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CONTENT WARNING

This story contains graphic descriptions of sexual activities. This story is not suitable for those under the age of 18 years old.

All characters portrayed in this work are over 18 years old.

All descriptions of sexual activities are between consenting adults.
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LAUREN’S PHONE RATTLED loudly across the edge of her desk onto the floor earning her a glance from a few of her coworkers. She rolled her eyes as she bent down to pick up the phone. None of her law school friends had been as uptight as the self-important legal team at this company. Although her blond hair cascaded across her face blocking most of her sight as she leaned forward to grab the phone, the name of the sender of the text message jumped out at her. Quickly grabbing the phone, she shot upright in her chair flinging her hair back over her shoulder. She made sure her navy blue pencil dress was not creased and used the motion to disguise a glance around her to make sure no one had a vantage to read her phone over her shoulder. Lauren really needed to change the settings on her phone for moments like this. Her best friend, Diana, was in a mood and those moods usually resulted in reckless and indiscreet text messages.

Fuck. The project coordinator decided to personally ruin my Friday by neglecting to mention that the fucking CEO was waiting to review our team’s estimate before submitting it tonight.

Well, that was not as bad as she had expected when she had seen Diana’s name and the text starting with “fuck”. Lauren did not fully understand all the nuances of Diana’s job, but if her dad, the CEO of the company, was waiting to review something her team was working on then Diana was likely to—

Any plans tonight? Being able to look forward to turning your ass a nice shade of red will make this day a little more bearable.

Heat rushed across Lauren’s face. And there it was. She sighed and shook her head slightly letting some of her hair fall forward to hide her face in case her cheeks were as red as they felt. Diana wanted to play tonight.

Unfortunately, Xavier had already been dropping hints at getting drinks tonight. While he was not the steadiest hookup, Lauren could usually count on the sex being good. Usually. She looked down at her phone and considered where the setting was that would hide the text previews. Giving up, she flung the phone back onto her desk and slumped back in her chair. She was now faced with a choice.

Xavier was a relatively safe option on one hand, but on the other hand if she was after a brutal and long fucking that would leave her practically begging for it to end then Diana was the obvious choice. All she had to do to get that treatment from Diana was submit and give up all control. The phone rattled on the desk again interrupting her thoughts, and Lauren lunged for it as Diana’s name and portrait popped up.

If only I knew I had something to look forward to. Instead, poor me is just staring at spreadsheets coming up with more and more imaginative ways to vent my frustrations out on you.

Lauren scoffed. As if Diana would stop coming up with ways to torment her if she agreed to spend the night in her friend’s care. She loved Diana dearly, but her friend had a bit of a dark side to her. It was not just that Diana loved to tie, tease, and torment people in the bedroom. And the living room. And sometimes the kitchen. No, her friend was just a bit closed off to romantic entanglements. This was not the first time Lauren mused on the idea of finding a sweet steady boyfriend for Diana. Someone that would show Diana that she was worth loving even without the money or social status. Lauren scoffed again. Diana would eat that poor imaginary boy up. That is if Lauren did not snatch him up first and keep him all to herself. Until then though, Lauren was more than happy to occasionally indulge her friend’s darker desires.

The last time Diana had been in one of her moods had been because she had needed to pull an all-nighter to finish up some work. On that occasion, Lauren had found herself wrapped up in so much rope that the only thing she could move were her fingers and toes. Diana had then spent what felt like the next several hours exploring her body with a vibrator and a flogger, mixing pain and pleasure but keeping Lauren from that release that she had so badly wanted. Together they had explored how much punishment and denial Lauren could take before she started begging to be allowed to come. After that, she had spent what felt like another few hours in orgasmic bliss as her friend wretched orgasm after orgasm after orgasm out of her.

Lauren wondered what tonight might bring if she chose to give herself over to Diana. She shifted in her seat suddenly acutely aware that she was both still at work and wearing a knee-length pencil dress and could not afford to get too aroused. She hated to admit it, partly because she did not particularly love hanging out with Xavier, but she was looking forward to a good lay in the way that she could not really satisfy herself. Typically, to Lauren’s delight, Diana did not let Lauren direct things once they got started. That being said, Lauren had come up with a few ways over the years to egg Diana on to get what she wanted. She picked up her phone and bit her lip.

I am not sure, Xavier had kind of promised to sweep me off my feet tonight. Something about a fancy dinner and flowers. You know just a generally amazing, romantic type of evening.

Lauren smiled to herself. The most romantic thing she could have hoped for from Xavier tonight would be that he would pick up the bar tab. And Diana knew that.

Ugh. Xavier. You are getting your fancy dinner and flowers tonight. And then afterwards we probably need to talk about your little problem.

Lauren’s brow furrowed. What was Diana talking about? Lauren’s own lack of a steady boyfriend and her slightly self-destructive tendencies of hooking up with whoever met the minimum qualifications for manners and discretion? She was so not in the mood to delve into that topic tonight.

Problem?

Yes, your little problem with fibs and stretching the truth. Now be a good girl, tell Xavier you had something come up, and tell me where you want to go to dinner.

Lauren felt her face flush again. Yup, this was an easy choice. She sent a quick message to Xavier and rolled her eyes at the frowny face response he sent back. She tapped back to her chat with Diana and paused to consider her response. Now that Diana had likely ruined Lauren’s ability to focus for the rest of the day, it was Lauren’s turn to try to return the favor.

I am a sweet cultured woman who would never dare to dream of fibbing or lying. And I doubt there is anything you could do to me to make me admit otherwise.

Diana’s response had Lauren clenching her legs together and shifting in her seat.

I sincerely doubt you believe either of those things are true. But I will take you up on your challenge all the same.

Well today just got more interesting. This morning all she had hoped for this evening was a drink or two followed by a quick fuck. She would have probably been home before midnight. Now, she was looking forward to spending the evening tied, helpless, and in orgasmic bliss. She picked up her phone and sent one last message before gathering up her notes to head to her next meeting.

I want to go to that French restaurant by Central Park.
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DIANA HAD NOT texted Lauren since their conversation that morning to share any details of their dinner date, but Lauren knew from experience playing these games with Diana that Diana would take care of all the details. She was not surprised to find a package waiting for her in the lobby of her apartment. When she opened it upstairs, she found only a handwritten note and a wireless vibrator. Her heart quickened as she read the note.

No coming.

