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				Chapter 1
			

			
				 
			

			
			A
				 high school class walks past me, and I stop for a moment to look at the teenagers stealing glances at their phones while a worn history teacher drones on about the Inquisition in a monotone voice that indicates that he has long since given up on passing on his knowledge to the next generation. As they disappear around a corner, my attention returns to the display in front of me. Rusty instruments of torture are laid out in a glass cabinet with morbidly descriptive texts telling of the pain and torment they caused the unlucky men and women who drew the attention of the Inquisition. 
			

			
				“Ew, why are we even seeing this stuff?” a young woman says. She is standing behind me with her tall boyfriend. “These things are creepy.”
			

			
				“Well … it’s history,” the man says hesitantly. “It’s important to learn from …”
			

			
				“I don’t care.” The woman scoffs and turns around, and the man rushes after her.
			

			
				A subtle smile creases my lips. I have never been much of a student of history, but something drew me to visit the exhibit when I saw the banner outside. I keep staring at the old shackles and chains in front of me, as well as the devices meant to tear flesh from bone; I should be disgusted, repulsed, but instead, I feel aroused. I let out a sigh. For a while, I have had dark fantasies of chains, shackles, and pain, fantasies I never dared share with my last girlfriend. For a moment, I glance at my reflection in the glass cabinet. I struggle to console the twisted thoughts with the shy, platinum-haired girl looking back at me. This isn’t you, Harper, I think to myself, but my mind is already wandering as my attention moves to a drawing of a chained woman on display next to the shackles.
			

			
				I am in a dungeon. An old medieval dungeon. Cold steel holds my body in place as a dark figure pummels my body with a nine-tailed flogger. I scream. I bleed. I imagine the pear-shaped device from the exhibition being forced into my pussy and made to expand. 
			

			
				I know it is torture. I know it is a hellish form of punishment. 
			

			
				So why is the thought turning me on?
			

			
				“Fascinating, isn’t it?” a dark voice sounds next to me.
			

			
				I flinch in surprise. I have not heard the woman approaching. 
			

			
				“I suppose?” I do not excel in conversations with strangers, and though I am usually most comfortable staring at my feet than at the person I am talking to, my eyes are drawn to the goddess standing next to me. The long, black hair flows like a waterfall of shadows onto her slender shoulders, and the dark eyeliner enhances her mesmerizing, expressive eyes. She is wearing a simple, long black skirt and high-heeled boots, and the laced-up leather corset looks like something from a BDSM club. She radiates a confidence that is both alluring and intimidating.
			

			
				The woman’s long fingers run across the glass separating us from the old shackles. “There’s something about them, right? Something … forbidden.”
			

			
				At this point, I would usually make up an excuse and leave, but part of me feels like I would have to ask the woman for permission to do so. “They … they’re scary.”
			

			
				“Exactly.” The narrow lips open in a mischievous smile. “What’s your name?”
			

			
				“Eh … Harper?”
			

			
				“You don’t sound so sure.”
			

			
				I clear my throat and rub my arm. “It is … Harper.”
			

			
				“A wonderful name. I’m Gwen.” She leans against the wall and crosses her arms. “Have you ever been chained, Harper?”
			

			
				I shake my head. “No …”
			

			
				“Would you like to be?” She nods at the display. “You’ve been standing here a while.”
			

			
				Has she been watching me the whole time? “Excuse me?” I have no idea how to respond.
			

			
				She smiles. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable.” Gwen cocks her head and studies me; I am convinced that I can feel her hazel eyes exploring my soul and mind, perusing every dark secret. “Have a nice day, Harper. It was a pleasure meeting you.”
			

			
				I force a polite smile and nod. “You too.”
			

			
				As Gwen walks past me, her soft hand grazes mine, sending a shiver through my entire body. I keep staring at the elegant woman long after she has turned a corner and all I can hear is the distant echo of her sharp heels on the hardwood floor.
			

			
				Who was that woman?
			

			
				 
			

			
				***
			

			
				 
			

			
				I have not been able to get Gwen out of my head, even though our short encounter was weeks ago. I have visited the exhibit a few times in the hope that I would meet her again, but I have had no such luck. What would I even say if I met her? “Yes, I’d love to be chained, put in a dark dungeon, and tortured.” Who says something like that? 
			

			
				“Harper, could you take this to table 18?” 
			

			
				I return to reality after having been lost in another daydream about Gwen. “Of course, Artie, sorry.” I take the plate of risotto with a sigh. Still waiting tables at the age of 24. That stress-related break from my studies has certainly dragged out. My sneakers squeak against the recently mopped floor as I gracefully move through the crowded restaurant toward table 18. 
			

			
				“Here’s your seafood risotto,” I say with a smile as I place the plate on the table, nodding at Abby, my coworker, as she walks past. “Is there anything else I can get you?”
			

			
				“Maybe your phone number?”
			

			
				That voice.
			

			
				I turn my head toward the customer and feel a warm rush in my stomach. It is her. Gwen. She smiles at me as she fiddles with a strand of her long black hair. 
			

			
				“Gwen?”
			

			
				She nods. “The same. Nice to see you again, Harper.”
			

			
				“Y… you too!” I feel like a smitten teenager as the blood rushes to my cheeks. “What a coincidence!”
			

			
				“Not really. You wore your uniform under your jacket at the museum, it wasn’t hard to look up the restaurant’s name.”
			

			
				“You came here to see me?” My mind struggles to comprehend what this all means. “Why?”
			

			
				“Why don’t you sit, Harper?” Gwen pushes the chair opposite her out with her foot. 
			

			
				“Ehm …” I look over my shoulder, but Artie is not looking in my direction. “I guess I’ve got a minute.” I sit down nervously and fold my hands on the table.
			

			
				Gwen leans in over the table and stares me in the eye. “I’ve not been able to stop thinking about you, Harper. And judging by the color in your cheeks, I think you’ve been thinking about me too.”
			

			
				Is she hitting on me? I know she is, but I am not used to being propositioned by beautiful, confident women. And especially not ones that look like they have money to spare. Why would she be interested in a shy 24-year-old girl with student debt, no real hobbies, and no current career prospects?
			

			
				I take a deep breath. I am enthralled by this woman, and I get the sense that she would know if I was lying to her. “I have, Gwen. I’m not gonna lie.”
			

			
				“You’re very cute, Harper,” Gwen says and lays her hand on mine. The warm sensation in my stomach rises to my chest. “I’d love to take you out. On a date.”
			

			
				I stare at the gorgeous woman. She is probably 20 years older than me, maybe more, and she seems to be in total control of her life and her desires. I am drawn to her, and I cannot help but smile sheepishly as I nod. “I’d like that.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				***
			

			
				 
			

			
				I think I am falling in love. Hardly a minute goes by when I do not think about Gwen. Our first two dates have been intense and intoxicating, with stolen touches and lingering looks, yet there is still so much about her I do not know. It feels like she has put a spell on me, and though I know she has a dark streak, I cannot help but feel excited as I near the café to meet her. I pause at the entrance to check myself in the mirror; the streetlight shimmers in my long platinum hair, and though I have dug through my limited wardrobe to find a nice, dark blue dress, I still wear a pair of black pair of sneakers. It is the only footwear I like, after all.
			

			
				She is sitting in the corner, a vision of beauty and power. Her legs are crossed, and the pointy-heeled black pumps look like something that would make me trip in seconds if I ever tried to wear them. The black dress hugs her toned body tightly, and I catch myself hoping that I will soon see what is underneath it.
			

			
				Her face lights up when our eyes meet. She stands up and embraces me. Her firm breasts press against mine as she places a warm, tender kiss on my lips. 
			

			
				It feels good. It feels right.
			

			
				 
			

			
				We chat for a while, but I can tell that there is something on her mind. Her eyes linger on me for longer than usual, and she keeps biting her lower lip.
			

			
				“Is something on your mind, Gwen?” I ask.
			

			
				She smiles. “There is. I … I like you a lot, Harper.”
			

			
				“I like you too. What’s up?”
			

			
				Gwen leans back in her chair. Her eyes seem to become darker as shadows envelop her. “I’d love for our relationship to continue, my dear, but I’m looking for something very … specific. And I think you might be the one I’ve been looking for.”
			

			
				Something in the tone of her voice makes me both intrigued and a little scared. “What is it?”
			

			
				“I want you to be my girlfriend, Harper. But …” She raises a slender finger as her eyes narrow. “… that’s not all. I want you to be my slave too. My prisoner. Mine to command and do with what I wish.”
			

			
				“I … what?”
			

			
				“I asked you when we first met if you’d like to be chained. I could tell in your eyes that the desire runs deep within you. Am I wrong?”
			

			
				I blink a few times and try to collect my thoughts. “No, but … a slave?”
			

			
				“Think about it, Harper.” She slides a foot up my inner thigh; I have not even noticed her taking her pumps off. “You’ve been directionless for a while. Why not let someone else take over? There is a certain … freedom in submission. And pleasure.”
			

			
				“And pain.”
			

			
				“The two are not mutually exclusive. Quite the contrary.” Her foot finds its way in under my dress and starts gently rubbing against my pussy. “You’re wet, Harper. I know you want this. I’d be a loving girlfriend and a cruel mistress.”
			

			
				A fragile voice in the back of my mind is telling me to turn her down, but it is pushed into the background by lust and excitement. I am obsessed with Gwen, and though submitting to her feels scary, I cannot resist the offer. This is my fantasy, my darkest desire, and Gwen is throwing wood on the fire. 
			

			
				“It’s … a lot.”
			

			
				“We’ll take it little by little.” 
			

			
				Her toes slide into my soaking wet pussy, and I thank the heavens that I did not wear underwear tonight. I want her. I want Gwen, and I am willing to do whatever it takes to keep her in my life.
			

			
				“I’m in.”
			

			
				A heavy, foreboding silence descends upon our little corner of the busy café. My nails dig into the leather armrest on my chair as Gwen’s magic toes keep pleasuring me, only to feel them vanish a moment later.
			

			
				I sigh and smile. “What … what’s next?”
			

			
				“Your first command, my slave.”
			

			
				‘My slave’. The words echo in my mind. It feels like I have stepped through a door that has slammed shut behind me.
			

			
				“What do you want me to do … Mistress?” I test the word on my tongue. They taste good.
			

			
				She smiles. “Very good.” She picks up her expensive designer handbag and reaches into it. “I want you to go into the bathroom, to the middle stall, and put these on.”
			

			
				I stare as she places a pair of handcuffs and a set of leg irons on the table.
			

			
				“Why do you have those?”
			

			
				“Don’t question it. Just do it. Make sure you cuff yourself behind your back. Don’t lock the door to the stall. Wait for me.”
			

			
				I let my finger run over the shiny steel and feel a pleasant shiver down my spine. I pick the restraints up and try to hide them as I walk quickly toward the bathroom, my heart pounding in my chest. A few minutes ago, I was enjoying a regular date, and now I have agreed to become Gwen’s slave and am walking into a bathroom to chain myself. Is this happening?
			

			
				 
			

			
				I rush past a middle-aged woman and into the stall, closing the door behind me. I put the toilet seat down and sit on it, staring at the restraints. With trembling hands, I close the leg irons around my right ankle. The first notch of the ratchet lock makes me wince, and I have to pause to hear if the woman has left. After a few tense seconds, I feel confident that I am alone and proceed to lock the leg irons tightly around both ankles. I sit and gawk at them for a while; the smooth steel reflects the light and looks amazing against my pale skin while they rest on my sneakers. 
			

			
				This is intense, I think as I lock the handcuffs onto one wrist. There is no way back now. I have no idea what Gwen has in store for me, but I want to please her, and I can not help but moan as the other cuff locks in place around my other wrist, securing my hands behind my back. 
			

			
				It feels incredible and terrifying. The rational part of my brain screams at me, reminding me that I am now cuffed in an unlocked bathroom stall without a key. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Where is she? Minutes feel like an eternity. I can hear my thundering heartbeat in my head, and it is only made worse when I hear the door open. I see a shadow move underneath the door. I do not move a muscle; any movement will make the chains rattle, and when the woman enters the stall next to me, it feels like I am about to have a heart attack.
			

			
				What if she has just left me here? The thought seems silly at first, but it refuses to go away. 
			

			
				The woman leaves. Shortly after, the sound of heels echoes in the small bathroom. The door to my stall opens, and Gwen steps in. The sight of her overwhelms me, and I cannot help but smile.
			

			
				“Happy to see me, slave?”
			

			
				I nod. “Yes, Mistress.”
			

			
				She grabs hold of my hair and yanks me to my feet. I let out a surprised shriek, but it does not prevent a surge of arousal to tear through my body, driven even further when Gwen slides two fingers inside my dripping wet pussy. 
			

			
				“Mmm … you’re enjoying this, my slave.”
			

			
				“Y… yes, Mistress.” 
			

			
				“You belong to me now.”
			

			
				I nod in agreement. I could not step away from intense pleasure like this even if I wanted to. 
			

			
				The fingers slide out.
			

			
				“That was just a taste.” 
			

			
				I can feel her warm breath on my neck, and my entire body is sizzling. I am helpless, completely at her mercy, and I just want more. Gwen takes the key to my handcuffs and holds it up in front of my face. 
			

			
				“Do you want to be released?”
			

			
				I contemplate the question for a bit. “I … I’m not sure, Mistress.”
			

			
				“That’s the right answer.” The key disappears. “You look nice in cuffs, Harper, my slave.” She kisses me passionately. “It’d be a shame if I was the only one who got to see it.”
			

			
				“What?”
			

			
				She opens the door to the stall and steps out with a diabolical grin on her face. “I’ll be waiting on the other side of the street. I’ve already taken care of the check.”
			

			
				I start to panic as I watch Gwen leave the bathroom. At first, I huddle up in the stall, hoping she will return, but part of me knows that she will not. I start sweating as I step out of the stall, wincing with every step. The chains clatter against the tiles on the floor, and the helplessness I felt with Gwen is now more frightening than arousing. 
			

			
				Fuck. Fuck. FUCK!
			

			
				 
			

			
				Most people are occupied with their meals, but many turn to look at me as I try to hurry past them. The leg irons make it difficult, and I try to greet the questioning glances with a smile. It is humiliating and degrading, being cuffed in public never appeared in my fantasy. I can tell that the waiter wants to stop me and ask what is going on, but I grab my chance when someone opens the door. I dodge past the waiter and hurry out the door. 
			

			
				She is standing on the other side of the street, leaning against a wall with a huge smile on her face. Cars honk as I cross the busy street, and when I finally reach Gwen, I feel like I have run a marathon.
			

			
				“How was it?” she asks as she removes the cuffs and leg irons. 
			

			
				“Scary.” I am trembling from the adrenaline. “I … I’ve never tried anything like it.”
			

			
				She kisses me on the cheek and takes my hand. “You need to be pushed a little, Harper, get out of your bubble.”
			

			
				We walk down the street as a couple, a stark contrast to the experience I have just had. I am happy to be free of the handcuffs, but a part of me wants them back on again. Soon. 
			

			





				Chapter 2
			

			
				 
			

			
			T
				hings have been moving fast over the last couple of weeks. Bondage is now an everyday thing in our relationship, and I am settling into my new role as a slave. Gwen has insisted that I move into her house, and though it is a big step, it was not a request by my girlfriend but rather a command from my mistress. Some nights, she lets me sleep with her in the bed, cuddling and spooning as most couples would do, but most nights are spent in a small cage at the foot of her bed.
			

			
				I wake up to the now familiar view of thick steel bars. It is remarkable how quickly the body and mind adjust. The first few nights I was shackled in the cage were restless and unpleasant, but now, I sleep like a baby. The elegant, stainless steel shackles on my wrists and ankles rattle as I move slightly; I can hear Gwen turning in her bed, and I know our morning ritual is about to begin.
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Good morning, slave,” she says as she unlocks the cage.
			

			
				I crawl out and kneel in front of her with my palms resting on my knees, facing up. I look up at my beautiful owner with a smile. “Good morning, Mistress.”
			

			
				She sits down on the chair nearby and starts brushing her hair. I crawl closer and take her foot in my hand. My fingers gracefully travel across the thin skin on the top of the pale foot. Gwen had taken good care of it, and there is hardly a patch of hardened skin to be found anywhere on the toes or soles. I move my thumb in small circles beneath the toes, eliciting pleased moans from Gwen, moans that mix with the sound of my chains. 
			

			
				“Very good, slave,” Gwen says. 
			

			
				“Thank you, Mistress.” 
			

			
				I start rubbing each of the long toes in turn before I kiss the top of Gwen’s feet, slowly transitioning into short licks to the sole. I move on to the pinky toe, sucking and licking it for a long time before moving on. When I finally reach the big toe, Gwen is leaning back in the chair with closed eyes and a pleased smile. 
			

			
				The foot massage and worship are a daily ritual now, as is my cooking breakfast in chains. It is oddly liberating to walk around the large house wearing nothing but shackles, but that is how my days start now. Part of me is scared of how quickly I have accepted my role, how quickly I have thrown away all I had to submit to Gwen. I still work at the restaurant, but most of my time is spent serving Gwen. She can be a cruel, sadistic mistress, but it only makes the tender moments all the more intense.
			

			
				And I do enjoy the pain.
			

			
				 
			

			
				She is waiting when I come out of the shower. Her eyes swallow my body, and for a moment, I hope she is going to take me right there and then, even if it would make me late for work.
			

			
				“I love your perky, small breasts,” she says and caresses my nipple with her soft hands. 
			

			
				“Yours are not bad either.” I return the favor. It is a tender moment between lovers, but the sound of my chains reminds me that Gwen is the one who decides when the dynamic changes. I can tell that I have fallen completely in love with her, and knowing that Gwen is likely still easing me into the role of her slave makes the warm sensation in my chest feel a little scary. Will I be able to say no if she starts pushing me too far?
			

			
				Would I even want to have that ability?
			

			
				“We’re going out tonight,” Gwen says, her fingers still drawing small circles around my nipples. “My friend has an art exhibit opening at a gallery downtown.”
			

			
				My body is distracted by the gentle trickle of pleasure emanating from my breasts. “Sounds … fancy.” I sigh as she removes her hands and begins to unlock my restraints. “Am I going as your girlfriend? Won’t I be … out of place?”
			

			
				She smiles. “Of course, you’re going as my girlfriend, Harper. And who cares? You’re with me.” The smile takes on a more devious character. “Though I do have plans to … spice it up a bit.”
			

			
				I whimper. “Are you going to make me walk out in handcuffs again?”
			

			
				“Not this time, but even if I did, you’d do it … slave.”
			

			
				“Yes, Mistress.”
			

			
				She laughs and kisses me. “Have a great day at work.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				I am not having a great day at work. I never minded waitressing, but ever since I moved in with Gwen and started my life as a slave, my job seems mundane and frustrating. As I walk between the tables, smiling at people I do not know, I fantasize about being restrained, about Gwen lowering her toned body down upon mine, and I can feel myself getting turned on by my daydreams. 
			

			
				My phone buzzes in my back pocket. I know it is her, my circle of friends is embarrassingly small. The restaurant is almost empty, and Artie is busy in the kitchen, so I sit down and check the phone.
			

			
				“I have a task for you, my slave. In your purse, you’ll find a little toy. Turn it on and put it inside you until you return home – send me a video showing you putting it in. I’ll know if you cheated and pulled it out before it’s time. Your Mistress.”
			

			
				I find my purse in the back of the restaurant and slip into the bathroom. I feel a mix of trepidation and excitement as I pull out a black rubber dildo. It is big, larger than any of my own toys, and for a moment, I wonder if it is too big. I am reluctant, but I do not dare question Gwen’s commands. I pull down my pants and turn on the dildo, which starts vibrating slightly, hardly making a sound. I set up my phone to film as I slowly insert the massive rubber cock into my pussy, and I have to admit that it looks hot to see the dildo disappear inside me. It fills me, stretches me, and there is no resistance from my wet pussy. I pull my panties and jeans back up, which only serves to push the dildo even deeper inside me. 
			

			
				Fuck, this is intense. I have to support myself against the sink for a moment as I try to get used to the vibration. I send the video to Gwen and get back to work.
			

			
				 
			

			
				When I finally leave the restaurant, my panties are soaking wet. I have had to excuse myself three times because the vibrating dildo drove me over the edge multiple times, once while I was talking to a customer. The vibration is no longer enjoyable, but rather a constant presence and intense discomfort. I want it out of me, but I do not dare. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Gwen is waiting for me when I walk in the door. I collapse to my knees and look up at her with pleading eyes.
			

			
				“Please, Mistress … can I take it out?”
			

			
				She smiles and nods. I tear my pants off and slide the drenched dildo out of me. 
			

			
				“You used the high setting, didn’t you?”
			

			
				I look up at her from my fetal position on the floor. “It has multiple settings?”
			

			
				Gwen’s flawless face lights up as she laughs. “Rookie mistake, Harper. But you had fun, didn’t you?”
			

			
				I groan. “Some of the time.”
			

			
				She helps me to my feet and kisses me. “I’ll let you rest for a bit. Then you better shower before we go, you do smell a little sweaty.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Gwen has laid out clothes for me when I exit the shower. A short, elegant dress, far removed from the clothes I usually wear, and a pair of red pumps with high heels that make my ankles hurt just by looking at them. She is sitting next to the clothes on the bed; her eyes are cold, and I do not doubt that I am looking at my mistress, not my girlfriend.
			

			
				“I want you to wear this,” she says, folding her hands in her lap.
			

			
				I pick up the heels and wince. “They look painful.”
			

			
				“I want you to look your best. But that’s not all.” She lifts the sheets next to her to reveal a chastity belt. The sight of the shiny steel causes a knot to form in my stomach. “I look forward to talking to people knowing that you’re wearing this.”
			

			
				I walk closer and let my fingers run across the belt. The edges are lined with soft rubber, and I tremble with anticipation. “I like it, Mistress.”
			

			
				“Good. You’re already familiar with this.” She holds up the dildo from earlier.
			

			
				I pout. “Mistress, please …”
			

			
				“No discussion.” She turns it on. “It’ll be on the lowest setting. No orgasms for you tonight.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				I look in the mirror. The dress fits me well but is sufficiently loose around the waist to not reveal the chastity belt. I can already feel my juices trickling down my leg as the dildo vibrates inside me, but I have no way of removing it now. If anything, the heels are worse. I miss my sneakers, and every step down the stairs is pure torture. Gwen awaits me at the bottom, beautiful as always. 
			

			
				“This will be a fun evening,” she says and takes my hand.
			

			
				 
			

			
				I have never felt out of place in quite this way before. Everyone at the gallery is stylish and elegant, discussing art in a way that goes right over my head. Gwen keeps me close and introduces me as her girlfriend, but I have trouble focusing on the conversations due to the constant stimulation of the dildo and the dominating presence of the chastity belt. I am madly aroused, and the lust is driving me insane. My ankles hurt from the tall shoes, and I often have to grab onto Gwen when I am close to falling over. 
			

			
				“You’re managing well,” she says and takes a sip of champagne.
			

			
				“Th… thank you,” I mumble. I feel like a sweaty, cross-eyed slut, and all I want to do is to tear the chastity belt off and bring myself to climax. The constant edging is maddening. “I honestly can’t figure out if I’m your girlfriend or your slave right now, Gwen.”
			

			
				She pulls me in and kisses me. “You’re both. Don’t worry too much about definitions like that. All you need to know is that you belong to me. All of you.”
			

			
				I like how that sounds. The feel of her warm body against mine is intoxicating, as is her fragile, discreet perfume. I continue to smile politely at the people we meet and chat with, but part of me long for my safe cage at the foot of Gwen’s bed. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Finally, we get in the car and drive home. I am barely able to form coherent sentences anymore, and though I feel like any bump in the road can push me over the edge and into a massive orgasm, it is never enough.
			

			
				“Mistress … please … I need to come,” I whimper as I squirm in my seat. “I can’t take it anymore. Please … take this off, I beg you.”
			

			
				Gwen does not answer. Her eyes are fixed on the road, but her stern face usually means that I have some sort of punishment coming. 
			

			
				“Mistress, I can’t …”
			

			
				“Shut up, slave.” She looks over at me with cold eyes. “You do not get to beg unless I tell you to, do you understand?”
			

			
				“Yes, but …”
			

			
				“No. I think you need to be punished for your insolence. I think we need to take all of this to the next level.”
			

			
				What the hell does that mean?
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 3
			

			
				 
			

			
			R
				emove your clothes,” Gwen commands the moment we enter the door. My body is tingling, both from lust and fear; she has not spoken a word since she proclaimed that I needed punishment.
			

			
				I obey. The dress and bra fall to the floor, and I remove the torturous heels. Only the chastity belt remains. 
			

			
				She nods at my red Converse on the shoe rack. “Put your sneakers on.”
			

			
				I wonder what she has in mind for me that needs me naked and in shoes, but I do not question it. The moment the shoes are on, Gwen pushes me up against the wall and pulls my hands behind my back. The familiar, arousing sound of handcuffs closing around my wrists fills the room, and the leg irons follow shortly after. 
			

			
				“Kneel.” 
			

			
				I get on my knees, though it is not an elegant move with my hands cuffed behind my back. Gwen leaves for a minute and returns with a massive, wide steel collar. She has used collars on me before, but nothing like this. I tremble as the cold steel touches my neck and locks in place with a heavy click. The steel is tight, enveloping my neck, underlining my submission.
			

			
				“There are parts of this house that you haven’t seen yet, slave,” she whispers in my ear. She grabs hold of my hair and yanks my head back. “I think it’s time you get the tour.”
			

			
				The basement. The door has always been locked when I have explored the large house. Gwen locks a chain to the collar and pulls me to my feet, dragging me toward the ominous door at the back of the house. She unlocks it and escorts me down a narrow, dark staircase. I struggle to see in the darkness, but Gwen does not need light to see where we are going. The sound of the chains between my ankles echoes between the bare walls. She walks confidently in front of me, pulling me forward. I have trouble keeping up the pace due to the leg irons, but Gwen refuses to slow down. 
			

			
				She finally turns on a light, revealing a narrow corridor with stone walls.
			

			
				“It … it looks like a medieval dungeon,” I say.
			

			
				“That was the inspiration, yes.” Her voice is dark and calm. “You’re going to spend a lot of time here.”
			

			
				I know that Gwen has been easing me into all this, but I never imagined that a place like this was hidden beneath the house. Shackles and chains hang from the walls, and we walk past a room that seems to contain various tools of torture, not unlike those I saw at the museum when we first met.
			

			
				She notices my concerned glances. “I told you I would be cruel, slave. You will endure much pain – and pleasure – down here in my dungeon. I’m going to torture you.”
			

			
				“Torture?” I feel cold and terrified, but the vibrating dildo is still firmly embedded within me, and the word fills me with both dread and lust.
			

			
				She nods and pulls at my collar. “I will start you off easy, don’t worry.”
			

			
				Gwen opens a steel door and pushes me into a small, cramped cell. The only light comes from the corridor, but there is nothing to see anyway, except the shackles hanging from the wall. She unlocks my handcuffs, pushes me up against the cold, damp wall, and locks the shackles onto my wrists. My arms are stretched out to the sides, slightly higher than shoulder level.
			

			
				I pull at them, test them, but it only serves to amuse my mistress.
			

			
				“They are impossible to escape, Harper. Trust me. You are going to be here until I decide otherwise.” She kneels and exchanges my thin leg irons for a set of heavy steel manacles to match the wide shackles. “There, much better. Not that I fear that you will run off …” 
			

			
				I am at a loss for words as my brain struggles to comprehend the predicament I am in. I love the feel of the restraints, the ankle shackles pushing against the top of my sneakers, but I am tired after a long night. How long does she intend to leave me here? The wide shackles feel slightly more comfortable than the sharp handcuffs from before, but any semblance of comfort vanishes when Gwen finds a small step ladder and uses it to pull my collar chain upwards until it starts choking me.
			

			
				“Hard to breathe?” she asks with a sadistic smile.
			

			
				“Y… yes …”
			

			
				“Perfect.” She locks the chain to a ring above my head.
			

			
				I am hardly able to move my body; my arms are stretched wide, and the tight collar is already hurting my neck. I can feel the fear take over my mind, sending it into full panic mode. I am afraid of the intimidating woman in front of me, but the fear only intensifies when she turns and leaves.
			

			
				“No! Mistress! Don’t …”
			

			
				The steel door slams shut, and I hear the lock click.
			

			
				My body starts shaking, but it only tightens the collar around my neck. Tears are streaming down my face, and I scream in frustration. Every moment, every attempt to struggle only increases my panic and underlines my helplessness. Gwen has chained me before, but this is on a whole new level. 
			

			
				And yet, the vibrator keeps buzzing inside me.
			

			
				 
			

			
				***
			

			
				 
			

			
				I have lost all sense of time. My arms are aching, and my ankles hurt from the weight of the steel. My neck is sore, raw from screaming, and I feel like I have cried for hours. 
			

			
				I hear footsteps echo in the corridor outside. 
			

			
				“I am so sorry, please release me, I can’t keep standing like this!” I say when she enters the cell. Tears once again start flowing down my cheeks. “Forgive me, Mistress!” Just seeing Gwen fills me with warm emotions and love, despite the torment and discomfort.
			

			
				She stands in front of me and crosses her arms. “You have been screaming a lot, slave,” she says. She smiles.
			

			
				My eyes widen when she pulls out a wide leather strap with a large ball in the middle. I stare into her eyes as she forces the ball into my mouth and tightens the strap behind my head. My mouth is wide open, and my cries turn to pathetic mumbling. 
			

			
				This is torture. This is humiliating. Why … why am I loving this? Tears still flow, but a part of me does not want this to stop. I scream into the gag when she puts tight, brutal clamps on my sensitive nipples. It stings, and every movement of my small breasts sends spikes of pain through my body. 
			

			
				She leans in and whispers in my ear: “Do you want to know the worst part? I am still easing you into this.”
			

			
				I can feel her hand on my thigh. I hear a soft click as the chastity belt is unlocked before it drops to the floor with a loud clank. The dildo slides out of me.
			

			
				Yes … please … please let her …
			

			
				I gasp as her fingers enter my pussy. Her head is right in front of me, a wry smile on her lips as she fingers me. It has never felt this good before, so intense. I have been edging for hours at this point, and it only takes me a few seconds before a massive, mindblowing orgasm rolls through my body. I try to talk; I want to thank her, to show my gratitude, but the gag is too effective – I only manage to drool more. 
			

			
				“Enjoy this while it lasts,” Gwen says. “I’ll be back in a few hours.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				***
			

			
				 
			

			
				My nipples are burning. My neck hurts, and every time I try to take pressure off my back, the collar chokes me. The heavy manacles are causing searing pain in my tendons. Every minute is torture, but the knowledge that it is just the beginning sends cold, intense fear through my veins. Fear and lust. Even though I am not edging anymore, I cannot deny that this is the very essence of my darkest fantasies. I am shackled, trapped in a dark dungeon, helpless and exposed.
			

			
				Once again, I hear footsteps in the hallway. I want to be let out, I want to escape this torturous position, even if part of me is loving it. Gwen opens the door and smiles at me as she walks closer. Once again, her fingers find their way inside me.
			

			
				“Mmm … you’re still wet, sweetie.” She uses the other hand to pull the chain connecting my nipple clamps. I scream as the pain shakes my body, causing the collar to choke me once again. “I think this will do for now.” She removes the gag. “Do you want me to release you?”
			

			
				“I …” I pause for a moment. I know there is a right answer. “If that is what pleases you, Mistress.”
			

			
				She kisses me. Passionately, violently. The speck of affection warms my cold body and alleviates some of the pain. “Very good. I’ll take you down, but I’m not done punishing you.” The affection is once again gone from her voice. “I think you need some time down here. A long time. When is your next shift?”
			

			
				“… in three days.” My eyes widen as I realize what she is insinuating. “Mistress …”
			

			
				“No talking.” She lets me out of the shackles and unlocks my collar chain from the wall, but I soon find myself in heavy shackles again. She pulls me into a cell next to the one I was just in and locks the collar to an anchor point on the wall. The cell is tiny and contains nothing but a bucket with a lid and a thin mattress.
			

			
				“I’ll feed you twice a day through the slot in the bottom of the door,” she says. “Push the bucket out when you’ve received the food. I’ll see you in three days.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				***
			

			
				 
			

			
				When Gwen finally enter the cell after three days, I am in a near catatonic state. Too much time in my own company has been terrifying, and the heavy restraints have made any rest difficult. I sit on the mattress and look up at her. I feel dirty and tired, a contrast to her immaculate, glorious presence. This beautiful woman has kept me as a chained prisoner for days, forced me to relieve myself in a bucket, and yet I ache for her touch and her affection.
			

			
				She sits down next to me and hugs me. The embrace is warm and nourishes my body. “This is what I want for you, Harper,” she says, but it is not the cold voice of my mistress. This is my girlfriend talking. “I want you as my prisoner, my slave. I won’t keep you down here all the time, but I want to hurt you, torture you, push you to the breaking point. Because I love you.”
			

			
				The words feel at odds with themselves, but even after several rough days in the cell, I do not want to be anywhere else. I rest my tired head on her shoulder. “I … I want that too. I love you, Gwen.”
			

			
				She looks me in the eye. “Do you submit fully and completely to me, Harper?”
			

			
				I nod. “I do.”
			

			
				We kiss as lovers before Gwen unlocks my collar from the wall. Once again, she takes me to a different room, this time with a bed in it. A proper bed. Whips, floggers, and other tools of pain and pleasure fill the walls and shelves, but my eyes are focused on the wonderful bed. I could sleep for days, but something in Gwen’s eyes gives me a burst of energy. She removes her clothes, revealing her wonderful, toned body and perfect breasts. As she looks me in the eyes with a smile, she grabs a strapon from a shelf and pushes the large dildo on the inside of the harness inside her pussy. She then lubes up the large outside dildo meant for me.
			

			
				“Lie down on the bed, Harper,” she says and grabs a wooden paddle from the wall.
			

			
				Don’t mind if I do. 
			

			
				I get onto all fours, readying myself for Gwen. She starts rubbing the tip of the dildo against my asshole, and I soon realize that my pussy is not the intended destination. The rubber cock draws long lines from my asshole down between my labia, occasionally venturing as far as the clit before moving back up.
			

