The fact that Elena is doing this to me and that I am letting her. I feel so helpless, so weak. So utterly at her mercy. And yet, I cannot help but feel aroused, unable to say no to her.

My ass and thighs are a mess of welts and bruises, and I can barely stand. But the pain and humiliation are not the only thing I am feeling. There is also the aching need between my legs, the wetness, the desire for her to take me, to make me hers. Elena looks at my tear-streaked face with a cold smirk as she walks up to me again.

“You did well, slave,” she says and wipes away a few of my tears with her finger. She licks them off and smiles. “Are you ready to get out of your little cell?”

I nod. “Mmmhmmm ...” My jaw is on fire, she has only removed the gag to allow me to eat. I feel disgusting and sweaty, unworthy to be in Elena’s company, and the humiliation only gets worse as she unlocks the collar from the wall and pulls at the chain.

“No, you don’t walk. You crawl.” She looks at me with cold, dark eyes. “You’re not worthy to walk next to your Mistress.”

I have to agree. I sink to my knees and follow her. My entire body aches, especially my asshole, but the pain in my ass is nothing compared to my desire to please Elena.

She takes me to the bedroom and orders me to crawl onto the bed before locking my collar chain to the headrest. She once again locks my hands behind my back and makes the pain in my jaw worse by exchanging the large ballgag for an even larger penis gag that presses on the back if my tongue and triggers my gag reflex. She pushes my head into the pillow.

“Tired. Submissive. But not yet broken, I think.”

I hear the zipper on her skirt being opened, then a sound I cannot place. The bed feels great under my exhausted body, but I am too focused on what Elena is doing behind me to enjoy it.

Something presses against my slit. Something big. The mere touch causes me to moan loudly and my body to shake. A strapon. Elena is going to fuck me with a giant strapon. My body shivers with anticipation, elated at finally having gotten to this point.

But the dildo disappears from my slit.

The buttplug is removed.

Fuck …

I scream into the large penis gag when Elena enters my sore asshole. Her strapon is significantly larger than the plug, and my tight hole can barely accommodate her. It hurts so badly, and I cannot even squirm; I am too tightly bound, too tightly shackled to the bed. But even through the pain, I can feel the pleasure building.

Her every thrust is slow, deep, and powerful. I can hear her grunting behind me, her hand grabbing hold of my chained collar. She fucks me savagely, mercilessly, and my screams turn into moans as I surrender to the pleasure.

And it feels so good. So very good. It hurts, but the pain just adds to the pleasure, and I can feel the orgasm building inside me. Elena thrusts harder, faster, and deeper, and I can feel her breath on my neck.

“If you want to come, you’ll have to do it now. This is your only chance. I’m pulling the dildo out in ten seconds.”

I panic as she starts counting down. Ten seconds? How am I supposed to come in ten seconds?

But the pleasure is already building, and my mind is racing. I can do this. I have to do this. I have to come before she takes the dildo out of me. I have to come, I have to come, I have to ...

“Ten,” she says. “That’s it. Too slow.” She yanks the fake cock out of my ass and laughs when I scream into the gag.

She leaves me on the bed, frustrated and angry, and I am unable to move, unable to even think of a way to get myself off.

Elena walks around the bed and sits next to me. She is smiling, looking very pleased with herself. She looks down at me and reaches out to stroke my cheek. “Poor little slave. So desperate.” She removes the gag. “Am I being too cruel?”

“No, Mistress.” I will say anything for her to keep stroking my cheek.

“We’re done for now.” She unlocks my restraints, and though I should feel relief, knowing that I have to leave unfulfilled tears at me. I stare at the dildo still strapped to her, longing to have it inside me, but no part of me wants to protest.

“I expect you to spend all your weekends here from now on,” Elena says as she watches me get off the bed. “No exceptions.”

I am not a woman with many plans, but it is still a huge ask, and the thought of spending every weekend collared in her basement gives me chills. Both good and bad.

“And I don’t trust you to not touch yourself in between,” she says in a stern voice. She walks into an adjacent room and returns a moment later with something that looks like it came from a sci-fi movie. A shiny steel chastity belt with matching steel bra and even thigh cuffs.

I whimper as she locks the cold steel onto my body.