There was no remote for the vibrator, and Lauren knew that that was likely because Diana had it. Despite the lack of any direct teasing, Lauren felt Diana’s control begin to coil around her. If she was going to be on time to dinner, she did not have a lot of time to get ready. After a quick shower Lauren went to insert the vibrator and found that it slid home easily. She could not believe that she was so turned on already. She rolled her hips and felt the vibrator shift, providing only enough stimulation to tease and further arouse her.

Her phone dinged, drawing her attention away from the pleasant sensations, to let her know that a car was on its way to pick her up. Lauren selected a matching set of lacy black lingerie, slipped into a curve-hugging red dress, and padded to her shoe rack to pick a pair of complimentary heels.

Ten minutes later the town car pulled up to the curb. Smiling to the doorman, Lauren started to head out into the light evening drizzle before the driver of the car rushed over with an umbrella to escort her to the car. Whenever they went out together, Diana and Lauren usually took taxis. Sending a town car for Lauren was just Diana’s little reminder of how much she cared for her friend. And of how much money she had.

The car seemed to glide through the busy streets. As they passed Central Park, the tension started building in Lauren. Diana’s lack of messages that day was likely because she was not in a “hang out eating ice cream watching reality TV” mood. The thought of what that meant for Lauren was starting to consume her. Before she knew it, her reverie was broken by the driver politely holding the door open for her in front of the restaurant. The driver’s professional demeanor slipped just a bit as his eyebrows scrunched imperceptibly. She must have looked a little shaken. Time to face the music.

The rain had slowed to be almost nonexistent so Lauren refused the drivers offer of the umbrella. Ten steps later and the valet for the restaurant was holding the door to the restaurant open for her. From apartment to dinner and never having to open her own door. Nice. If only these men knew what she had stuffed in her pussy and how she was going to spend her night. She suppressed a smile as the host greeted her and without asking for a reservation immediately began escorting her towards the back of the restaurant. Lauren’s pulse quickened. Fancy dinner indeed. She could have been two drinks in, considering if she needed a third, while listening to Xavier drone on about his latest clients. Instead, she was being whisked around town. They were being polite and they all assumed Lauren was going where she wanted to be going. But that did not stop the thought that crept into Lauren’s mind that she was being treated a bit like she belonged to Diana. That all these men were escorting her back to her owner. Diana had probably done this intentionally.

The host stepped aside and finally the table came into view, along with the ginger-haired woman sitting at it. Her best friend. Diana. For a brief moment, Lauren saw the knowing smirk on Diana’s lips before they stretched into the wide toothy smile of her goofy best friend. That smirk of Diana’s was seared into her memory. She had seen it so many times before, usually just before her mind danced into an endless void of pleasure and pain. The memories that washed over her heated her core as Diana looked her over as if she was indeed assessing something that belonged to her.
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LAUREN TOOK A deep breath and strode over to her friend as Diana stood up to give her a hug. Diana was wearing a forest green dress that brought out the green in her eyes.

“I hope the rest of your day was not too bad,” Lauren said as they broke the hug to sit down.

“It actually was not too bad,” Diana’s lips twitched, “especially after our little conversation. I’ve been looking forward to this all day.” Diana portrayed such ease in opposition to the anticipation and exciting coursing through Lauren.

The vibrator inside Lauren’s pussy suddenly came to life accompanied by a small wink from Diana. Pretending like they were just two friends out for a nice meal on a Friday night was part of the game, but the threat of someone discovering something kinkier was going on only served to increase Lauren’s arousal. Breath in, breathe out.

“I am glad that you convinced me to change plans,” Lauren said as the waiter strode over. As if Lauren could focus on choosing something to eat, much less eat it, right now. Diana was already a step ahead, though.

“My friend and I will be having the tasting menu with sparkling water,” Diana said before the waiter could get a word in.

Lauren literally felt her arousal between her legs at having Diana order for her like that, without bothering to ask her opinion on the matter. Diana was setting the tone for the rest of the night and sending a message to Lauren.

Tonight, you are mine to play with, your body is my toy. Tonight, your only purpose is to bring me pleasure, and you don’t get a say in it.

Lauren’s heartbeat pounded in her ears as excitement and arousal flooded her at the promise of what the evening entailed. A small part of her mind whispered that it was wrong to enjoy being reduced to an object for someone else’s enjoyment, but Lauren could not wait until she could finally drop the pretense of normality and fully succumb to the arousal that Diana was stoking in her. And dinner had not even properly started. Her lacy thong was going to be soaked by the time they got to Diana’s penthouse.

Dinner seemed to crawl by. The vibrator in her pussy never turned off, but it did occasionally cycle through different vibration patterns. They both knew that at this low setting, Lauren was very unlikely to come. While the food was good, Lauren was too preoccupied with the sensations in her pussy and the thrill of wondering if anyone could hear the low drone inside of her to pay much attention what she was eating. Lauren was definitely going to need to return at some point so that she could actually remember a meal from this place.

She at least noted that the portions were small, and the sparkling water did not do much to enhance any of the food. It was most likely part of Diana’s plan to make sure she was fed and clear headed for what would follow. To make sure she was strong enough to take and fully experience everything that Diana was going to do to her body. Lauren’s thoughts were only serving to excite her further.

Diana and Lauren chatted about mostly mundane topics. They caught each other up on their week and discussed the recent episode of the show they watched. To anyone who might have been watching them, they were just two friends sharing a nice dinner. The feeling inside of Lauren that she was being toyed with continued to grow, however.

Nine agonizingly slow, and small, courses later Lauren started out of the fog of her arousal to realize that dinner was done and Diana was saying something to her. How long had she been zoned out, focused on stopping herself from rolling her hips in an attempt to increase her stimulation?

“You okay there, love?”

Yes. Oh god yes. The vibrator had worked Lauren into a frenzy and she finally felt that she was nearing the edge. Lauren took a sip of water to buy her some time to make sure her voice was level before answering.

“I’m doing great. Just a bit… distracted is all.”

Diana responded with that knowing smirk, “Do you want to head back to my place, or do you want to call it a night?”

Lauren narrowed her eyes at her friend. “I want to head back to your place.” As if Lauren would be able to satisfy the hunger in her now without Diana’s help.
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DIANA FINISHED PAYING the bill and fixed Lauren with a smirk that sent a shiver of excitement down her spine. And just like that her friend was gone and her occasional-mistress was with her. The teasing vibrator inside of her likewise went from a sexy, fun distraction to a molten weight that was setting her on fire.

“It’s time for us to head out.” It was not a question, but Lauren’s whole body seemed to come alive in response to the promise in Diana’s words. Yes, it was time to head out. Frankly, Lauren had been ready “to head out” since this morning. Her throat felt tight so she just nodded meekly and got up to walk with Diana to the car.