			
				I let out a frustrated groan and bite the inside of my arm as Gwen continues to tease me. This feels amazing, I think to myself just as the tip of Gwen’s strapon enters my asshole like a hesitant explorer, only to move out immediately after. She repeats the move a dozen times, playing with my opening. My body moves and writhes in frustration as my whimpering moans beg for more. 
			

			
				Gwen gives me another half inch. Then she slides out.
			

			
				Again.
			

			
				Again.
			

			
				Over and over, taking her time. This is a different kind of torture, and it is brutally efficient. Her paddle soon starts smacking my buttcheeks, sending waves of pleasure through my trembling body. Slowly, Gwen ventures in deeper and deeper with every movement, and it takes several minutes before she finally buries the dildo in my asshole. I feel like I am ready to explode.
			

			
				She starts fucking me slowly. She grabs the chain to my collar, pulling it hard to choke me as she paddles my ass. It is intense, overwhelming, and fantastic.
			

			
				“Fuuuuuuuuuck …” My voice is raspy and distant. My asshole tightens around the base of the dildo like a cock ring as I embrace it. 
			

			
				Gwen starts picking up the pace. It is like a well-oiled machine increasing its speed as she fucks me harder. The pain and pleasure mix in a potent cocktail, and I feel myself rushing closer to the edge.
			

			
				“Please … Mistress … can I come?” 
			

			
				“You may come, slave.”
			

			
				“Mmmhh …. Aaah … FUUUUUUUUCK!” I scream as I bury my head in the sheets. The orgasm is massive and violent as if it has stirred in my body during my long days of imprisonment. Gwen slows down and stays inside me as my body twitches and spasms, showing her domination over my body and pleasure. When she finally pulls out, it feels like a gaping hole is left where the dildo used to be, and I roll onto my back trying to catch my breath. 
			

			
				“My turn,” Gwen says and removes the strapon. She crawls onto the bed, spreading her legs in front of my face. I do not need any command; I start licking her with determination and enthusiasm, eager to return the favor. Every moan from Gwen fills me with love and satisfaction, and my fingers soon enter her as well. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				After a while, she grabs hold of my hair and yanks my head back. “I’m going to piss on you, slave,” she says. “I want you to drink all you can.”
			

			
				A few months ago, the thought would have repulsed me, but I am deep inside subspace at this moment, and I just nod. Soon, a stream of clear piss hits my face, and I try to catch as much of it in my mouth as I can. The moment Gwen is done, she once again pushes my face into her wet, piss-soaked pussy and makes me lick her until she comes in a violent, loud orgasm. Her toned body shakes as she bites her lower lip, and I smile as I watch her breasts rise and fall rapidly for a while until her breathing calms down.
			

			
				She looks at me.
			

			
				We both smile.
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 4
			

			
				 
			

			
			I
				 stare out of the window at the snow falling. Despite the cold outside, the house is warm and comfortable, and I am not wearing anything but an oversized T-shirt, my sneakers – and my chastity belt. I scratch at the padded edges of my pussy prison and sigh. Mistress always makes sure to lock it on before she leaves on business, and though I am not burdened by a huge, vibrating dildo this time, there is still a steel plug firmly in place inside my pussy. 
			

			
				I let out a frustrated sigh. I miss her. I know that when she returns tonight, the joy of our reunion and the warm embrace will soon be replaced by commands, torture, and chains, but it is what my life is now. I am a devoted slave, a painslut, a masochist – and I have never been more content. 
			

			
				While she is gone, Mistress has left envelopes with tasks, one for each day. Most have been related to jobs around the house, usually while wearing cuffs or shackles, and today seems to be no different. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				My beloved slave.
			

			
				In the bag in the hallway closet, you’ll find a set of restraints. Put them all on and call me on video chat when you’re done. I’ll tell you where the keys are when we’ve talked.
			

			
				Your Mistress.
			

			
				 
			

			
				I find the bag and stare at the restraints for a bit. They are different from the shackles and cuffs I am used to. The handcuffs are bigger and heavier, and they do not seem to use the same key as most of the cuffs in the house. The leg irons are similar, connected to the handcuffs by a chain. I put them on, feeling a pleasant shiver as the cold steel locks in place. God, I love handcuffs. I walk around the house for a bit, embracing my captivity. The chain clatter against my chastity belt and my sneakers squeak as they rub against the wooden floors. I am tempted to go looking for the keys, but Gwen knows the house better than I ever will. They’re probably under a loose floorboard I’ll never find. I grab my phone and call my mistress. Gwen’s face appears on the screen with a smile. 
			

			
				“Hello, my lovely slave,” she says with a grin. “Enjoying yourself?”
			

			
				I nod. “I am.” I show her the cuffs.
			

			
				“Nice and tight. Good.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				We talk for half an hour about our day, about how much we look forward to seeing each other tonight. The conversation flows effortlessly, and I almost forget that I am restrained.
			

			
				“I need to get going,” she says. “Would you like to know where the keys are?”
			

			
				I suddenly notice how sore my wrists are from the heavy cuffs. “Yes, please.”
			

			
				She bites her lower lip. “They’re not in the house.”
			

			
				“What?”
			

			
				“They’re at Amber’s house at the end of the street. You haven’t met her yet, but she has a … kinky streak.” The sinister smile that I know all too well appears on her ruby lips. “Enjoy your little stroll in the snow.”
			

			
				The call ends. I feel like I am about to throw up, and the familiar mix of fear and arousal takes hold of my body. Gwen’s house is situated in a posh, upper-class neighborhood, and I doubt anyone living here will appreciate the sight of a half-naked, chained girl taking a stroll outside their window. I know the house Gwen was talking about, but it is a long walk. A long walk in barely any clothes and chains.
			

			
				 
			

			
				I wait until it is dark. The snow creaks under my sneakers as I step out of the house and start walking up the driveway. Every sound makes me flinch, and I try to keep the noise from my chains to a minimum. The cold wind chills me to my bones, encouraging me to hurry up. Adrenaline is pumping through my veins as I try to hug the walls I pass, but the streetlights make me stand out, made worse by my yellow T-shirt.
			

			
				A car drives by. I jump into a nearby hedge, narrowly dodging the lights from the car. Branches scratch and tear at my freezing skin, and the chain gets tangled in the foliage. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				When I finally reach Amber’s door, I am exhausted and dirty. I ring the doorbell, nervously fidgeting with my chains while I constantly look over my shoulder to see if anyone walk by.
			

			
				A beautiful blonde, a head taller than me, opens the door. “My, my … what do we have here?” A smile lights up her face. “You must be Gwen’s little slave-lover, am I right?”
			

			
				I nod. “I’d love to get these restraints off … Mistress?”
			

			
				She pulls me inside and closes the door. “Let’s not be too hasty.” She licks her lips. “I like how this looks.” Her hands travel up under my shirt and start groping my breasts. It feels wrong; I belong to Gwen, after all. “Why don’t we go back to Gwen’s place? I’ll unlock the restraints there.”
			

			
				“Go back?” My throat closes. “Please … don’t …”
			

			
				Amber smiles. “Gwen told me I could have fun with you until she returns, and I intend to take her up on that.” She puts on a jacket and opens a nearby closet, pulling out a mean-looking chain collar and leash meant for unruly dogs. “This will do nicely.” The chain pinches my skin as she tightens it around my neck, and to underline her dominance, she yanks it, choking me hard. She finds a set of nipple clamps and puts them on my breasts under my shirt. “Time to go, little slave.”
			

			
				My body is overwhelmed, but the fear is starting to take a back seat to the excitement and lust. I like being used and abused, and this woman knows what she is doing. She pushes me outside and starts walking down the street with me in tow. Cars pass, but she simply waves at them, and I struggle to keep up with her long strides. Her high-heeled, knee-high boots crush the snow and ice beneath them. 
			

			
				It is excruciating; the collar is too tight, making it hard for me to breathe, and the pace makes the dildo inside me rub against the walls of my pussy, causing juices to trickle down my legs, making them even colder. The nipple clamps are the final humiliation, and when we finally reach Gwen’s house, I just want to curl up in a fetal position and cry.
			

			
				But Amber has other plans. She drags me to the basement; she seems to be familiar with it, and I soon find myself in front of the shelves with Gwen’s massive collection of restraints.
			

			
				“I’ll take those restraints off you now, slave, but I never said I wasn’t going to replace them with something else.” 
			

			
				She unlocks my cuffs, but I have no time to enjoy it before she locks my wrists into an odd rigid shackle that connects my wrists with a metal bar. I can hardly move them. A heavy collar with a chain is locked onto my neck, and the ankle restraints are replaced with even heavier leg irons.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Every step hurts my ankles as she drags me by the collar down the dark corridor. We enter one of the larger cells, and I am surprised to see Gwen waiting for us. 
			

			
				“Gwen!” Amber says with a smile and embraces my mistress. “You’re back early?”
			

			
				Gwen nods. “Yeah, caught an earlier flight. I figured you’d bring Harper here, so …” She walks over to me and kisses me passionately. “I missed you.”
			

			
				“I missed you too,” I say with a tired smile.
			

			
				Gwen looks at Amber. “Up for a little fun?”
			

			
				Amber nods. “You know I am.” She pushes her hands up under my shirt and lets her fingers caress my clamped breasts. “You got lucky with this one.”
			

			
				“I know,” Gwen says. “I have big plans for her.”
			

			
				I look at the two beautiful women in front of me, elegant and powerful, as I stand like a shackled beast. Gwen locks a chain to a ring on my rigid wrist restraints and presses a button on a remote. A winch in the ceiling starts whirring as my wrists are pulled upwards. This is new. I have never been in this cell before, and I am starting to wonder how big Gwen’s basement is.
			

			
				My hands are now stretched as far as they can go; the steel digs into my wrists, and I am forced to stand on my toes. The pain in my ankles is only getting worse, but my sneakers help me to at least not slip.
			

			
				“Do you like pain?” Amber asks while Gwen uses a pair of sharp scissors to cut off my shirt.
			

			
				I nod, though I am terrified of what she might come up with. She pulls the nipple clamps off with a hard yank. The pain is excruciating, and I scream. I scream louder than I have ever done in my life, straining my neck against the tight collar. 
			

			
				Then the first whiplash hits my back. 
			

			
				It stings, but the following lashes are harder, more painful. 
			

			
				Gwen hits my back, my butt, and my thighs. Each strike sends a burning wave through my body. 
			

			
				Amber is still standing in front of me and smiles. “You look amazing like this.” She pinches my nipple just as another hard strike hits my ass. “This’ll be a fun night.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				The lashes keep coming. Tears and drool fly from my face, and just as I think it cannot get any worse, Amber picks up a cane and starts hitting my breasts.
			

			
				It goes on forever. 
			

			
				I look down and see red bumps on my small breasts. A few of the bruises have started to bleed a little. 
			

			
				“Spread your legs.” Gwen’s voice is dark and menacing.
			

			
				No … please …
			

			
				I have no choice. I spread my legs as far as the leg irons allow me. 
			

			
				Gwen’s whip finds my pussy. Again and again. 
			

			
				My voice is hoarse from the screaming.
			

			
				 
			

			
				When they were done with me, when I was nothing but a sobbing, ruined mess of pain, exhaustion, and bruises, they left me. It has been hours since then. I cannot feel my arms anymore, and my ankles are screaming in pain.
			

			
				My body is crying, but part of me is relishing the experience. Tortured by two gorgeous dominants, chained and tormented. It is intense. Wonderful. Unbearable.
			

			
				I hear footsteps.  
			

			
				The winch above me springs to life, and I fall to my knees as the chain loosens. My arms feel like they are being stung by needles as the blood rushes back into them. 
			

			
				Gwen enters the cell and kneels in front of me. 
			

			
				“That was fun.” She removes my ankle restraints and the chastity belt, sliding the drenched steel plug out of me. “We’re just getting started.”
			

			
				My mind cannot comprehend the meaning of her words. It is too hard, too much to handle, but I do not want it to stop. She squeezes my hand lovingly as she pulls me to my feet. I look into her huge, hazel eyes and see both love and sadistic pleasure in them before she puts a black hood over my head and drags me out of the cell. 
			

			
				I can feel my heartbeat pounding in my chest. 
			

			
				I trip and scrape my knee, but she pulls me up right away.
			

			
				A heavy steel door is closed behind me.
			

			
				I am forced to sit down on what feels like a cold steel grate. My legs are opened, and metal bands are locked around my thighs and ankles. I shiver as a metal belt is tightened around my waist. I squirm in the odd chair, but my lower body is fixed. 
			

			
				“What a lovely body,” Amber says. I can tell that she is standing behind me.
			

			
				The darkness inside the hood makes me overly aware of the sounds from their heeled boots, the two women’s hands on my body as they restrain it, and the smell of leather and sweat. 
			

			
				My body is pushed back into the chair; I feel a steel grate behind my back as my collar is attached to the chair, locking my neck in a fixed position. Finally, my wrists are released from the rigid shackles and locked onto the arms of the chair.
			

			
				Fixed. Vulnerable. Helpless. Completely at the mercy of two sadistic women. 
			

			
				I suddenly feel the cloth hood being pushed into my mouth – they are gagging me while I am still hooded. The fabric dries my mouth and feels unpleasant.
			

			
				Metal scraping on the stone floor. 
			

			
				Something is coming through the grate I am sitting on.
			

			
				The distinct smell of lube.
			

			
				It enters me. Fills me. A large, ribbed dildo.
			

			
				I squirm in my seat, but I am unable to move. 
			

			
				I try to protest, but the gag prevents it.
			

			
				“Try to relax,” Gwen’s voice sounds near my ear. Her warm breath sends shivers down my spine that nestle in my genitals. “You’re going to love this.”
			

			
				The dildo starts fucking me when they turn on the machine. I clench my fists. My entire body tenses up. I should feel violated, humiliated, but my body is flooded with adrenaline and lust. 
			

			
				I can do nothing to prevent the waves of pleasure emanating from my pussy, and I start moaning loudly. Being fixed in place is increasing my pleasure. I feel metal on my breasts as if they are being encased in a steel sandwich. I groan as my nipples are pushed out, tense, stretched – sensitive.
			

			
				Someone is licking one of my nipples. It is Gwen; I recognize that tongue.
			

			
				Oh God, that feels amazing!
			

			
				Amber joins in. One of them starts massaging my clit. 
			

			
				The arousal keeps building. I have never felt anything like this before. 
			

			
				They turn up the speed on the machine, and I feel like I am going to explode.
			

			
				As my dam bursts, sending orgasmic waves of pleasure and ecstasy rolling into every cell of my shaking body, I scream into my gag. 
			

			
				Then it hits me.
			

			
				They … they are not going to turn the machine off.
			

			
				The speed increases, ramming the large dildo harder into my sensitive pussy. 
			

			
				It goes on.
			

			
				And on.
			

			
				The tongues disappear and are replaced by brutal strikes with canes and whips.
			

			
				Pain and pleasure join together in a chaotic mess.
			

			
				A while later, I come again. And again.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The gag is removed and the hood comes off. Gwen is standing before me, smiling. “Enjoying yourself, my slave?”
			

			
				“Y… Yes, Mistress,” I whimper, barely able to form sentences. 
			

			
				The machine slows down, but it is still fucking me.
			

			
				She leans in, her face is right in front of mine. She purses her lips for a kiss; I try to reach them, but the collar holds me in place. She smiles. Denying me the kiss is torturous, and she knows it. 
			

			
				“I think it’s time you take the final step into slavery, my love,” she says.
			

			
				“What does that mean?”
			

			
				Her soft hands run up my inner thigh, teasing my clit. “No more working at that restaurant. I have plenty of money to support both of us. I want you to be my full-time slave.”
			

			
				Despite the massive discomfort and pain I am feeling, I want nothing more from life than that. “Yes, Mistress.”
			

			
				Her hands run through my platinum hair. “I’m going to shave your head. I’m going to brand you. And then you’ll be completely mine.”
			

			
				Brand me? The thought scares me, but no part of me wants to turn back now. “If that is your wish, Mistress.”
			

			
				“It is.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				I cannot help but shed a tear as my long hair falls to the ground before me. I am still locked in the chair, and the ribbed dildo is still moving slowly in and out of me, a constant stream of pleasure. But it is not the razor slowly moving across my scalp, guided by Amber’s steady hand, that fills my stomach with dread. It is the sight of Gwen entering the room. In her hand is a red-hot branding iron. Her mirrored initials, G.W., are visible on the iron in glowing letters. 
			

			
				“No turning back now, Harper,” she says.
			

			
				“I wouldn’t want to, my love,” I say with a trembling smile. 
			

			
				She walks behind the chair. Amber puts a rubber bit gag into my mouth and tightens the strap. I bite into it and steel myself.
			

			
				Blinding, hot, searing pain. The smell of burned flesh fills the room as the iron lands on my left shoulder. I tear at my restraints, but I cannot move. Tears stream from my eyes as I scream into the gag. Even after Gwen removes it, the pain remains.
			

			
				I belong to her. 
			

			
				I am her slave.
			

			
				Her branded slave.
			

			
				I sob as Gwen hugs me. “You did well, my slave,” she says and finally kisses me. “I love you.”
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				Chapter 1
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
			I
				 take a sip of my morning coffee and open the double doors leading to the large patio overlooking the lush garden. I have lived in Gwen’s house for a while, but it does not feel like my home, not really. Maybe it is not supposed to. My clothes have found their way into drawers and closets in the bedroom, I have a shelf in the bathroom, but most of my belongings are stashed away in boxes in the basement. Even though it is Gwen’s house, I do not feel like a guest. It is something different, a new state of being. We are a couple, we live together, we go out together, but in a way, I am another one of Gwen’s possessions, a role which suits me well.
			

			
				You don’t need your stuff anyway, Harper, I think to myself and smile as I sit down and take a deep breath of the crisp spring air. Several plants and trees are starting to bloom, and the fresh air invigorates me as I pull the blanket closer in around me. I still have not bothered to put on clothes. 
			

			
				My phone buzzes. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				This meeting is killing me. I’d rather be snuggled up next to you.
			

			
				 
			

			
				I feel a warm sensation spreading from my chest. She is in a good mood today. That is usually the case the day after an intense BDSM session. I move a little in my seat; my butt is black and blue after the severe caning last night, but the resulting orgasm was incredible. 
			

			
				And I do love the pain.
			

			
				“Harper Collins. Full-time slave,” I whisper to the wind and chuckle to myself. My hand absentmindedly wanders to the massive steel collar around my neck. It is as wide as my hand and fairly heavy, but the rounded edges make it surprisingly comfortable. Gwen had it made to my measurements, and it has not come off since it arrived two days ago. The smooth steel is cold to the touch and sends a pleasant shiver down my spine. I can feel the collar pressing slightly against my neck as I swallow another sip of coffee; not enough to be unpleasant, but enough to mark its presence. 
			

			
				I let out a relaxed sigh and lean back in the chair. The garden is huge, just like the house, and completely private. I enjoy my mornings; Gwen leaves early for work, and though I have plenty to do before she does, like washing her in the shower, massaging her feet, and making her breakfast, I have almost no chores while she is gone. Unless she wants to tease or punish me; cleaning the whole house while wearing heavy shackles and a vibrating buttplug was a rough Wednesday. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				I get up and tiptoe across the cold tiles and inside the large living room. I drop the blanket to the floor and bite my thumb as I wonder what to do next. I catch a glimpse of myself in one of the house’s many mirrors; it has been a month since Gwen had her friend Amber shave my head, and I am starting to like the buzzed look. My naturally blonde hair is not my cup of tea, but Gwen has said that she wants me to dye it platinum again when it gets a little longer. She is in control of my hairstyle now. The oversized blue T-shirt and black lace panties are an odd combo along with the shiny steel collar, but I like it. 
			

			
				Something’s missing, I think to myself. Gwen often restrains me before leaving, occasionally adding the chastity belt as well, but not today. The entire house is my playground, and only the collar prevents me from going out, yet I feel a deep urge to be restrained. I feel naked without steel around my wrists. Gwen encourages me to experiment with self-bondage and has even put up a small, locked box where I can put the keys if I do not want the ability to release myself before she comes home. 
			

			
				Yes. I want to restrain myself. But how? There are small stashes of chains and restraints hidden all over the house; Gwen wants them to be within reach when the mood strikes. But I can tell that a simple pair of handcuffs will not do, not today. 
			

			
				The basement. I shudder at the thought. The basement is a dark, sensual place, and I have never been down there by myself. Gwen usually leaves the door locked, but I do not recall her locking it last night. I take a deep breath and start heading for the door, but on the way, I pass an innocent-looking pair of black low-top canvas sneakers, one of my many pairs, but these are special. My heartbeat quickens as I put them on and feel the steel studs against the bottom of my bare feet; they are not pointy enough to break the skin, but they make every step painful. Gwen calls them my ‘submission shoes’ and often makes me wear them when we go out, or when we are just staying at home. 
			

			
				They seem fitting for the mood I am in. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				I open the door to the basement and wince as I slowly walk down the creaky steps. The studs dig into my skin, turning me on as a constant source of pain. As I delve into the darkness, my mind wanders; how did it come to this? How did this become the new normal? I was doing well, studying to become an engineer. I just needed a short break when I overworked myself, and now I am a 24-year-old unemployed girl living off her rich girlfriend, spending her days in chains as a slave. It should be bothering me more than it does, but the tiny voice of doubt is always there, present at the back of my mind. Gwen has encouraged me to take up my studies again, and I have to some degree, but it all seems a little pointless … because I am loving this. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				I walk past the first room in the basement that is just used for storage and ignore the boxes with ‘Harper’ written on them. The next room is what I am here for. I turn on the lights and feel a surge of adrenaline as the endless shelves of restraints, torturous devices, floggers, and whips are revealed. There is a narrow corridor at the end of the room leading to the cells and torture room, but for now, I let my fingers run across the various shackles, collars, and cuffs strewn out before me. Though I have been with Gwen for a while, I still have not tried them all, and I feel like a kid in a candy store. Just looking at the restraints makes me want to touch myself, but even though I am not in chastity, I cannot bring myself to do it. 
			

			
				“Where did she get all this?” I whisper to myself. I have never had the chance to explore the basement by myself, I have only passed through this room on my way to the cells, usually while I am restrained. I stop at an innocent-looking steel device shaped like a pear, but I recognize it for what it is. A Pear of Anguish, a medieval torture device used by the Inquisition. I was staring at one of these in the museum the first time I met Gwen, and I shudder at the thought of her using it on me. I enjoy pain, it arouses me, but this could be pushing it too far. I shake off the unpleasant shiver and return to the restraints. I pick out a set of short-chained wide shackles and a pair of police-issue leg irons before walking back to the living room.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The cold steel feels good on my wrists as I lock the shackles, and I smile as I hear the ratchet lock on the leg irons. Just feeling the weight of the restraints and hearing the sound of the chains makes me wet; I have been conditioned to expect sexual pleasure and pain whenever I am restrained, after all. But there will be no pleasure, not until my mistress gets home, at least. 
			

			
				I hobble my way to the locked box and hesitate for a moment. I feel like I am forgetting something, but I ignore the feeling and feel a genuine rush of arousal as I hear the keys hit the bottom of the box with a muted, metallic clank. 
			

			
				It feels good. It feels right. I start walking around the house, enjoying the sound and sense of helplessness. The sneakers hurt my feet with every step, fueling my growing lust, but I refuse to give in to it. I just hope that Gwen will reward me when she gets home. I look at the clock on the wall. Six hours to go, maybe more. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				I lie down on the sofa and set up my phone to take a picture of my shackled body while I make a kissy face. I send it to Gwen with a short message saying how I cannot wait for her to come home. 
			

			
				She responds shortly after.
			

			
				 
			

			
				You’re killing me, Harper! I’m going to have fun with you when I get back.
			

			
				 
			

			
				I stare at the screen with a big smile on my face when a dark, blurry picture shows up moments later of Gwen’s pussy with two of her fingers inside it. I know she is in a long, important meeting, and knowing that she cannot resist touching herself to my picture makes me feel appreciated and loved. But the constant presence of the steel collar on my neck, the shackles, and the leg irons makes me madly aroused, and I turn on the TV to distract myself.
			

			
				Then another message ticks in.
			

			
				 
			

			
				I assume you forgot about your online class in fifteen minutes, my love?
			

			
				 
			

			
				Fuck. I can picture Gwen chuckling to herself. I have been so distracted by my desires that I forgot about my class. It was Gwen’s idea to pick up my studies this way, and she has made it clear that skipping classes would result in severe punishment, but as I stare at the shackles around my wrist, I cannot see how I can participate. The teacher demands that we have our cameras turned on, after all.
			

			
				I fight the sense of panic that mixes with lust in an exciting cocktail. I find a scarf and wrap it around my collar. It looks silly with my oversized T-shirt, but it is better than the alternative. I do not feel like explaining to my professor why I am wearing more than one kilo of stainless steel around my neck and am unable to remove it. The collar was going to be on even if you hadn’t shackled yourself, Harper. I smile to myself. Gwen knew about the class. I sigh as I stare at the wide shackles on my wrists. Those are my fault, I cannot blame Gwen for those.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The entire class appears on my screen along with my surly-faced professor. The others wave at the camera, but I refrain. My shackled hands are folded in my lap, and I have trouble concentrating on learning about environmental fluid mechanics when every movement of my limbs causes the chains to rattle and the wet stain in my black lace panties to grow. I keep staring at my own image in the corner of the screen. Knowing that a thick steel collar is hidden behind the red scarf gives me a rush, and I cannot help but wonder if any of the others suspect anything; the scarf is bulging in odd places. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				When the class finally ends, I am exhausted and horny. I tear the scarf off and walk downstairs to assume my position; Gwen will be home any minute, and I am aching for her attention and affection. I kneel in front of the door with my hands in my lap. And wait. The legcuffs dig into my buttcheeks, but I am used to it by now. I often sit like this for an hour, and it is almost meditative. I reflect on my submission and position, I focus on the lust coursing through my body, nourishing it with images in my mind of Gwen’s hands and tongue on my sensitive skin.
			

			
				 
			

			
				I open my eyes when I hear a car door slamming. I feel like a dog waiting for its owner to come home, and the moment the door opens and Gwen’s beautiful, graceful face appears, I smile. I would wag my tail if I had one. The dark eyeliner enhances her piercing eyes, and the black hair is tied in a knot. Few businesswomen would wear a black leather skirt to work, but who would dare question the woman in charge? 
			

			
				“There’s my little slave,” she says and leans down to kiss me. The kiss is warm and passionate, filled with affection. Some days, we are just girlfriends, but not today. Today, we are mistress and slave. “Nothing is better than coming home to this.”
			

			
				I do not speak. She has not given me permission to. This is not one of those days where we lie half-naked and entangled on the couch talking about our day. I just smile at her, shivering as she locks a chain to my collar. Without a word, she nods at her black leather boots with tall, pointy heels. I lean down and start licking them. 
			

			
				“Knowing you, you’ve spent most of the day on your back or butt,” she says with a grin and pulls me to my feet. She takes the keys from the box. The lust inside me is fueled by her hand sliding up under my T-shirt and groping my breasts. “I think you need a little exercise.”
			

			
				I look at her, pouting, but I know I cannot change her mind. She drags me into the gym at the far end of the house, a place I admittedly do not visit often. She pushes me onto the treadmill and locks my collar to the machine before unlocking one of my shackles and putting it on again behind my back. She takes a step back, looking at me with a devious smile on her ruby lips. She finds a large red ballgag in one of her many stashes and presses it into my mouth.
			

			
				“Wonderful,” she says. I can feel my pulse quicken when I notice the riding crop in her hand. She starts the machine. “This’ll be fun.”
			

			
				The treadmill starts, forcing me to walk. The studs in my shoes press into my feet, and the sound of my collar chain fills the room along with my muffled groans. My thin lace panties offer no protection from the crop as it starts pummeling my buttocks, increasing in force as the treadmill speeds up. I am helpless to do anything. The collar keeps me on the treadmill, my hands are tied, and the gag prevents me from begging for release. 
			

			
				It is madly arousing. 
			

			
				I can feel my juices soaking my panties; I was already wet when Gwen came home, but this is far worse. Drool hangs from my gag as I start running, and the pain from the studs sends jolts of discomfort up through my legs, but it only serves to turn me on even more. 
			

			
				She stands behind me. I can see her in the gym’s large mirrors. She smiles as she whacks my ass with her crop, occasionally pausing to touch herself, sliding her hands down her leather skirt. I love her. I fear her. I want to please her. But right now, most of all, I just want those fingers inside me.
			

			
				 
			

			
				When the treadmill finally stops, I am panting and wheezing into the gag. My feet are screaming for the shoes to come off, and I cannot tell if it is sweat or juices running down my inner thigh. 
			

			
				She removes the gag and kisses me, forcing her tongue down my throat. One hand has a firm grip on my collar while the other pulls down my panties.
			

			
				Yes … please …
			

			
				I shiver as she enters me. It is gentle and caring, two adventurous fingers exploring me while her palm slowly rubs against my clit. This is perfection. My body is exhausted and trembling with lust, and every slight movement of her fingers inside me makes me moan. 
			

			
				“You did well, my slave,” she whispers. Her warm breath on my ear tickles. “This is your reward.”
			

			
				“Th… thank you, Mistress,” I whimper. “May I …”
			

			
				She nods. It is the nod I yearn for, the one that allows me to throw myself off the cliff and into a few fleeting moments of pure, unfiltered joy. I release the last hold on my quivering body and feel the waves of pleasure shoot out from my soaking wet pussy. My legs start to shake beneath me, and it feels like Gwen’s hold on my collar is all that is keeping me standing.
			

			
				I love my life. 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 2
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
			I
				t feels odd to be out among people. It is not that it never happens, it does, but I spend so much time in the house now that the crowds seem to suffocate me. I have always been shy, but not antisocial, and the feeling nestles in my chest, lingering like an unwelcome realization that I cannot shake. My life as a slave is changing me. 
			

			
				She takes my hand, and in a flash, the worries vanish from my mind. I look over at her and smile. My body feeds off her confidence, and the curious stares from the others in the restaurant no longer bother me. She is a vision of perfection as she stands there, dressed in a long, black dress with slits all the way to her hips. The tall heels make her even taller, and the ebony hair flows gently onto her shoulders. I want to take her right there and then. 
			

			
				“You look nice, sweetie,” she says and kisses my bare shoulder, right where her initials are branded into my flesh. Gwen can be surprisingly tender, even giddy, when we are out as girlfriends. The short, dark blue dress I am wearing is a present from her, and though I am still struggling to walk in heels, I have to admit that they do wonders for my posture. The hair has grown out a fair bit since my ritual shaving; it is medium length now, but still shaven on one side. The platinum color is back as well. 
			

			
				“So do you,” I say and kiss her, but we are interrupted by the maitre’d, who coughs exaggeratedly. 
			

			
				“Can I help you ladies?” he says in a polite tone, but as his eyes linger on my neck, a crease appears in the corner of his mouth. I questioned Gwen’s insistence that I should wear my thick steel collar on a normal date, but I am starting to enjoy the reactions. It is smooth and sleek enough to pass as a bold fashion choice, but it is hard to explain away the large O-ring on the front.
			

			
				Gwen smiles at the man. “Gwen Fioni, table for two. Place us near the window.”
			

			
				The man’s eyes widen. “Oh, Miss Fioni! Of course!” He bows so deep that the greasy combover loose touch with the scalp and makes it seem like a large spider is clinging to his head. “Please, follow me.”
			

			
				My heart flutters as Gwen squeezes my hand. A meal at this restaurant costs more than I could make in half a year at the café, and knowing that Gwen is willing to parade me in front of the most important people in the city like this makes me feel loved and appreciated. She is not ashamed of her mid-twenties college dropout girlfriend slash slave. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				The food is an explosion of flavors, and we chat about everything from politics to family as we embrace the decadent servings. I am collared, but we talk as equals, as girlfriends. But we are also lovers. Gwen loves to challenge the expectations levied on a high-powered CEO like her, and the affectionate touches and passionate kisses elicit entertaining frowns from the people around us. 
			

			
				“Gwen, please …” I whisper as I feel her foot sliding up my leg. 
			

			
				She puts the fork in her mouth and looks at me in a way that promises both trouble and pleasure. “What? No one can see it.”
			

			
				“I …” I take a deep breath as her toe starts rubbing against my clit. “I … oh, fuck it.” I close my eyes and smile. It does feel good. I let myself be carried away by the forbidden pleasure for a moment. “More …” 
			

			
				“More what, Miss? Wine?”
			

			
				I open my eyes and look at the waitress standing next to the table, looking at me with a puzzled expression. She is a woman roughly my age, and her pleasant, forced smile makes me blush. Gwen is struggling to contain her laughter, yet her foot is still resting on my crotch. 
			

			
				“Yes, please. Just half a glass,” I say, glaring at Gwen.
			

			
				The woman nods and pours the wine. “I like your … necklace.”
			

			
				My hand cannot help but touch the collar. “Me too. It was … a gift.”
			

			
				Gwen winks at me and smiles. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				She is good at it. For a moment I wonder how many other women she has licked before she met me, but there is no hint of jealousy, only appreciation. The toilet seat squeaks beneath me as Gwen buries her face even deeper between my legs, her tongue sliding effortlessly along my labia and clit. I have never had sex in a toilet stall before, and my mind inevitably travels to one of our first dates, when Gwen left me in handcuffs and forced me to walk out of the restaurant in chains.
			

			
				Good times, I think to myself and bite my lower lip. I look down at her. I am usually the one kneeling on the ground, servicing my mistress, but even like this, Gwen is in complete control. My pleasure is hers to command. 
			

			
				Two fingers slide inside me as her tongue lashes at my clit. I can hear footsteps outside, but I could never tell her to stop. This is our moment, and no one gets to interfere. Love floods my body along with the delightful orgasm as our eyes meet and we both smile. She gets to her feet, her fingers still deep inside me as she kisses me. 
			

			
				“I love you, Harper,” she whispers. 
			

			
				“I love you, Gwen.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				We leave the restaurant and wander out into the night. My stomach is heavy after countless meals of foie gras, lobster, truffle, and other assorted luxury foods that I had never tasted before I met Gwen. Part of me just wants to go home and fall into a comatose state on the couch, but I can tell that Gwen has other plans.
			