“There,” she says, smiling. “Now I know that your pleasure belongs to me.” She leans in, and for the first time, the kiss is brimming with passion and lust as her tongue intertwines with mine. I should be excited, but the cruelty of this kiss is not lost on me - it is another dangling carrot, another promise of what I can hope to achieve, made to turn me on even further now that I am unable to find any release from the torrents of lust within me.

The following weeks are like torture. I am deprived of pleasure throughout the week, and Elena spends the weekends keeping me even more on edge. It always ends in her fucking my ass with the giant strapon, but she always manages to start the countdown a little too early, never allowing me to come. The edging toys with my mind and deepens my obsession with Elena, my addiction to her. She literally holds the keys to my pleasure and arousal, and all I want it to please her, to serve her in the hopes that she will grant me the orgasm that keeps eluding me.

I am beginning to enjoy being whipped, though. The punishments get more and more severe, but there is a lot of pleasure to be found in pain. It is also one of the few times where I feel like I have Elena’s full attention.

If I keep obeying. If I keep enduring, she will see me. She will reward me. The words keep replaying in my mind as I sit in a cramped cage in Elena’s basement. The cage is one of the many new toys she has purchased since we started this odd relationship, and I am not sure how I feel about it. I am still cuffed and collared, but the cage prevents me from lying down, and I cannot even stand up. My juices seep out from my chastity belt, spurred on by the massive dildo in my pussy that I cannot take out. It vibrates at such a low pace that it only serves to frustrate me.

I hear footsteps upstairs. Heavy footsteps. Elena has guests?

The door to the basement opens. I see Elena, clad in a black leather outfit, gorgeous as always. She smiles at me as she approaches the cage.

“You’ve been so patient, my slave,” she says and unlocks the cage door. “I have a present for you.”

“Mmmmh?” I have no idea what to expect, I am just happy to be let out of the cramped cage.

Elena unlocks the crude steel collar that she makes me wear every time I stay at her place. The collar’s weight and rough edges leave nasty bruises, and because of the marks and the chastity bra and belt she makes me wear during the week, I have not been able to wear normal clothes for what feels like ages. Elena also removes the handcuffs.

“You need something more elegant for what awaits you,” she says and takes my hand. Our fingers intertwine, and for a brief moment, I just feel bliss. She leads me toward a table in the basement where a set of stainless steel shackles for wrist and ankles as well as a matching collar awaits me. They look heavy, but the edges are rounded, and they feel far more comfortable than the cuffs and collar I am used to when she locks them onto me.

“My beautiful slave,” she says and kisses me on the cheek before connecting the wrist restraints with a short chain and attaching a leash to the collar. “Come. The present is waiting upstairs.”

While I do not expect a candlelit dinner and a romantic movie, I am not prepared to see three muscular, handsome men standing in the large living room. They are all naked. I take a step backward in shock, but Elena has a firm grip on my leash and pulls me into the middle of the room.

Elena removes the gag I have worn for a full day now and smiles at me. “I want to watch you be gang-banged by these three men. Now. Is that a problem?”

“I ...” I stop to consider the proposition for a bit. The three men are very attractive, and I do enjoy the way they seem to lust after my naked body. Elena has still not allowed me to come, and at that moment, she removes the chastity belt and the massive dildo attached to it, leaving a cold emptiness inside me.

An emptiness I am eager to fill.

“No, Mistress,” I say with a smile. “Will you ... be joining us?”

Elena shakes her head. “No. I’m the audience.” She turns toward the men. “Do with her as you wish. No limits - except one.” She smiles. “The slave is not allowed to come.”

The words sting, but Elena is right. My body is hers. She can do as she pleases with it. And the prospect of being dominated by three strong, handsome men does excite me. I just wish it could be Elena who fucks me. But I am not allowed to complain.

Elena walks to the couch and sits down, crossing her legs and watching us with a keen eye.

“Get on your hands and knees, slut,” the man closest to me says, his voice gruff and deep. He is tall, blond, and his cock is semi-erect. I can tell that he likes what he sees. The other two men move in to stand next to him, and I can feel the anticipation in the room.

I obey the order, my heart pounding in my chest. I have fantasized about being dominated by a group of men many times, and the fantasy is about to become real.

The first man grabs a handful of my hair and pulls my head up. He holds his cock in his hand and rubs the tip against my lips. “Open your mouth,” he says. I open my mouth, and the cock slides into my mouth, filling it completely. He starts fucking my mouth, hard, fast, and deep.