“So has the evening been romantic enough for you so far?” Diana asked as they slid into the backseat of the car being held open by the driver. Diana’s smug, self-satisfied expression told Lauren that Diana knew the answer already. Lauren had to swallow and concentrate on keeping her response even.

“Tonight, has been amazing so far, Diana. I mean that. Sometimes I feel like you do too much for me.”

The rain had increased to a steady drum on the car as it cruised through the night. Despite the extra noise, Lauren still jerked and had to clamp her thighs together as the vibrator suddenly jumped into high gear. The hum was quiet, but absolutely noticeable if you were listening for it. Lauren’s cheeks burned at the idea that the driver could hear the incessant droning now. The fear of being heard, wondering if he was hearing it and just ignoring it, mixed with her arousal threatening to send her over the edge. Oh fuck, what if she came in the car? Lauren closed her eyes as she focused on calming her breathing.

“You are more than worth it. And you more than deserve it too. Xavier? Really?”

Memories of Xavier taking her from behind while she was bent over his bed flashed through her mind. Lauren suppressed a moan and looked sidelong at her friend through narrowed eyes. She did not need any extra teasing if she was going to keep it together long enough to get to Diana’s apartment. And Diana fucking knew it, if that shit-eating grin was anything to go by. Lauren took a few deep breaths as she road an edge before calming down enough to respond. “He has his moments.”

“Well, I know that I’d be happier if you found someone who would treat you better.” Diana turned to look out the window.

“You first.” Any punch or sarcasm in Lauren’s retort was swallowed as another edge crept up on her.

When Diana turned back to look at Lauren, it was the mistress who looked back at her. The unspoken threats and promises in that smirk nearly pushed Lauren over the edge she was riding. “Well until we both have boyfriends to take care of us, we will just have to take care of each other.”

All their little games aside, there was real love in those words. That love and the promise of those words just served to heat Lauren even further as she imagined all the things they had done together. The orgasmic highs that Lauren had only experienced in Diana’s control. Lauren was ready to take whatever Diana wanted to throw at her tonight. She needed whatever Diana wanted to throw at her. There was an almost predatory look in Diana’s expression when they locked eyes that Lauren was sure Diana was able to read the thoughts in Lauren’s face.

The car rolled to a smooth stop, sending Lauren’s heart into overdrive. The damned vibrator would not stop the incessant teasing and now that they had arrived at Diana’s building she was truly on the precipice of giving herself over to Diana. The driver got out of the car to walk around to Lauren’s side. Before he reached the door, the vibrator suddenly shut off.

Diana had slid over to Lauren and whispered in her ear, “No coming until I give you permission, understood?” Diana’s hand slid up Lauren’s inner thigh until it reached her drenched thong. “Oh, this is going to be a very fun evening.”

Lauren let out a small moan and nodded. The driver opened the door and the waiting doorman offered an umbrella to protect the two friends from the rain. Diana linked elbows with Lauren and led them into the lavish building. Lauren was overstimulated, her skin on fire everywhere Diana’s skin made contact, but she had to remain collected until they made it up to the penthouse. Well maybe her control could slip a bit once they entered the elevator, which mercifully opened before them as soon as they reached it. Once inside, Diana keyed the elevator to the penthouse and leaned back against the wall to survey Lauren.

Lauren’s calm was threatening to break, “Diana, please—“

Diana cut her off with a wave of her hand. “For the rest of the night until I say otherwise, you are going to call me mistress. Understood?”

Lauren bit her lip and stifled a moan. The vibrator whirred back to life suddenly inside of her. “Yes, Mistress,” she blurted out as she nearly buckled in pleasure.

Diana bounced off the wall to cross the small space to Lauren. “I am going to enjoy myself so much playing with your body tonight.” Diana dragged her eyes up and down Lauren considering her. “We both know that your body actually belongs to me, right?”

Lauren could not suppress her moan that time. “Yes, Mistress.”

“I want to hear you say it, toy.”

Lauren whimpered as Diana’s words excited her and pushed her towards another edge. “My body belongs to you, Mistress.”

Diana smirked dangerously, “I want to push you to your limits tonight. You will use your safe word if we go too far, understood?”

“Yes, Mistress.” Lauren felt those words in her core. To be used—no, to have her body used for someone else’s pleasure. To imagine having no say in the matter. The thoughts pushed her to the edge again just in time for Diana to turn the vibrator back off. Diana reached up and wove her hand through Lauren’s hair, firmly taking hold of it as their lips met in a slow and sensual kiss. The love in that kiss and safety she felt with Diana were the things that allowed her to give herself over to her mistress.

The elevator doors opened to the foyer of the penthouse. Diana broke off the kiss and instead of linking elbows, Diana took hold of Lauren’s wrist and led her inside. Diana went to a small side table in the foyer and pulled a pair of handcuffs out. Without a word she quickly cuffed Lauren’s hands behind her back. The metal bit into Lauren’s skin a bit, forcing her to thrust her chest out to release some of the pressure. Diana’s hands explored the front of dress now pulled taught across Lauren’s breasts, eliciting another moan from Lauren. In the single act of taking away her hands, Lauren was helpless and impossibly more aroused.

“Come along my little toy,” Diana said as she opened the door into the penthouse proper. A small hallway let to the kitchen and living room area. On all the counters in the kitchen and the tables in the living room stood bouquets of beautiful flower arrangements. Lauren only had a moment to consider that this otherwise lovely gesture from her friend stood out in stark contrast to the fact that she was handcuffed and being led into the room. Her eyes were immediately drawn to the glint of gold on the kitchen counter. Sitting there as if carefully laid out for this exact moment, was a set of beautiful steel restraints with gold accents. Lauren had not seen this set before in all of the previous times they had played. She stared at the cuffs taking in as many details as she could. The custom locks were shaped similar to padlocks, but would sit flush with the surface of the cuff when closed.

“Like them?” Diana asked, noticing Lauren’s stare.

“Yes, Mistress. They are beautiful.”

“I’m glad you like them. It was actually good timing with our date tonight. You get to have some lovely jewelry from me in addition to the flowers.” Diana smirked at Lauren’s expression. “I may have splurged and custom-ordered these for you. I figured the gold accents would go nicely with your hair. And there are two more accompanying pieces, but those can be a surprise for later.” Diana winked at Lauren.

Lauren felt like her body was shaking in anticipation as Diana turned Lauren around and started working her hair into a ponytail. The cold bite of metal suddenly met her throat as the tall steel collar closed around her neck.