			
				“You’re up to something,” I say as she drags me down a dark alley. My eyes dart nervously from shadow to shadow, imagining what horrors could be waiting. 
			

			
				“I am.” She nods at an unseemly sign above a basement store. “I want my mark on you.” Her fingers run over the branding on my shoulder. “Well … I want another mark.”
			

			
				A tattooist. I have no tattoos and I am afraid of needles, and Gwen knows it; my nose piercing was made on a dare, and it was a terrifying experience. The air seems to thicken as the dynamic between us changes. We both know it. Neither of us tries to resist it – it often happens several times a day, and we transition smoothly into our alternate roles, those of mistress and slave. 
			

			
				“If … that is what you want, Mistress,” I say, staring nervously at the sign. She loves playing with my fears and phobias. The collar around my neck seems heavier and tighter all of a sudden. 
			

			
				Gwen lets go of my hand. She seems to grow in front of me, becoming more imposing and intimidating. The affection and love that have made her eyes glisten all night are muted now, replaced by lust and deviousness. I love Gwen with all my heart. I both fear and love my Mistress.
			

			
				 
			

			
				A woman comes to greet us as we enter the small shop. Her arms are covered in tattoos, and her short hair enhances her delicate features. 
			

			
				“Welcome!” she says with a smile. Her T-shirt says ‘Bad News’, but her smile is genuine and her eyes are kind. “I don’t usually get customers dressed this fancy. How can I help you?”
			

			
				Gwen puts her finger through the ring on my collar and pulls me forward. “I want to mark my slave as my property.”
			

			
				Why am I turned on by that?
			

			
				The woman looks at me and nods. “I don’t blame you. She’s cute.” She cocks her head to the side. “Nervous, honey?”
			

			
				I nod.
			

			
				The woman smiles again. “I’d say that I’ll be gentle, but I have a feeling that is not what your mistress is after.” She gestures at a leather-bound chair in the corner. “Please, sit.”
			

			
				“Take your clothes off, slave,” Gwen orders. “Then sit.”
			

			
				I glance at the woman, but she does not protest. The room is chilly, but the leather feels good against my skin as I lean back in the comfortable chair. The woman reclines the chair back, putting my feet up. I am naked in a tattoo parlor after midnight, wearing nothing but a heavy steel collar, and the two women in front of me are acting like this is the most normal thing in the world. 
			

			
				“Mind if I restrain her?” Gwen asks and pulls two pairs of handcuffs and a ballgag from her purse. She never leaves home without them.
			

			
				The woman shrugs. “It probably makes my work easier. Want me to fetch a few belts?”
			

			
				Gwen raises an eyebrow. “You’ve done this before?”
			

			
				The woman does not answer. She just smiles and goes into the backroom for a bit before returning with a bundle of wide leather straps. While Gwen cuffs my hands to the armrests, the woman proceeds to strap me tightly to the chair; one belt around my waist, two for the legs, and one across my chest and arms. I test my restraints, but I have no way of moving. It is both arousing and terrifying. 
			

			
				“Scared, my slave?” Gwen asks as she strokes my hair.
			

			
				“Yes, Mistress.” 
			

			
				“It’ll only be a small tattoo.” She kisses my forehead before pushing the ballgag into my mouth. “But it’ll hurt.”
			

			
				My heart starts pounding as the two women step aside to discuss the details. For a moment I wonder if my fear of needles may have passed since I discovered my love of pain, but the slim hope evaporates as I watch the woman prepare the equipment. In my irrational mind, I picture myself walking out of the store with ‘SLAVE’ written in capital letters on my forehead, and I am almost relieved when the woman starts shaving the area right above my vagina. I am always clean-shaven, but she seems to be a thorough woman.
			

			
				“Mmmmph!” I cry as the thin needle starts piercing my skin. I have no idea what the result will be, but this is not the kind of pain I enjoy. The area is sensitive, with thin skin and little muscle to lessen the discomfort, and the leather straps creak as I fight them. 
			

			
				“Calm down,” Gwen says. She slides two fingers inside me. “Maybe this will help you relax. You’re already wet …”
			

			
				“I haven’t tried tattooing someone while they’re getting fingered,” the woman muses as she continues tormenting my pelvic region. I bite down on the ball in my mouth as I watch her wipe small traces of blood from the area, and my hands are clenched into fists. 
			

			
				But Gwen’s touch does work wonders. As does the bondage. I close my eyes and try to embrace the experience, forget about the needle, and focus on the straps and cuffs holding me as well as Gwen’s magic fingers. But a thought, a doubt, appears in the back of my mind. I try to push it away, but it lingers long enough to make me open my eyes and look up at Gwen with a concerned frown. She is focused on the tattoo and does not notice.
			

			
				Would she stop this even if I begged her to?
			

			
				We have no safeword. It was never necessary. I love her, I love the pain, the submission, the bondage, and the domination, but even though I have no desire to escape our relationship, I cannot help but wonder if she would even let me if I did. Luckily, the waves of pleasure soon override my worries, and the thought does not return. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				“I like it,” Gwen says. She is standing behind me as I inspect the tattoo in the mirror. 
			

			
				“Me too, Mistress.” I am not lying. It was an unpleasant experience, but there is something about being marked like this that I enjoy. I still have her initials branded on my shoulder, a permanent mark, but having ‘Property of Gwen’ written right above my pussy seems fitting. I put on my clothes while Gwen pays the woman, and we are soon sitting in a taxi heading home. The driver is not used to seeing a well-dressed, collared woman kneeling in the backseat footwell while her mistress strokes her hair, but when we are in this dynamic, it would not be fitting for me to sit next to Gwen.
			

			
				 
			

			
				It continues at home. I am tired and my pelvis is burning from the tattoo, but I can sense that a soft bed is not in my immediate future. The moment we step in the door, she orders me to strip. I obey, as I always do, and I let out a tired sigh when she handcuffs me and leads me to the cage at the end of the bed, pushing me inside without a word. I try to sleep; I know that Gwen will wake up in a sadistic, dominant mood when she locks me up like this, and I will need my strength to endure whatever she has in store for me.
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Wake up, my little slave,” she says and opens the steel-barred cage door. I do not know how she managed to get up and get dressed without waking me, and I am surprised to see her towering above me in high-heeled boots, a short latex dress, and a massive black strapon. It is not the first time I have been fucked the moment I wake up, and I can feel myself getting wet just by looking at the girthy rubber dildo. Gwen strokes it slowly, smiling at me, but something is different, something is off. I cannot put my finger on it. Usually, she will tell me to get on the bed, but she just approaches me, slowly, seductively, with a playful grin on her face. 
			

			
				“Suck it,” she says as she looks down at me. “Show me how you’d suck a cock.”
			

			
				I stare at the rubber cock. “Mistress, I … why?”
			

			
				A hard slap lands on my cheek, and I raise my cuffed hands to massage the burning skin. She grabs my hair and pulls my face closer to her crotch.
			

			
				“Do as I tell you. I want to see you suck it.”
			

			
				I wonder what has brought this on. I have never sucked a cock in my life, and I wonder why Gwen wants me to try it now. I put the rubber in my mouth – it feels like being gagged. 
			

			
				“More sensual. Caress it, kiss it, lick it. I want you to imagine that it’s real.”
			

			
				Why?
			

			
				I obey my mistress. I kiss the tip of the veiny rubber cock, I lick the shaft. As I do, Gwen instructs me. I have always known that she is bisexual, but hearing her describe the cock and what to do with it still feels odd to my ears. I try to focus on the submissive aspect of it, but I do not find much enjoyment in the act, and I breathe a sigh of relief when Gwen finally orders me onto the bed and starts fucking me hard with the saliva-lubed dildo. Her hips crash into my ass as she keeps my legs spread and pounds my pussy, and my reluctance is soon washed away by torrents of lust.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 3
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
			M
				y entire body is tingling as we get into the car. We have gone on countless dates since we started dating, but this is different. Gwen has a business meeting in New York and has insisted that I accompany her. Both of us are excited and in love, constantly holding hands, touching each other, and kissing to the enjoyment of the grinning cab driver. Gwen looks hot in her red leather jacket, tight black jeans, and high-heeled boots, an attire that is not unlike my own; jeans, a well-fitting crop top, and a bomber jacket. A pair of black sneakers completes my ensemble, though there are no studs inside these.
			

			
				 
			

			
				“It feels good to get out of the house,” I say with a pleased sigh as we pull up in front of the airport terminal. 
			

			
				Gwen squeezes my hand and smiles. “Good. Enjoy it. I must admit that I have plans to keep you securely locked up for a long time after this trip.”
			

			
				I bite my lower lip and feel a pleasant tingle down my spine. “The dungeon?”
			

			
				“There are still a few parts of it you haven’t seen, my love.”
			

			
				“I can’t wait.”
			

			
				We both giggle like school girls when we notice the cab driver’s puzzled stare. Gwen tips him handsomely before we drag our suitcases inside. I have traveled a fair bit with my parents and a few times during my studies, but I have never been accompanied by Gwen Fioni before. We barely step foot inside the terminal before our bags are whisked away and a slightly intimidated man escorts us to the VIP lounge. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				I lean back in the impossibly comfortable massage chair and sigh. “I could get used to this,” I say and take a sip from the drink being handed to me by a waiter. 
			

			
				Gwen looks up from her phone and smiles. “I’d advise against it. It’ll be too stark a contrast to what I have in mind for you when we get home.”
			

			
				I resist the urge to touch myself as my mind wanders and I imagine myself sitting shackled and gagged in the darkness of a cramped cell or cage in Gwen’s dungeon. I know that I will want to get out, that I will get lonely, cold, and sore after a while, longing for any semblance of human contact, but whenever I am not locked away, I yearn to be. I have to admit that it frightens me a little how effective Gwen’s conditioning has been; I had fantasized about being tied up and tortured before we met, but I had never imagined that the desire would dominate my life in this way. I appreciate these tender moments where Gwen and I are like most other couples, and yet part of me hopes she will fish a pair of handcuffs out of her purse and cuff me to the chair.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The plane ride is no less luxurious than the lounge, and for the first time in my life, I arrive feeling more rested and refreshed than when I left home. Once again, a taxi ride is spent fondling each other way past the point of public decency, but I have to extract my tongue from Gwen’s mouth when we pull up outside the most opulent and luxurious hotel I have ever seen. Smiling young men in immaculate uniforms open the door for us, and we soon find ourselves in a massive foyer with marble pillars, thick carpets, and an air of upper-class supremacy that would make my old self scoff and talk of privilege and exploitation, but it would be hypocritical of me in my current situation. 
			

			
				“Miss Fioni, a pleasure to see you again,” the manager at the desk says when we approach. The black, thin mustache vibrates slightly whenever he speaks. He tries to smile when he looks at me, but it does not quite reach his eyes. “I see you’ve booked your usual suite. Are you sure you’d not rather stay in the one with separate bedrooms?”
			

			
				A small knot forms in my stomach. We are on Gwen’s home turf now, a place where people recognize her. Will she acknowledge me as her girlfriend or …
			

			
				“Why would I?” She pulls me in close and rams her tongue down my throat, making the man visibly uncomfortable. “This is my girlfriend, Harper. She’ll be staying with me. And we’ll be fucking like randy bunnies – you might want to throw the sheets out when we’re done.”
			

			
				“Eh … whatever you say, Miss Fioni.”
			

			
				My heart fills with a warmth that spreads to my loins. I must look like a devoted dog as I stand there next to her, staring at her with loving eyes and a sheepish grin on my face while she sorts out the last few details with the embarrassed manager. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				I am in a great mood when we enter the giant suite. I want Gwen, and I start teasing her; squeezing her butt, bratty remarks, all the stuff that usually brings out her dominant side. 
			

			
				“Someone is being naughty,” she says with a smile as she sits on the bed, eating a strawberry from the tray nearby. “You want to be punished?”
			

			
				I sit astride her, letting my fingers run through her black hair. “Maybe. But what are you going to do? The dungeon is far away, and you can’t have many tools hidden in your luggage, I know how many clothes you’ve brought.”
			

			
				Gwen grabs hold of my hair and yanks my head back. The sudden display of power turns the embers of lust inside me into a roaring fire. “You don’t think I plan for stuff like this?” She nods at a large black case on wheels standing in the corner of the room. “I had a few of my … connections bring that up before we got here. Go ahead. Open it.”
			

			
				I walk over to the case and open it with sweaty palms. It is practically a closet, taller than me, and I gasp when I see that it is filled with cuffs, chains, paddles, floggers, everything an ambitious domme could hope for. 
			

			
				This is going to be an amazing trip, I think and bite my lip. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				The suite has an amazing view, a view I have no choice but to stare at. Gwen has shackled me spreadeagle in front of the giant windows, making it impossible for me to hide from any curious onlookers in countless skyscrapers in front of me. I see people working in the offices, wondering if any of them can see me. I try to pull at the restraints, but I have never managed to escape any predicament Gwen has placed me in, and at this point, I am only doing it out of habit. The thick steel shackles are smooth and cold against my skin, as are the matching manacles holding my legs spread. The heavy steel collar is locked around my neck where it belongs, and a giant ballgag forces my mouth open to the point where my jaw hurts. The drool trickles slowly down my chest and stomach. 
			

			
				I am exposed.
			

			
				Humiliated. 
			

			
				Incredibly horny. 
			

			
				My naked body trembles in anticipation. I can hear Gwen behind me, but I cannot turn to see what she is doing. This was not what I had in mind when we went on this trip, but I am not one to object to being restrained, gagged, and collared. 
			

			
				I feel her soft finger run along my spine. Her feather-light touch is electric and maddening, and I start moaning loudly into my gag even though Gwen’s hands are nowhere near my genitals. My toes curl in my sneakers, the only piece of clothing left on my body as my entire body tense up. The first hit of the flogger lands on my back. It is hard, stinging, intense. She is not playing around. Another hit causes me to scream into my gag, sending a mist of saliva onto the window. She continues to paint my back and buttocks with her whip, and I tear at the shackles, but there is nothing I can do. My skin burns as tears flow down my cheeks. It is a harsh punishment, more so than I believe I deserve, but it manages to send my mind thoroughly into a submissive state. I am helpless, completely at her mercy, and she knows it. She wants me to feel it in my soul.
			

			
				“Does it hurt, my love?” she whispers in my ear.
			

			
				I nod as I sob. 
			

			
				“Good.” A soft hand moves onto my breast and twists my nipple.
			

			
				“MMMMPH!”
			

			
				“You know that you belong to me, right?”
			

			
				I nod. It is an odd question; I have never done anything that could make Gwen think otherwise.
			

			
				“I can do whatever I want to you.”
			

			
				I try to look back at her, but I cannot see her face, only feel her presence, the heat from her body, and her hand moving agonizingly slow across the outside of my dripping wet pussy. I want to come, but I get a sense that it is not in my immediate future.
			

			
				Gwen places a chair next to me and steps onto it. She attaches a chain to something in the ceiling and locks it to my collar before unlocking my shackles and ankle restraints. She walks over to her suitcase and pulls out a chastity belt with a giant dildo on the inside. I am torn; I know that the belt means I will not be coming any time soon, but I cannot wait to have the dildo inside me. She tightens the steel belt around my waist before sliding the rubber cock inside my pussy and locking it in place. Every slight movement makes the dildo rub against the walls of my pussy, and I let out a frustrated moan. 
			

			
				“I have a business meeting in the conference room downstairs in twenty minutes, my dear slave,” Gwen says and tosses me a red skimpy dress. “Put this on. I want you to join me.”
			

			
				I send Gwen a skeptical look, but it seems to anger her.
			

			
				“Don’t question it. Do as you’re told.” She grabs the flogger and lands three quick lashes on my breast, causing me to cry out in pain. I put on the red dress, but it is not easy. The chain holding my collar prevents me from bending forward, and I choke and cough as I pull the dress up over my body. A nervous bead of sweat trickles down my back as I zip up the dress; what does Gwen have in store for me? I know nothing about the kind of high-stakes negotiations she is here to do, and my nervousness starts inching toward panic when she approaches me with a pair of handcuffs.
			

			
				“Mmmmph?”
			

			
				Gwen smiles. “You’re coming as my slave. And I can’t let a slave walk around unrestrained, can I?”
			

			
				Is she going to drag me out of the hotel room in chains? 
			

			
				She unhooks my collar from the ceiling chain and locks my hands behind my back with a pair of police-style handcuffs. A short chain is used to connect the cuffs to the collar, pulling my hands up and pushing my chest forward, causing the collar to choke me constantly. I almost forget the mounting fear as cold steel presses against my throat and digs into my wrists. A few drops of drool land on the red dress while Gwen closes a pair of legcuffs around my ankles. The final touch comes when she switches my canvas sneakers with the ones that have studs inside them.
			

			
				“Marvellous,” she says and kisses me on the ballgag. “I’m going to drag you through the halls of this posh hotel now, slave.”
			

			
				I shake my head no, begging her with my eyes. Standing at the window is one thing, but facing people in the corridors terrifies me. 
			

			
				She smiles. “Don’t worry. You won’t see a thing.”
			

			
				She pulls a leather hood over my head and tightens the straps, leaving me in darkness. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				The walk turns out to be far shorter than expected, but it is still intense. The sound of my ankle cuffs sounds excruciatingly loud, and I have no idea if anyone sees us. We take an elevator downstairs, and I breathe a sigh of relief when I hear Gwen close a door behind us, but the relief is soon pushed aside by anxiety when I hear a man’s voice.
			

			
				“It’s good to see you, Gwen,” the voice says. “It’s been a while.”
			

			
				Gwen pushes me onto my knees.
			

			
				“It has, Rick. Too long. How have you been?”
			

			
				Chairs are pulled out, but I remain kneeling on the floor. They exchange pleasantries for a bit before the conversation turns to business; company mergers, CEO positions, and dollar figures so high they make my head spin. But it is not the corporate talk that makes a knot form in my stomach. It is instead the revelation that slowly forms in my mind. 
			

			
				Gwen and Rick are former lovers. 
			

			
				Their tone. The references to former dates. The laughter. I am kneeling next to a former couple while shackled, and I can do nothing while I hear my mistress and girlfriend flirt with Rick. I know she is teasing me, but I cannot deny that it is working. 
			

			
				Why is this so hot? I should be hating it, but the restraints, the humiliation, and the uncertainty of what comes next is a major turn-on, aided by the dildo’s movements inside me. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				My knees are sore and my neck is strained from choking for so long when the negotiations seem to be nearing the end. Rick sounds reluctant to give in to Gwen’s final demands, but I can tell from her voice that she does not intend to back down. 
			

			
				“What if I sweeten the deal a little, Rick?” she says. Her voice is dripping with cool confidence, and I can imagine she is leaning back in her chair with the devious smile that usually spells trouble for me. 
			

			
				He laughs. “I figured you would, Gwen. Why else would you have brought your new toy along.”
			

			
				“Harper is my lover. My girlfriend.” Gwen pauses. “And my willing slave.”
			

			
				The hood is removed. My eyes struggle to adjust to the bright light, but the shape of a broad-shouldered man starts coming into view. The suit is tailormade, the short beard impeccable, the brown eyes deep and dangerous. 
			

			
				Gwen pats me on the head. “I’ve been training her for this very occasion.”
			

			
				Rick crosses his arms and shakes his head with a grin. “You always plan ahead.” He licks his lips as he stares at me. “So … 850 million and a blowjob by an obedient slave?”
			

			
				Gwen extends her hand and smiles. “It’s a deal.”
			

			
				I cannot believe what is happening. And I cannot believe that I am not more upset that my girlfriend is using me to get her way in a business deal, that she is making me suck her ex-boyfriend’s cock. My mouth feels dry as I watch Rick unbuckle his belt and pull out his massive, girthy cock that is already semi-erect.
			

			
				Gwen leans down and removes my gag. “Any objections, slave?”
			

			
				I ponder the question for a bit. Is she giving me a way out? I watch Rick stroke his cock, causing it to grow. 
			

			
				“No, Mistress,” I say, wetting my lips. “No objections.” 
			

			
				I am a shackled slave, after all. My girlfriend is not making me do this. My mistress is ordering me to suck this cock.
			

			
				Rick stands in front of me and grabs hold of my hair. “Open your mouth, slave. We’ll see how deep you can take my cock.”
			

			
				I obey with trembling lips. The tip peeks inside, and I use my tongue to gently lick it. An approving grunt is all I hear from the muscular man, and I press my tongue against the underside of his cock as he pushes in further, little by little. It feels like I am learning to swim, dipping my toes before jumping into the deep end, and there is a soothing rhythm to Rick’s movements. He takes his time, entering my mouth half-inch by half-inch. Gwen kneels behind me and starts massaging my nipples.
			

			
				I can feel Rick harden as my lips close tighter around his silky skin. I look up at him just as Gwen has taught me to do when sucking someone’s cock. Rick’s cock starts hitting the back of my mouth, but it is still slow and meticulous - a sensual, powerful experience. 
			

			
				But it soon gets rough. Rick starts fucking my mouth harder, faster, and Gwen’s gentle massage turns into stings of pain as she twists my nipples. I am a plaything, a toy in the hands of these powerful people, and even if part of my mind is resisting, my body embraces the experience fully.
			

			
				“Take his load, slave,” Gwen whispers. “All of it.”
			

			
				I barely have time to react before Rick pushes in as deep as he can a moment later, pulling my hair to ensure I stay there while he ejaculates his massive load into my throat. He pulls out slowly as the warm, thick liquid shoot from the tip of his cock, ensuring that I get the chance to swallow some of it by myself. When he finally exits my mouth, I lick the tip of his cock while I look up at him with a smile on my face. I know I did well. I know that my Mistress is satisfied, and the knowledge brings me almost as much pleasure as the dildo inside me.
			

			
				“Say thank you to the nice man, slave,” Gwen says.
			

			
				“Thank you, Master Rick.”
			

			
				Rick nods approvingly as he puts his pants back on. “A well-trained slave, Gwen. Always a pleasure doing business with you.”
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 4
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
			Y
				ou get a lot of time to reflect when you are restrained. Gwen is out, finalizing the deal she made with Rick yesterday, but this time, I am not going with her. I do not mind; though I ended up enjoying the blowjob, I am not suited for the corporate world, and the experience still lingers in my mind and body. And so does the massive dildo, held in place by the chastity belt that has not been removed since the meeting, even when we went out last night.
			

			
				“Could be worse,” I whisper to myself and lean back against the cold tiles. My hands are shackled above my head to the sturdy towel rack in the bathroom. The black canvas sneakers with studs make it difficult for me to find a comfortable position, but at least I have a glorious view of the Manhattan skyline while I wait for Gwen to return. The heavy ankle shackles weigh on my tendons, but it is the studs pressing into my soles that are causing the most discomfort.
			

			
				The dynamic is evolving. Slowly, but noticeably. Gwen is my girlfriend, but more and more time is spent as her slave, and I am still not sure how I feel about it. I enjoy the bondage. I love the submission and humiliation. I relish the pain. But part of me is fighting the transition, a nagging voice in the back of my mind that tells me that the blowjob was the beginning and that she will keep pushing me. 
			

			
				Is that a bad thing? I wonder and sigh. I am torn, but the nagging voice is nothing but a whisper as the dildo inside me rubs against the walls of my pussy. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				My arms are numb when I finally hear the door open, but it takes a while before she enters the bathroom.
			

			
				“Right where I left you,” she says with a smile and kisses me. I want her to touch me, to relieve some of the pressure, but it does not happen. “Did you have fun?”
			

			
				I sigh. “I’m not sure. It’s frustrating, Mistress.”
			

			
				“It’s supposed to be. I’m going to remove the belt now, but you don’t get to come. Not yet. I have big plans for tonight.”
			

			
				I moan as the rubber cock slides out of me, leaving me feeling empty and unfulfilled. My shackles are unlocked from the towel bar, but she does not release me. When we enter the living room, clothes are laid out on the massive leather couch, but not any I recognize. Tall-heeled black leather boots lay next to a black latex dress and a leather harness that does not seem to leave much to the imagination. I do not need to ask to know who is supposed to wear it.
			

			
				“We’re going out tonight.”
			

			
				“In that?” I stare at her with a frown. “You’re joking, right?”
			

			
				For a moment, it looks like Gwen is going to slap me, but she takes a deep breath and seems to force herself to revert to the role of my girlfriend. “I promise, you’ll have fun. You enjoyed meeting Rick yesterday, didn’t you?”
			

			
				I frown and fiddle with the chain connecting my shackles. I nod.
			

			
				“We’re going to a club, a fancy one.” She pulls me in and kisses me on the cheek. “Don’t worry, it’s a BDSM club, we won’t look out of place at all.”
			

			
				“And … what are we going to do there?” I let my fingers run across the leather harness. The leather is soft and the stitching is well-made. 
			

			
				“Have fun.”
			

			
				I sigh. “Fine. But at least let me wear a coat over it until we arrive.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				The taxi drops us off in front of a dark, steamy alley. The driver’s giggle as we exit the car tells me that he is well aware of where we are going, and even though we are wearing large coats, the boots give us away – and so does the collar around my neck. The harness is tight and barely counts as an outfit, seeing how my pussy and breasts are all exposed, and the steel collar feels heavier than ever. Even Gwen’s hand in mine does little to quell my nervousness as we walk up to an unseemly steel door with a gruff-looking doorman. 
			

			
				“Good evening, ladies,” he says, eyeing us both up and down. His bald head reflects the flickering light above. “This establishment has a very exclusive clientele, and I do not recognize you.” His eyes narrow. “Name?” He pulls a tablet from his leather jacket.
			

			
				Gwen smiles. “Gwen Fioni.”
			

			
				The man types the name into what looks like a search engine, but not one I recognize. A page pops up with all sorts of information on Gwen, including her income, wealth, and current position. His eyes widen, as do mine – I knew Gwen was loaded, but not on this scale.
			

			
				The man closes the tablet and smiles. “It seems you and your friend will fit right in, Miss Fioni.” He opens the door. “Enjoy.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				We walk up a steep staircase and can hear the sound of loud music above. As my anxiety levels increase, it seems the opposite is happening to Gwen, whose smile widens with every step. We hand over our coats in the wardrobe before stepping inside the club.
			

			
				“Wow …” No other words come to mind. 
			

			
				Gwen smiles. “Your attire doesn’t seem so inappropriate now, does it?”
			

			
				I have to agree. I have never seen this much leather or latex in one place. I stare at the crowd; men and women of all ages, some dressed in full latex outfits including hoods, others naked, some in chastity, others fully restrained. The room is bathed in a red, muted light that makes it all seem surreal, and though I am collared and wearing a harness, I feel right at home. The walls are lined with an array of crosses, pillories, and countless tools, enough to shame even Gwen’s dungeon.
			

			
				I stare at a beautiful young woman chained to an X-shaped cross. “Is that …?”
			

			
				Gwen nods. “Yep, that’s her. Didn’t think a pop star with a good-girl image like hers frequented a place like this, huh? If you look around, you’ll see a lot of familiar faces. They have a very strict code of privacy here.”
			

			
				I cannot take my eyes off the naked, quivering girl moaning loudly as drool hangs from her gag. No one else seems to give her a second look, even though she is one of the most famous people on the planet, and when I finally wrestle my gaze away, I notice senators, movie stars, and billionaires in the crowd. 
			

			
				So this is how the 1% lives, I think to myself with a smirk. 
			

			
				“Do you trust me, Harper?”
			

			
				I look at Gwen with a raised eyebrow. “What?”
			

			
				“Do you trust me?”
			

			
				I nod. “Of course. Why?”
			

			
				She smiles. “This is a night to try new things. To push the boundaries.” She kisses me. “You belong to me.”
			

			
				“I do.” A knot is forming in my stomach. “Mistress.”
			

			
				Gwen takes my hand. “Come with me.”
			

			
				She drags me to the back of the giant room, past the many couches where people chat and laugh, the ones that are not gagged, at least, and toward the play area. Smaller rooms are available for privacy, but it does not seem to be what Gwen has in mind for me.
			

			
				She places me beneath a row of chains hanging from the ceiling. She peruses a selection of restraints on a nearby table and picks out a pair of smooth, shiny shackles before locking them onto my wrists and connecting them to the chains above, leaving me standing with my hands out to the sides and up. 
			

			
				A few people stop to look at me, causing the knot in my stomach to grow tighter. “Mistress, I …”
			

			
				Gwen places a finger on my lips. “Ssh … no talking. You’re my submissive slave, and you will behave as such.” Her voice hardens. “I’m going to let these people grope and torment you. That is not up for debate. Are you going to be a good slave?”
			

			
				I feel like I am ready to jump out of my skin. “Yes, Mistress.”
			

			
				She nods approvingly. “Good. But just in case …”
			

			
				A thick rubber bit gag is pushed into my mouth and tightened behind my head. I watch helplessly as Gwen locks a pair of shackles onto my ankles over the high-heeled leather boots and attaches a spreader bar to them. She takes a step back and looks at me, smiling before she turns to address the small crowd that has started to gather.
			

			
				“Ladies and gentlemen!” she says. Her voice pierces through the loud music. “My lovely slave would love to meet you all!” She gestures at a nearby table filled with whips, floggers, and canes. “And she has a high pain tolerance. Enjoy!”
			

			
				I tremble at the sight of the instruments in front of me. Lust starts pushing past the nervousness and anxiety; I am terrified and exposed, but the thought of being whipped by strangers is curiously arousing. Fear and excitement form an explosive cocktail in my body. 
			

			
				There’s no turning back now, I think. This is not up to me. This is what I signed up for; Gwen is in control, I am hers to use as she sees fit, and this is what she wants. 
			

			
				I let out a small cough when Gwen attaches one of the chains in the ceiling to my collar, leaving it in a position where I am constantly choking a bit. Just the way I like it.
			

			
				“Enjoy yourself,” Gwen’s gentle voice whispers behind me. The warm breath in my ear makes my stretched body shake with lust. “I know I will.”
			

			
				A large leather blindfold is put over my eyes, completely blocking out even the tiniest bit of light.
			

			
				Maybe they won’t be too … I do not get to finish the thought before a sharp pain shakes my body when a hard whiplash lands on my back. 
			

			
				I scream into the gag. Scream at the darkness every time the whip cracks. Just as I am starting to get a feel for the timing, another whip starts hitting my breasts. I am used to Gwen torturing me, but having multiple people whipping me at once is something I have rarely experienced – it is vivid, visceral, powerful.  
			

			
				There are pauses in the whippings, periods of gentle strokes and teasing caress of my nipples and skin, but the pain always returns. I can hear people chatting around me, complimenting my dedication, my skin, my body, and I soak it all up, allowing it to fuel the fire within me along with the furious lust that feeds off the pain. Soft lips start kissing my nipples just as a cane pummels the back of my thighs, and the conflicting emotions are almost too much to bear. 
			

			
				The lips disappear, replaced by nipple clamps.
			

			
				“MMMPH!” I scream as someone pulls at the clamps, but I can do nothing to prevent it.
			

			
				Hands. Hands all over my body. Fingers slide inside me, but only for a bit, and the frustration mounts within me for every second.
			

			
				 
			

			
				How long has it been? I do not know. Is Gwen still there? My back, breasts, and butt are raw and sore from the continued abuse, and my body is having trouble converting the pain into pleasure now. It is overloaded and overstimulated, yet no one tends to my pussy or clit long enough for me to come. Instead, someone starts whipping my pussy, a giggling young woman by the sound of it, and I scream until I have no air left in my lungs.
			

			
				Then it all stops.
			

			
				The gag is removed.
			

			
				“Did you enjoy yourself, slave?” Gwen’s voice is tingling with arousal.
			

			
				I nod. “Yes, Mistress.” I writhe my body, aching for her touch. “Please … please, can I come?”
			

			
				“Not yet. You want something inside you?”
			

			
				“Yes, so bad, Mistress.” Harper is all but gone, replaced by a whimpering girl enslaved to her lust. All I want is to come. “I am so horny.”
			

			
				“Would you let these people fuck you?”
			

			
				I ponder the question for a bit. A few hours ago, it would have seemed too much, too radical, but the rational voice in my head is all but muted. “I … I want to be fucked. I want to come. I am your slave, Mistress.” I take a deep breath before speaking the fateful words: “You decide.”
			

			
				“That is the right answer.”
			

			
				Gwen unlocks my collar from the chain and removes my blindfold and wrist shackles before pulling me towards a pillory nearby. My movement is hobbled and awkward due to the spreader bar, but the humiliation it causes seems insignificant under these circumstances. We stop for a moment to let a famous tech-mogul crawl by on all fours, dragged by his collar by a voluptuous domme who smiles at us. 
			

			
				I haven’t tried one of these before, I think as the heavy timber of the pillory is clamped down over my neck and wrists. The holes in the wood are a tight fit, making it hard for me to breathe. Gwen has a few pillories in her dungeon, but I have never tried them, and the bent-over position made me feel vulnerable and humiliated. 
			

			
				“I’ll warm you up,” Gwen says and lets a flurry of cane strikes rain down on my exposed butt which is already sore from the previous experience. I can feel myself getting wet again from the pain, but the arousal does not prevent me from crying out and screaming furiously. I do not know what is happening behind me, all I can see is a wall, but I soon hear Gwen addressing the other patrons at the club again.
			

			
				“My wonderful slave is aching for release, but not from her restraints,” she says, eliciting a few cheers. “Do with her as you wish.”
			

			
				What have I gotten myself into? I know that I will likely change my mind soon enough, but at this moment, the prospect of being ravaged by countless men and women while immobilized by the pillory sounds wonderful. I have never been fucked by a man before, only by Gwen and her strapon, but my sexual orientation barely matters now. I just want to come.
			

			
				I hear belts being unbuckled. Footsteps.
			

			
				I scream, not in pain, but from surprise, as a massive cock slowly slides into my pussy. I squirm in my restraints, but no part of me wants it to stop. He takes his time, allowing my pussy to get used to his presence, but he soon picks up the pace and starts fucking me with furious determination.
			

			
				Gwen kneels in front of me. “You lucky girl,” she says with a smile as her fingers run through my hair. The pillory creaks under the assault from the man behind me. “Not many get to be fucked by a guy with a body like that. Then again, he is famous for playing a superhero.”
			