I gag as the cock hits the back of my throat, and I can taste the salty precum on the tip. The man groans and grabs my hair harder, his hips slamming against my face. The second man moves behind me and pushes his cock into my pussy without warning. The sudden intrusion is overwhelming, and I cry out in pain, but the man does not stop. He thrusts his cock into me again and again, hard and deep, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through my body.

The third man moves in front of me and grabs the chain connecting my wrists. He pulls it up, forcing me to arch my back, and shoves his cock into my mouth next to the other man’s drool-drenched, rock-hard unit. I struggle to take both of them at once, my jaw aching, but they are relentless, forcing their cocks into my mouth. I gag and drool as they fuck my mouth, each of them grunting with pleasure.

I look to Elena. I want her to be pleased. I want her to be proud of me. But I have a hard time translating the look in her eyes as she stares at me.

The men are unrelenting, their cocks slamming into me from both ends. The pain is intense, but so is the pleasure. I can feel my body responding to the rough treatment, my pussy getting wetter, my nipples hardening. The man in front of me slaps my cheek, leaving a stinging sensation that makes me gasp.

The man behind me pulls out of my pussy and slaps my ass, hard. The pain is sharp, and I cry out in pain, but it turns into a moan of pleasure as the man slaps me again and again. The man in front of me slaps my cheek again, and I can feel my body starting to shake, overwhelmed by the pain and pleasure.

I close my eyes and surrender to the sensations, letting the men use me as they please. They fuck my mouth, my pussy, and my ass with no regard for my pleasure, and yet, I find myself getting closer and closer to orgasm, my body responding to the rough treatment. I hope they get so absorbed by the experience that they forget what Elena told them, that one of them will fuck me long enough for me to come.

But I have no such luck. Instead, they take turns coming on my face, and I have to take it. I try to catch some in my mouth, but I cannot prevent myself from being covered in the cum. When the last man finally lets go of my collar after emptying himself on me, I collapse to the floor in a fetal position. I lie there for a bit, whimpering with both pain and frustration. My ass and pussy are both burning, my throat is sore, but most of all, I just want to come.

Elena escorts the men to the door before returning. She looks down at me with an expression of both joy and disgust. “You’re a mess, slave,” she says. Her fingers caress my chin. “But I enjoyed watching you be a slut. You did well.” She smiles and helps me to my feet. “Do you belong to me, Aly?”

I cough and nod. I feel gross next to her radiant beauty, but I have never wanted her more. “Yes, Mistress. I do.”

“Do you love me?”

“I do.” The words come without hesitation.

She smiles. There is affection there, I think, but also something more I cannot place. “You sleep with me tonight.”

“What? Truly?”

She does not answer. Instead, she takes my hand and leads me to the bedroom and into the bathroom next to it. I am speechless as Elena washes the cum off my body with a cloth before taking me back into the bedroom where she gently helps me onto the bed. I am still shackled, but I do not care. I would not even know what to do with myself around Elena if I was not restrained at this point. She undresses, and for the first time, I get to see Elena naked in all her glory.

And it is glorious. Her breasts are perfect, her legs shapely, and her pussy shaved. I cannot stop staring, and she is fully aware that she has me under her spell. She climbs onto the bed and kisses me, her lips soft and warm against mine. Her tongue darts into my mouth, and I moan as I feel her fingers trace my breasts and down my stomach. Every feathery touch is electric, and my body swells with lust and joy.

“You belong to me,” she whispers. “You’re mine, Aly.”

“Yes, Mistress.” My mind is hazy, struggling to fathom that I am finally getting all I ever wanted.

“I want you to be my slave forever, Aly,” she says, kissing my neck.

“I want that too.”

She moves back, sitting astride me. “I want to make it formal.” She smiles. It is a giddy smile that suits her, a smile of glee. “I have found a contract online. A slave contract. Will you sign it? To make you mine?” Her fingers slide inside me. They meet no resistance, I am too wet.

“Y... yes,” I mutter, unable to focus.

“It’s right there on the nightstand. Sign it.”

My vision is blurry from pure lust. I only see a few headlines on the thick contract, something about control. I see no harm in it. I am hers, her slave, the contract will not change anything. I sign it, and the moment I do, Elena’s fingers begin moving faster.

She leans in over me, her breasts pressing against mine. “You may come.”