“Oh excellent,” Diana sighed in relief. “I’m good, but still I was most nervous about the size of the collar. I’m glad to see that it is a perfect fit.”

Perfect fit in this case meant just tight enough that Lauren was not about to forget its presence any time soon. At least the collar would not rub against her skin. It was tall enough that Lauren could not look down without bending at the waist. In addition to its size, the collar had some heft to it, but not so much that it would be a strain to wear it for long periods at a time. That thought sent a thrill through Lauren. This was a collar that could be worn for long periods of time. Suddenly two clicks rocked through the collar, seeming to echo in Lauren’s ears.

“It has a nice locking mechanism too. There are no bolts to cut, and a magnetic shroud that locks into place to cover the keyhole makes it very difficult to try to pick.” Diana’s voice seemed to come from far away as Lauren let the words soak in. “A special magnet placed at the correct spot is needed to release the shroud. And I have every intention of keeping that location a secret to you as long as possible.”

Lauren shuddered. Any of the regular collars they played with could lock on as well, but Diana had put extra effort into making this one more serious. More permanent. She shuddered with arousal as the desire to come became all consuming. The delicious torment of wanting to come, and not being able to only further increased her desire.

Diana turned her around and held out a fine chain leash for Lauren to see. At either end were simple snap hooks, one of which had a leather leash handle hanging from it. Diana clipped the free end to Lauren’s collar and without a word grabbed the remaining restraints and began pulling Lauren to the sofa in the living room. Diana’s apartment had had quite a few subtle modifications made to it over the years. Most of these so-called improvements were to aid in the torment of Diana’s play partners. The modification Diana was now pulling Diana to was a little d-ring in the floor at the foot of the sofa. Without any consideration to Lauren’s comfort, Diana started firmly pulling the leash down to reach the d-ring. Once the leash had been threaded through, Diana began pulling it back up until Lauren was forced to her knees unable to fully straighten up.
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DESPITE THE FACT that the position would get uncomfortable soon, Lauren relished the idea that she had no more say in how her body would be used by Diana. Diana was going to do as she pleased with Lauren for the rest of the evening and dwelling on how absolute her submission was kept Lauren’s arousal in overdrive. The end of Lauren’s ponytail was thrown over her shoulder as Diana started fiddling with her collar and cuffed hands behind her. Lauren tried to look over her shoulder but the tall steel collar limited how far she could turn her head and the attached chain kept her from turning her body. With a wry thought she realized that if she could only reach the front of the collar, she would be able to undo the snap hook connecting her to the leash. Diana had to have done this on purpose. What better way to make Lauren feel helpless than to dangle a way to get free in front of her and keep it just out of reach? Literally, in this case.

The cuff on her right wrist slid free, and was replaced by Diana’s firm grip holding her arm in place. Feeling mischievous, Lauren tried to pull her left hand around to see what Diana would do when she unclipped the leash. Her left arm barely moved as she felt a tug at her neck. Diana had chained the remaining handcuff to her collar. There would be no chance to get free as Diana methodically bound Lauren further and further. Diana’s hold never faltered as one of the matching steel cuffs to her collar was clamped around her free wrist. Two clicks sounded confirming that the cuff had been locked. A thrill went through Lauren.

Diana’s words about the restraints came back to Lauren. Even if she could get her hands on the key, she would not be able to remove these restraints without knowing where to place that magnet. Diana took a length of chain and connected the new cuff to the back of the collar, pulling her right wrist just to the point of discomfort high on her back. The potential permanence of wearing these restraints hit Lauren like a train. Fear mingled with excitement to heighten her arousal sending shivers down her spine. Working quickly Diana removed the remaining handcuff, attached and locked the new steel cuff, and strung it high on her back to her collar. Lauren tried to tug her arms and felt no give beyond a pull on the collar around her neck. Lauren was truly helpless.

The new position was more uncomfortable on Lauren’s arms, but the wider cuffs were more comfortable on her skin. With a start she realized that Diana could keep her like this for a long time before she would need to be released. Two hands suddenly grabbed Lauren’s thrust out chest, eliciting a moan from Lauren.

“Comfortable, my little toy?” Diana breathed into Lauren’s ear. Diana’s fingers were sending waves of pleasure through Lauren as they caressed her breasts.

“Mistress, please,” whimpered Lauren. She needed to come. Right now. She needed Diana’s fingers to be working her pussy instead of her breasts.

“Uh uh uh,” chided Diana, “it is way too early for you to be begging already.”

Lauren moaned in pleasure and tried to push harder into Diana’s hands. Diana indulged her for a few moments before pulling her hands away. Lauren groaned in frustration and pulled uselessly at her cuffs. Leaving Lauren’s little tantrum unremarked upon, Diana removed and tossed Lauren’s heels aside. The final pair of cuffs quickly followed, firmly gripping Lauren’s ankles. As far as she could tell, there was no chain holding them together for the moment.

“You’re body looks amazing in that position. Hands cuffed behind your back, forced to your knees in front of the sofa. Anyone who saw you would think it was an open invitation to take a seat and make use of your mouth.”

Heat flooded Lauren. She could not believe how turned on she was. The way Diana casually talked about her body, like her body was all she was good for, was unexpectedly exciting. Lauren heard Diana moving around behind her. Before she had time to consider what Diana was getting up to, the dress that Diana had been wearing up until a moment ago landed on the couch in Lauren’s field of vision.

“Do you think Xavier would have wanted to have your pretty lips wrapped around his cock if you had ended up back at his place?” Diana said softly near Lauren’s ear.

In truth Xavier did usually need a little bit of encouragement with her mouth to bring him to full attention. It was less foreplay and more a chore to ensure that she would get fucked to her heart’s content.

Diana came around and sat down on the sofa next to Lauren. Lauren barely registered the expensive lacy lingerie that Diana was wearing because of the massive deep purple strap-on that was extending proudly from Diana’s lap.

“Mistress.” The breathed word was a statement, question, and exclamation all at once. While the strap-on seemed massive, in truth it was probably only slightly longer than some of her own toys even if it was quite a bit girthier. While one small part of Lauren was hesitant about having that large of a toy inside of her, another part of her desperately wanted to be able to touch it. To feel its texture. To feel it inside of her.