			
				My mind barely comprehends her words, flooded as it is by lust, and even if I wanted to answer, my mouth is soon filled by another cock, just as the movie star pulls out his cock and slides it into my asshole. Fingers enter my pussy, hands spank my ass, and once again, I am overwhelmed by the impressions. I look up at the senator whose cock I am sucking; it all seems so unreal. I feel both appreciated and worthless as cocks and fingers slide in and out of my orifices. The senator soon blows his load on my face, but before I can recover, a woman presses her exposed pussy into my face, forcing me to lick it.
			

			
				Pain.
			

			
				Pleasure.
			

			
				Lust.
			

			
				All of it explodes in a massive orgasm that threatens to break my body. I scream into the woman’s pussy, I try to break free from the pillory, but I am helpless as the fucking continues.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Hours later, my body is spent. I have lost count of the orgasms, and I am barely able to keep myself together. The moment Gwen releases me from the pillory, I collapse to the floor, sobbing and smiling, as people cheer and applaud my performance. 
			

			
				Gwen hugs me and kisses my forehead. “I think we pushed a few boundaries tonight,” she says.
			

			
				I nod and bury my face in her long black hair. My body is trembling as silent tears stream down my cheeks. It has been a violent, intense experience filled with pleasure, but now that my lust has been satisfied, an unsettling voice has reappeared in the back of my mind. Where is this all going to end?
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				Chapter 1
			

			
				 
			

			
			T
				he last few days of our trip have stood in stark contrast to the intense experience at the BDSM club. After being fucked and tortured by countless strangers, settling into the rhythm of a lovestruck couple on holiday has been difficult. My body still wears the bruises and marks from that evening, and I appreciate the fact that the couple of times we have had sex since has not involved Gwen’s selection of giant strapons.
			

			
				“Still sore?” Gwen asks and takes a sip of her drink. The sun bathes the exclusive beach club in its invigorating rays, and Gwen has rarely looked better. The black hair shimmers and the playful smile on her red lips call out to me.
			

			
				I nod and move in my chair. I look out over the endless sea and sigh. “It was a rough evening.”
			

			
				“But you liked it?”
			

			
				“I did. It’s just …” I scratch my arm and wonder what it is I am trying to say. “I prefer it when it’s just you and me.”
			

			
				Gwen’s eyes become narrow slits. “If I want to rent you out to the entire crew of a US Navy aircraft carrier, it’s well within our agreement.”
			

			
				I bite my lip. I do not want to anger my mistress. “I know, Gwen. And I don’t mind stuff like that from time to time, but …”
			

			
				She smiles. “Don’t worry, I have no intention of making this a regular thing. But you’re my slave, after all.”
			

			
				“I am.”
			

			
				She leans in over the table and takes my hand. “And my girlfriend. I love you, Harper.”
			

			
				“I love you too.”
			

			
				Gwen lifts my hand and kisses it before leaning back again. “I’ve gone easy on you for the last few days. Do you miss being shackled and collared?”
			

			
				I look up at the waitress who is in the middle of filling my glass with water and blush. “Eh … yes. I do.” I am telling the truth. After the intense experience at the club, it has been nice to recover, but my body is craving restraints. They not only turn me on; it is like a safe place, a cozy blanket, something that tells me that I do not need to worry or think, just give in and submit.
			

			
				“I figured as much.” Gwen empties her glass and puts on her sunglasses. “And that is why we won’t be flying home. I’ve got other plans.”
			

			
				The familiar knot consisting of anxiety and excitement reappears in my stomach. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Where did you get this?” I say as I stare at the interior of the anonymous-looking van parked near the hotel. A few cages are placed in the back, and the floor has been fitted with several anchor points, as have the walls and ceiling. I do not need to guess what it is meant for, and I cannot help but get excited.
			

			
				“I’ve rented it from a guy I met at the club while you were … busy.” Gwen adjusts the short black dress and fiddles with her ponytail. For once, she has left the heels behind and is wearing a pair of red sneakers. “Don’t worry, I’ll let you leave the hotel with a little dignity before I chain you for the rest of the ride.”
			

			
				I look at her. “It’s going to take a few days to drive home.”
			

			
				“And you’ll be restrained for the duration.”
			

			
				I smile. “Good.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				I can hear Gwen singing along to the radio. Her voice has a raspy edge to it that I have always loved, and she is a good singer. I can hear cars passing us on the busy highway, with Gwen occasionally shouting at a careless driver cutting her off before returning to her singing. 
			

			
				This beats first class, I think, even though I am wildly uncomfortable. I am shackled spreadeagle on the floor of the van, immobilized and helpless. A vibrator is resting on my clit, humming gently; it is not turned up far enough to allow me to climax, but it has kept me on the edge for a while now. I keep trying to push against it to try and achieve orgasm, but I have not succeeded. 
			

			
				Two days on the road. Part of me wonders if Gwen is sadistic enough to leave me in this position for the duration, never removing the vibrator, and the thought both scares and arouses me. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Gwen occasionally pulls over to check on me and give me something to eat or drink, but I remain shackled and naked on the floor. We must have been driving for more than three hours when I notice that she is turning off the highway. I want to ask where we are going, but it is hard with a giant ballgag in my mouth.
			

			
				More turns. Smooth asphalt is replaced by bumpier roads, then gravel. There are no windows in the back to help me get a feel for our surroundings, but I start hearing branches scrape against the sides of the car. 
			

			
				Then it stops. 
			

			
				Gwen slides open the van’s side door and look at me with a sadistic grin. “I’ve wanted to try this for a long time. I’m not sure you’ll enjoy it, though.”
			

			
				Oh, God … now what?
			

			
				 
			

			
				I recently read an article about Gwen in a magazine that was focusing on the biggest names in her field. She was characterized as ruthless, thorough, and with a keen eye for detail. All of those traits apply to her approach to bondage as well. The sun warms my body as Gwen puts the finishing touches to my predicament. Many would likely make do with a pair of handcuffs and a set of leg irons, but not Gwen. 
			

			
				This is extreme … The familiar feel of encasing, brutal metal is all that covers my body except for the black Shoes of Infinite Discomfort, as I have come to call them. My hands are shackled to the sides of a wide metal belt around my waist, elbow cuffs ensure that I cannot move my arms at all, and the heaviest fetters I have ever worn, probably more than five kilos on their own, weigh down my ankles. They dig into my tender flesh, and I dread what it will be like to walk in them. A similarly heavy collar fits snugly around my neck, and I have trouble breathing as it presses against the bottom of my chin; my mouth is held open by a ring gag, and I am already drooling like a thirsty dog.
			

			
				“Oh, I’m loving this,” Gwen says, biting the tip of her thumb like a naughty schoolgirl. She pushes a massive dildo into my pussy and holds it in place by attaching a chain to my belt and pulling it between my legs before locking it to the other side of the belt. “You look amazing, my slave.”
			

			
				“Mmmmmmph …” I respond, sending a long, wet strand of drool onto my breasts. 
			

			
				Gwen snaps her fingers. “Of course, I almost forgot!” She disappears into the back of the van and reappears with one of my most hated items; nipple clamps. I groan as she puts them on me, completing my outfit. Gwen moves closer and lets her soft finger rub against my labia. The chain rubs against it with every slight movement. “And now for the fun part.”
			

			
				No. No! She can’t be serious!
			

			
				“Mmmnoooooh!” I try to protest as Gwen locks a thick, long chain to my collar and attaches it to the back of the car.
			

			
				She pats me on the cheek. “A little exercise will do you good. Try to keep up.”
			

			
				I scream as I watch her disappear into the van and feel the fear pounding my body as the engine starts. The car starts rolling slowly down the road, and I stare in horror at the chain getting shorter.
			

			
				Fuck. 
			

			
				I start walking after the car, desperately trying to keep the chain from getting too tight. I know that Gwen will stop the car if I fall, but my mind is still filled with the gruesome image of me being pulled behind a speeding car, bumping over the rocks and gravel as I am choked to death, and the fear pushes me forward. The heavy leg shackles make every step painful and exhausting, but the car does not stop.
			

			
				It speeds up.
			

			
				My heart is like a drum in my chest, and though I am wearing sneakers, the studs pressing into my soles make it all even more painful. 
			

			
				Fuck, fuck, fuck! 
			

			
				It cannot get any worse. Sweat pours from me as I push myself forward, terrified that I can fall at any moment without any means of breaking my fall. 
			

			
				Then the dildo inside me starts vibrating. A lot.
			

			
				“MMMMMPH!” I scream. I try to get Gwen’s attention; I can see her grinning face in the side mirror of the car, but she only blows me a kiss and drive even faster. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				When she finally stops, I am ready to throw up. A massive orgasm is still lingering in my body, causing my legs to tremble beneath me, and my lungs are burning. Gwen steps out and leans against the back of the car as she watches me heave and cry.
			

			
				I look at her and shake my head furiously. “Pweeeas .. nwwoh mwoar …”
			

			
				Her smile dissipates. “Are you telling me to stop?”
			

			
				I nod. “Pweas … stahp …” I cannot take any more. 
			

			
				“You’re being a bad slave right now,” she says and raises an ominous finger toward me. “Are you a bad slave?”
			

			
				I start crying. I just want it to stop. I will do anything for her not to get back in the car and drive with me chained like this.
			

			
				She clenches her jaw. “I’ll give you a choice. You can get in the car …”
			

			
				I start nodding, my eyes beaming with gratitude.
			

			
				“… but you’ll be punished when we get home. Severely.”
			

			
				I pause and ponder the implications, but my body screams at me to take the deal. I nod. 
			

			
				Gwen sighs. “Very well. But it won’t be pleasant for you.” She opens the back of the car and pushes me inside. None of the restraints are taken off before she locks me in a narrow, tall cage, but I do not care. Even the vibrating dildo is manageable now that I do not have to keep up with the car, and the relief prevents me from wondering what I have agreed to.
			

			
				 
			

			
				I can hear the sound of the highway as we walk up the steep hill. The volume increases in sync with my heartbeat. Gwen is walking in front of me, pulling at my collar chain to make me go faster, but the excruciatingly heavy ankle restraints make it difficult, and I trip often. My hands are no longer shackled to the belt, and the elbow restraints are gone, but there is still plenty of steel to weigh me down. It is odd how you can appreciate small gestures that others would still consider barbaric, like the fact that my hands are now shackled in front of me. 
			

			
				I am still clamped.
			

			
				I still have a massive dildo inside me, held in place by the chain.
			

			
				I am still sweating and groaning with every step.
			

			
				But at least I can break my fall with my hands instead of my face when I trip. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Gwen is in a great mood, whistling as we reach the top of the hill. An old tree stands tall on the top, overlooking the busy highway where hundreds of cars pass by every minute. 
			

			
				“What a great place for a picnic,” she says and places a small basket next to the tree. She lifts her expensive sunglasses and winks at me. “I think we’ll stay here a while.”
			

			
				“Mmmmph …” 
			

			
				Gwen kisses me on top of the large black ballgag. “I agree.” She looks out over the highway; the cars are not far away, and I feel very exposed, but I know that is the intent. “Poor souls. Driving back and forth every day in an attempt to keep their life going. I think they deserve something to look at.” She finds a long, thin chain in the basket and throws it over a thick branch above us. Before long, I am standing on the edge of the hill with my hands above my head, balancing on my toes as the steel digs into my wrists. The studded canvas sneakers only make it worse, but it is not the discomfort that makes my heart race. It is the fact that everyone driving by can see me clearly against the blue sky. 
			

			
				Gwen sits down in the shade of the tree and opens a bottle of champagne. She lets out a pleased, exaggerated sigh as she sips the bubbly beverage while she watches me squirm. 
			

			
				I am conflicted. Being exposed and humiliated like this rubs up against some of my greatest fears, and Gwen knows it, but I do not know these people honking at me. The dildo inside me whirs to life, controlled by my mistress, and the pain and stimulation are brutally effective. Juices trickle down my inner thigh, and not even people stopping in the emergency lane to take pictures of me can quell the intense pleasure I am experiencing. 
			

			
				I hate it.
			

			
				I love it.
			

			
				I fear it.
			

			
				I want it.
			

			
				The experience is like a mirror of my whole experience as a slave, the conflicting emotions tearing at my being. I am torn between my desire to be nothing more than a slave, someone to be used, and a respected, loved girlfriend, a person of worth and value. I know Gwen sees me as both, but the conflict still rages on within me. 
			

			
				Until the gigantic orgasm mutes all thoughts. The vibrating cock is on its highest setting, and I scream into my gag as a group of men on the side of the highway cheer. The scream turns into a whimper as my body sizzles, struggling to contain the violent climax. I know Gwen is not going to take me down just because I came, but I still breathe a sigh of relief when the vibrator slows down within me. 
			

			
				This is what you want, Harper. This is what you are.
			

			
				A slave. Nothing more.
			

			
				I repeat the sentences as a mantra, a way to quell the skeptical voices within me. I can hear Gwen talking behind me, musing about how she will punish me when we get home, how she will test my limits, and how I will experience pain on a whole new level, but I am barely listening. For a brief moment, I am buried deep in sub-space, soaking every last drop of pleasure from the orgasm and the feel of the restraints while I repeat the words in my mind.
			

			
				A slave. Nothing more.
			

			
				 
			

			
				



			
				Chapter 2
			

			
				 
			

			
			I
				 had expected pain when we returned home. I had expected brutal whippings and maybe even more branding. But Gwen is more inventive than that. She knows that pain turns me on. It has been a week since we came back, and so far, no pain. Discomfort, certainly, but no pain. 
			

			
				This is torture, I think to myself in the darkness. I have not seen light since we came back. A tight leather hood covers all of my head except for the mouth, causing all sounds to become distant and muted. My jaw is hurting badly; the large ballgag is only removed when Gwen comes to feed me, but she does not speak. I ache for her touch, for the sound of her voice, but she is denying me such pleasures. 
			

			
				I try to move on the dirty floor of my cell, but it is difficult. A steel yoke holds my arms in a fixed position on either side of my head, like a mobile pillory, and it prevents me from touching myself, from getting any sort of release from the frustration building within me. The yoke is chained to the wall and heavy steel shackles keep my feet close together, but even if my hands were free, the chastity belt would prevent me from masturbating. 
			

			
				For once, I miss having a giant dildo inside me. My pussy feels empty and hollow, desperate for attention. My mind is fraying at the edges, and I fear that I might be going crazy. Every day, the thought that Gwen could keep me like this forever grows a little stronger and more present, but even so, the realization that no part of me truly objects to it is terrifying. I accept my imprisonment. I accept not having any say in it. It feels like the old Harper is slowly disappearing for each day I spend in darkness.
			

			
				 
			

			
				I can hear the door opening. The sound of heels. The gag is removed, but I do not dare speak. I want to beg her to touch me, to kiss me, but I fear I will only anger her and be left here for even longer. Soft bread touches my lips, and I eat it without hesitation. 
			

			
				Please. Touch me. Just a gentle grazing of my breast. I feel like a wanderer in the desert, desperate for just a drop of water. I squirm to try and reach her, but without the aid of eyesight, it is useless. I am given a modest drink of water before the gag is pushed back into my mouth. 
			

			
				Then the door closes again.
			

			
				 
			

			
				I am pulled to my feet. Could this be it? Is she finally going to release me? My body quivers with anticipation, and I almost start crying when I feel the straps on the hood being loosened and the gag being removed. The light in the cell blinds me, and I have to squint to endure it. Gwen’s beautiful face slowly comes into focus. She is smiling, but her eyes are cold. She is my Mistress. My girlfriend has been left upstairs.
			

			
				This is not over yet. 
			

			
				“Did you miss me, my slave?” 
			

			
				“Y… yes, Mistress.” My voice sounds like it belongs to someone else. It is raspy and weak.
			

			
				Gwen bites her thumb and circles me, inspects me. “It has been a while, I guess.” Her hand grazes my buttcheek with a feather-light touch, but it feels like an explosion. Any small touch from her is electric to my attention-starved body. “Do you want me to remove the chastity belt?”
			

			
				I know it is a trap, but my mind responds on instinct, not rationality. “Yes, Mistress! Please, I’ll do anything!”
			

			
				“Anything?” The dark eyes shimmer in front of me. “I like that.”
			

			
				My body trembles as I hear the sound of the lock opening and the clank of the chastity belt hitting the floor. I am still yoked, still completely at her mercy. Her hand travels down across my stomach, across the tattoo on my pelvis. My lips quiver and tears fill my eyes. It all feels too good, too intense, and when she finally reaches my clit, I am ready to scream. 
			

			
				“Remember …” she whispers as she slowly massages my clit, sending bursts of intense pleasure through my body. “… you are not allowed to come.”
			

			
				I start crying. Her touch feels so amazing, so intense, but I have to tighten every muscle in my body to keep the orgasm at bay. Gwen loves to be in control, loves the feeling of power, I can see it in her eyes.
			

			
				“Please … Mistress … I can’t …”
			

			
				“You don’t have a choice.”
			

			
				I start sobbing. “Please … I’ll do anything.”
			

			
				“So you submit fully to me?”
			

			
				“Yes!”
			

			
				“Your body belongs to me, not you?”
			

			
				“Of course, Mistress!” The pledge has been made before, but we both know it runs deeper this time.
			

			
				“Good.” 
			

			
				Her hands disappear from my pussy.
			

			
				“No! Mistress!”
			

			
				She grabs my hair and yanks my head back. “Listen … your body belongs to me. You do not get to dictate when you receive pleasure.” Her words are harsh and cold. “You’re mine. And I’m going to torment you as I see fit.”
			

			
				The words both terrify and arouse me. 
			

			
				“See … I’ve been studying tools of torture and torment for years before you and I met at that exhibition about the Inquisition. And I want to show you what I learned.”
			

			
				She drags me out of the cell and down the corridor, deeper and deeper into her dungeon. We enter a tiny cell, but apart from a rope dangling from a pulley in the ceiling, it does not seem much different from the one I have just spent a week in. 
			

			
				Then I notice the grate. It is not big, just big enough for … a person to fit through.
			

			
				An oubliette.
			

			
				“You know what this is, don’t you?”
			

			
				“Y… yes, Mistress.” My body goes rigid. She cannot be serious! I must admit that oubliettes have figured in my fantasies a few times, but now that I stand before one, I am terrified. “Please … don’t put me down there.”
			

			
				Gwen feeds off my begging and pleading, and I know it only steels her resolve. The yoke is removed, but seconds later, my hands are restrained behind my back with a chalet cuff that forces my wrists close together. A tall, heavy steel collar is locked around my neck, and Gwen once again locks a chastity belt onto me, but at least she pushes a gigantic dildo inside me first. It fills me, stretches me, but in my current state, I welcome the presence. Thick chains are locked around my ankles, knees, and arms until my body is fully immobilized, wrapped in steel. Every breath causes my chest to strain against the metal, and the intense sensation almost mutes the fear I feel at the prospect of being lowered into the tiny hole. 
			

			
				“They knew how to torture people back then,” Gwen says. She leans down and sucks my nipple into her mouth; my breasts are wrapped in chains, and the touch of her tongue against my sensitive skin is incredible. “Then again … people were not meant to get out of the oubliette after being put down there.”
			

			
				“Mistress?” I know she is joking, but the fear still lingers. The woman I love is not in the cell with me right now; the woman in front of me scares me to my core. 
			

			
				She smiles. “I’m going to put you in that dark hole, slave. And I’m going to turn on that vibrator inside you. If you come, I’ll extend your stay. Trust me, I’ll know if you do.”
			

			
				Gwen uses a remote to turn on the vibrating dildo before locking the chain to my collar. The other end goes through the pulley and ends at an electric winch on the wall. 
			

			
				How is she going to lower me … oh … 
			

			
				Fear explodes within me as my bare feet lift off the floor. For a moment, I hang from my neck as Gwen opens the grate and lowers me into the narrow hole. My vision blurs and I feel an immense sense of relief when my feet touch the bottom of the oubliette, but the fear rushes back seconds later when the grate slides in place above me with a metallic clank. I hear the steel-barred cell door close and the sound of Gwen’s heels disappear in the distance. 
			

			
				I panic. The oubliette is tight, and I can feel cold stone walls on all sides of me. I cannot sit or lie down, and the immense, crushing sense of claustrophobia overwhelms me. I thought it could not get worse than a week in darkness, but this is insane. I cry out and scream for Gwen to come and release me, but there is no answer. Every panicked movement just enhances the sense of isolation and imprisonment.
			

			
				How can she do this to me? I think to myself. This is far beyond bondage or BDSM, this is physical and psychological torture. At least, that is what the rational voice in my head is telling me.
			

			
				My body is starting to change its mind.
			

			
				The feel of the chains and the cold walls awakens something inside me. I have experienced hints of it before, a sort of deep, submissive state that fully accepts my situation. It is nourished by the buzzing vibrator and feeds off the lust and desire it produces. I try to hone in on the sensation to quell the panic. Nothing but a slave, Harper. You are helpless, worthless, imprisoned. 
			

			
				You love this.
			

			
				I do. I do love it. The fear is still there, the anxiety, but it is not alone. I know that this experience will likely haunt me, if not break me, but a part of me wants to be driven far beyond my limits. 
			

			
				I try to take a deep breath to calm myself, but the collar is too tight, and the chains crossing my chest restrict me. The feeling of total imprisonment fans the flames of both panic and lust, adding to the conflict and confusion in my mind and body. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				I am hungry. Thirsty. My body is aching, and I have been edging for what feels like an eternity. I am walking on the edge, and the constant frustration is messing with my mind. When I finally hear Gwen outside the cell, I start screaming.
			

			
				“Mistress! Mistress!” My voice is shrill and desperate. “Please! Get me out of here! I am so thirsty!”
			

			
				The few rays of cold light coming through the grate above my head are blocked as Gwen stands above me. 
			

			
				“Open your mouth, slave.”
			

			
				“Thank you, Mistress!” 
			

			
				Just the prospect of getting something to drink feels like a great gift in my current predicament, but it is not drops of water that hits my mouth. Gwen is squatting above the grate and is pissing into my mouth, but I do not care. I swallow all of it, even though most hit my face and body. I have reached rock bottom; I am nothing now, a mindless slave who is grateful for being pissed on. The realization barely registers, it just flows by in a sea of frustration and desperation. 
			

			
				My mistress leaves once again, this time turning off the lights. 
			

			





				Chapter 3
			

			
				 
			

			
			I
				 never used to like oatmeal, I found the texture disgusting, but it tastes like a five-star dinner after countless hours in the dark hole. The heavy collar still envelops my neck and the dildo still vibrates inside me, held in place by the chastity belt, but apart from that, only a pair of simple handcuffs keep my hands in place behind my back. The chains are gone, but the marks left by them remain. My white skin is a mess of red bruises from the chains, but none of it matters. I just want to eat. I greedily swallow the food from the bowl on the floor like a starving dog while Gwen stands next to me, holding the chain to my collar. I do not feel humiliated or degraded; I have been edging for so long that my brain is reduced to the bare essentials. I need food. And I need to come. Anything else is optional, and I am willing to do whatever it takes to fulfill my needs. 
			

			
				“Whenever you feel like disobeying me in the future, slave, remember that hole.” Gwen’s voice is calm, almost pleasant. “I will not think twice before putting you back in it.”
			

			
				The threat is effective. I look up at her with pleading eyes. “Please, Mistress … anything but that.” I moan with a mix of discomfort and lust; the vibrator keeps buzzing inside me, and I am reaching the edge of sanity. “I’ll do whatever you want. I’ll … endure any pain if you’ll let me come and not leave me alone again.”
			

			
				Gwen smiles. This is the smile of a woman who has gotten her way, who was won. I never even knew that there was a battle going on, but I do feel defeated.
			

			
				“You want to come, huh?” She puts her foot forward. The red leather is shiny, the tall heel sharp. I start licking the shoe without hesitation. “Maybe I’ll let you. But not yet.” She bites her lower lip. “I promised you pain. And I’ll deliver. Orgasms must be earned, my slave.”
			

			
				Pain. I like the sound of that. Pain is attention. Pain means Gwen is there hurting me. It means I am not alone. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				She escorts me into the torture room. I could think of less gruesome names for it, but it would be wrong to call it something else. I have spent hours in here before, but it is not the familiar stocks or racks that Gwen is dragging me toward. Instead, we walk toward an unseemly wooden post, roughly my height. A metal collar is attached to it, and on the other side of the post is what looks like a wheel.
			

			
				“What is this called, my slave?” Gwen asks as her hands run across the steel collar.
			

			
				I swallow a lump and clench my jaw. “A garrote, Mistress.”
			

			
				She nods. “What is it used for?”
			

			
				“To … to execute prisoners by strangulation.” The collar I am currently wearing feels like it is tightening.
			

			
				“Correct.” She looks at me, pausing to let the implications sink in. “I’m not going to kill you, of course.” For a short moment, a hint of warmth enters her voice and eyes. “I love you, after all.” The warmth evaporates. “But we’re going to have some fun with it anyway.”
			

			
				She removes my collar and opens the one on the post before pushing my head against the smooth wood. She closes the steel collar. It is not too tight, nothing I have not experienced before, but the position is made slightly more uncomfortable when she unlocks one of the handcuffs and pulls my arms behind the post before locking them back on. 
			

			
				Gwen takes a step back. The long black hair is loose, covering her shoulders, and she wears nothing but red heels and a matching red leather corset that leaves her firm breasts and her pussy exposed. She looks amazing, and I want her badly. She starts touching herself as she stares at me. “I’ve wanted to put you in this device for a long time, slave. You look so good.” She lets out a breathy moan. “I’m going to torture you now.”
			

			
				I want her to. I want to please my mistress, and knowing that my pain not only arouses me, but her as well, is intoxicating. She finds a spreader bar and locks it to my ankles, spreading my legs wide. It puts more pressure on my neck, but not too much. Not until Gwen walks behind the post and starts turning the wheel.
			

			
				“A real garrote would probably have a spike pushing into the back of your neck,” Gwen says in a tone so casual that she could have been discussing flower arrangements. 
			

			
				I feel the collar tightening. Slowly. It presses against my throat, and every breath becomes more and more labored. 
			

			
				“Trust me, slave. I know what I’m doing.”
			

			
				I trust you. But I fear you as well.
			

			
				She stops. I struggle to breathe, and I can feel the veins in my face pressing against the skin. The asphyxiation is amplifying the pleasure my body derives from the vibrator, but it is still not enough for me to come. 
			

			
				I … I kinda like this, I think to myself. It is better than the hole, after all, and I am grateful just to be near Gwen, even if I cannot touch her.
			

			
				“How far we’ve come,” she says. Her fingers trace the initials that are branded onto my shoulder. “My dear pet. My slave.” She smiles. “Let us see how much you can endure.”
			

			
				I stare in disbelief as she takes a crude device from a shelf nearby, the use of which is easy to guess. It is a large metal vice with small spikes on the top and bottom. She places the cruel device on either side of my breasts and starts tightening it. I scream as the small spikes dig into my flesh. My breasts were already sore from having been chained for so long, and having my sensitive skin pierced with spikes is extremely painful. As the device tightens, my tortured breasts start turning an unflattering shade of blue. The pain is intense, but I have no way of escaping it. 
			

			
				Gwen has tortured me before, but this is extreme. She pinches my nipple, causing me to scream in pain, and when she wipes the lower part of my breasts, I notice blood on her finger. 
			

			
				I am being tortured by my girlfriend. She is drawing blood, choking me to within an inch of my life. And even though tears stream down my cheeks and my desperate screams fill the room, I love it. I want it. I have always wanted it, but it does not prevent parts of me from fighting back, from resisting out of pure instinct. 
			

			
				She moves behind me, and I feel the collar tightening again. My visions blur, and the pain and pleasure from my breasts and pussy seem more intense.
			

			
				I pass out.
			

			
				I wake up.
			

			
				Again and again.
			

			
				I know it is a dangerous game, but Gwen is like a master conductor, directing every small detail toward a loud crescendo. She tightens the vice, canes my breasts, and restricts my breathing, all without pause. The pain whenever the cane hits my bloody breasts is like flashes of white light, piercing my brain and body. My screams are weak, unable to push past the tight collar, and I do not know if I want it to end or to continue.
			

			
				And through all of it, I am still constantly walking the edge, never allowed release. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				I am a sobbing, blubbering mess of drool, blood, snot, and saliva when Gwen opens the chastity belt. I whimper as the dildo falls out of me, landing on the wet floor with a thud. 
			

			
				“… pleeeease …” My frail voice is barely a whisper. 
			

			
				“No.” She slides three fingers into my pussy, and I am close to coming just from their presence. “This is my pussy. And I am not done with it.” She smiles. “Remember what you were staring at when we first met?”
			

			
				“… no … please …”
			

			
				“Yes. The Pear.” 
			

			
				She pulls her fingers out and finds the device that has haunted my fantasies and my nightmares. I fear it, I want it, and I cannot stop staring at it as she walks toward me with the smooth, pear-shaped torture device in her hand. Unlike the rusty, crude iron tool in the museum, this one is brand new, made from stainless steel. I pull at my restraints, I try to get away, but I am locked in place – all my struggle achieves is to choke me even more.
			

			
				I whimper as Gwen pushes the cold, rounded steel device against my pussy. I am so wet at this point that it slides in effortlessly, despite its size. It is as if my fantasies and nightmares collide. I have a Pear of Anguish inside me, I am locked in place, enslaved and tortured by a beautiful woman, unable to escape; it is all I ever wanted, but I have never imagined this level of terror accompanying the arousal. 
			

			
				Gwen turns the small wheel at the end of the Pear. It starts to expand to the point where I fear that my pussy will tear open. I scream as the pressure turns to pain, but Gwen does not stop expanding the device until it feels like any movement will split me in half. 
			

			
				I try not to cry; any slight tremble hurts too much. Gwen can barely contain her excitement, visible on her quivering lips and the juices flowing down her inner thigh. 
			

			
				“Magnificent …” she whispers, mostly to herself. “This is … incredible.” She finds her phone on a table nearby and starts taking pictures of me. It seems surreal to be photographed while I am being tortured. 
			

			
				I can’t … I can’t take any more. Why … why does this still turn me on? 
			

			
				I am a broken mess, unable to protest when Gwen adds her final touch, a modern twist to her medieval horror show. Electricity. Soon, cables have been attached to the pear and clamped to my breasts. 
			

			
				“You love pain, don’t you, my slave?” Gwen asks as she turns up the voltage. Shocks pierce my pussy and nipples, and I have to grit my teeth to keep from screaming at the top of my lungs.
			

			
				“Y… yes … Mistress …”
			

			
				What is wrong with me? How can I love this? 
			

			
				We have moved past my limit long ago, yet my body still manages to draw pleasure from the torture. My mind is losing its grip on reality with every shock, but something is simmering.
			

			
				What the …
			

			
				Suddenly, a massive, earth-shattering orgasm tears through me. It catches us both by surprise, and I nearly pass out as my body tenses up, causing the collar to press even harder against my throat. My pussy tightens around the pear, but the pain only drives me further into the mind-blowing climax. It feels like everything fades away around me, and I swim in a sea of intense, overwhelming pleasure and pain for a moment. I have never experienced anything like it in my life; I have been edging for so long that the release empties my body, leaving behind a weird vacuum, only to have it filled again a moment later as all the pain and discomfort breaks me.
			

			
				Gwen shuts off the electricity. She stares at my heaving, whimpering body while I try to recover. Her lips are narrow, her eyes burning with anger. “You … came. From pain alone.”
			

			
				I open my eyes and meet her gaze. 
			

			
				“Without permission,” she adds. 
			

			
				Fuck. 
			

			
				“I did not want you to come. Not yet. This was my masterpiece; I was going to keep you on edge for days … and now it’s ruined.”
			

			
				I feel guilty, but it is hard to feel too bad while the orgasm still swirls in my body. Gwen removes the pear and throws it in the corner before leaning in and yanking the clamps off my breasts, causing me to cry out.
			

			
				“I’m going to punish you for this.”
			

			
				Punish me? How can she do anything worse?
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 4
			

			
				 
			

			
			G
				wen has kept her promise. The horrifyingly amazing session with the pear is more than a week ago now, and she has managed to keep me on the edge ever since. First, I spent days shackled on a table with a fucking machine pounding my pussy without allowing me release. The rest of the time has been long sessions in cages, on racks, in pillories, and inside cramped cells, all the time with a vibrator or dildo keeping me on edge. My pussy and clit are raw and overly sensitive, every drop of stimulation is uncomfortable or painful, and I can barely remember the last time I was unrestrained. Gwen’s anger has subsided, but my imprisonment has turned into a project for her, and there is no doubt that our dynamic has switched even further away from being girlfriends. We still are, certainly, but my submission has deepened to the point of becoming my core identity. I no longer own my body, I no longer have any control over it, and I am starting to doubt if I can even achieve orgasm without permission now. All that matters in my life is pleasing Gwen in the hope of earning the smallest sliver of attention or affection.
			

			
				Nothing but a slave … I lean back against the cold stone wall of my cell. I need rest. The constant stimulation makes it hard to sleep, and I have lost count of how many parts of the Geneva Convention have been violated in Gwen’s dungeon so far. I barely notice the heavy collar or the brutal shackles anymore, they are a part of me now.
			

			
				The thick steel door opens. My heart flutters at the sight of my mistress. I know I can often expect pain and punishment when I see her, but I hang on to the hope of a kiss or just a touch to sustain me. She looks divine in her long, black dress. The black nail polish adds a touch of sassiness to the classic outfit, and the heels are taller than ever. These are not clothes you wear when you want to torture someone in a dark, dirty dungeon.
			

			
				She lets her fingers run through my hair. “My patient slave …” she says and smiles. “Such devotion and endurance. I’m impressed.”
			

			
				I want to answer, but a rubber dildo gag is filling my mouth, pressing against the back of my throat.
			

			
				“I’m going to take you upstairs.”
			

			
				My frayed mind struggles to comprehend what her words mean. Upstairs? I had started to give up hope that Gwen would let me out of the dungeon again. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				I do not recognize the woman in the mirror. My hair is visibly longer, and even the warm, revitalizing shower has not been able to wash away the marks and scars from my ordeal. Disfiguring bruises are visible all over my body from countless whippings and canings, and the heavy collar has left a deep, red groove on my neck that will likely take weeks to disappear. Similar marks can be seen on my wrists and ankles, and the leather straps that have held the various gags in place have left marks on my face as well.
			