The words are magic. Her palm rests against my clit, and it does not take long for her to send me over the edge. I scream, my whole body shaking, as the orgasm washes over me. I am unable to breathe, unable to think, and I am left a whimpering mess when I finally come to. All I see is Elena smiling while she removes my restraints and lies down next to me, spooning my quivering, naked body.

This is heaven, I think to myself as I lie next to the perfect woman. I want to enjoy the moment, but I am too tired; my body has spent the last few scraps of energy on the orgasm. I soon drift into a heavy, dreamless sleep.

I can tell something is off the moment I wake up. At first, I think it is simply because it is the first time in over a month that I have woken up without restraints or some form of chastity, but it is something more.

“Get up.”

I open my eyes and see Elena standing at the foot of the bed. She is fully dressed, wearing a black shirt and jeans. Her eyes are cold, and a foreboding smile is nestled on her lips. I stagger out of bed, hugging myself to shield myself from the chilly morning air coming in through a half-open window.

“Good morn -” I begin, but something in her eyes shuts me up.

“Kneel.”

Sure, why not? I kneel in front of Elena. This is not what I had hoped the morning after would be like, but I guess it is nothing out of the ordinary at this point. I do not protest as she handcuffs me behind my back, or when she presses the large penis gag into my mouth. I am her property after all, and there is not much of the old Allison left.

“Move. Downstairs. Now.”

A knot forms in my stomach, and it grows as I descend the stairs. I can hear voices downstairs, and when we reach the living room, two men are waiting.

What, again?

The two men are standing next to a large crate. Their faces betray no emotion.

“Is this the one?” one of them says and points at me.

Elena nods. “She should fetch you a good price at the auction.”

“Mmmmph?” I stare at Elena as the knot in my stomach dissolves into pure terror. I am suddenly intensely aware of the cuffs holding me, and the crushing feeling of betrayal breaks me. The two men open the crate and grab hold of me, pushing me inside before they use straps and chains to lock me to the wooden walls. Tears stream from my eyes as I look at Elena, hoping it is just a cruel joke.

But this is not the Elena I slept with last night.

“Are you sure you don’t want a cut of the sale?” one man asks while he locks my collar to the side of the box, making me unable to move at all.

Elena shrugs and smiles at me. “This one signed over her entire fortune to me last night. I don’t need the money, I just need you to make sure she disappears.”

The contract. “MMMMH!”

Elena leans in and kisses me on top of the gag. “Your crush on me was obvious the first time I met you. I knew then that when your old man died, I could get all I ever wanted. All it took was a little … persuasion.”

The tears will not stop coming. The betrayal stings even more knowing that I would have given most of the money to Elena had she just asked. But she wants all of it. And she wants me gone.

“Mr. Gregory will receive an email from you in the morning where you explain everything. Your decision to hand over control of the company and the money to me, your decision to travel the world for years ‘off the grid’, everything.” She slides two fingers inside my pussy, and I scream in frustration; both from the betrayal, but also the fact that all of this is ...

... turning me on.

What the fuck has she done to me? Part of me, a small part at the moment, is somewhat thrilled to be sold off as a slave. I thought it was all about Elena, that I did it all because I wanted her, but even now, I do not want to return to being the old Allison. She is dead. Gone. Aly the Slave, the object, the pet is all that remains.

“Goodbye, Aly,” Elena says and takes a step back, allowing the men to close the box and leave me in darkness apart from the small rays of light peeking through the air holes at the top.

I scream. I scream as loud as the gag will allow.

TO BE CONTINUED?
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Descent into Slavery

A shy young girl is introduced to a world of pain, submission, and unbelievable pleasure by an older, dominant woman – and loves every second of it. A series of 9 stories.

The Master’s Prisoner Slaves

When Abby is sent to prison to serve her unjust sentence, she has no idea that the prison hides countless secrets. A series of 8 stories.

His Slave for the Summer

Sasha was just looking for a little fun over the summer break from college. Now, she is shackled and gagged in a cabin with two young men.

There are a lot more stories to be found here
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Thank you for reading. I hope you will follow the links above to read some of my other stories – most are BDSM-themed. If you want to know about new releases, follow me on Twitter or Instagram. Check out my Patreon if you like handcuffs, shackles, and/or wristwatches(!). I also offer custom short stories on Fiverr.

Love, Jessica
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