Diana lifted one leg and set it down on the other side of Lauren, effectively trapping Lauren between them. Lauren was face-to-face with Diana’s pussy and now could see that the massive dildo was double ended with the other end disappearing into Diana’s pussy. Diana wiggled herself forward slightly bringing the tip of the fake cock to Lauren’s lips. Lauren’s heart started hammering again in anticipation. She could not pull her head back because of the chain linking her collar to the floor. If Diana moved forward any farther, Lauren would have to open her mouth to let the large toy into her mouth and it would not come out until Diana moved back again. Lauren looked up at Diana with pleading eyes.

“Well, I want to see those pretty lips wrapped around this cock. Make your mistress happy, and I’ll reward you.”

Lauren let out a little moan as Diana nudged herself forward just far enough to push the tip of the dildo past her lips. Fuck, this dildo was massive. Lauren had to open her mouth nearly as wide as she could to fit it into her mouth. Her jaw would definitely get tired quickly. Still watching Diana above her, Lauren explored the dildo with her tongue. It really only served to help get the dildo slick, but Lauren enjoyed the idea that it was a real cock she was being forced to serve.

“I’m already hard, my little toy. Time for you to get the whole thing lubed up with your spit.” Diana carefully shifted forward again so that the dildo moved farther into Lauren’s mouth. Diana picked up her phone from the couch and with a smirk at Lauren, tapped the phone causing the end of the strap-on in Diana’s pussy to hum to life. Lauren could barely feel the vibrations with her mouth. Pleasure for the giver, not the receiver. Lauren had barely finished the thought when Diana winked and tapped her phone again causing vibrator in Lauren’s pussy to resume its relentless teasing.

Lauren writhed, pulling fruitlessly on her cuffs. She could not get enough stimulation to get off from the vibrator and so she needed this dildo inside of her pussy. She eagerly started bouncing her head on the fake cock as if she was trying to pleasure a lover. With a deep breath she relaxed her throat and pushed down on the dildo as far as she could. The vibrator in her pussy increased in speed as her reward. She made it about three-quarters of the way down before she had to back off. The chain to her collar snapped tight keeping the dildo from leaving her mouth. She had a wonderful three seconds catching her breath before the vibrator dropped back to its lowest setting. She let out a small shriek of frustration around the cock in her mouth and glared up at Diana. She understood the game. If she wanted more stimulation, all she had to do was fit the huge dildo into her throat and her delicious reward would be stronger vibrations. All Diana did was sit there smirking down at her.

The next time Lauren went down she made some progress, feeling the fake cock hit a new depth in her throat. She was able to keep her gag reflex at bay for five amazing seconds of pleasure before she had to slide back off the dildo. This time Diana dropped the vibration the moment Lauren came up for air. Lauren loosed another frustrated shriek between breaths. Diana simply smirked and shifted a hair forward. The movement was very small, but it served to remind Lauren who was in charge. Letting herself succumb to all the sensations she was experiencing, Lauren got back to work trying to fit the dildo down her throat in the hopes she could keep the vibrations going long enough that she could come, permission or no.

Lauren fell into a routine of deep throating the cock, holding it in her throat as long as possible, and catching her breath when she ran out of air or gagged. Spit was running down her chin, her jaw was getting sore, and her body was starting to ache. And through it all Diana lounged on the couch, occasionally thrusting gently to meet Lauren, enjoying the sensations she was receiving. More than a few times, Diana pulled up her phone and seemed to ignore Lauren as Lauren struggled with her task.

Lauren had lost track of how many attempts to deep throat the cock she had made when she brought her head down and was finally rewarded with mashing her nose into the leather of the harness. In a flash Diana’s hand gripped the base of her ponytail holding her in place as the vibrator kicked into high gear. Lauren was aware that the vibrator was at the highest setting she had felt so far, but her pleasure was muted by the effort she was putting into maintaining composure with the dildo seated fully in her mouth and throat. Just before Lauren felt her gag reflex rear its head, Diana pulled her back off the dildo and simultaneously slid back up the sofa. Before she could catch her breath, the vibrator was turned back down. Diana simply smirked down at Lauren for a moment before bending down to kiss her on the head.
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“LET’S GET YOU ready for your fucking,” Diana said matter-of-factly while as she swung her leg over Lauren and hopped off the couch. Lauren was left kneeling there catching her breath, drool dripping off her chin. Diana was moving things around behind Lauren getting things ready, the ease that she moved around the room a sharp contrast to Lauren’s chained, kneeling form. Lauren did not have enough freedom of movement to even turn to see what Diana was doing. Diana breezed back to Lauren’s side and crouched down to start fiddling with the chain anchored to the floor. Without a word of warning, she pulled the slack out of the chain forcing Lauren to bend forward until her face nearly met the carpet below her.

Lauren groaned in discomfort. This new position was torturous. She could barely shift her weight to ease the aches that were already building across her body. Lauren was only vaguely aware as Diana started undressing her. There was no conversation as Diana methodically stripped her, only ever leaving one arm at a time unchained to pull it out of her clothes. Diana finished her work and stood up.

“Comfortable?”

“No, Mistress,” Lauren grunted out.

Diana nudged one of her feet between Lauren’s face and the carpet she had been staring at. “Kiss your owner, toy.”

Lauren groaned as her face heated. Diana was starting to turn up the intensity. She was just casually standing there, free to stretch out, free to move however she wanted, and free to come and goes as she pleased. Lauren was chained to the floor, face basically in the carpet, and now Diana wanted Lauren to kiss her feet? Lauren dropped her head and planted a small kiss on the top of Diana’s foot.

“Good toy,” Diana crooned. She crouched down again and finally released Lauren’s leash from the anchor. She used the leash to pull Lauren up by the collar. As she stood her dress and bra fell away. Her nipples peaked as the cool air hit them. Showing just enough consideration to let Lauren carefully step out of the pile of clothes, Diana pulled Lauren over to a padded bench that had been dragged into the middle of the room. Diana did not say anything as she threaded the leash chain through a ring on the far end of the bench. As she pulled, Lauren was forced to bend at the waist over the padded portion of the bench. Diana did not stop pulling until Lauren’s torso was fully supported by the bench and she was once again unable to lift her head. The end of the leash was clipped to a ring at the base of the bench locking Lauren in place. Then just for good measure, a chain was wrapped up either side of Lauren and clipped to the ring on her wrist shackles. Lauren tested her movement. Her arms were still held high on her back by the chains connecting to her collar, but now she could not pull herself off the bench or move to either side. The only things she could move, for now at least, were her legs. Diana ran her fingers across Lauren’s exposed skin, exploring her body.

Diana’s hands made their way to Lauren’s pussy. “Jeez Lauren, you're fucking soaked. If this turns you on so much, maybe you would be better off as a full-time bondage toy.”