			
				“I’m going to leave the belt off,” Gwen says and hands me a towel. “But if you come …”
			

			
				I nod. “I know. I’ll be punished.” I do not recognize the sound of my voice. I have not spoken in weeks. I dry my body, wincing every time the towel passes over a nasty bruise. Without thinking, the moment I am done, I kneel in front of Gwen with my hands behind my back. “What do you wish of me, Mistress?” I look up at her.
			

			
				She smiles. “I’m not done challenging you, slave, but this evening will be different. I want to see how submissive you truly are. How good you are at setting aside your emotions and following orders. I want to see if you can fully embrace your life as my slave.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				I am standing next to the front door, still like a statue, when the doorbell rings. Once again, I am shackled and collared, but the restraints have smoother edges and are lighter than the massive restraints I wore in the dungeon, and I feel light as a feather now that I am not as encumbered. I am naked, apart from a pair of red sneakers, and it feels good to wear shoes again. 
			

			
				Gwen sends me a smile before she opens the door.
			

			
				Him? My eyes widen as I watch Rick step inside. Gwen’s new business partner. And her ex. The man whose cock I sucked during their negotiations. Why him?
			

			
				 
			

			
				I get to kneel next to Gwen’s chair as the good slave I am while she eats a marvelous dinner with her old flame, chatting about business and reminiscing about the days when they were dating. I know that Gwen is testing me, trying to push my buttons, and I hate that it is working. Every time she laughs and touches his arm, I want to jump up and push him away, to tell him to fuck off and leave my girlfriend alone. He is sitting in my chair while I am relegated to the floor, and no part of their conversation ever involves me. 
			

			
				The weeks in the dungeon have had an effect, though. I do not attack Rick. I do not protest. I do not even feel like it is an option. And even though my pussy and clit are unstimulated for the first time in ages, I am still incredibly horny, and I do not wish to anger the woman who controls all aspects of my pleasure.
			

			
				 
			

			
				“That was an amazing dinner, Gwen, thank you,” Rick says and leans back in his chair. “I assume it’s coming from Giancarlo’s restaurant down the road?”
			

			
				Gwen pretends to be insulted. “Why, Rick, are you insinuating that I cannot cook?” She laughs. “Yes, of course, it is.” She pats me on the head. “But my little toy here is a great chef, she has just been … too busy lately.”
			

			
				“Looks like it.” Rick’s eyes linger on my bruises. “Very impressive.” He looks at Gwen. “Are you sure you want to … you know …”
			

			
				Gwen nods. “I am. It’ll be fun.” She pulls my collar chain, forcing me to my feet. “But first, my slave will clear the table.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				It feels odd to do housework again after weeks in the dungeon, but I am soon distracted when I lean in over the table to reach an empty plate and Rick slaps me hard on the butt. I let out a cry of surprise, but the stinging pain soon gives way to a wave of pleasure. Even if his very presence is an insult to me, my body is conditioned to be turned on by such a gesture.
			

			
				“Oh, I think she liked that,” Rick laughs.
			

			
				Another slap. I rest my breasts on the table and allow myself to embrace the sensation. I look up at Gwen sitting on the other side of the table. She smiles at me.
			

			
				Lean into it, Harper, I think to myself. You’re her slave. Don’t pretend otherwise.
			

			
				“Such a fine body,” Rick says. His fingers rest on my butt before sliding down and in between my legs. A breathy moan escapes me as he slides one finger, then two, inside me. 
			

			
				Fuck, that feels good. My pussy is soaking wet and offers no resistance as Rick pushes his fingers in deeper and deeper. Though I am restrained, this comes off downright tame compared to what I have endured in the dungeon, but submitting to Rick still feels significant, and his touch is brutally effective.
			

			
				I am close. 
			

			
				Just … a little more …
			

			
				“Better stop, Rick,” Gwen says. “The girl has been edging for weeks, you don’t want to burst her bubble just yet.”
			

			
				Fuck. I groan as the fingers slide out, leaving a wet stain on the tablecloth. I return to clearing the table as if nothing has happened, but my entire body is aching for more. All thoughts of how Rick’s presence insults me are gone now, overruled by primal urges.
			

			
				“Let’s go upstairs,” Gwen says and gets up. “All of us.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				I have no idea how to feel as Gwen drags me upstairs while she casually chats with Rick. We are walking toward our bedroom, after all. A bedroom you haven’t slept in in a month. Let it go. I am distracted a moment later when we enter the bedroom and Rick takes off his clothes. Seeing his massive cock again makes me wet, even if I feel no attraction to the man himself. To me, it is another dildo, and I ache to have it inside me.
			

			
				“How do you want to do this,” Rick asks and glances at Gwen. He seems relaxed and confident, but he knows who is in charge.
			

			
				“Hmm … I think I want to torture her for a bit. Just to get things going.” Gwen removes her dress, exposing her lovely body, before opening a nearby closet and grabbing a thick cane. “Why don’t you go lie down on the bed, Rick, my dear?” She approaches me with a smile. “Suck his cock, slave.” Gwen’s cane hits my right breast with a loud thwack. “And do it well.”
			

			
				“Yes, Mistress.” I lick my lips and crawl onto the bed. My first blowjob was a nice experience, and I do not mind repeating it. Being ordered to suck his cock makes me feel like an object, a sex toy, and I am okay with that. 
			

			
				I let my soft fingers run gently back and forth along the shaft. Each touch sends a shiver through Rick’s body, and he cannot help but smile. I take my time, but it does not prevent his cock from hardening more each second. 
			

			
				“Enjoying yourself, Rick?” Gwen asks. A hard strike hits my butt the next second, causing my body to shudder.
			

			
				“Very much so,” Rick answers. He watches my hands dance hypnotically back and forth along the thickening shaft. I kiss the tip of his cock, barely touching it with my lips, and I can tell that he tries to resist the urge to press it inside my mouth.
			

			
				“You’re teasing me,” he says. There is a hint of respect in his dark voice. “Brave.”
			

			
				“Pleasure is not to be rushed,” Gwen laughs behind me. Another hard strike to my butt. I am used to canings at this point, but it does not make them hurt any less, and Gwen manages to hit the sore, bruised parts every time. 
			

			
				I try to focus on the task at hand. My fingers stroke his balls before moving past them, massaging the perineum. My chains rattle and the shackles scrape against Rick’s inner thigh, but he does not seem to mind. I let a finger slide onto the edge of his asshole, but only for a brief moment. When I finally open my mouth and let him inside, he is hard as a rock and fills my mouth. His loud moans fill the room, joining my whimpers in a glorious choir.
			

			
				Another strike. And another. I wish Gwen would touch me, pleasure me, but after weeks of edging, I am wondering if I will ever be allowed to come again. Meanwhile, I keep pleasuring Rick. My mouth travels back and forth as my hands aid my lips. I deepthroat him, massaging his cock with my tongue, receiving satisfied moans in return. He grabs my hair and pulls me in closer, but I do not protest, even though his massive cock makes it nearly impossible to breathe. He pulls the chain to my collar to make it even more difficult.
			

			
				 
			

			
				His cock is deep inside my mouth when he shoots his load, and the resulting tidal wave of cum makes me cough. Warm, sticky ejaculate dribble from my mouth onto the sheets, and when I pull back to catch my breath, the rest of it lands in my hair and on my face as it sprays from his cock. I am disgusted by the cum on my face and in my hair, but I doubt they will let me wash it off.
			

			
				A final whack to my butt causes me to cry out.
			

			
				“Good job, slave,” Gwen says and pulls me to my feet. She looks at me with a sadistic grin on her face and proceeds to lock my shackles behind my back and connects them to the collar, forcing my hands up and my breasts forward. The position causes the collar to choke me, but the discomfort only serves to turn me on. This is nothing compared to what I have endured. This is erotic, intense, pleasurable. 
			

			
				“Do you want to fuck her?” Gwen says and looks at Rick. 
			

			
				He nods. “I do.”
			

			
				Gwen laughs. “Be my guest, but I don’t want to sit by and watch.” She finds a double dildo gag with a girthy dildo on the inside and a massive one on the front. She pushes the inner dildo inside my mouth with a smile and tightens the buckles. The rubber cock presses down on my tongue and triggers my gag reflex, but I have no way of removing it. Gwen lays down on the bed and gestures for me to approach. “You know what to do.”
			

			
				Rick gets up and watches with a smile as I crawl onto the bed. I struggle to steady myself on the soft bed with my hands shackled behind my back, the collar constantly choking me, and the heavy ankle restraints weighing down my ankles. 
			

			
				Gwen grabs the dildo strapped to my face and pulls me closer, directing it into her pussy. “Mmm … that feels pretty good.”
			

			
				I start fucking Gwen, but it is difficult. The restraints make the back-and-forth movement choke me even more, and I fear that I might pass out. My mind flashes back to the garrote in the dungeon and the intense breathplay I endured, and I can feel my pussy getting wet.
			

			
				The fear is quelled a moment later when I feel Rick’s cock rub against my pussy. He enters me slowly, dominating my body, taking control of the situation with his massive erection. He touches every nerve ending inside me, and my body starts squirming and writhing as I am flooded with lust. It is different than the strapons. Not necessarily better, but different. 
			

			
				Fuck, that cock is magic, I think when he is fully inside me. It fills me, stretches me, and drives me insane. I am already close after edging for so long, ready to be fucked. I am momentarily distracted from my own task, but Gwen soon grabs my platinum hair and starts directing my head.
			

			
				“Go slow, Rick. I don’t want her to come,” Gwen says between her moans. “Not yet. Let her pleasure me for a bit first.”
			

			
				I moan into my gag as the large cock starts moving slowly in and out, but once again, I am denied release. Rick has incredible control, and I try to soak up all the pleasure I can from his masterful, sensual fucking.
			

			
				 
			

			
				After a while, Gwen pulls my head back and nods at Rick. “Let’s put her on her back.”
			

			
				I whimper as Rick pulls out. I struggle to breathe, and I welcome the relief when Gwen unlocks the shackles from my collar and places me on the bed, chaining my hands above my head to the frame. It feels amazing to lie on a proper bed again, but comfort is not on my mind when Rick enters me again, lifting my lower body off the mattress with his impressive strength, spreading my legs to allow himself full access to my soaking wet pussy. Gwen places herself astride my head and started riding the dildo.
			

			
				Moans and whimpers fill the room. All three of us are caught in a flood of ecstasy. I cannot move, nor do I want to. Rick’s strong fingers dig into my skin. 
			

			
				My entire body is rigid. Gwen can feel it and looks down at me with a smile. “Yes, my slave. You can come.”
			

			
				And I do.
			

			
				Hard.
			

			
				Harder than ever before. 
			

			
				I scream. My entire body spasm and shakes, and the added vibration sends Gwen over the edge. 
			

			
				“FUUUUCK!” she screams, squirting violently onto my face. It soaks my hair and the sheets, but I am too far gone to even care. 
			

			
				Rick delivers the final salute and pushes deep into me, shooting his load inside, emptying himself with a beastly roar. Gwen slides off the dildo and leans down, kissing my cheek. 
			

			
				“Full submission, my slave,” she whispers. “Only one trial left.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				The final insult. The final torture. The incredible orgasm still lingers and Rick’s cum is still running down my leg as I stand there, chained to the wall, watching the handsome man fuck my girlfriend in front of me. The dildo gag is still drenched in her juices, and I have to wonder where Rick gets his stamina from. Every thrust is painful for me to watch, but the nagging voice that would have once told me that this is wrong, that I should protest, is gone. It must have drowned during my time in the dungeon because even though I want Gwen for myself, I am her slave. She can fuck whoever she wants. She can allow whoever she wants to fuck me. That is just how it is. 
			

			
				Nothing but a slave, Harper. I smile to myself. Yes, that is what I am. And watching Gwen being fucked by Rick is a small price to pay for all that I get from the arrangement. I know that this is what Gwen wants me to realize. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Gwen walks up to me, naked and sweating. Like me, she has cum trickling down her thigh. She has said goodbye to Rick, and now it is just the two of us. She removes the gag and kisses me passionately, a kind of kiss that I have missed dearly in the last month. 
			

			
				“It is over,” she says and unlocks my shackles from the wall. “For now.”
			

			
				“Yes, Mistress.” I pause. A kiss like that usually marks the transition back to being girlfriends, but not now. 
			

			
				Gwen notices it too and smiles. “I love you, despite all I have put you through. You’ve shown your devotion, your submission.” She kisses me again. “Now we find a new path together.”
			

			
				I nod. It seems right. “Yes, Mistress. I love you too.” I am exhausted and spent, and my mind struggles to figure out what all this means. “Am I … am I still your … girlfriend?”
			

			
				“Yes, you are. My … slave girlfriend.” She smiles. “We will still go out, take trips. But I think I want you to stay restrained pretty much the whole time when we’re home. Is that a problem … slave Harper?”
			

			
				I shake my head and fiddle with the chain on my shackles. “No. I want this. Just …” I look her in the eye. “Not the oubliette again.”
			

			
				Gwen kisses me before taking the chain to my collar and leading me to the bed. “We’ll see.”
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				Chapter 1
			

			
				 
			

			
			I
				 close my eyes and let the warm water soothe my aching joints. My hands explore my body, registering every dent, welt, or bruise on the way. Being Gwen’s full-time slave is not easy, and I wince when I wash my pussy, which is still sore from a severe flogging yesterday. I open my eyes and stare at my wrists; unless I am showering or we are going out, I am never unrestrained, and the endless parade of handcuffs and steel shackles has left deep red grooves on both wrists. 
			

			
				I smile as I let my thumb run across one of them. She knows how to mark me, I think to myself before turning the water off and stepping out of the shower. I wipe my body with a soft towel and catch a glimpse of my slender body in the mirror. My fingers absentmindedly reach for the brand on my shoulder, the mark that will never go away. She owns me. My body. My mind. My heart. 
			

			
				I am her slave. And I have no ambitions of being anything else. We are still girlfriends, still lovers, but most of my nights are spent in a cage at the foot of the bed or in one of the cells in Gwen’s dungeon instead of in bed with her, and though she can still have days where she is in a playful, loving mood, she never releases me from my chains. And even when we go out, I will usually be collared or at least wearing some sort of chastity belt to remind me of what I am.
			

			
				I let out a pleased sigh. It is a painful, hard, and often uncomfortable life. But I have never felt this alive. 
			

			
				Alive, but never free. Even though my wrists are unfettered, the narrow steel collar around my neck is connected to the wall by a long, thin chain. It is the mildest form of bondage I am allowed, yet I am still helpless and unable to escape. I barely notice the constant sound of rattling chains that follow me wherever I go anymore. 
			

			
				My mistress walks into the bathroom. The raven-black hair shimmers in the sunlight peeking in through the window, and I feel a surge of affection at the sight of her. God, she is beautiful. 
			

			
				“You smell nice.” Gwen kisses me on the neck and sniffs my hair. “Mmm … I might have to shave your head again soon. It looks too … good.”
			

			
				I smile. “If that is what you want, Mistress.”
			

			
				She spins me around and kisses me. It is tender and soft at first, but as is often the case, our tongues soon intertwine in a fiery display of fashion. She holds me by my collar chain and slides a teasing finger inside me. My pussy is still sore from the torture, but the discomfort and pain only serve to enhance the pleasure I feel from her touch. 
			

			
				“My slave,” she whispers and bites my earlobe. The words never cease to turn me on. “I want you to be dressed today.”
			

			
				“Mistress?” I rarely wear clothes at home anymore, not since I quit my online studies. It did not make sense to continue studying when I never expect to do anything but serve Gwen.
			

			
				Gwen leaves the room for a moment and returns with a black leather bodysuit. “I want you to wear this.”
			

			
				I let my fingers run across the shiny leather. It is high quality, obviously expensive, and it smells amazing. “I like how it looks.” I open the large zipper on the back and start the arduous task of squeezing into the tight outfit. 
			

			
				“Oh, I almost forgot,” Gwen says when I am about to pull the leather over my hips. She opens a closet and finds one of the many steel dildos she loves to shove into me when we go out. I shudder when I recognize it; this one does not vibrate like most of the others.
			

			
				It gives electric shocks.
			

			
				“Please, Mistress …” I whimper, but I no there is no use in protesting.
			

			
				“Quiet, slave.” Gwen’s voice takes on a hard edge for a moment, but it is replaced by a smile when she slowly slides the steel device inside me. “I can control it from my phone. It’ll give me great pleasure knowing that I can torment you while at work.”
			

			
				I squirm as I try to get used to the massive steel plug inside me. I finish putting the suit on which keeps the dildo firmly in place, and to ensure that I do not take it off, Gwen uses a tiny padlock to lock the zipper in place at the top.
			

			
				“How does it feel?” Gwen asks and crosses her arms.
			

			
				I try to move a bit in the body-hugging leather outfit. “Like every inch of my skin is in bondage.” I smile. “I like it.” 
			

			
				My smile fades when Gwen unlocks my collar from the wall and pulls me into the adjacent bedroom to show me what she had laid out for me to wear. The black canvas sneakers with the steel studs inside are very familiar to me at this point, but the brutal shackles and collar lying on the bed are not. Gwen has put me in heavy steel restraints before, but never anything this massive. The collar is tall, roughly 3.5 inches, and very thick. I have no idea how she expects me to wear something that heavy, and the matching shackles and ankle manacles are no less severe. The restraints are all connected by thick chains.
			

			
				“Put the shoes on,” she orders and sits on the edge of the bed. 
			

			
				The leather squeaks as I put the shoes on. The soles of my feet have hardened over the last few months, but the studs still hurt. 
			

			
				“I figured I’d find a way for you to get some exercise while I’m at work,” Gwen says and lets her slender fingers run across the insane restraints. “This should work nicely. It’s the heaviest restraints I’ve been able to find.”
			

			
				“I believe you.” I can feel my throat closing just by looking at the collar. “Mistress … isn’t this a little … excessive?” I know I am treading on dangerous ground by questioning her.
			

			
				She shakes her head. “You’re a full-time slave now, Harper. No more lying around all day watching television. You need to be properly trained in domestic and sexual service.” She smiles. “And that means being able to perform daily chores in uncomfortable restraints.”
			

			
				I shudder as she locks the shackles around my wrists. They are a tight fit and incredibly wide and heavy. She hands me the collar to hold while she locks on the ankle restraints, and I can barely lift it. Fuck, this thing must weigh like 15 pounds! My heart is pounding in my chest. The ankle restraints press down on my tendons, causing the studs to dig even further into my soles, and when Gwen removes the narrow, elegant collar and replaces it with the heavy one, I can barely breathe. 
			

			
				Gwen takes a step back and looks at me with a devious grin on her face. “Damn, you look good. I love heavy steel on your tiny body.”
			

			
				“Th… thank you, Mistress,” I say and wince. The collar is tight and tall, pressing against the bottom of my chin. It is all so intense; part of me hates it, but I cannot deny that I am getting wet just from wearing all that steel. The leather outfit adds to it as well, as does the large, ever-present dildo inside me.
			

			
				“Now …” Gwen kisses me. “Go and make me breakfast. I’m already running a little late.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				When I reach the kitchen, I am already exhausted. Every step is painful, every movement a chore. My muscles are already sore, and knowing that Gwen is likely to leave me in these restraints the whole day both turns me on and scares me. The chains rattle loudly as I heat the pan and start making the omelet that I know Gwen loves. 
			

			
				“You have to be quicker than that,” Gwen says. She is sitting on the kitchen island, watching me with a sadistic smile, not unlike the one a child has while burning ants with a magnifying glass. She picks up her phone and uses it to shock my sore pussy.
			

			
				“FUCK!” I scream, overwhelmed by the sudden pain, and I have to pause to recover.
			

			
				“I said quicker.”
			

			
				Another shock. The weight of the steel and the pain in my feet and ankles makes it hard to focus; I love pain, it turns me on, but it is hard for my body to convert the shocks into pleasure due to the stress it is already under. Tears start streaming down my cheeks as I cook for Gwen under the constant barrage of shocks to my pussy.
			

			
				 
			

			
				When I finally manage to finish, Gwen makes me kneel next to her while she eats. This is normal. Every morning, I cook for her and kneel on the floor like an obedient dog while she eats. If Gwen is having a good day, she strokes my hair, but my slow cooking has made her grumpy. I receive a few extra shocks and sob quietly to myself. 
			

			
				“Clean up the leftovers,” she says and wipes her mouth. 
			

			
				I whimper as I get back on my feet; the weight of the restraints is unbearable, and the shoes have never felt this uncomfortable before. My hands tremble as I pick up the plate and start to hobble toward the kitchen, but when Gwen hits me with a hard shock to the pussy a moment later, I drop the plate onto the floor.
			

			
				Fuck.
			

			
				“So … fucking … useless.” My lover Gwen is not present right now. Only my disappointed, angry mistress is in the room with me, and she acts quickly. She grabs my shoulder-long, platinum hair and pushes me onto my knees. She presses my face into the omelet leftovers while she uses the other hand to deliver increasingly painful shocks to my pussy.
			

			
				“Lick it up. All of it!” she commands.
			

			
				I cry. I scream. I do not like disappointing Gwen, but there is still a small part of me that soaks up the pain and humiliation, a part that relishes the feeling of complete and utter submission. There is nothing I can do. I cry and beg for her to stop shocking me, but there is no pause, only pain. 
			

			
				Pain. And lust.
			

			
				 
			

			
				When I hear the front door slam and the car roar off, I collapse onto the floor in a fetal position. Gwen still sends the occasional shock to remind me that I failed her, but it is more manageable now. I try to roll onto my back, but no matter how I lie, I cannot find a comfortable position. The collar is too heavy, pressing on my neck, and when I lie on my back, the heavy chains and shackles weigh on my stomach. 
			

			
				I crawl into the living room and onto the couch, finally finding a position that does not choke me. Gwen, in her deviousness, has placed the TV remotes on a tall shelf, making me unable to reach them now that my wrist restraints are connected to my ankle shackles, and the silence and boredom leave me plenty of time to reflect on my predicament and my life as a slave.
			

			
				It's a simple life. In some ways. I smile as I allow myself to embrace the absurdity of my situation. The heavy steel and tight leather envelop my body, and though I fear how it will feel in a few hours when it is already this uncomfortable, I find myself getting more and more aroused. I move on the couch to feel the dildo inside me, but it offers me little satisfaction, and the leather keeps me from rubbing my clit. 
			

			
				I sigh. Another day without release of any kind. 
			

			
				Just a worthless, useless slave. Most people would be appalled by the abuse I have to endure, but this is what I have always wanted. Submission. Imprisonment. A beautiful, sexy mistress that tortures me, teases me. Loves me. 
			

			
				I smile as I think of Gwen. I adore her, and if she wants me to get better at being a slave, I will do anything to make it happen. Nothing matters more than pleasing her. 
			

			
				And Gwen does not want me to stay on the couch all day.
			

			
				I force myself onto my feet. I know I can kick off the shoes and put them on before she gets back, but it would not be right. I start cleaning up the house as well as I can considering my restraints. Sweat pours from my body, making the leather outfit feel even tighter, and every movement causes me to whimper and moan, but this is what I am now. 
			

			
				A slave. A piece of meat to be used by Gwen. And it feels good.
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 2
			

			
				 
			

			
			A
				 few weeks have passed. Gwen still makes me wear the ultra-heavy restraints from time to time, especially when she is frustrated with me, but my body is slowly starting to adapt. I can tell that my muscles have become more toned already, but the heavy collar has left nasty bruises on my neck, making it uncomfortable to wear any sort of collar. 
			

			
				“That looks painful,” Gwen says as she rubs ointment on my bruises.
			

			
				I wince at her touch. “It is, Mistress.” We are sitting next to the pool on a gorgeous summer day. She is in a good mood, which means that I am only restrained by a pair of handcuffs and a set of leg irons. My pale body is naked, soaking up the rare opportunity for a little sun, and my eyes keep checking the surroundings to see if any neighbors dare to take a peek above the high hedges. I know that Gwen does not care if anyone sees us, but I can never shake the anxiety whenever she has me chained outside. “Mmm … that feels good.” My skin sizzles under her touch, embracing the gentle affection that is becoming increasingly rare. I do not know if Gwen is very disappointed in my progress or if there is trouble at work, but she has been more on edge than usual, and it has resulted in more whippings and torture sessions than I am used to.
			

			
				I look at Gwen and feel a knot in my stomach. “Do I … do I displease you, Mistress?”
			

			
				She meets my gaze. “Sometimes.” I wait for her to open up. I hope she will slide into the role of my girlfriend and confide in me, allow me to help, but it does not happen. “You’ve done well with adapting to the heavy restraints. Your performance in your domestic duties is average by now, which I guess is okay.”
			

			
				I can feel the knot tighten. “Please … Mistress. I’ll do anything to please you.” I kneel in front of her and start taking off her dress, but she grabs hold of my cuffed hands.
			

			
				“Stop that. You don’t get to decide when to pleasure me.” Her eyes stare into my soul. “I think we need to move on to training the other parts of your obligations. But first …” 
			

			
				She picks up a wide steel collar that has been sitting on the table next to her. I have hoped that she would skip it, that it was just there to intimidate me.
			

			
				“Please, Mistress. I’m so sore.”
			

			
				I cry out when a hard slap lands on my cheek. 
			

			
				“You do not sound like a slave that will do anything to please me. Is it all just words?”
			

			
				“No, but …”
			

			
				Another slap. Somehow, my body overrules the despair in my mind and tells me that all this turns me on. I bite my lip and remain silent as Gwen locks the tight collar onto my neck. It is not too heavy, but it still hurts when it rests on my bruises. 
			

			
				“The collar is a symbol of your servitude, slave,” Gwen says. “You do not get to go without something around your neck for more than a few minutes at a time, do you understand?”
			

			
				“Yes, Mistress.” 
			

			
				“Good.” She locks one end of a long chain to my collar and the other end to the pool ladder. “You stay here for a bit. I want you to contemplate your behavior. I expect a fully submissive, obedient slave to greet me when I return.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				It takes nearly an hour before Gwen returns. The elegant summer dress from earlier has been replaced by a giant, thick strapon, black latex gloves reaching above her elbows, and a pair of knee-high, heeled boots. Though I am fearful of what is about to happen, a warm swell of affection and lust dominates my body as I watch the goddess that owns me step into the sun. 
			

			
				I kneel in front of her. 
			

			
				“That’s a good start, slave.” Gwen smiles and places a pair of high-heeled boots in front of me. The black leather shines in the sun, and though they look amazing, the 5-inch heels look like torture to me. “You’re behind on your heel training. Put those on.”
			

			
				She unlocks my leg irons and watches as I pull the boots on. Gwen adds small padlocks to the top to ensure that I cannot take them off and locks the leg irons back on. 
			

			
				“Stand up. Walk around for a bit. I want to see my slave strut her stuff.”
			

			
				Gwen lies down on a sunbed and grins as she watches my awkward attempt at a sexy walk. I have only worn heels when we have gone out, and never any that were this tall. My ankles are crying with every step, and my toes hurt. The leg irons do not make it easier. I would rather wear the modified canvas sneakers, but every wince and groan from me only serves to amuse my mistress.
			

			
				“Pathetic,” she says and starts absentmindedly stroking the rubber cock. “I think you’ll have to keep those on for a few days.”
			

			
				“Yes, Mistress.” I do not dare protest.
			

			
				“In time, it should help with your … elegance deficiency.”
			

			
				I do not respond. I am painfully aware that I cannot match the class that Gwen exudes, but she has never tried to change that about me before. She stands up and grabs hold of the chain to my collar, pulling me closer. 
			

			
				“Another thing we need to work on is your blowjob skills.”
			

			
				I nod, but my mind wants to protest. I love Gwen. I want to please her. And though I accept that she can lend me out to anyone she wants, it always stings when she makes me suck a man’s cock, even if I love the humiliation. I kneel in front of her, feeling the sun-heated tiles against my knees.
			

			
				At least it gets me off my feet for a bit, I think to myself as I take the large rubber cock in my mouth. I let my tongue press against the rubber just like Gwen has taught me, and when I have applied ample saliva, my cuffed hands join in. I look up at Gwen with submissive, obedient eyes. I know there is a matching dildo inside her, rubbing against the walls of her pussy with every movement, and I can see the arousal building in her eyes. 
			

			
				“Don’t stop,” she says, her voice cold and distant. “You need the training.” She scratches her chin. “Maybe I should lend you out to a football team or something, have you suck a few dozen cocks to get you accustomed to the sensation.” 
			

			
				I know she is teasing me, but I would not be surprised if she made good on the threat. I imagine myself covered in the cum of a dozen men and find to my surprise that the thought does not repulse me.
			

			
				“If I’m going to keep some of my business contacts happy, you’ll need to improve,” Gwen says and pulls me to my feet, wiping a drop of drool from my chin. “But it is not the only part of your sexual performance we need to train.” She nods at the nearby table. “Bend over that table like a good slut.”
			

			
				I obey. I want that dildo inside me; I have not been allowed to orgasm for nearly a week, and the pent-up frustration is driving me insane. The chain to my collar clatters against the wooden table as I lean in over it, supporting myself on my elbows. I spread my legs as wide as the leg irons will allow, and though they are a constant source of discomfort, I do appreciate the way the tall heels make my ass pop out, ready for what is to come.
			

			
				But Gwen does not intend to fuck me where I want her to.
			

			
				I gasp when I feel the tip of the rubber cock pressing against my asshole. We have done anal sex before, but this cock is bigger. The saliva causes the tip to slide in without much effort, and I let out a loud, long groan when Gwen starts pushing deeper inside me, expanding my asshole more and more. It feels so humiliating, so degrading, and though I try, I cannot keep the loud whimpers from escaping my lips. 
			

			
				Fuck, that hurts. 
			

			
				Whenever I think she cannot go any deeper, she finds another half-inch. She takes her time, allowing my asshole to embrace every movement, and I slowly start to find some enjoyment in the brutal penetration. 
			

			
				“Do you like that, slave?”
			

			
				“Mmm …” No words come to mind.
			

			
				“Your pussy can take a giant cock without complaining, but I want to train your asshole.” She starts fucking my ass. “I want you to take it without protest, no matter what I do to you.”
			

			
				“Y… yes, Mistress.” My cuffed hands grab hold of the edge of the table as the thrusts increase in force. My hips crash against the sharp edge of the table, and I have to bite my lower lip to keep from crying out.
			

			
				Can … can I come from this? My asshole is burning, but I can feel the pleasure mounting within me. I close my eyes and try to focus on the sensation, only for Gwen to pull out a moment later.
			

			
				I hear the familiar sound of lube being applied, but it is not the dildo I feel against my asshole a moment later. 
			

			
				It is her fist.
			

			
				I bite the inside of my arm to keep the scream muted as Gwen starts fisting me. It feels so brutal and unpleasant at first, and I fear that my asshole will tear.
			

			
				“You do not get to come,” Gwen says as she pushes her hand deeper inside me. “Not today.”
			

			
				Shit … Despite the pain, I am massively turned on. Not just by the anal stimulation, but by the humiliation and the knowledge that we are doing this outside.
			

			
				I am close. Edging badly. Gwen knows my signals, and she torments me by fisting me harder and rubbing my clit with her other hand. I want to beg her to either stop or to let me come, but I am determined to not let her down. Not again.
			

			
				 
			

			
				When she finally pulls out, I am a complete mess. My asshole is gaping wide, and it feels odd to be this open. I am sore, battered, and broken, but madly turned on.
			

			
				“It’s a start,” Gwen says. “Such a nice hole.” Her finger traces the edge of my enlarged asshole, causing my entire body to shudder. She removes the long latex gloves and gives my butt a hard slap. “Stay there. We’re not done.”
			

			
				What the fuck? 
			

			
				A large, round plug is inserted into my asshole. It is cold to the touch, made from steel, and the moment it is in, it starts expanding. My entire body shakes from the intense sensation; it is not painful, far from it, but it feels odd. 
			

			
				I hear the sound of a padlock closing.
			

			
				“This buttplug won’t come out until I unlock it,” Gwen says, jingling the key in front of my face. “I think I’ll leave it in for the rest of the day, really give your ass a chance to expand. Doesn’t that sound like a good idea?”
			

			
				I nod. “Yes, Mistress. Thank you.”
			

			
				She kisses my forehead. “That’s the right answer.” The handcuffs are unlocked for a moment before Gwen puts them back on behind my back. She then unlocks the chain from the pool ladder and drags me inside the house. My legs are shaking, struggling to stay on my feet due to the high heels, and the buttplug is a constant presence. 
			

			
				Not the dungeon. Not now. My body shakes with fear and anticipation when Gwen opens the door to the basement and leads me down the narrow stairs. I have no idea what to expect, what I would even prefer; the thought of standing up on the torturous heels fills me with dread, but I cannot sit due to the plug and my sore asshole either. 
			

			
				Gwen drags me into the torture room where dozens of pillories, stocks, and other devices are kept. I have had many great experiences in this room, and some horrifying ones, but she does not walk toward any of the furniture that I am familiar with. Instead, she places me in front of a metal pole that is mounted to the floor and tall enough to reach my neck. She locks the collar to it, fixing me in place. I cannot move my head at all, and my body is soon kept in place as well when Gwen ties several feet of chains around my body, lashing me to the pole. 
			

			
				It is brutally effective. My body is immobilized, and the helplessness makes me incredibly horny, even if my feet are in a lot of pain.
			

			
				“I’m going to leave you here for a few hours,” Gwen says and fondles my exposed buttocks for a bit.
			

			
				This is not too bad. Though the boots make my feet hurt, I have endured far worse.
			

			
				“But I do want you to continue your training while I’m gone.”
			

			
				I should’ve known better. I sigh and groan as I watch Gwen place a fucking machine in front of my head. The rubber dildo on the end is as big as the one I fellated earlier. Gwen places it deep inside my mouth before fixing it in place; I gag as it touches the back of my throat, but the sensation is made worse a moment later when the machine whirs to life and starts fucking my mouth.
			

			
				“Enjoy, my slave.”
			

			
				Gwen laughs as she leaves me in darkness, unable to move my head and escape the massive cock fucking my mouth. 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 3
			

			
				 
			

			
			I
				 know that Gwen is stressed with work these days. I know that a lot of her agitation and frustration has nothing to do with me. But her harsh words and lack of tenderness still hurts, as does the torture. I have done all I can to be a good slave, throwing myself into Gwen’s increasingly demanding training sessions. I have spent countless hours strapped to the fucking machine, both taking it in my mouth and my ass, and my ability to walk in tall heels has improved a lot, mainly because they have been locked onto me for nearly a week at this point, only coming off when I shower. 
			

			
				And yet, I am punished. 
			

			
				I sigh and test my restraints one more time. I know it is useless, but there is nothing else to do to pass the time. It is either that or counting the drops falling from the ceiling of the cold cell. A black leather hood envelops my head, and though has an opening for my mouth, my lips are forced apart by a huge ballgag. The isolation and blindness are toying with my mind, and though I have endured far longer stints in solitude than this, rarely has Gwen left me restrained like this; I am wearing the brutal, heavy shackles and collar that I have become familiar with, but they are connected in a ruthless hogtie. My wrists and ankles are locked closely together, forcing me to arch my back, and the unpleasant position is made even worse by the heavy collar being locked to my wrists and ankles as well. Every movement chokes me, and the heavy steel makes it hard to roll onto my sides or stomach to switch positions.
			

			
				Hours. She has left me like this for hours now. 
			

			
				And she left in the lockable butt plug as well.
			

			
				I almost miss the oubliette, I think to myself. The hole in the ground was pure torture, but the hogtie is causing all my limbs to scream in pain. Yes, it all turns me on, drowning me in a sea of pleasure to go with the discomfort, but I have no way of reaching my pussy, no way of guiding myself off the edge that I have been walking for an eternity. 
			

			
				What if something happened to her? The unpleasant thought often appears when Gwen leaves me locked in the dungeon. It is a thought that occasionally finds its way into my nightmares, where I imagine Gwen having an accident, leaving me to die a slow death in one of the cold cells beneath the house. 
			

			
				I mentioned it to her once. She just shrugged it off, kissed me on the cheek, and said that she would never let something like that happen.
			

			
				I know she is right. I know she probably has some sort of failsafe in place, likely her friend Amber who would go to check on me if anything happened, but it does not prevent the thought from lingering.
			

			
				Then I hear footsteps. The door opens, and the distinct sound of Gwen’s heels echoes in the tiny cell.
			

			
				“Is my slave a little uncomfortable?”
			

			
				I nod. “Mmmmph …”
			

			
				I shiver when I feel her fingers on my naked buttocks. I thirst for her touch and affection.
			

			
				“Would you like some fresh air?”
			

			
				I nod, even though I know it is a trap. I can hear it in her voice. But I just want to get out of the hogtie.
			

			
				“Very well.” She removes the heavy restraints and buttplug as well as the hood and gag, replacing them all with a pair of standard handcuffs behind my back as well as leg irons. I am still wearing the heels, but I feel a hundred pounds lighter, and even though my wrists are sore from the shackles, I welcome the feel of the handcuffs.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Instead of taking me into the garden, Gwen pushes me out the front door and toward her black sedan parked outside. The air is humid and sweet as a cool summer rain falls on my naked skin.
			

			
				“Where are we going, Mistress?” 
			

			
				“It’s a secret.” She comes closer; my body shivers from being this close to her. She slides two fingers inside me. “You’re wet, my slave.”
			

			
				I whimper in response. I cannot deny it. Gwen makes me lick my juices off her fingers before she puts a ballgag in my mouth
			

			
				“Get in the trunk.”
			

			
				I look at her with pleading eyes. “Mmmph?”
			

			
				“You heard me.” She opens the trunk and pushes me inside. She locks my handcuffs to my ankle restraints with the padlock, leaving me in another tight hogtie, yet one that is more manageable than the one I have just endured.
			

			
				Then the trunk slams shut, leaving me in total darkness.
			

			
				I am scared. I am aroused. My mind and body are engaged in a frantic tug-of-war to determine how I feel about all this. Being locked in the dungeon is one thing, but Gwen is taking me out of my familiar surroundings. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				We drive for a long time. My jaw hurts from the gag, and the tight restraints dig into my skin. I notice that the road turns from asphalt to gravel, which does not help to quell the growing fear within me, but the car stops soon after. The rain drums on the trunk as I hear Gwen step out, echoing the sound of my pounding heart.
			

			
				The trunk opens.
			

			
				“Are you scared?” Gwen stares down at me. She looks massive against the backdrop of the gray skies.
			

			
				I nod.
			

			
				“Good.” She unlocks my cuffs from my leg irons and helps me out of the trunk where I struggle to find my footing on the muddy ground in my high heels. “I figured we’d try to continue your training in … new surroundings.”
			

			
				I look at her with a confused expression. The rain trickles down my face. 
			

			
				She grins. “I know you love this. All of it. Even when I am harsh and brutal, I can see the fire and lust in your eyes.” Gwen lets her fingers run through my hair. “Am I wrong?”
			

			
				I shake my head no. I sigh into my gag; I feel exposed and vulnerable, not because of my restraints, but because Gwen knows me so well. Her very presence dominates me, my mind, and my body. I try to find my footing on the soft, muddy ground and look around. We are in the middle of the woods, but I recognize the surroundings as part of a vast network of popular hiking trails.
			

			
				I start to shake. This is too much. This is too public. The handcuffs feel tighter, and the gag seems to grow in my mouth. But I do not stop Gwen. I do not protest. I am a good slave, after all.
			

			
				Gwen removes my gag. “I want to hear you beg for me to hurt you, slave. I want you to tell me how much you deserve it.” 
			

			
				“I … I want you to hurt me, Mistress.” I watch as Gwen takes a long piece of white rope from the trunk and ties the end into a noose. “Please, Mistress … I want you to punish me. I deserve it. I am just a stupid, worthless cunt. A slut. A whore.” She tightens it around my neck, and I tremble as the rope restricts my breathing. “A slave.”
			

			
				“Very well.” She pulls on the rope. “Follow me. I think we’ll go for a little walk.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				We continue along the hiking trail. My heels dig into the mud, and the leg irons do not make it easier. I trip and fall several times, but Gwen does not stop. The rain keeps the hiking paths empty, and we have not met anyone, but I still breathe a sigh of relief when Gwen leads me off the trail. She finds a large tree and proceeds to throw the other end of the rope over a thick branch. We are hidden from the main trail, but when Gwen suddenly pulls the end of the rope hard, my loud cry of surprise can probably be heard by anyone nearby.
			

			
				“Please … Mistress … I can’t … breathe.” Don’t stop. This is fucking intense. There is nothing I can do. I am completely helpless. Every breath is a struggle, and I can feel the juices running down my thigh. I am naked, dirty, and handcuffed, balancing on a tree stump.
			

			
				Gwen holds the end of the rope firmly in her hand as she walks up to me and starts groping my breasts. “Such a fine body …” She ties the end of the rope to another tree, leaving me just on the edge of unconsciousness. The rope is frighteningly tight, and my legs are already shaking from standing on an uneven, wet surface in tall heels. I watch as Gwen puts on rubber gloves.
			

			
				“Uncomfortable, slave?” she asks.
			

			
				“Y… Yes, Mistress.” I do not recognize the pitiful voice coming from my lips. The choking is too severe, I can barely talk.
			

			
				“It won’t get any better, I promise.” She unlocks my leg irons and puts them back in the purse.
			

			
				“AAAAAH!” 
			

			
				I scream when she lifts one of my legs, opening me wide, but when her gloved fingers enter my pussy a moment later, it all becomes worth it. Every touch is electric, enhanced by my predicament, and I whimper like a scolded dog as she adds more and more fingers. The rain still pours onto me, but I do not notice the cold anymore. 
			

			
				Her whole hand is inside me now. Pleasure is joined by pain as she pushes in deep, fisting my pussy violently. 
			

			
				“So fucking wet,” she says with a grin. 
			

			
				The words do not register with me. I am too far gone. I am ready to come, but just before I reach the edge, Gwen pulls her hand out and pushes it inside my asshole. The whole fist. Deeper. Deeper.
			

			
				I scream. It is so big. But she keeps pushing. I can feel my asshole is close to tearing, but I still do not want it to stop. 
			

			
				“You belong to me, Harper.” 
			

			
				I nod. “I … I know, Mistress.” The pain is excruciating. “Please … can I come?” Even through the pain, the pleasure keeps mounting. 
			

			
				“No.”
			

			
				She starts moving her hand back and forth.
			

			
				“Please …. PLEASE, Mistress, I can’t take it!”
			

			
				“But you will.”
			

			
				I bite my lip, I tighten every muscle in my body, but it is not enough. “FUUUUUCK!” I scream as I come from the anal torture. The orgasm is dirty, violent, and intense, and for a moment I hang from my neck as my foot slides off the stump, only supported by Gwen’s fist inside my asshole. It is a glorious moment, but when the orgasm starts subsiding, I am still handcuffed and naked, still standing in the woods with a rope around my neck and a fist buried inside my asshole.
			

			
				And Gwen is not pleased.
			

			
				“Pitiful,” she says. Her face betrays no emotion. “You’ll have to be punished for that.”
			

			
				I do not answer. The orgasm still ripples through me. I wonder if Gwen would untie me if I begged for it, but I cannot bring myself to do it, even if all I want is a shower and a blanket at this moment. Gwen takes another piece of rope and ties it to one ankle before tying it to a high branch, leaving me open and balancing on one leg again. I can tell that my asshole is gaping wide; it is an odd, painful sensation, one that I am still not used to.
			

			
				“First, we need to make sure you do not talk.” Gwen grabs a roll of duct tape from her bag and uses it to tape my mouth shut. More tape is used on my breasts, rolled tighter and tighter around them until they are turned into small, strained balls that are slowly turning blue. “And now … I want to cause you a lot of pain, slave. If you scream, I’ll just hit you harder.”
			

			
				She starts slapping my breasts. The pain is immense; I can barely keep my balance and my vision starts to blue as I choke harder and harder. Terror grips my body, but so does lust, even when Gwen starts slapping my exposed pussy as well. Harder. Harder. 
			

			
				Then she finds a nine-tailed, knotted flogger and starts whipping me. 
			

			
				I want to scream when the knotted ends hit my pussy. I have never experienced pain on this level before. It is blinding, visceral, and intoxicating. Everything seems to join together – the rain, the isolation, the pain, the asphyxiation – all forms an explosive cocktail, and my brain enters a primal, submissive state. All thoughts of stopping it are gone, as is the fear that we might be discovered. The only thing that matters is the pain and the pleasure.
			

			
				 
			

			
				When the whipping finally stops, my breasts look like an expressionist painting and my pussy is on fire. Tears stream from my eyes and mix with the rain on my cheeks and I am reduced to a sobbing, wheezing painslut. I do not even notice Gwen taking her dress off at first, all my energy is used trying to stay standing and conscious.
			

			
				“This is perfect,” Gwen says as she puts on a strapon
			

			
				“Mmmm?” I look at her, look at the playful, affectionate smile on her beautiful face. For a moment, the mistress is gone, replaced by my girlfriend, and she looks me in the eye when she enters me a moment later.
			

			
				My pussy explodes in pain and intense lust. The position means that she is touching zones of pleasure that I did not know existed, but when she starts thrusting into me, the rope tightens around my neck.
			

			
				It is amazing. And scary. My leg starts cramping as it struggles to steady me, yet I feel oddly safe as I stare into Gwen’s fiery eyes. The dildo fills me, and Gwen occasionally slaps my sore, strained breasts, sending a shock of pain through my body. 
			

			
				I am nothing. I am worthless. I am a slave to her and that rubber cock. My leg screams at me. So does my neck. I whimper and moan, but the effective tape gag keeps any words from escaping me. 
			

			
				She pulls out, only to ram the rubber cock into my gaping asshole for a bit. The violent thrusts manipulate the dildo inside Gwen, pushing her over the edge and into a loud orgasm. 
			

			
				She pulls out and takes a step back. No words are spoken as she stands there, watching my pitiful balancing act. I am soaking wet and I can feel the veins in my neck and head threatening to pop out of my skin, yet she stares at me like I am the most beautiful thing in the world, but there is a hint of malice and disappointment buried in her eyes.
			

			
				 
			

			
				I collapse to the ground when she unties the rope holding my neck and leg, coughing wildly. The noose remains firmly around my neck while she tears the tape from my mouth. She pulls my head closer and makes me take the rubber cock in my mouth. After the brutal treatment, sucking the dildo feels intimate, even relaxing, but my entire body is still sore, and my breasts are still taped and hurting. She strokes my hair, and my body soaks up the affection like a flower being watered during a drought.
			

			
				“You came without permission,” she says. She stops stroking my hair, instead grabbing it and yanking my head back. “I thought I had trained you better than that.”
			

			
				“Forgive me, Mistress.” Knowing that I disappointed Gwen hurts more than my neck, my shoulders, and my pussy. 
			

			
				She sighs. “We’ll keep training.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 4
			

			
				 
			

			
			T
				wo weeks. For two weeks, Gwen has kept me locked in the tiniest cell in the dungeon. I only see her twice a day, and no words are spoken when she visits. All she does is switch my position from lying spreadeagled on the floor during the night to standing during the day, often with my hands above my head. She lets me relieve myself in a bucket, eat off a bowl on the floor, and make me practice blowjobs on either a strapon or dildo whenever she comes by. 
			

			
				Have I really performed this badly? 
			

			
				I stare into the darkness, alone with my thoughts. A giant ballgag is kept in place by a harness, and the heavy shackles weigh me down. The high-heeled boots have not come off during my time here, and I spend all day standing on them. I wonder if my toes are bloody stumps by now, yet I am grateful that Gwen has at least shackled my hands behind my back today instead of above my head. The ultra-heavy collar is chained to the wall, ensuring that I cannot sit or kneel to take the weight off my feet. 
			

			
				“Hnnngh …” I groan and feel the now familiar, warm sensation of my own piss trickling down my legs. The massive lockable butt plug ensures that nothing else escapes outside of my allotted bucket appointments. The piss mixes with drool from my gag on the floor and slowly flows into the nearby small grate. 
			

			
				Yet through it all, through the humiliation, pain, and discomfort, I do not want to change anything. I know that Gwen loves me, and I am willing to let her take her frustrations out of me whenever she wants. The ambitious Harper, the high-achieving student, no longer exists, it feels like a different life. My purpose now is one of submission and servitude, chasing every smile and sign of appreciation I can get from my mistress, hoping that she will allow me a brief moment of intense pleasure from time to time as a reward. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				The next morning, Gwen comes to feed me and change my position as she usually does, but she lingers for a bit longer this time. She has tightened the chain to my collar more than usual, leaving me to balance on the heels to avoid hanging from my neck, which is not out of character for her, but she never stands and watches me like this.
			

			
				“Have you had time to think about your performance as a slave?” she asks. It is the first words she has spoken to me in weeks.
			

			
				“Mmmmph?” 
			

			
				She walks up to me and starts rubbing my clit. The intense pleasure catches me by surprise and soars through my body, igniting every cell as if they were fireworks. “I’ve left you here for a while now. I’m still not sure you’re ready to come back upstairs.”
			

			
				I look her in the eye and whimper. 
			

			
				“Don’t beg me like that, it’s pitiful.” She slides two fingers inside me. I am ready to explode. “I have a client coming over today to finish a deal over a few drinks. No, I’m not going to fuck him.” She sighs. “I wonder if you’ve been trained enough to suck his cock.”
			

			
				I’ll do anything. Just … don’t stop touching me.
			

			
				“Mmmmh weeeady …” I say, sending long strands of drool down my body.
			

			
				“I guess we’ll see.” Gwen checks her watch and pulls her fingers out of me moments before I am about to come. “He’ll be here this afternoon. I’ll come to get you in a few hours so you can clean yourself up. You stink.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				It always feels odd to ascend the stairs after weeks in the dungeon. The light is blinding, even though it is a cloudy day, and it is like returning to the real world after a long time in a hazy state of mind. I am still collared and shackled when I lower myself into the bubbly waters of the large bathtub, but it still feels luxurious as the warm water hugs me and starts washing away weeks of grime, dirt, and shame. My toes are bruised and cramped, missing skin on several of the joints.
			

			
				“This is an important client, slave,” Gwen says. She is sitting on the edge of the bathtub braiding her long black hair. “There’s a lot at stake. This deal has taken months to close.”
			

			
				So that’s why she’s been like that. “I won’t fail you, Mistress.”
			

			
				“You better not.” Her eyes become narrow slits. “I’ll punish you severely if you do.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				After drying myself and being uncuffed by Gwen, I slide into the tight leather outfit once more. The high-heeled boots are locked on once again, but at least Gwen has allowed me to put bandaids on the skinless parts of my toes. I can walk in the boots without trouble now, even when Gwen puts the ultra-heavy restraints on me. 
			

			
				“You know the drill,” Gwen says. I am standing next to her in silence while she puts on makeup. “No talking. You’re just a piece of furniture until you’re needed.”
			

			
				I nod. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				I stare at the man as he enters the house. He smiles at Gwen, hugging her as if they are old friends, and he nods approvingly when he sees me standing in the corner of the living room.
			

			
				“You weren’t lying,” he says to Gwen. “She’s beautiful.”
			

			
				Gwen smiles. “That she is. She also has … other talents.”
			

			
				“Does she, now?” The man raises an eyebrow. “I can’t wait to see what they are.”
			

			
				“Business first.”
			

			
				Gwen’s method is genius; few men will go over the fine print of a contract an extra time if they know that there is a shackled, leather-clad woman waiting to suck their cock once the deal is done. I have aided her in this way a few times before, and though I have never failed to make her clients come, I do feel confident that her insistence on training blowjobs has improved my skills in that department even more.
			

			
				But I have never sucked the cock of a celebrity before.
			

			
				I can not stop staring at the man as he sits on the couch, laughing and chatting with my girlfriend. He is not just any businessman, he is one of the richest in the country, a constant presence in the media. There are gray streaks in his dark hair, but he is still handsome.
			

			
				“To new adventures!” Gwen says and raises her glass after the man has signed the contract.
			

			
				“And to lucrative dealings.” His eyes linger on me. “Now, about those talents.”
			

			
				“Of course.” Gwen gestures for me to come closer. “Do you want me to leave the room?”
			

			
				The man shakes his head. “Not at all. I like the thought of another attractive woman watching.” He pulls his pants down and stands up. “Let us see what you’ve got, little slave.”
			

			
				I start kissing the tip of his cock. It takes me a few moments to find my balance; the weight of the restraints, especially the collar, makes it difficult to find the rhythm when I take his cock in my mouth and start sucking it. 
			

			
				“Holy … wow!” The man’s eyes widen. “Fuck, I’ve never felt anything like it!”
			

			
				I can see Gwen beaming with pride out of the corner of my eye, and the encouragement makes me suck his cock even harder. He is not small, and his cock soon fills my mouth, pushing against the back of my throat, but my gag reflex does not bother me anymore. My hands join in, but I have to be careful not to scratch the edges of my massive shackles against his thighs.
			

			
				Focus, Harper. You can do this. I try to remember everything that I have learned about sucking cock, but it does not come naturally to me, and I am exhausted after weeks of bad sleep and a minimum of food. It does not seem to bother the client, however, who soon buries his hands in my hair, getting ready to blow his load. 
			

			
				I expect to swallow, but before I can get that far, he pulls my head back and ejaculates on my face. Some of it hits my eye, and the pain makes me flinch, causing the heavy shackles to hit his balls.
			

			
				“AUCH! FUCK!” He lets go of my hair and staggers back. 
			

			
				Gwen jumps up and slaps me hard on the cheek. “What the fuck did you just do?”
			

			
				The man massages his bruised balls. “Fuck, that hurt. I guess she didn’t do it on purpose.”
			

			
				“No, this won’t do.” Gwen shakes her head and stares menacingly at me. “I promise you she will be punished.”
			

			
				The man shrugs. “Do what you have to do.” He groans and looks at the clock on the wall. “I should probably get going. A pleasure doing business with you, Gwen.”
			

			
				I am relieved that my mistake does not seem to have affected the outcome of the deal, but the anger in Gwen’s eyes makes me shrink in shame. What is going to happen to me now?
			

			
				 
			

			
				I am sitting on the couch, rubbing my hands together nervously when Gwen returns from saying goodbye to her client. She storms past the living room and returns a moment later with a pair of handcuffs, a flogger, a set of nipple clamps, and a small red bottle I do not recognize. She unlocks my restraints except for the collar and tells me to take the leather suit off. I do so without hesitation, unwilling to anger my mistress more than I already have. She locks the handcuffs onto my wrists and pushes me back, pulling my hands over my head. “Keep your hands there. No matter what happens. And spread your legs wide.”
			

			
				She gets up from the couch and watches me as I sit there, exposed and vulnerable. My entire body is vibrating, anticipating, and I cannot help but bite my lower lip. Gwen takes the flogger and starts attacking my breasts. It is not sensual. It is not erotic. It is a furious, violent attack of lashes that causes me to scream at the top of my lungs. The pain overwhelms me, and there is not enough time between the lashes for the burning to give way to pleasure, yet I do not want it to stop. I clench my hands into fists and feel the handcuffs digging into my skin, telling me that I am not in control. I know things are about to get worse, and I try to find what little enjoyment I can before the real punishment begins.
			

			
				“Choke yourself,” she orders while she continues to pummel my poor breasts. Welts and bruises are already visible on my fair skin. 
			

			
				I take the chain to my collar and pull it back behind my head. Tears stream down my cheeks and my lips tremble when Gwen takes a short break and applies clamps to my poor nipples. My restricted breathing enhances the intensity of the pain, but it is nothing compared to what awaits me.
			

			
				“I have put you through much,” she says and puts a large helping of red sauce in her palm from the bottle. “I’ll have to get a little creative to punish you now.”
			

			
				I shiver at the thought of what comes next. I do not imagine hot sauce is meant to go on something as sensitive as a pussy.
			

			
				“I’m going to smear this on you. You’re going to endure it. No screaming. No begging. Just you and the pain. And don’t stop pulling that leash.” She places her palm against my pussy and smears it all over. She pushes three fingers inside me as well. 
			

			
				I clench my jaw to keep from crying out. The burning is excruciating, and my entire body starts to shake. Gwen sits down in a chair and watches me. She starts rubbing her clit on top of her dress, masturbating to my discomfort and pain. 
			

			
				I am pouring sweat. The tremors in my body cause the nipple clamps to shake, making them more painful, and through it all, I am fighting for every breath. I have never experienced pain on this level before.
			

			
				And yet, I am turned on. By the submission. The humiliation. The pain. And when I watch Gwen walk toward the cupboard to find a strapon, I want nothing more than her inside me. I am crying and whimpering, struggling not to scream, enduring pain on levels I never thought imaginable, and though I want the pain to end, I will do anything to please Gwen.
			

			
				“Do you belong to me?” she asks as she towers above me.
			

			
				“Y… Yes, Mistress,” I whimper through the tears, my words barely recognizable due to the choking. 
			

			
				She lays me down on the couch and gets on top of me. It is oddly intimate, considering the circumstances, and though I am still suffering from a burning pussy and choking myself as she enters me, there is a hint of genuine affection in her eyes as she stares into mine.
			

			
				The rubber cock goes in deeper, taking some of the hot sauce with it. The intense burning turns into an explosion of pain as she starts fucking my tortured pussy, but sprinkled in the sea of discomfort are islands of pure, overwhelming pleasure. I am reduced to a sobbing, moaning mess.
			

			
				Every thrust carries pain and pleasure with it.
			

			
				I am edging. Hard.
			

			
				“Please … please, Mistress, can I come?” 
			

			
				“No.”
			

			
				“Please … I can’t take much more.”
			

			
				“I said no.” She slaps me but does not break eye contact. She stares into my eyes as she pushes deeper and deeper inside me, only to slide out just as I am nearing the climax.
			

			
				I let out a frustrated groan as I am left with nothing but the pain from my burning pussy. 
			

			
				Gwen sighs and removes the strapon. “I know that pain isn’t punishment enough for you. Deriving you of orgasms is the real torture.” She smiles and takes a deep breath. “Look … I’m sorry.”
			

			
				“F… for what, Mistress?” I struggle to pull my focus away from the intense burning sensation.
			

			
				“I’ve been riding you incredibly hard for months now. You know that it hasn’t been all about you.”
			

			
				“It’s alright, Mistress.” I clench my jaw and try to control my shaking body. “I … I can be a better slave.”
			

			
				Gwen nods. “Yes.” She sits next to me on the couch and strokes my hair. “Which is why I’ve come to a decision. Though I have been harsher on you than you probably deserve, I still want to step up your training.” She smiles. “I’m going to send you away. Far away.”
			

			
				“What? You’re … breaking up with me?” An intense sense of dread and panic takes hold of my body.
			

			
				“God, no!” She kisses me. “No, nothing like that. But we won’t see each other for a while. I’m going to send you away for slave training. The most brutal, severe, and expensive training a slave can receive.” She starts rubbing her clit again, and the sight of her blushing cheeks and fiery eyes fuels the lust inside me. “And when you’re done, you’ll be the perfect slave.”
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				Chapter 1
			

			
				 
			

			
			M
				y heart is pounding in my chest. My brow is glistening with sweat, and my crotch is throbbing. Cold steel keeps me firmly in place, digging its sharp edges into my wrists and ankles. I pull at them to feel the helplessness and let out a pleased sigh. 
			

			
				Life is good. At least right now. 
			

			
				The orgasm is still gripping my body, causing my skin to sizzle, but the release it has offered also allows some of my darker thoughts to return. I try to hang on to the lust and arousal, to cling to their numbing powers, but I can feel them slipping away as Gwen removes her tongue from my clit. She looks up at me with a smile, her face a vision of perfection and love before she crawls up to lie next to me. 
			

			
				“You look beautiful like this, my slave,” she says and rests her head on her hand. Her finger teasingly circles my clit. 
			

			
				I let out a groan of frustration; I am too sensitive to enjoy it right now. “Mmmph …”
			

			
				“Do you want me to remove the gag?”
			

			
				I look at her with pleading eyes and nod. 
			

			
				She leans in over me and kisses my upper lip before unbuckling the giant ballgag. My jaw is hurting badly; two hours is a long time with a gag like that.
			

			
				“Thank you, Mistress,” I whimper and use the inside of my arm to wipe the drool off my cheek. I open and close my mouth a few times to try and wake up my jaw. Gwen has trained me to use bigger and bigger ballgags, but the largest ones still hurt. 
			

			
				A subtle frown manifests between Gwen’s eyes. “What’s on your mind?” Her fingers leave my clit and start stroking my cheek. 
			

			
				“You know what …”
			

			
				“Worried about tomorrow?”
			

			
				I nod. “Worried. Excited. Terrified. It changes every second.” I sigh. “I still don’t know what it’ll be like.”
			

			
				Gwen smiles. “And I’m still not going to tell you. But trust me, it’s for the best.”
			

			
				I move a bit on the bed, but the handcuffs and leg irons have me firmly secured to the frame of the bed. “You’re sending me away.”
			

			
				“So you can become a better slave.”
			

			
				I pout. “Am I so hopeless?”
			

			
				“Not hopeless. Not at all.” She kisses my cheek. “But a small part of you still fights it. I want to set you free.”
			

			
				I chuckle. “You’re going to set me free by sending me to a slave-training prison?”
			

			
				“Exactly. Freedom through submission. No more worries, just purpose … and pleasure.”
			

			
				It does sound good. I try to stay positive, but I have never liked change. I have settled into a nice routine as Gwen’s full-time slave, and the thought of being handed over to strangers makes my skin itch. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				***
			

			
				 
			

			
				I had half expected Gwen to chain me and stuff me into a suitcase for the trip to Italy instead of flying first class, but even the luxurious surroundings and polite service does little to quell my anxiety. Gwen squeezes my hand and smiles at me every few minutes to try and assure me, but we only exchange a few words during the long flight. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				“This is the car you rented?” I let my fingers run across the red hood. 
			

			
				Gwen smiles. “Of course. We’re in Italy now, my home country. Different rules apply here.” She puts on a pair of sunglasses and opens the door. “It’s all about style here. I have the money, why not live a little?”
			

			
				I get inside the hulking Ferrari and feel a pleasant shiver when Gwen starts the engine. “I like it.”
			

			
				“Enjoy the ride.” She puts the car in gear and speeds off to the sound of screeching tires. “It’s the last luxury you’ll experience in a long time.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				The countryside roars past as we drive through the hills of northern Italy. The landscape is beautiful, but I struggle to appreciate it. It has been half an hour since I saw any sign of civilization apart from the small farms dotted across the lush fields, and I wonder what kind of place we are heading to.
			

			
				And why, for the first time in months, Gwen has not found the need to restrain me when we are alone. 
			

			
				“How long until we’re there?” I ask like an impatient child. I rub the brand on my bare shoulder; the weather is hot, and I am only wearing a sleeveless T-shirt, hotpants, and my black Converse. 
			

			
				“Patience, my slave,” Gwen says. She seems tense, and seeing my lover and mistress like this only helps to fuel my anxiety. “We’ll be there shortly. Look.”
			

			
				She gestures for me to look out of the front window. Through the trees, I see what looks like an old, small castle lying on a hill overlooking the countryside, and Gwen soon turns down a dirt road toward the ancient building. Numerous signs saying ‘Private property’ and ‘Trespassers will be prosecuted’ in both Italian and English attempt to discourage anyone from entering, but Gwen ignores them. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				We stop a few minutes later at a security gate. A tall fence with barbed wire on top surrounds the estate, and two guards, a man, and a woman, approach the car. Their uniforms are black, but there are no badges or signs indicating what kind of facility it is to outsiders. 
			

			
				Gwen rolls down the window and smiles at the female guard. She presents herself, and the two chat for a bit in Italian. The guard is polite and laughs, but the man standing outside my window stares at me with menacing eyes that makes a shiver run down my spine.
			

			
				“Lo prenderemo da qui,” says the female guard to Gwen before looking at me. “Slave, step out of the car.”
			

			
				I look nervously at Gwen who nods. “Try to enjoy yourself … slave.”
			

			
				My hands tremble as I open the door and step outside. My feet barely touch the ground before the burly male guard grabs my arms and forces them behind my back. Gwen looks on with a smile as I am handcuffed tightly and a pair of leg irons are locked onto my ankles. The feeling of cold steel against my warm skin coupled with the rough treatment causes my body to shiver with lust, but my mind struggles to find any enjoyment in it. The last thing I see before a black hood is pulled over my face is Gwen blowing me a kiss. I am pushed inside another car and hear the Ferrari speed off.
			

			
				No turning back now. Was there ever? Could I have avoided this if I had insisted? The thought lingers as the car starts and drives me toward my destination. Toward my imprisonment.
			

			
				 
			

			
				How big is this estate? When the car finally slows down, it feels like we have driven for at least ten minutes. It is uncomfortable to sit with my hands cuffed behind my back, but I suspect that complaining is a bad move in this place. The doors open, and I am pulled outside. Someone grabs my arm with a firm grip and takes me inside a building; the warm sunshine is replaced by echoey surroundings and cold air. The chain connecting my ankles clatters against the smooth stone steps as I am led down a narrow, spiral staircase. My bare arms rub against cold stone walls, and I am close to tripping several times, but the person holding my arm keeps me upright. We walk for a while before I hear a door opening and I am led into a room. They place me on a wooden chair, pulling my hands behind it and locking my cuffs to the chair. Now that I am inside, seemingly in some sort of basement, I feel cold and start to shiver.
			

			
				The hood is removed. I am sitting in a tiny room with stone walls and a low, arched ceiling. It looks like a dungeon, probably because it is, and the only other piece of furniture apart from the chair is a small wooden table. I get the sense that someone is sitting behind it, but a bright light is shining on my face, preventing me from getting a good look.
			

			
				“You’re Harper Riley, slave of Mistress Gwen Fioni?” a female voice sounds. The Italian accent is thick, her voice firm, but not without warmth.
			

			
				I nod. “Y… Yes.”
			

			
				“You’ll address the staff at this facility as ‘Master’ or ‘Mistress’, do you understand?”
			

			
				I clear my throat. “Yes, Mistress.”
			

			
				“Good.” I can hear the rustling of paper. “For the duration of your stay, your name will be Slave 199. That is your slave number. Your real name will be left behind with your clothes.” The sound of creaking wood tells me that the woman is leaning back in her chair. “It says that your stay here is indefinite.”
			

			
				“Indefinite, Mistress?” My eyes widen. I can feel cold sweat forming at the edge of my shoulder-length hair.
			

			
				“You’ll stay here until your mistress decides that you can leave. That’s the condition for most of the slaves here.” The woman leans forward again. “Your mistress has … crossed off every possible option here. Wow.” She chuckles. “Manual labor, pain tolerance training, sexual endurance, oral training, torture sessions, the list goes on. This’ll be fun.”
			

			
				I should be terrified, but it is all beginning to turn me on. I do not know if it is the woman’s pleasing voice, but I can feel some of the anxiety begin to evaporate, replaced by excitement and lust. I know it will be unpleasant, even painful, but I want to endure it all for Gwen. And for myself. 
			

			
				The woman gets up from her chair and stands in front of the table. I can now see her in all her menacing glory. Her black hair is tied in a tight ponytail, and her dark eyes seem to map every inch of my body. The thick-soled combat boots make the woman seem even taller than she already is. “You’ll follow any orders given to you. Your mistress has specified that you are to be considered a ‘free use’ slave. Do you understand what that means, 199?”
			

			
				I take a deep breath and nod. “Yes, Mistress.” I love Gwen and am completely devoted to her, but the thought of being ravaged by horny guards is not as frightening as it would have been a few months ago.
			

			
				“Your first torture session is scheduled right after we’re done here. But first, we need to get you ready for your new life here.”
			

			
				I am helpless to resist as another guard steps up behind me and starts cutting my hair off with a hair clipper. As soon as it is done, a razor is used to remove the last bits of hair, leaving my head clean-shaven. I cannot help but smile; I have enjoyed having long hair again, but being shaven reminds me of one of my earliest experiences with Gwen. 
			

			
				“Take off your clothes.”
			

			
				My restraints are removed, and I am soon standing naked apart from my sneakers. I hug myself to try to stay warm, and when the guard hands me a dark blue dress, I put it on without hesitation. It is pretty unflattering with a slit in the back from the waist and down. The woman seems amused when my hand lingers on the odd opening.
			