Lauren shuddered in excitement as she considered the words. It was a hot fantasy to imagine being kept in this expensive penthouse and surrounded by all this luxury. But instead of being able to enjoy it, she would spend her time in bondage, owned by Diana. Used by Diana whenever Diana wanted, regardless of Lauren's desires. And then when Diana was done satisfying whatever sadistic need had taken her, she would put Lauren back into storage until the next time. After all, if she was just a toy, why would anyone need to worry about her own wants or feelings? Excitement, fear, and humiliation swirled together sending another wave of arousal crashing through Lauren. Why were these thoughts turning her on so much? Bent over at the waist and chained down, her pussy and ass were open to whoever might decide to use her. If Diana had wanted to, she could have marched a stream of guys through the penthouse and given each of them a turn at Lauren. The fear and excitement sparked in Lauren again as she realized that she was not sure if she would stop Diana if Diana did plan on doing something like that.

Diana peeled Lauren’s thong down. The evidence of her arousal leaving her skin chilled as the air hit it. A single finger delicately traced Lauren’s pussy lips. Lauren could not stand keeping quiet. Helplessly chained down in a position to be fucked, she desperately wanted that dildo that she had just had in her throat inside of her pussy.

“Please, Mistress, fuck me,” Lauren moaned as that teasing finger continued its slow path along her pussy lips.

“Now now, toy. Next time you beg, you are getting gagged. Your body is mine now and I’ll do whatever I want with it. That includes fuck it whenever and however I want.”

Lauren moaned in pleasure at the words. She tried to rock her hips to get more stimulation and was rewarded with a slap to her ass. Diana pulled Lauren’s legs apart one after the other and connected them to the base of the bondage bench. As she did so Lauren’s movements became more and more restricted. She was now almost completely immobile with her ass and pussy exposed and ready to be fucked.

“We won’t be needing this anymore,” Diana mused as she slowly pulled the vibrator out of Lauren. Lauren tried to buck her hips but only managed to tug at the chains holding her fast. Diana walked around to stand next to Lauren’s head.

"Does the poor little bondage toy need to be fucked?" crooned Diana. "Was sucking this big cock not enough to satisfy it?" Diana ran her hand up and down the cock and let out a soft moan as her strokes shifted the dildo inside of her.

The words heated Lauren's face, but Diana was right. Right now she was just a bondage toy and she absolutely needed to be fucked. "Yes, Mistress."

"Say it, toy. I want to hear you admit that you are just a toy for me to play with. Tell me how much you want to get fucked."

Lauren repeated the words back to Diana. They felt good to say, and a part of them even felt right to say.

"Hmm since sucking cock turns you on so much, I wonder if you'd be just as turned on if I forced you to worship my pussy." Diana bent down to whisper into Lauren's ear. "If you were actually my toy, it wouldn't matter if you enjoyed it or not. You would spend your evenings on your knees licking me to orgasm after orgasm and you would get nothing in return."

A wooden cane suddenly waved through Lauren’s field of vision. "I can't wait to add a few stripes to that delicious ass. Do you think ten strokes is fair for lying to me about your 'romantic evening' with Xavier?"

Lauren whimpered. The cane was her least favorite tool in Diana's arsenal, but that submissive part of her mind was screaming that she needed this punishment. Lauren pulled again at her bonds as if maybe she would suddenly find herself able to move again. She could not shift herself more than an inch on the bench. She really was just a toy to be used and abused by her owner. "Yes Mistress."

"You're going to have to do better than that, toy. Tell me exactly what you want me to do with my body and I'll consider whether or not I want to humor you."

Diana's words sent more shivers of pleasure up Lauren’s body. She felt like her entire being was reduced to her pussy. Like her whole existence was focused on her pussy and the need that had been growing all day to satisfy it. "Please, please, please cane my ass, Mistress," she begged. "I need to be punished for lying to you."

"That makes fifteen strokes now, toy." Diana's voice was full of a cold threat. "It's not your ass, is it? It is my ass. Your body belongs to me, not you. It is my body. I decide what happens to it from now on, and I don't want to hear you refer to it as yours again."

The words settled in Lauren like a sinking rock, sending waves after waves of excitement and building arousal as Lauren turned the words over in her mind. She was just a toy. The body that she was in belonged to someone else, and she was just along for the ride. Diana's words had found their mark and were sending Lauren to new heights of need. Lauren realized with a shock that part of her wanted to believe the words they were saying to each other in this little game. That she was just a little bondage toy.

"Please Mistress, cane your toy's ass!"

Diana let out a soft giggle, "Better." She set the tip of the cane against the skin on Lauren’s back and dragged it back to her ass as Diana strode out of Lauren’s limited vision. The tip of the cane traced across and up and down over Lauren’s ass. Suddenly the cane lifted causing Lauren to tense in anticipation. This was going to hurt. One part of Lauren knew that once the endorphins started flowing, she was going to be able to enjoy the best orgasms she had ever had. That other, submissive part of Lauren’s mind whispered that she deserved to be punished for lying to her owner.

“You’re going to count each stroke and thank me after each one,” Diana stated.

“Yes, Mistress,” Lauren breathed out and focused on her steadying her breath, willing herself to relax in her bondage.

The first strike ignited a line of fire across her cheeks. Lauren gritted her teeth through the pain and a moment later gave Diana the count, “One, Mistress. Thank you.” Diana did not acknowledge her at all. Diana’s only response was to slowly run the long end of the cane over Lauren’s cheeks. Lauren knew it was a just a tactic to help Diana build apprehension, but that did not stop her from tensing as soon as the cane disappeared from her skin.

The second strike landed. After the initial burst from the strike, a large wave of pain washed over Lauren making her cry out. Diana was ramping up the intensity faster than usual. The pain gave way to a vague pleasant sensation, the busy thoughts in Lauren’s head started to fade as all of her attention was drawn to the sensations she was feeling. To the steel wrapped around her neck, wrists, and ankles. To the spit drying on her face that Diana had not bothered to let her wipe off. To the feel of the leather of the bench under her. To the pain emanating from her ass. To the cool sensation on her skin where her own arousal was dripping down her thigh. And to the extreme yearning in her pussy to be filled and find release. She counted off the strike. And the next. And the next. And she kept counting until it was the only thing that matter.

The fifteenth strike landed and Lauren screamed out the count. She had found a quiet place inside her mind, and the pain had become just another sensation. With the chains holding her down there was nothing for her to worry about, there was nowhere to go. Her owner would take care of everything. She only had to obey.