			
				“The guards like to have easy access.” She picks something up from the table and approaches me. “This is the final part of your outfit, 199.”
			

			
				I stare at the steel collar. It looks a lot like the one I often use at home; wide, shiny, and heavy. The woman closes it around my neck. I always feel a lot more submissive when cold steel envelops my neck, and this is no different. The steel is seamless, and apart from an O-ring on the front, nothing breaks the smooth surface. 
			

			
				“Only your mistress can unlock it,” the woman says with a smirk. “It stays on until she comes to pick you up.”
			

			
				I could be wearing this for months? The thought both scares and arouses me. My fingers linger on the cold surface for a bit as the reality of my predicament begins to sink in.
			

			
				Then I scream. A sharp, stinging pain hits my neck, causing me to fall to my knees, clutching the collar.
			

			
				The woman looks down at me with a smile, waving a small remote in her hand. “Every guard can trigger the shock function, so you’d better behave.”
			

			
				I struggle to catch my breath, whimpering when another shock causes my body to shake. I like pain. I enjoy it. It turns me on, but this type of pain is somehow more uncomfortable and unsettling than what I am used to. I have had my pussy shocked countless times, but not my neck. 
			

			
				“I’ll behave, Mistress,” I say with a groan and get to my feet.
			

			
				“I’m sure you will.” She nods at the guard behind me, who handcuffs my hands behind my back once again. “Your training starts now. When it’s done, you’ll be taken to your cell. Masturbation is strictly prohibited and violations will be punished.”
			

			
				I am taken to a different room in the cramped dungeon. I can hear a man screaming further down the dark corridor and the sound makes it feel like an icy-cold hand has gripped my throat. It is all so surreal; I am in a dungeon, about to be tortured, and yet the feel of the handcuffs and the tight collar is making me wet. 
			

			
				Gwen would not send me here if it was … too much. I pause. Would she?
			

			
				 
			

			
				I am pushed to my knees in front of a large tub of water. My heart pounds in my chest. The woman stands on the other side of the tub and crosses her arms. 
			

			
				“You’ll endure these sessions without complaint.” Her eyes seem to stare right through me. “When you come up for air, you will say thank you. Every time. Do you understand?”
			

			
				“… Yes … Mistress.” I stare at the black water. There is hardly any light in here, and it feels like I am staring into an endless abyss.
			

			
				The woman pulls a chain out of the water and locks it to my collar. She then grabs hold of the other end of the chain and pulls it, forcing my head under the water. I do not mind having my head underwater, but the inability to get out starts triggering an intense fear in my body.
			

			
				“AAAAAAAH!” I scream when I finally come up. I gasp for air, and I scream when the collar shocks me a moment later.
			

			
				“Forgetting something, Slave 199?”
			

			
				“T… thank you, Mistress!” I am pulled under again.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The torture continues. My lungs are burning, desperate for air, but even though I am terrified, I do not fear for my life. Not really. Instead, the intense helplessness and the pain effectively trigger my masochistic side, turning me on. The woman hands the chain to a male guard I do not recognize, and she instead squats next to me as I am dunked once again.
			

			
				I feel her fingers tracing the outside of my pussy.
			

			
				Fuck, that feels … amazing.
			

			
				“Mmm … you’re so wet,” the woman says when I come up for air. “Such a painslut. We’ll have to see if we can’t find your limit.”
			

			
				Please do. Gwen has tortured me countless times, but something is enticing about being tormented by strangers. The woman’s fingers slide effortlessly inside me as I am once again pulled under. Most of my body is screaming for me to stop it, to beg for release, but the lust building in my pussy is starting to spread and convinces me to endure. 
			

			
				“T… T… Thank you, Mistress,” I whimper whenever I catch my breath. I groan as the woman pushes her entire fist inside me. It hurts, but I am loving the humiliation. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				I am close. So close. My body begins to tense up in anticipation, but just as I can sense the orgasm getting near, the woman pulls her hand out. The chain loosens, and I am pushed to the floor, a whimpering mess lying in a cold pool of water.
			

			
				“Please … please, Mistress …” My voice is hoarse. “Let me … let me come.”
			

			
				A shock from the collar mutes my pitiful begging. 
			

			
				“No begging. We’ll have to whip that out of you.” The woman places her heavy combat boots in front of my face. “Lick them.”
			

			
				I obey without hesitation. The boots taste like shoe polish, but I am willing to do anything even though I know that the chance of her allowing me to come is almost zero. My prison outfit is soaked by the water on the floor as I lick the woman’s boots furiously. 
			

			
				“Shackle her and put her in a cell,” the woman says, pulling her boot away. She smiles at me. “Welcome to the prison.”


			
				Chapter 2
			

			
				 
			

			
			A
				 friend of mine once convinced me to try meditation. I never truly grasped the concept; sitting still for a long time never appealed to me, but this is different. Maybe it is the mood of the room, the tense quiet that is occasionally interrupted by the sound of rattling chains or by a muted groan from one of the other women. Maybe it is the broad-shouldered, grim-faced man who is standing in front of me, observing my every movement, every drop of sweat trickling down my naked body. Whatever it is, it is working. I have never been this focused in my entire life. 
			

			
				I hear the sound of chains hitting the wooden floor as the girl next to me gives up. The man in front of me walks over to the girl without a word and picks up the cane the girl dropped. The girl starts sobbing as she leans forward, baring her naked back. I close my eyes and shudder when I hear the three loud cracks in quick succession, followed by the girl’s muffled cries. 
			

			
				The punishment is over. The man hands the cane back to the girl, who returns to the designated position once again. It is only my sixth day of slave training, and for some reason, these endurance tasks are harder for me than the painful torture sessions or long, boring hours spent in my dark dungeon cell beneath the castle. I have been kneeling on the floor of the small hut for what feels like hours, keeping my arms stretched out in front of me with my palms up. A wooden cane rests on my open hands; if I drop it, it means three lashes.
			

			
				Three lashes are not much. Not for me. But I can tell that this guard has a lot more strength than Gwen, and even then, it is not about the pain. I do not want to disappoint Gwen, and the guards are like an extension of her will.
			

			
				The task is not made any easier by the weight of the steel shackles on my wrists. I try to ignore my trembling arm muscles by focusing on other sensations; the wood against my knees, the tight steel collar locked around my neck, and the large ballgag in my mouth that is causing strands of drool to escape my quivering lips and land on my breasts. 
			

			
				I’m doing this for her, I think to motivate myself as my arms start shaking more. I look at the other women in the session out of the corner of my eye, but I do not dare to look straight at them. We are not allowed to talk anyway, it is one of the many rules at the prison. A prison I am enjoying immensely. Though the training, tasks, and torture are tough, I feel like I am becoming a better and more obedient slave every day. The only thing I am not doing well at is the rule about masturbation. I try to resist, but twice now, I have given in when I sit in the darkness of my cell.
			

			
				 
			

			
				It can’t be long now, I think. I bite down on my gag and tense my muscles. I am pouring sweat, and even though I am in good shape after months of Gwen’s grueling training regimen, I am nearing my limit. The guard in charge of the endurance training squats in front of me with a smile on his face. He stares into my eyes, into my soul; I can feel him weighing me in his mind, judging my character. I stare back into the wise, dark eyes without blinking, even as the rest of my body threatens to collapse.
			

			
				I’m doing this for my Mistress. The mantra repeats in my mind, over and over. In my mind, failing a task is the same as failing Gwen, and I do not want to imagine a life where I do not serve her. Other girls my age are traveling, studying, or settling down. I want to settle down in a different way. I just want to keep being owned by my lover and mistress.
			

			
				The man scratches his well-groomed beard and nods. “Alright, slaves, you can put the canes down now.” His voice is brimming with calm confidence as he stands up. “Assume position 8 while you wait for further instructions.”
			

			
				I breathe a sigh of relief as I slowly lower the cane to the ground like it is made of glass. I place my hands behind my head as instructed. The steel chain from my shackles lands on the back of my neck, and a pleasant shiver runs down my spine as the cold metal touches my warm skin. My jaw is starting to hurt from the large gag, but a padlock ensures that I can not take it off. 
			

			
				The guard walks back and forth, inspecting the five of us one by one. Another guard, a blonde woman, who has observed the session from the other side of the room, joins him, and they whisper while looking at all of us in turn. Comments and evaluations are exchanged in Italian, and for a moment, I feel like I am back in school, watching my teacher grade my paper with a concerned frown on his aging brow.  
			

			
				The female guard gestures for the other women to get up and escorts them out of the room. The girls stagger to their feet and hobble out of the door to the sound of their rattling ankle chains. I do not know if the male guard wants to punish me; I think I have done well during the session.
			

			
				The man looks down at me with a smile and begins to unbuckle his belt. “Time for a more intimate session, Slave 199,” he says with a smile and a thick accent. 
			

			
				I stare at the massive cock that appears when he takes his pants off. I have not been fucked by a man very often, but I do love Gwen’s collection of strap-ons. 
			

			
				He removes my gag and places his cock in front of my mouth. “First, I want you to warm it up a little.”
			

			
				I take his flaccid cock in my mouth and feel it harden as I lick it. My hands are still placed behind my head as he begins to fuck my face. 
			

			
				He looks down at me with a smile. “Hmm … you’ve done this before. I guess your mistress has given you blowjob training?”
			

			
				“Mmhmmm …” I say, unable to speak with a mouthful of cock. 
			

			
				The guard grins. “You know how to use your mouth. How about your feet?” He pulls out of my mouth and gives me a push. I fall on my ass, and he sits down in front of me, spreading his legs. “Go ahead. If you can make me come using only your feet, I’ll reward you.”
			

			
				I look at him with a questioning frown. “Do … you want me to take my shoes off, Master?”
			

			
				He shakes his head. I stare at the black Converse sneakers, then at his erect cock. I inch closer, being very careful to ensure that the soft sides of the shoes are the only part of my sneakers touching his cock, and I struggle to keep my balance with my shackled hands. Somehow, the exercise is the toughest challenge I have faced since my arrival, and my body, which is already exhausted from the endurance training, shakes as I do my best to control my feet without hurting the guard. 
			

			
				“Not bad,” he says with a smile and leans back, closing his eyes. “Keep going.”
			

			
				You can do this, Harper. The chains feel heavier, especially those around my ankles, but the guard’s pleased moans motivate me to continue. A reward. I would love a reward. Maybe they will let me talk to Gwen. Maybe he is going to fuck me until I come. Maybe …
			

			
				The guard comes with a pleased grunt as his seed squirts from his cock and onto my sneakers and legs. I continue to rub his cock until the fountain stops and let out a tired sigh. Man, I liked those shoes. 
			

			
				He stands up and puts his pants back on. A satisfied grin is etched onto his lips. “Ah … that was lovely.” He grabs hold of the chain connecting my shackles and pulls me to my feet. “About that reward. I think you’ve earned some fresh air.”
			

			
				I know that it is some sort of trap, but after a week in the dark dungeons without sunlight, I am willing to endure whatever he has in store for me if it means going outside. He attaches a lead to my collar and begins dragging me out of the dungeon. I have not seen much of the prison due to being hooded when I first arrived, but the sight of endless cells, cages, and rooms of torture makes me grateful that I did not see them on my first day. After a week at the prison, I have gotten a sense of what my stay here will be like, and though the torture sessions are brutally painful and the cells are humid and cramped, the guards are professionals. Horny, sadistic professionals, but professionals nonetheless. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				When we finally emerge into the blinding sunlight, my body soaks up the rays of the sun as if I had been kept in a hole for years. For the first time, I get an impression of the prison facilities; a few fields lay within the security fence, and I can see several chained slaves working in the scorching heat. The guard does not drag me toward the fields, however, but instead toward a part of the old castle wall. 
			

			
				“I think you’ve earned a few hours in a cage.” The guard opens a tall, narrow cage and pushes me inside. “Some sun, fresh air, and a little company.” He nods toward a small cage hanging above us. A girl is sitting inside; there is barely room for her, and her knees are pressed against her chest. Her hands are shackled behind her back, but she still manages to smile at me. “You’re exempt from the rule about talking to each other for the duration of your stay in the cage. You’re welcome.”
			

			
				I let out a surprised shriek when the guard presses a button on the wall and the cage starts rising. The rusty chain holding it complains loudly, and for a moment I fear that it will fall. The cage does not stop until I am level with the other girl’s cage roughly ten feet off the ground. I cannot move inside the cage, but I have been left in far more uncomfortable positions than this. The wind causes the creaking steel to sway from side to side, accompanied by the shrieking sound of the rusty chain.
			

			
				“Don’t worry, it won’t fall,” the girl in the other cage says. 
			

			
				“How can you be sure?” My shackled hands clutch the steel bars.
			

			
				She leans her head back against the cage. “I’ve seen them test them with far heavier slaves than you and I. Trust me, they don’t want to risk harming us.” She chuckles. “You know, apart from the torture and stuff …”
			

			
				I take a deep breath and try to calm my pounding heart. “I guess Mistress paid a lot of money for this, they don’t want to risk anything.”
			

			
				“Exactly. I’m Abigail, by the way.” 
			

			
				“Harper. Well, Slave 199, I guess.”
			

			
				Abigail smiles. “Whatever you prefer.”
			

			
				My cage is spinning slowly back and forth, occasionally lending me a good look at my fellow slave. The short blonde hair tells me that she has been here a lot longer than me, and though her face is gorgeous, her eyes look tired. 
			

			
				“You’ve been here long?” I ask.
			

			
				“In the cage? No. Just a few hours. But yeah, I’ve been at the prison for a few months.” She sighs. “I sometimes wonder if Master has forgotten about me.”
			

			
				“I’m sure he hasn’t,” I say, but the words do not sound convincing. “Who is he?”
			

			
				“Wealthy tech mogul. He’s a cruel master, but also affectionate in his own way.” A tired smile spreads on her thin lips. “I miss him.”
			

			
				“I’m sure he misses you too.”
			

			
				She shrugs. “Maybe. He has several slaves around the world. Too much hassle to take us with him when he travels, so when he’s not present, we’re kept in our cells while his servants take care of us.”
			

			
				“That’s horrible!” I shudder to think how it would be to live like that.
			

			
				“It’s not too bad. The cells are pretty comfortable. Not being fucked for weeks is the hard part.” She lets out a humorless laugh. “How is your master?”
			

			
				“Mistress. She …” I get a warm feeling in my chest as I think of Gwen. “She’s amazing. I love her. She loves me. Yes, she is my mistress, but also my lover, and though she sometimes keeps me in the dungeon for a long time, I love what we have.” I sigh. “I miss her so much.”
			

			
				“Sounds wonderful,” Abigail says. “I wish I had something like that with my master.”
			

			
				I do not respond. I ponder Abigail’s words as I realize that I might be better off than every single slave here. Despite being sent away and often punished harshly, I do not doubt that Gwen loves me as much as I love her. I may have to share her body with others, just like she shares mine, but I do not have to share her heart with anyone. The epiphany steels my resolve as I look over the fields, and I vow to endure whatever the prison throws at me so I can become the best slave possible to my beloved Gwen.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The hours in the cage turn out to be more enjoyable than anticipated. Though my body aches and the sun pummels my body, I enjoy talking to Abigail. Gwen has almost become my only source of human interaction since I became her full-time slave, and on top of that, this is the first time I have ever spoken to another slave. Hearing her stories makes me appreciate Gwen even more. 
			

			
				“I hope we get to talk again,” Abigail says when one of the guards comes to take her down. She smiles at me as I watch her being escorted back to the dungeons. 
			

			
				With Abigail gone, the cage suddenly becomes more intrusive and punishing. The pain in my joints as well as the hunger and thirst push their way to the front of my mind, and for the first time since being locked in the cage, I want to get out. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				My wish is granted half an hour later when the female guard that received me on my first day lowers the cage and unlocks it. 
			

			
				“Ready to go back to the cool dungeons?” she asks with a smile. She hands me a bottle of water and a small sandwich. The dungeons may be harsh, but I have not had any reason to complain about the catering. 
			

			
				I nod and drink half the bottle in one sip. “Yes, Mistress. Thank you.” 
			

			
				“Don’t thank me yet.” She grabs hold of my collar chain and leads me back toward the castle. “You still have a torture session to go before you can go back to your cell. You better eat that, you’ll need all your strength.”
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 3
			

			
				 
			

			
			I
				 lost count of the days a while ago. I know it has been at least two months. Two months without any contact with my mistress. Two months of obedience training, torture sessions to raise my pain tolerance, long, lonely stints in the dark cells deep beneath the castle, and hours of grueling manual labor. 
			

			
				I love it. If only Gwen was here. 
			

			
				I hear a scream nearby. “Thank you, Master,” Abigail says with a whimper and begins digging faster. The guard nods with a grunt and moves on to inspect some of the other slaves working the field. Abigail looks over at me with a tired smile. She is dirty and sweaty, just like me.
			

			
				I return the smile and continue the hard work. Though the summer should be sliding into fall by now, the weather is still hot, and I have never been this tanned in my life. Well, most of my body is. I am sure my skin is just as pale as always underneath the steel collar, and both my wrists and ankles are white as well since they never let me outside without heavy shackles. 
			

			
				For once, I wish they’d let us be naked. The prison dress clings to my sweaty body and my feet are burning inside the combat boots they make us wear when we work the fields. I tighten my grip around the shovel and power through the exhaustion and discomfort.
			

			
				“Is the work too hard for you, Slave 199?” a guard asks me with a grin. She is standing in the shade of a nearby olive tree while she absentmindedly fiddles with her long auburn hair. 
			

			
				“No, Mistress,” I say and smile. “I’m grateful for the opportunity to work, Mistress.” I wipe my brow and continue to dig.
			

			
				“You should be.” She walks over to me and grabs hold of my hair, yanking my head back. “It looks like you’ve been misbehaving?”
			

			
				“I have, Mistress?”
			

			
				She lifts my dress and taps the steel surface of my chastity belt with her long fingernails. “The others wouldn’t have locked this on you if you had been able to keep your hands to yourself.”
			

			
				I do not know how they found out about me masturbating in my cell at night, but I received a gruesome whipping as punishment and was forced to wear a chastity belt for the rest of my stay. It has only been removed on a few occasions when a male guard has wanted to fuck me, and the constant edging brought on by the vibrator the chastity belt keeps lodged in my pussy has made me grateful for the guards’ attention. The belt has been on for weeks now, and the guards have enjoyed keeping me constantly on edge the last couple of days.
			

			
				“I … I was weak. It was a long time ago, Mistress.” I whimper as she uses her remote to trigger the vibrator inside my pussy. “T… thank you, Mistress.” I can tell that the vibration will only add to my frustration, but I have been taught to show gratitude for everything the guards do.
			

			
				She smiles. “My pleasure. Maybe you can take a break and show me how grateful you are?” 
			

			
				She keeps a firm hold of my hair as she pulls me into the shade of the olive tree. I welcome a chance to get out of the blistering sun. The guard pulls down her pants and leans against the tree. I moisten my chapped lips before I approach her and start licking her pussy. It has been a while since I have had the opportunity, and the experience makes me miss Gwen even more. The guard grabs my hair and pulls me closer, burying my face between her legs. 
			

			
				“Deeper,” she orders.
			

			
				My tongue enters her, pushing inside as far as it can. I can barely breathe with my mouth and nose pressed against her crotch, but it is preferable to the hard labor. 
			

			
				Just imagine it’s Gwen, I think to myself. I lick the woman faster. She replies with a loud moan. It is odd how something like this becomes routine; months of training and conditioning have begun to wipe away the last traces of the woman I once was. Earlier today, when Abigail and I were working by ourselves without any guards nearby, she had to say my name twice before I remembered that I am called Harper, not Slave 199. During my stay, I have had no desire to return to my studies or to seek out my old life. All I want from life is pleasure, pain, and to please Gwen, my mistress. The training has enforced this, convinced me that it is a noble ambition, a satisfying life of servitude, and I ache to be in Gwen’s presence again so I can show her how much I appreciate being her slave.
			

			
				“Faster.” The woman’s voice is nothing more than a raspy whisper as she digs her nails into my head. 
			

			
				I oblige. Long, deep, wet licks drive her further and further into the blizzard of pleasure, and I feel a rare sense of control as I guide her toward a loud orgasm. 
			

			
				She pulls my head away and lifts my chin, forcing me to look into her green eyes. “That was … very good.” Her cheeks are blushing, and she cannot help but smile. “I think you’ve earned a few minutes in the shade before you return to work.”
			

			
				“Thank you, Mistress.” 
			

			
				I sit in the shade of the tree and catch my breath. As it often does, my mind drifts to Gwen. Whenever I think of her, it feels like a knot forms in my stomach. In the distance, a male guard is fucking a gray-haired slavegirl in the middle of the field, and her grateful cries are carried away by the breeze. Abigail sends me a smile, but she is distracted a moment later when she notices a man standing on the edge of the field. 
			

			
				“M… Master?” she says and falls to her knees. Tears start streaming down her cheeks. “Is … is it really you?”
			

			
				The elegantly dressed man smiles and nods. He removes his expensive sunglasses, and I recognize him from countless magazine covers and articles about his company.
			

			
				Damn … THAT’S her master?
			

			
				She runs toward him as fast as her shackles will allow, and she soon disappears into a black limousine near the security gate. I am happy for her, but I cannot help but feel a tinge of envy, even though I know that the life waiting for her is a cruel and hard existence. 
			

			
				“199?”
			

			
				I jump to my feet. “Yes, Mistress?”
			

			
				“Relaxing, are we?” The black-haired female guard who often oversees the torture sessions has walked up behind me without me noticing.
			

			
				I start trembling. “I’m sorry, Mistress! I … the other guard gave me permission …” I look around me, but I cannot spot the auburn-haired guard anywhere. 
			

			
				The black-haired woman laughs. “I saw, it’s alright.”
			

			
				I breathe a sigh of relief.
			

			
				“But it doesn’t change the fact that you have a torture session scheduled now.” She taps her watch with a grin. “Come with me.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				We walk past a male slave being flogged in the courtyard outside the castle and down into the cold dungeon. I know the way by now, but I still have to be careful not to trip on the narrow steps leading down to the cells. My chains echo between the stone walls while my heartbeat echoes in my head. The torture sessions are rough, but I still manage to find some enjoyment in them. Not only because I love pain, but also because I feel that every session makes me a better slave to Gwen.
			

			
				“In here.” The woman opens a steel door and leads me inside a small cell that looks like the rest; stone walls, a flickering lightbulb, and no windows. She unlocks my restraints except for the collar and orders me to take off my clothes and the smelly combat boots. “Get onto the chair.”
			

			
				That’s a chair? I look at the metal frame standing in the middle of the room, made from thick steel bars. It is cold to the touch as I get onto it, and before long, the woman has locked my wrists in a set of steel shackles welded onto the sides. My legs are spread wide and locked in similar contraptions before my collar is attached to the top of the backrest. I am completely immobilized, and it somehow makes the massive dildo inside me rub against my pussy, which only exacerbates my edging. 
			

			
				Oh, I like this, I think to myself, and almost want to cheer when the woman removes my chastity belt, sliding out the soaking wet dildo.
			

			
				“Been edging for a while, huh?” she asks. She pushes the dildo inside my mouth and makes me suck it clean. The taste of my own juices is both humiliating and arousing.
			

			
				“Mhmm …” I say with a mouthful of rubber cock. 
			

			
				She removes the dildo and gently places it on a nearby table. “You’d love it if I made you come right now, wouldn’t you?” She leans in over me and effortlessly slides two fingers inside me.
			

			
				“Yes, Mistress!” I moan. I am edging badly; she would only need to rub me a few times to make my body explode, especially when I am restrained like this.
			

			
				But it is not to be.
			

			
				She pulls her fingers out. “Too bad.” She instead slides a thick metal dildo inside me as far as it can go and attaches it to the steel frame. A smaller, but still large, dildo is inserted into my asshole. The two rods keep me firmly in place, and I am not able to wriggle even a bit to squeeze a little pleasure from their presence. 
			

			
				The black-haired woman finds a massive panel gag with a large red ball on the inside on a shelf. “You’re going to be screaming a lot, so …” She pushes the ball inside my mouth and tightens the countless buckles and straps around my head. It feels like my face has been put in a corset. I have rarely felt this restricted, and I cannot help but love it.
			

			
				At least until she starts attaching wires to the metal dildos. A crude set of nipple clamps with more wires are clamped onto my sensitive nipples, and I feel a sense of dread building within me. 
			

			
				“I think you can see where this is going,” the woman says with a smile and connects all the wires to a device on the table that is connected to a computer. “This might be a dungeon with hundreds of years of painful history, but we don’t shy away from modern technology.” She pats the device. “The purpose of this session is not only pain tolerance, but also endurance. I am going to set the program to give you shocks at random intervals, increasing in strength and frequency. It’ll scale it all back and forth until I get back.”
			

			
				Get back?
			

			
				I stare in horror as the woman leaves the room and locks the door behind her. The light is turned off, and I am left in the dark. Alone. Restrained. With two massive dildos penetrating me. 
			

			
				The first shock is mild, though it feels disconcerting to have it happen inside my asshole. If anything, my breasts hurt the most. At first, it is not the pain or the restrictive nature of my predicament that makes the situation rough, but the randomness, the anticipation. The darkness toys with my mind, and my whimpers soon turn to screams as the shocks grow in power. 
			

			
				“MMMPH!” I scream into the gag. It feels like my pussy, asshole, and breasts are being pierced by a thousand needles. 
			

			
				I tear at my restraints. There is no hope of escape. But I am not trying to escape; I just want to feel helpless. 
			

			
				Because I am close. So close. The masochist in me is embracing the pain and the terror, and it feels like the steel dildos within me grow with every stinging shock. I am not sure that this is what they had in mind when the torture session was planned, and part of me knows that the discomfort and pain do not truly begin until after I have climaxed, but it does not prevent me from soaking every last drop of lust and pleasure from the experience.
			

			
				My next scream is not one of pain. It is one of pure, unfiltered ecstasy. The pain finally pushes me over the edge after days of teasing and denial, and I choke as I press against the collar holding me. It is so intense, so life-altering, that I feel like I am close to passing out.
			

			
				You’re such a painslut, 199, I think to myself, not pausing to wonder why I am using my slave name. 
			

			
				The next few shocks only serve to prolong my massive orgasm, but after that, it all takes a darker, more unpleasant turn. The pleasure evaporates, leaving only pain. My body is spent after the massive orgasm, not yet ready to convert the agony into pleasure, and my screams become more desperate. 
			

			
				And still, the darkness holds me. No one comes to release me.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Hours pass and several orgasms ravage my body. When the lights finally turn on and the woman returns, I am a sobbing mess. She turns off the machine with a smile and removes my gag.
			

			
				“Did you enjoy yourself, 199?”
			

			
				I ponder the question for a bit. “Y… Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress.” It does not feel like a lie, even if I want nothing more than to be released and put into my cell.
			

			
				“Did you come?”
			

			
				“Several times, Mistress.”
			

			
				She caresses my cheek and gives me an approving nod. “A true masochist. It’s a rare thing. Your mistress is very lucky, I hope she knows that.”
			

			
				I hope so too.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 4
			

			
				 
			

			
			I
				 can tell that this is not going to be another normal trip to the torture chamber. It is hard to put my finger on because, on the surface, everything is as it usually is. A guard is dragging me by my collar down a dark, narrow corridor while the sound of my chains jumps between the walls, and the dildo held in place inside my pussy by my chastity belt makes its presence known with every step. 
			

			
				It is not a bad life, though I miss Gwen more and more. 
			

			
				Where are we going? 
			

			
				The guard leads me into a room with only a single pillory in the middle. The room is dimly lit, and rows of restraints and instruments of torture line the wall. I feel immediately at home, and I feel a pleasant tingle down my spine as the guard unlocks my shackles and places me in the pillory, which pushes hard against my collar, making it a struggle to breathe. The tingle turns into a flood of desire when I hear the intoxicating click of the lock on my chastity belt being opened and the odd, empty sensation left behind as the massive plug slides out of me. 
			

			
				Then the guard leaves.
			

			
				Wait, that’s it? I stare with disappointment at the door as it closes. This is not what I had hoped for.
			

			
				 
			

			
				A long time passes before the door opens again. Two female slaves enter, a gorgeous, voluptuous redhead and a short blonde, accompanied by a burly male guard. I have not seen him before, but he looks determined as he places the two girls in front of me. Both of them are collared like me, but they are not restrained, and judging from the length of their hair, they have been here a long time.
			

			
				“It’s time to see how you slaves work together,” the male guard says with a large grin on his face. “Well, that’s the pretense. Most of all, I just want to have a little fun with you all.” He nods at the redhead. “You start.”
			

			
				“Yes, Master,” she says and kneels in front of him. She opens his pants and pulls out a massive, semi-erect cock. “Anything to please you.” She strokes his cock slowly while looking up at him with a smile
			

			
				The guard smirks. “A decent start.” He closes his eyes for a bit and enjoys the girl’s touch before wrestling himself away from her touch. He finds a set of shackles in the corner and locks them onto her wrists. “Handcuff the blonde behind her back,” he orders; his words are firm and confident. He looks at me. “Meanwhile, I’ll take care of you.”
			

			
				The guard positions himself behind me. He has no problem entering me; I am dripping wet with anticipation. 
			

			
				For you, Mistress, I think as the guard starts thrusting into me. It is not that I feel unfaithful to her, she put me here, but having a real cock inside me always makes me want to focus on a mental image of her. The pillory creaks under the strain, and torrents of desire and lust start tearing through me. My body aches from standing in the uncomfortable position for so long, but the discomfort is soon pushed into the background.
			

			
				Meanwhile, the redhead has handcuffed the blonde. The two girls smile at each other and me. The redhead grabs the other girl by her blonde hair and pushes her onto her knees in front of me; it seems this slave has a dominant streak. 
			

			
				The blonde winks at me before leaning in for a kiss. The tender, loving kiss is a stark contrast to the furious fucking I am experiencing, an oasis of affection in a sea of lust. We continue to kiss while the redhead finds a flogger and begins to whip the blonde’s back. The kissing becomes wilder and more passionate as our tongues intertwine. I can feel her wincing with every hit; she does not seem to be as big a fan of pain as I am, but she endures it without protest.
			

			
				I close my eyes and immerse myself in the moment. The feel of the girl’s soft lips against mine, the playful tongue exploring my mouth, the sound of the lashes against her skin. The creaking wood. The massive cock growing with every thrust, sliding in and out of my pussy, pushing deeper and deeper. Pain joins the pleasure when the redhead moves her whip onto my back, occasionally hitting my hanging breasts as well.
			

			
				Yes. Just like that.
			

			
				I want to endure, but it is hard to stem the tide of arousal – my entire body is tense as I walk the edge, forcing myself to extend the experience for as long as possible to make the inevitable orgasm as big as I can. The blonde slave’s kissing continues, as does the guard’s relentless thrusts. The redhead has put the flogger away and moved in under me; she takes one of my breasts in her mouth, playfully teasing the nipple with her tongue while her fingers massage my clit.
			

			
				Fuck, this is intense. I can’t take much more.
			

			
				The orgasm is so overwhelming that I almost bite off the girl’s tongue. My entire body shakes as I climax, squirting wildly onto the guard. I tear at the pillory, but the feeling of helplessness only pushes me further. The release of energy is immense, and it seems to grow as the guard continues to fuck me. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				The guard finally pulls out. I let out an exhausted, pleased sigh, but we are not done. The pillory is opened. I collapse to my knees with a smile but soon find myself handcuffed with my hands in front and pushed toward the redhead, who lays down on the floor and spreads her legs. 
			

			
				Time to return the favor. My pussy is still throbbing when my tongue starts tracing the outside of the girl’s vagina. The blonde gets on her knees and lowers her pussy down toward the redhead’s mouth, and the three of us are soon embroiled in a loud threeway of moans and licking sounds. The guard stands to the side for a bit, stroking his cock that glistens in the muted light, saturated by my juices. He stares at the decadent display with a smile before joining in, standing astride the redhead’s writhing body to get in position in front of the blonde, who takes his cock in her mouth without hesitation. 
			

			
				I love hearing the redhead moan into the other girl’s pussy, hearing the results of my efforts. My body still trembles from the massive orgasm, and though my pussy is sensitive and sore, it does not prevent me from getting caught up in the moment and touching myself. 
			

			
				The redhead holds onto my hair, pushing my face into her pussy. The chain from her shackles scrapes against my head, but I do not mind it. My mind is elsewhere, deep in subspace, and the sounds, sights, and smells of the room seem distant and muted.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The guard is the first to come. He lets out a primal roar as he comes inside the blonde’s mouth. The poor girl can not contain it all, causing the cum to spill onto the redhead’s naked chest. The blonde joins him soon after; the orgasm is so intense that she falls off of the redhead’s face and twitches on the floor with a huge smile on her face and cum trickling down her chin. When she recovers, she crawls over to the redhead and licks her nipples until the gorgeous body explodes with a loud, liberating scream.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The gangbang is still present in my mind a few days later when I stand in a cold cell with my hands shackled above my head. I am tired. Bruised. Horny. My body is worn after several months at the prison, and though I have enjoyed my stay, I am not sure how much more I can take. I need a break from the uncomfortable positions and the constant presence of the vibrating dildo inside me that the guards use to tease me on and off throughout the day. 
			

			
				I could use some sleep, I think, and lean my head against the inside of my arm. I shift my weight between my feet, listening to the rubber soles on my Converse scraping against the stone floor. 
			

			
				“AUUUCH!” I scream when the collar suddenly shocks me on its highest setting. The dildo inside me whirs to life, and every cell in my body wakes up, vibrating along with the rubber cock. “What the f…”
			

			
				The heavy steel door opens.
			

			
				It is Gwen.
			

			
				Am I hallucinating? She looks better than I remember; the long, black braid lazily rests on her shoulder as she walks toward me with a remote in her hand and a smile on her face. No. It’s her. It’s really her. 
			

			
				“M… Mistress?” If I was a dog, my tail would be wagging. I am overcome with joy and relief. My body cannot handle the emotions, and I begin to cry like a waterfall.
			

			
				“My love. My slave.” She kisses me. It burns my lips with its passion. “You’ve done well. I’ve been watching you the whole time, there are cameras all over the place.” She holds my face between her hands and smiles. “I’m so proud of you.”
			