“Oh my little toy, I have never seen you so absolutely soaked.”

Lauren moaned as a hand stroked up her thigh and cupped her pussy. The touch had Lauren soaring towards release before it was gone a moment later. Lauren was so focused on her disappointment that she was only vaguely aware of Diana walking around to her head. Diana held out her hand where Lauren could see it. Heat flushed her face as she realized that the small puddle in Diana’s hand was Lauren’s own arousal.

“See? You were made to be my toy, Lauren. You know it, don’t you?” Diana brought the strap-on into Lauren’s field of vision and waited. “Well?”

Lauren registered Diana’s use of her name. Those words felt real compared to the game they usually played. But Lauren did not care. Diana was right. At this moment, Lauren wanted nothing more than to be Diana’s toy.

“You’re right, Mistress.”

“Good toy,” Diana purred. Holding her hand where Lauren could see it, Diana coated the dildo in Lauren’s juices. “Now suck me off.”

Lauren obediently opened her mouth to accept the dildo, but her owner seemed to have other things in mind. To Lauren’s surprise, Diana grabbed the base of the strap-on and rubbed it all over Lauren’s face before plunging it into her mouth. The degradation of having her own arousal smeared in her face seemed to only further increase her desire to be fucked. The smell and taste of her own arousal were not unpleasant, but they were not her preference. It did not matter to Diana, though. If her owner wanted to use Lauren’s mouth like this, then she would be happy and aroused to be used. All consideration for the taste and smell of her juices vanished as Diana started fucking her mouth in earnest.

After a few moments have having that massive dildo once again hitting the back of Lauren’s throat, Diana pulled out and sauntered back around behind Lauren. A series of smacks on Lauren’s ass on top of her new stripes set her squirming and yelping, the chains holding her down rattling, as she struggled in vain to avoid the sudden onslaught. Then as suddenly as it began, the blows stopped just before Lauren was split open.
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LAUREN LET OUT a scream as Diana’s hips pushed against Lauren’s ass. Each place the cane had kissed her skin was sending fire through her body as Diana pressed against them. That huge dildo had been buried to the hilt inside of Lauren in a single thrust. Diana huffed out a short laugh, as Lauren shuddered beneath her. The dildo started to slowly retreat agonizingly slowly. Lauren tried to rock her hips to get more stimulation but the chains held her fast. Diana was moving so slowly and the only thing that mattered to Lauren now was feeling that dildo pound into her over and over again until she came. But the decision to pound that dildo into her was not hers to make. Lauren moaned as Diana continued to slowly pull out. The large dildo left an unwelcome emptiness in its wake. The tip of the invader finally left Lauren’s pussy and was immediately plunged back into Lauren.

Lauren shrieked as she was suddenly stretched out again. Pain and pleasure roared against each other in her. After a whole day of buildup to this moment, this was not the fucking that she had been looking froward to. Diana was still pushing her limits even now. Was Lauren going to beg her best friend to fuck her properly, or was Lauren just a toy for her owner to use how she saw fit? Lauren bit her lip and once again relished the idea of giving herself over completely to her mistress as Diana began to slowly pull the large dildo out.

Just like with her efforts to deep throat the monster that was now tormenting her pussy, Lauren lost herself to the routine of thrust and slow withdrawal. The pain of the quick insertion was starting to fade as the endless cycle went on. Lauren was shaking with arousal, filling the room with the sound of rattling chains as she climbed closer and closer to her release. Her whole being had been reduced to her pussy and the pain and pleasure that emanated from it.

“Are you getting close to coming, toy?” Diana spoke as she slowly dragged the large dildo out of Lauren.

Lauren’s moan and incoherent mumble made Diana laugh.

“Could you imagine if I stopped right now? Just lock you in your chastity belt and have you spend the rest of the night licking my pussy? I could just leave you to stew like this, completely unsatisfied.”

Lauren bit her lip and whimpered. Her mind started racing as Diana thrust again into her pussy. There was no way Diana would be cruel enough to leave Lauren so unsatisfied, let alone keep her as such a horny mess. And besides, Lauren and Diana had never played with a chastity belt before so that part of the threat seemed less than genuine to Lauren. And yet… Diana had surprised Lauren with these new restraints. Diana finished her slow withdrawal and thrust back into Lauren pressing her uncomfortably into the bench.

“I asked you a question, toy.”

Lauren did not know how to answer. It seemed like an impossible question, tell Diana that she would rather come than lick her pussy? Tell her that stopping now would be fine? Her train of thought was shattered as Diana thrust back into her. As the slow drag out started, all Lauren could think about was how she wanted to beg her owner to be allowed to come. But Diana had warned her about begging. The dildo completely left her pussy and was unceremoniously thrust back into her.

“You told me not to beg, Mistress,” whimpered Lauren.

“Oh you are a good toy, aren’t you?” purred Diana. The dildo finished its slow retreat, but did not immediately plunge back in. Instead, the tip of the fake cock nudged slowly at Lauren’s entrance and began an agonizingly slow thrust back in. Without the pain of a violent thrust, the change in sensations of being slowly filled pushed Lauren to the edge of orgasm. Diana’s legs met Lauren’s and Diana pushed just a bit harder pressing Lauren into the bench. Diana held the position which had the effect of further limiting Lauren’s already restricted movement. Lauren was essentially pinned to the spot not only by the chains, but by the large fake cock in her pussy. Hands stroked up and down Lauren’s back, making her oversensitive skin tingle at every touch.

“I will always take care of you,” Diana promised.

Lauren’s last hesitation to let go and give in to the voice that had been telling her that she was nothing more than Diana’s possession disappeared. Diana started another slow retreat but instead of completely pulling out, she reversed direction. This time the pace of the thrust increased and immediately reversed direction once the cock was fully hilted in Lauren. The sawing of the cock in and out of Lauren’s pussy continued to increase in pace as Diana began to moan in pleasure behind Diana as the strap-on moved within her as well. The sound of Diana’s moan nearly pushed Lauren to her climax.

“Please, Mistress, can I come?” she yelled out, desperately trying to maintain control and avoid going over the edge.

Diana just kept increasing the intensity of the fucking until the bench Lauren was chained to was rocking slightly with each thrust. The chains holding Lauren down were clanking in time with the sound of Diana’s skin slapping against Lauren’s. The impacts of each thrust sent waves of pain from the places that the cane had kissed her skin. The pain enhanced the overwhelming pleasure coming from her pussy and had Lauren crying out with each thrust. Each thrust had Lauren crying out with pleasure and pain.

“Mistress, please!” Lauren nearly screamed as her control started to slip away.

“Yes, toy. Come for your owner,” Diana ground out between her own pants of pleasure. Lauren felt hands grab the chains running across her back as Diana took hold and used the extra leverage to increase the force of the fucking even more.

The permission to come broke Lauren’s hold on herself. She screamed as the orgasm consumed her body. There did not seem to be an end in sight as euphoric release repeatedly ripped through Lauren’s body. Even as the orgasm started to fade from Lauren’s body, Diana kept up the brutal pace of the fucking. The same fucking that had been so pleasurable moments ago had turned into a brutal assault on Lauren’s overstimulated pussy. Her cries of pleasure turned into soft whimpers as the fucking turned painful. She tried to thrash, but only succeeded in moving her hands and feet. The movement was barely noticeable against the savage fucking that was rocking her body and the bench it was chained to. Diana’s pants of pleasure started sounding more urgent as she increased her pace. Diana seemed oblivious to Lauren’s plight, fucking Lauren’s body as hard as possible to get enough simulation through the strap-on to get herself off.

The pain of the fucking started to turn pleasurable again and Lauren began building to another orgasm. Before she could catch enough breath to ask for permission to come, she was pushed over the edge. Her whole world reduced to the thrusting of the cock as every movement sent pain and pleasure through her. Diana’s own cries of pleasure seemed distant as Lauren rode the wave of her orgasm through the fucking. The pleasure eventually gave way to pain which then eventually gave way again to pleasure and release. Diana never let up her pace as she chased her own climax, giving no consideration to the cycle of pain and pleasure Lauren was experiencing. Unable to move, Lauren truly was reduced to an object to be used by her owner. She gave up any doubt that she wanted anything more than to be used. The chain’s hold on her was unyielding as Diana continued to fuck Lauren through so many cycles of pain and pleasure that Lauren lost count.

Lauren did not know how long Diana had been using her pussy before Diana’s cries of pleasure joined Lauren’s own. By the time Diana finally stopped, Lauren was completely spent hanging limp over the bench. Diana draped herself across Lauren’s back, softly planting kisses on her skin.

“Thank you, toy. That was amazing,” Diana mumbled into Lauren’s skin. Lauren glowed with the praise and lay there sandwiched between her best friend and the bench, held tight by the comforting embrace of her restraints.
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LAUREN COULD FEEL Diana's breasts pressed into her back. Lauren was still reeling from the intense orgasms that had been wrenched from her body. Piece by piece she started to become aware of everything around her again. Soreness and aches started to make their presence known without the overwhelming pleasure to keep them at bay. Planting another small kiss on her back, Diana stood up and eased out of Lauren. The movement in her sensitive pussy sent a shudder through Lauren. Diana started working with the cuff at one of her ankles until Lauren felt it release and fall away. Diana continued the process at each of the restraints until finally Diana unlocked the collar and helped Lauren slide off the bench.

They fell into a familiar routine as Diana wrapped a blanket around Lauren and held her for a few moments. Lauren usually left these scenes feeling a bit spaced out and this time was no different. The time to talk would come later when Lauren had time to sort out of all her thoughts. Now was the time to let Diana make her feel loved and whole.

With a look at Diana, she told her friend that she was ready to keep getting cleaned up. Diana walked Lauren to the bathroom and turned on the lights. The room was filled with enough amenities to feel like a five-star hotel. With one final glance at Lauren to make sure she was alright, Diana closed the door behind her as she left. Lauren lit one of the vanilla scented candles in the room and started the shower. She activated the steam function and slid into the stall, letting the heat and water sweep away her worries and aches.

When Lauren was washed, scrubbed, and dried she came out of the bathroom with the blanket wrapped around her to find Diana lounging on the sofa in elegant yet comfortable looking pajamas. There were bottles of water, bags of potato chips, and a tub of ice cream set out on the ottoman. Almost all evidence that Lauren had just spent most of the evening chained up and used had been cleaned up. Diana bounced up off the couch when she noticed Lauren and crossed the room to wrap her arms around her.

"I pulled out some stuff to snack on, but if you want something else let me know."

"Thank you.” Lauren’s heart filled to have Diana fussing over her. “I wouldn't say no to some of that ice cream." Lauren smiled shakily as Diana walked with her back to the sofa. Lauren took a seat, still naked wrapped only in the blanket.

"Want a bowl, or to just eat out of the tub?" Diana said with a smile offering a spoon and the tub of ice cream to Lauren. Lauren just smiled and took the spoon and rested the tub on the blanket. Lauren savored the ice cream occasionally offering input to Diana while Diana browsed for a show to put on the TV. Eventually they landed on a new reality show and watched two episodes cuddled on the couch snacking on the junk food.

"Did you enjoy your evening? You're obviously welcome to spend the night here, or I can take you back home." Diana said after the episode ended.

"I had an amazing night, and it would be nice to stay here." Lauren wanted to be close to Diana now. To feel cared for and wanted.

"Of course! You can sleep in the guest room or if you want, we can cuddle all night long." Diana was stroking Lauren's hair as she spoke. "And…" she hesitated, "there is a third option I wanted to offer you." Diana reached out to grab one of the blankets on the edge of the couch and pulled it away to reveal the steel collar. The sight of the collar kindled a new wave of desire in Lauren’s satiated body. "There is no pressure at all, and you know that I will care and take care of you one way or the other… But if you want to, we can extend tonight's little scene through the weekend. You can stay as my toy, my property, for the whole weekend.” Diana kissed the top of Lauren's head as she continued stroking Lauren's hair. “We would have a lot of fun."

Lauren stared at the collar, considering everything it represented. There was no denying it that part of Lauren wanted it. Desperately. And what was one weekend in the big scheme? She had no concrete plans for the weekend anyways. Diana being in control would take away any worries about all the things she vaguely wanted to do over the weekend. She would get to continue being a toy, a possession. Her only purpose to do what she was told and please her owner. A weekend, though, would be the longest they ever stayed in these roles, and yet… the idea was intoxicating. She felt her arousal building into a fire as she considered giving herself over to Diana again.

Lauren pulled away from Diana to reach for the collar. It was beautiful and exquisitely made. Hefty but not heavy. The lock mechanism seemed simple from the outside adding to its elegance. Once wrapped around her neck, all that would be needed would be to push the lock into the clasp to cross the point of no return. Without another thought she brought it to her neck, pulled her hair out of the way, wrapped the collar around her neck, and pushed the lock into place with a resounding click. Lauren was ready to be her best friend’s bondage toy.
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