			
				The words warm my entire body. I want to kiss and hold her, but my shackles keep me firmly in place. “Thank you, Mistress. I … I just want to be your slave. Forever. It’s what I am now, I understand that. This is who I am.”
			

			
				Gwen nods as if I just gave the right answer in a quiz. “I like the sound of that. And I wanted to show that I’m no less committed to you.” She rolls up the sleeve of her black dress to show my name tattooed on her shoulder. The tattoo is new, clearly visible even in the dim light from the corridor outside the cell.
			

			
				Some would call it a small gesture, but to me, it is as if she just asked me to marry her. I swell with pride and love, and I cannot stop smiling through the tears. I can find no words, but the commitment that the tattoo symbolizes makes the months of torment, torture, and loneliness more than worth it.
			

			
				“I’ve missed you, my slave,” Gwen says and unlocks my chastity belt. “I’ve missed your pussy.” She pulls the dildo out and lets it fall to the floor with a hollow thud. “I think I’ve shared it with others enough for a while.”
			

			
				I let out a gasp when her fingers slide inside me. I do not know if it is just the happiness enhancing her touch, but it feels magic. It is not the first time I have been fingered by Gwen in a dark dungeon, but the joy of the reunion elevates her soft touch to a divine interaction. I have been fucked, fingered, and vibrated to orgasm several times over the last few months, but the tenderness and affection turn my lust and arousal into pure bliss that grips my heart as much as my loins. 
			

			
				“I … I love you, Mistress,” I whimper again and again. 
			

			
				Her fingers go deeper as her palm rubs against my clit. She kisses me with force and passion, causing my pitiful moans to echo in the small room, joining the sound of chains in a beautiful choir.
			

			
				“Can I come, Mistress?”
			

			
				She smiles. “Have you deserved it?”
			

			
				Is it a trap? Will the wrong answer doom me to another three months in prison? I freeze and cannot find an answer.
			

			
				“I’m just kidding,” she says and starts rubbing me faster. “You can come.”
			

			
				She pushes in close as my body explodes. Her warmth nourishes my cold, tired frame as I weep, scream, and cry. 
			

			
				She takes a step back and watches my trembling body. I hang from my wrists; my legs can no longer carry me, but I am too far gone in the orgasmic haze to notice the pain in my arms. I look up at her. I can see the pride in her eyes, but also the rush of power. 
			

			
				She knows I am broken. That there is nothing left but the submissive, the slave, the servant. I am hers, and I have no other purpose in life than to obey her.
			

			
				It is what she wants. It is what I want.
			

			
				“Are you ready to go home?”
			

			
				I nod. “Yes, Mistress. Please … please, take me home.”
			

			
				She unlocks my shackles from the wall but does not remove them. “Let’s go, then. But the collar … I think it stays on for a while. I like that shock function.”
			

			
				Of course, you do.
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				Chapter 1
			

			
				 
			

			
			N
				othing in my life brings me more satisfaction than seeing Gwen, my mistress, and lover, in a good mood. Her smile is contagious, and a warm, fluttering sensation spreads in my chest as I watch her bare feet half walk, half dance across the floor of the bedroom. She is humming to herself while she peruses her clothes, occasionally picking out a dress and throwing it onto the open suitcase on the bed. The sun shimmers in her long, ebony hair, and the fragile smell of lilacs hangs in the air whenever she dances by. Her fit, naked body is a joy to behold, and I ache for her touch.
			

			
				“I love packing for holidays,” Gwen says and smiles. A few sets of tantalizing lingerie disappear into the suitcase. “Can’t wait to get away for a bit. How about you?”
			

			
				“Mmmmph …” 
			

			
				“I couldn’t agree more!” She waltzes over to me and wipes some of the drool off my chin with her finger and puts it in her mouth. “Tastes like frustration. Having a rough time, my love?”
			

			
				I nod, but it only causes more saliva to spill from my gagged mouth. My jaw is hurting after two hours with the impossibly large rubber ball firmly locked behind my teeth, and an unpleasant cramp has snuck its way into my calves from standing on my toes for so long. A thick steel collar is locked tightly around my neck and attached to a point in the ceiling with a chain, and I have to stand on my toes to keep from choking. 
			

			
				“Too bad,” Gwen says and laughs. “Do you want to know where we’re going?”
			

			
				I nod again. All I know is that we are going out of the country and that, for once, it is not related to Gwen’s job. I have not been out of the house much since my stay at the slave training prison in Italy, and I am going a little stir-crazy from being locked up all the time. The depths of my submission and devotion to Gwen have certainly increased since my months in the dungeons beneath the old castle, but I look forward to going away, even if Gwen’s smile tells me that I will not be lounging by the pool of a five-star resort. 
			

			
				“I got a little jealous that you had the opportunity to spend such a long time at a medieval castle. I love dungeons!” Gwen cannot hide her enthusiasm. “So I found a … kink-friendly medieval roleplaying resort.”
			

			
				A what?
			

			
				“Mmph?”
			

			
				“I know, I can’t believe it exists either! You’ll see what it means when we get there.” Gwen walks over to me and lets her soft hands run over my trembling, naked body. I am sweating from the pressure on my neck; my hands are cuffed behind my back, and the constant stimulation from the large vibrator lodged inside my pussy has kept me on edge for hours now. “You look so good like this. We’ll have a great time.”
			

			
				I try to move, to steal more attention from her hands, but she pulls away with a grin and continues to pack. I feel like I am just a decoration, an art installation, unable to do anything but sweat, drool, and tremble in the middle of the bedroom, and no part of me minds that. It is uncomfortable and humiliating to stand like this, reduced to a mess of lust and whimpering moans, but I would want it no other way.
			

			
				Gwen is my mistress. I am her slave. And we love each other.
			

			
				 
			

			
				When Gwen finally releases the collar chain from the ceiling and removes my gag, her suitcase is packed and she has slipped into a casual attire consisting of black jeans, a gray T-shirt, and a pair of pumps. 
			

			
				She checks her watch and smiles. “The car should be here any moment now.”
			

			
				“What?” I stare at her in disbelief. ”I’m not ready! Look at me!”
			

			
				Gwen laughs. “You look amazing, sweetie.”
			

			
				“Gwen … Mistress … please, I need a shower! Clothes!”
			

			
				She grabs the collar chain and pulls me closer, planting a passionate, forceful kiss on my lips. The surge of arousal overpowers me, and my protests are quelled by a drawn-out moan.
			

			
				“No, you don’t. See, I want you to get in the mood right away, so I’ve rented a private jet.”
			

			
				“Sounds luxurious,” I say.
			

			
				“For me, yes.” Gwen finds a box from under the bed and opens it. “The resort sent this. Your attire. I want you to put it on now.” She pulls out a simple dress made of gray linen.
			

			
				That’s not so bad.
			

			
				“Oh, and these.”
			

			
				Gwen groans as she finds a full set of five-point medieval-style restraints in the box. They look a lot like some of the restraints Gwen has in the dungeon beneath the house, but these are wider and cruder. I let out a whimper as I stare at them, but I cannot deny that the sight turns me on. Gwen removes my current restraints, and I breathe a sigh of relief when she unlocks the chain that has held the vibrator inside me.
			

			
				“Thank you, Mistress,” I say as I massage the red grooves on my wrists.
			

			
				“Don’t thank me yet, slave,” Gwen says and finds the last item in the box. 
			

			
				“Seriously?” I stare at the chastity belt that is just as crude and medieval as the shackles. The edges look unpleasantly rough, and just the thought of wearing it makes me long for the more modern belts that Gwen usually makes me wear. “You know that chastity belt didn’t actually exist in the middle ages, right?”
			

			
				Gwen shrugs. “I never said I wanted 100% historical accuracy, know-it-all.” She smiles. “For the next few weeks, you’ll be my medieval slave, and you’ll wear all of this.” 
			

			
				I shiver as the cold steel belt locks in place around my waist. It is a snug fit. The hinge screech as the other part of the belt is pulled between my legs, and I wince as the sharp steel crapes against my skin. I put on the linen dress and allow Gwen to lock the collar, shackles, and ankle restraints on me. 
			

			
				“Perfect,” Gwen says and takes a step back to look at me. “You look ready for the dungeons of the Inquisition. Or ready to be tried for witchcraft. I doubt the hair color is authentic for the period, though.” 
			

			
				I glance at myself in the full-length mirror next to the bed. My hair has grown out again, and the platinum strands reach my shoulders, but they do look a little out of place with the heavy, black medieval restraints. The collar weighs on my neck and has sharp edges, just like the other restraints, but I love how it all looks.
			

			
				“I’m traveling in this?” I imagine myself hobbling through the airport on our way to the leased jet. 
			

			
				“Of course not,” Gwen says. “You’ll be in a cage.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				I do not know if I am supposed to laugh or cry as I stare out at the silhouettes of people rushing to reach their flights. I am standing in a narrow, tall cage, doing my best to keep my chains from rattling as a whistling, carefree young man pushes the cage on a dolly. A thick, black cloth hides me from the outside world, but I can still make out some of what is happening around me. 
			

			
				This is insane, I think to myself, but I know that Gwen is turned on by taking risks like this, and I have to admit that I also find it enticing. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				We end up in a small hangar, where I am finally let out of the cage as soon as the young man has received a generous tip for not asking any questions and has disappeared.
			

			
				“That was fun,” Gwen says and locks a long chain to my collar. She drags me toward the private jet, and I try my best to keep up, but the heavy ankle shackles make it very uncomfortable. The pilot greets us when we enter as if seeing a young woman dressed like a medieval prisoner is the most normal thing in the world. 
			

			
				Maybe this will be a fun trip after all. Being fully restrained adds a certain spice to air travel, I have to admit. I sit down in one of the comfortable seats and smile at Gwen. She looks at home in the expensive surroundings, a radiant goddess with a secretive smile resting on her ruby lips. Nothing about our relationship is normal, but we have settled into a nice rhythm since I came home from my long stay at the BDSM prison.
			

			
				 
			

			
				We have barely landed before I am placed in yet another cage, this time a tiny, cramped one in the back of a van. Gwen gets in the front, leaving me alone in the darkness, and though I am used to cages at this point, every bump in the road hurts as my head bangs against the steel bars. I know very little about where we are going; I am not even sure what country we are in. All I know from Gwen’s purposefully vague answers during the flight is that the ‘resort’ is placed in a giant, old castle, that the theme is the Middle Ages, and that most guests bring their own slaves. I have always been fascinated by the period, and I can feel the anticipation build when we finally come to a stop.
			

			
				Gwen opens the door and unlocks the cage. “Get out, slave,” she says in a harsh voice. To my surprise, she has changed clothes, now wearing an elegant, long red dress with golden embroidery. Her black hair has been braided, and she looks exactly like I imagine a medieval noblewoman would look. 
			

			
				The car speeds off, leaving us in front of an old bridge leading across a river to a giant castle, much bigger than the one I stayed at before. Waiting in front of the bridge are a few dozen people, all of them dressed to fit the theme. Half of them are shackled like me, most of them women, but there are also a few male slaves wearing simple linen tunics and heavy steel restraints. 
			

			
				I wonder who these people are, I think to myself. Do they live like Gwen and I do? Are they normal married couples who want to have a kinky holiday? The mystery piques my curiosity, but I get a partial answer a moment later when Gwen’s face lights up at the sight of a beautiful woman in her late thirties.
			

			
				“Jennifer?”
			

			
				The woman smiles and throws her arms around Gwen in an affectionate, warm embrace. “Gwen! What on earth are you doing here?”
			

			
				“Same thing as you, from the looks of it,” Gwen says and nods toward the shackled woman next to Jennifer. “I guess I shouldn’t be surprised to find you here.”
			

			
				“No, you shouldn’t.” Jennifer laughs and yanks at the chain connected to the slavegirl’s collar, pulling her forward. “This is 199. My slave.”
			

			
				Gwen puts her arm around me. “This is Harper. My girlfriend. Lover. Slave.”
			

			
				“Girlfriend?” Jennifer’s green eyes run up and down my body. “You’re a lucky girl, Harper. Very lucky.” 
			

			
				At that moment, a man near the bridge proclaims that the transports are ready to take us to the castle. Jennifer excuses herself and drags 199 toward the waiting horse-drawn carriages, and Gwen and I follow soon after.
			

			
				“Mistress … how do you know this … Jennifer?” I am sure I know the answer, but I hope I am wrong.
			

			
				“She’s a former lover of mine,” Gwen says. I feel a sting of jealousy when I see the smile on her face. “We were together a long time ago, but our careers sent us to different parts of the world.” She looks at me. “Looks like we’re going to be separated now, but I’m sure we’ll see each other soon.” She kisses me and hands my chain to a man before she steps into a closed carriage where Jennifer is already waiting. Before the wagon door closes, I see the two laughing, and Jennifer placing her hand on Gwen’s thigh. 
			

			
				“This way, slave,” the man says in a harsh voice and pulls me toward an open cart with a huge iron cage on it. The other slaves are already standing shoulder to shoulder in there, and there is barely room for me. When the steel-barred door closes behind me, the bars press against my back, and the claustrophobia is only made worse when the cart starts moving.
			

			
				They’re really going for authenticity here, I think with a smile. Not all of the slaves seem to be enjoying themselves, but being shackled in a cramped cage with other slaves is an intoxicating experience for me. The sound of rattling chains and the feel of steel holding my limbs and neck makes me incredibly turned on, but the chastity belt is brutally effective at keeping my urges at bay. 
			

			
				And yet, one thing keeps me from fully embracing the experience: The sight of Jennifer’s hand on Gwen’s lap. I try to shrug it off and focus on the sights, sounds and smells, but the distraction remains in the back of my mind like a mosquito bite that I cannot scratch.
			

			
				 
			

			
				After a short ride, we arrive in the impressive courtyard behind the castle walls. I am pulled out of the cage, and I am both excited and terrified to see countless whipping poles, stocks, and pillories, but my gaze is drawn toward my mistress, who is walking toward the castle with Jennifer. 
			

			
				Holding hands.
			

			
				It doesn’t have to mean anything, Harper. The words echo in my mind but fail to calm me.
			

			
				“What are you waiting for, slave?” 
			

			
				“AAAH!” I scream as the tails of a knotted flogger land on my back, more from shock than pain. I stare in disbelief at the man with the whip, but he simply gestures for me to move toward another part of the castle than the one Gwen just entered. The other slaves stare in horror at my punishment, except for 199, Jennifer’s slave. She just smiles. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				We are led down a short flight of stairs into the dungeons beneath the castle. They remind me of the ones at the BDSM prison, but more authentic. Hay is strewn across the floor, and every cell door, chain, and steel-barred window looks exactly like I imagine they would have looked nearly a thousand years ago. Some slaves are placed in cells, but a few of us are kept in the central part of the dungeon; 199 has her collar locked to a pillar near me, while I draw the short end of the straw and have my shackles unlocked from the chain connecting them to my collar and ankle restraints to raise my wrists above my head.
			

			
				“Welcome to the castle!” the man who whipped me shouts with a smile. “Your masters and mistresses will take it from here. We just feed you. Enjoy your stay.” With those words, he turns around and leaves, locking a heavy steel-barred door behind him. 
			

			
				Some of the slaves start chatting; most are happy to be here, complimenting the authenticity, while a few seem scared. One girl starts crying.
			

			
				But 199 does not say a word. She just stares at me while her hands fiddle with her long, brown hair. She is a good-looking girl, a few years younger than me from the looks of it, with prominent cheekbones and large breasts.
			

			
				“It doesn’t feel like a holiday so far,” I say to break the silence and rattle my chains. I love having my hands above my head, but I cannot help but wonder how long I will have to endure it. “Why does Jennifer call you 199?”
			

			
				She shrugs. “It’s who I am. It’s my slave name.” 199 cocks her head. “So you’re Gwen’s slave …”
			

			
				“Yes?” A growing sense of unease spreads in my body whenever I look at 199’s sinister smile. “Have you heard of Gwen?”
			

			
				“Mistress knew she was going to be here.” She leans her head against the pillar and closes her eyes. “If I were you, I’d be worried. I think my mistress is still smitten with your … girlfriend. And there’s not much you can do to prevent the two from spending a lot of time together while you’re down here.”
			

			
				Anger and fear mix in my body. I want to tell 199 that Gwen and I are solid, that even though she has sex with other men and women, she loves me and no one else. 
			

			
				But I stay silent. The words refuse to cross my lips.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Over the following hours, several slaves are picked up by their owners and taken to various parts of the dungeons or outside. Screams, moans, and laughter echo in the stone corridors, but 199 and I are left shackled to our pillars. My arms have gone numb, and the pain in my shoulders is getting unbearable, but I know I can endure this position for a lot longer if I have to. 
			

			
				Then we hear them. Our mistresses. Their laughter enters the dungeon long before they do, and my heart swells when I finally see Gwen. The two women unlock our restraints from the pillars and drag us deeper into the dungeon.
			

			
				“We’ve had a wonderful time catching up,” Gwen says. I can smell wine on her breath. “We figured we’d let our slaves get acquainted too.”
			

			
				What does that mean?
			

			
				 
			

			
				They lead us into a part of the dungeon that is more open. The low, vaulted ceilings are similar to the other parts, but there are no cells to be seen. Gwen removes my restraints and orders me to undress. I remove the linen dress, leaving only the chastity belt on my body. I shiver in the cold dungeon air, and it does not take long before the collar and ankle shackles are locked back on. Gwen then takes a set of wrist shackles with a fairly long chain and locks one end to my left wrist.
			

			
				The other end is locked onto 199.
			

			
				“Ah, our slaves are bonding,” Jennifer laughs and walks over to Gwen, pinching my mistress’ ass with a smile. She looks at 199 and me. “We want to have a little fun. We want you two to show your submission.” She walks over to a nearby table and takes two nasty floggers, both with knotted ends, and hands them to us. “We want you to whip each other. As hard as you can.”
			

			
				“What?” I look at Gwen, who nods. She takes Jennifer by the hand and leads her to a bench nearby where the two former lovers sit down and look at 199 and me, waiting. 
			

			
				I am about to protest and say that I cannot hurt someone like that when 199’s whip hits my back with a loud thwack, sending a torrent of pain spreading through my body. I scream in pain, but she leaves me no time to recover before the next strike lands on my breasts. I try to pull away, but we are shackled together, and 199 yanks the chain, pulling me closer for another hit. She does not hold back, and the pain threatens to overwhelm me. I look at the beautiful woman chained to me but see no sympathy in her eyes. 
			

			
				Who is this girl? I swing my whip, but 199 dodges the blow without much effort. I cannot bring myself to pour all my strength into the lashes, but 199 exploits my weakness to land a series of consecutive strikes on my back and buttocks. 
			

			
				I scream, and finally, the rage takes over. Soon, both our bodies are strewn with red lines and bruises. Though 199 winces whenever I get a good hit in, she does not scream. Unlike me. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				After a while, I collapse to my knees. My skin burns from the brutal treatment, and I breathe a sigh of relief when Gwen calls for the game to stop. I am sweating and crying, but the pain has also managed to spark a fire of lust within me. I do enjoy pain, after all, and 199 knows how to dish it out. I look up at my mistress, who cannot hide a tinge of disappointment. 
			

			
				“Looks like your slave fell short, dear Gwen,” Jennifer says and laughs. 
			

			
				“Indeed.” Gwen’s narrow eyes pierce my soul. “I guess the chastity belt will stay on for now.”
			

			
				Fuck. 
			

			
				Gwen gets up from the bench and stands before me. “I think you should give 199 a little … reward, don’t you think?” 
			

			
				I look up at my mistress with a tired smile. It only seems fair. “Of course, Mistress.”
			

			
				Gwen releases me from the shackles keeping me connected to 199 and locks my own shackles back on, once again connecting them to my collar and ankle restraints. 199 blows me a kiss as Jennifer shackles her to an X-shaped cross bolted to the wall, leaving her in a spread-eagle position. I am intimidated by Jennifer’s slave; she is both incredibly submissive toward her mistress, but there is a scary confidence and a hint of malice in the way she looks at me.
			

			
				“Go on,” Gwen says, pushing me toward 199. “Pleasure her.”
			

			
				I wet my lips as I kneel in front of the helpless slave. 199 looks down at me with a cold stare, but there is a hint of lustful anticipation there as well. I bury my face between her legs, feeling the short, prickly pubic hairs on my face. The faint smell of sweat joins the slightly bitter taste of her pussy.
			

			
				She is wet. Soaking wet. 
			

			
				A reluctant moan escapes her as my tongue starts traveling across the labia. I can hear the wood of the cross squeak when she pulls at her restraints. The sound of my rattling chains fills the dimly lit room as my tongue applies more pressure, and I meet no resistance when I slide two fingers deep inside her. She welcomes me, tightening her pussy around them, and when I look up at her, the malice I saw earlier has been replaced with aroused gratitude. She whimpers and trembles as I finger her faster, sucking her clit into my mouth to lick it. 
			

			
				But we are not the only ones enjoying ourselves. 
			

			
				Out of the corner of my eye, I can see Jennifer and Gwen making out. Their tongues are intertwined in a passionate kiss, and their hands have disappeared underneath their dresses. It would be an arousing display if not for the sting of jealousy inside me. Part of me wants to tear myself away from 199 and yell at Jennifer to leave my girlfriend alone, but I know it is not my place. Gwen looks at me and smiles, making a point of groping Jennifer’s breast as she does so. 
			

			
				Don’t read anything into it, Harper, I try to tell myself. She has done it before, after all. But no matter how hard I try, I cannot help but feel bitter that I am the only one in the room not currently being pleasured, and that Jennifer is having the time of her life watching me while she fingers my girlfriend.
			

			
				“M… Mistress … can I … come?” 199 whimpers.
			

			
				Jennifer does not answer, and I can feel 199’s body tense up in a desperate attempt to stem the tide that will soon break the dam and send her into a roaring orgasm. I could slow down, help her, but my bitterness drives me to push another finger deep inside her pussy while my tongue puts even more pressure on her clit. She looks down at me with pleading eyes, and I relish the control I am feeling, even if it is short-lived. 
			

			
				“Mistress … please!” She pulls at her restraints as the fingering becomes torturous. I have to admire her stamina; it is obvious that she is a dedicated submissive, hard-wired to never come without permission. The reward is now a punishment, yet I wish I was in her place. The coarse chastity belt between my legs chafe, a constant presence, mocking my sexual drive and lust. I can feel my own juices press out past the cold steel and down my inner thigh; the cold steel holding me and the sound of 199’s frantic fight against the inevitable orgasm, coupled with my burning skin from the countless lashes turns me on.
			

			
				“You can come.”
			

			
				Jennifer’s words have barely had time to leave her lips before 199 lets go and allows her body to erupt in a fiery orgasm. 199 screams at the top of her lungs, and for a moment, her legs give way beneath her, leaving her hanging from her wrists. 
			

			
				But I do not stop. I have not been told to do so.
			

			
				“Please … stop!” 199 cries as I continue to lick and finger her way past the point of pleasure. Tears stream from her eyes as I attack her swollen clit and bury my hand inside her until the edge of my shackles scrapes against the outside of her pussy.
			

			
				“That’s enough, Harper,” Gwen says.
			

			
				“Yes, Mistress.” I smile at 199 and get to my feet. There is only a whimpering husk left of the confident slave. Sweat pours from her body, and she is struggling to catch her breath. It brings me great pleasure to know that I caused this, and when she finally manages to open her eyes and look at me, there is a hint of respect in her tired smile. 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 2
			

			
				 
			

			
			I
				 love a dark dungeon. I love the suppressive atmosphere, the sound of steel chains, and the cruel inevitability of it all. The knowledge that you are completely helpless and at the mercy of someone else’s will entices me, intrigues me, and I have spent days leaning against cold stone walls while my fingers run across the surface of heavy shackles and strong chains. 
			

			
				On paper, my stay in this dungeon should be a dream holiday. But it does not feel that way. Ever since the night when Jennifer and Gwen used 199 and me as entertainment, I have not seen my mistress. All I have seen for days is the inside of a tiny, cramped cell. There is no bed, and heavy chains keep me firmly locked to the wall. They are too short for me to do anything other than lie down or sit, and apart from the silent slavegirl that comes twice a day to feed me and empty the gross toilet bucket, I am alone.
			

			
				It would not be too bad if it wasn’t for that fucking belt, I think to myself and whimper as I once again give up on trying to get a finger in under the thick steel to reach my clit. I have tried to achieve some form of stimulation through the anal opening, but my shackles prevent me from reaching it. 
			

			
				But it is not the chastity belt that makes my imprisonment unbearable, though that is what I try to tell myself. What really bothers me is imagining what Gwen is up to without me. I imagine her moaning with Jennifer’s face buried between her legs, maybe they even involve 199 in their games while I am left to rot in a medieval dungeon.
			

			
				 
			

			
				I am half asleep on the cold stone floor when I hear footsteps outside the cell. I struggle to sit up, burdened as I am by all the chains. The linen dress reeks of sweat and piss after days without a shower, and I cannot help but wonder how the prisoners of medieval dungeons smelled after a while. 
			

			
				“There’s my little slave.”
			

			
				I feel a surge of love, adrenaline, and anger at the sound of Gwen’s voice. The conflicting emotions battle for control of my body, and it results in tears streaming from my eyes as I look up at her standing outside the steel-barred door. Her black hair is set up in a delicate braid that rests on top of her head like a crown, baring her gorgeous, slender neck, and the dark green medieval dress does little to hide her addictive body. I have missed her. 
			

			
				“Gwen …”
			

			
				“It’s ‘Mistress’,” she says, her eyes narrowing. 
			

			
				I clench my jaw. “Where have you been? You just left me here!”
			

			
				“I don’t like your tone.” She crosses her arms. “I thought you liked dungeons?”
			

			
				“I do, but …” The anger still burns, but I am intimidated by Gwen’s presence. “I’ve felt abandoned, knowing that you’re probably off playing with your ex-lover.”
			

			
				“That’s none of your business.”
			

			
				“Yes, it is!” I try to get up, but the chains are too short, and I end up in an awkward position on my knees. “I’m your girlfriend, Gwen! You can’t just lock me away and go rekindling old romances! I love you! You’re all I have, I …” The anger and fear pulsate through me, and all the chains connecting me to the wall are straining to hold me. “… I don’t know what I’d do without you! Do you have any idea how I’ve felt watching you two, imagining what you’re up to?”
			

			
				There is no immediate answer. The air is thick with accusations, and the seconds feel like hours as I wait for her response.
			

			
				“You insubordinate little bitch …” Gwen says through gritted teeth. “I thought the prison had sorted this stuff out.” She walks up to me and grabs my hair, yanking my head back with a force that makes me scream in pain. “You’re my slave. And I’m going to punish you for talking to me like that. And while I do, I want you to reflect on how lousy a slave you are.”
			

			
				“Gwen, I …”
			

			
				She leaves the cell for a bit and returns soon after with a scary-looking device, a sort of metal head cage. Before I can protest or explain myself, she has pressed a steel plate inside my mouth that holds my tongue down. I am unable to speak as she locks the cage in place, encasing my head in steel. 
			

			
				A Scold’s Bridle. 
			

			
				I have seen them in museums, but being locked in one is far more intense than I ever imagined, making me miss the large, humiliating ballgags that I am used to. Gwen proceeds to unlock the chains connecting me to the wall and drags me outside. I have trouble keeping up after days on the floor, and the heavy restraints do me no favors. We head toward the stairs leaving up into the courtyard, and on the way, I catch a glimpse of 199 sitting in a cell like mine, chained to the wall. From the look of it, she has not been getting any more attention than I have, and she sends me a tired smile as we walk past.
			

			
				 
			

			
				It is dark outside, but the fresh air is welcome. My body is shaking, not from the cold, but from the uncertainty. I yelled at Gwen, at my mistress, and now the gag prevents me from following up on the accusations. I am terrified that I just pushed her away, that I am going to lose her, and tears stream from my eyes as Gwen removes my restraints and locks my neck and wrists into a heavy wooden pillory, forcing me to kneel. The back of the Scold’s Bridle scrapes against the wood as I struggle, and the panic makes me unable to draw any pleasure from the strict bondage. 
			

			
				“You belong to me,” Gwen says behind me and lifts my dress, baring my back and buttocks to the chill evening air. The words are spoken with cold menace, but somehow, they calm me. I do belong to her, and knowing that she still feels that way is oddly reassuring.
			

			
				At least until the first lash of the whip strikes me.
			

			
				“MMMMMMMMPH!”
			

			
				The metal plate hurts my tongue as I scream in pain. Several more strikes follow, painting my back, thighs, and ass. The pain is excruciating. Terrifying.
			

			
				Liberating.
			

			
				Part of me is still angry with Gwen, worried about our future.
			

			
				The other part relishes the attention, and soon, the pleasure creeps through the fear, slowly spreading through my body in bursts from the intense whipping. I can hear Gwen’s groans of exhaustion behind me as she pummels me, putting all her strength into every single hit. She is frustrated with me, and this is her way of showing it. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				After a while, the hits start losing their sting as Gwen tires. My entire back, thighs, and ass are burning, and I am certain that I am bleeding. I can barely breathe, and I have been turned into a pathetic, whimpering mess. 
			

			
				She stops.
			

			
				I wait with bated breath for what comes next. I ache for her touch, for any indication that she is still mine, that she loves me, but nothing happens. Instead, I hear footsteps on the gravel as Gwen walks away. 
			

			
				She’s leaving me?
			

			
				An unpleasant sense of panic starts creeping through my body. My back hurts, both from the whipping and the position, and it feels like the bridle is going to cut into my tongue if it stays in place much longer. I am sweating, despite the chilly air, and I struggle to contain the fear and stay calm. 
			

			
				You can do this. You’ve experienced worse. 
			

			
				I think of my time in the oubliette, but it does not help. I let out a painful scream of frustration as a long, uncomfortable night begins.
			

			
				 
			

			
				When the sun finally rises on the horizon, I am shivering from the cold, barely able to keep my eyes open. I have not slept, only dozed off for seconds at a time, and I am almost delusional from sleep deprivation and the pain in my joints. There is no arousal to be had from this form of torment, but I cannot help but smile when I hear footsteps behind me. I did it. I endured her punishment. 
			

			
				But despite the horrid night, I know that Gwen is not done.
			

			
				“Good morning,” she says. She stands in front of me, backlit by the rising sun.
			

			
				I try to look up at her, but the pillory prevents it. She removes the scold’s bridle, and I immediately move my tongue around in my mouth to get a feel for the damage. I spit the excess saliva onto the ground beneath me and notice a little blood in it. 
			

			
				“Thank you … Mistress.”
			

			
				“That’s more like it.” Gwen leans down and looks me in the eye. “I’m still angry with you, Harper.”
			

			
				“I figured as much.”
			

			
				 “Do I really need to remind you what our deal is? That I can fuck whoever I want?” Gwen’s voice is trembling, and I am surprised to see tears in the corner of her eyes. “Jennifer being my ex doesn’t matter, Harper! I can’t believe you don’t trust me after all this time!”
			

			
				The words sting, and I squirm in the pillory. “I do, Gwen, it’s just …”
			

			
				“No! You either do or you don’t.” She sighs. “Harper, I love you, okay? I’m not going anywhere, but you have to trust me. Yes, I fucked Jennifer, but it doesn’t mean anything. You’re not a fucking baby, Harper, you can go without me for a few days without questioning everything. You agreed to be a slave, my slave, and if I want to leave you chained in a dark dungeon while I fuck my way through fucking Congress, I can do that!”
			

			
				I nod. “I know, Mistress. I’m … I’m sorry.”
			

			
				“I know.” Gwen opens the pillory and helps me to my feet. She kisses me on the mouth and smiles. “Look, I get it. I do. I can get jealous too. But you’ll have to find a way to deal with it. This is how it is. This is how it’s going to be.” She begins to put me back in the shackles and collar that she removed last night before she put me in the pillory. “Are you feeling better?”
			

			
				“Apart from the aches, the soreness, and the pain in my tongue?”
			

			
				“You know what I mean.”
			

			
				I nod. “Yes, I do. I’m sorry.”
			

			
				“Good.” She locks the collar around my neck. “But I’m not done punishing you.”
			

			
				Of course not. 
			

			
				“I have to discourage any such thoughts or behavior in the future, do you understand?”
			

			
				“Yes, Mistress.”
			

			
				I feel a cold shiver run down my spine as Gwen’s smile takes on a sinister edge.
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 3
			

			
				 
			

			
			I
				t is the last night of our stay. I have still spent most of my time in the dungeons, but the time in my cell has not felt as bad since making up with Gwen, and the monotony has been broken by delightful torture sessions and whippings in the courtyard. It has been an intense experience, but Gwen has yet to remove my chastity belt. I am tired and sore, but happy, yet I know the most brutal part of my holiday is yet to come. She has told me as much.
			

			
				“There’s a feast tonight,” she says as she washes my body. 
			

			
				“Mmm?” I push my tongue against the knotted cloth gag in my mouth; I prefer ballgags, but I guess they are not suitable for this resort. 
			

			
				Gwen wets the washcloth in the bucket and applies the cold water to my breasts. The chains holding my shackled hands above my head rattle as I shiver. “Roasted pork, wine, a good time. And you’ll be the main course.” She holds a key up in front of my face. “Which means we’ll have to take the belt off.”
			

			
				I stare at her, barely able to believe my ears. Blood rushes to my loins the moment the words leave her lips, sending a surge of arousal through my body. When I first became Gwen’s slave, the notion of being shared with others was almost repulsive, but now, after being deprived for so long, I ache to be fondled and fucked by a crowd of strangers. A gleeful smile spreads on my lips, amusing Gwen.
			

			
				“Aw, my little pet is horny?”
			

			
				I nod. 
			

			
				“You know that they might do other things than just fuck you, right?”
			

			
				I nod again. Pain and humiliation will only fuel my lust. 
			

			
				“Alright then.” 
			

			
				She finds a small key in her garments and uses it to open the lock on my chastity belt. The heavy steel falls to the ground with a loud clunk, and I breathe a sigh of relief as my pussy is set free. I look down to see deep, red marks on my waist from the belt, as well as on the thighs where the edges have rubbed against my skin. I let out a loud moan when the cold, wet cloth starts washing me between the legs.
			

			
				“You’re not allowed to come now,” Gwen says as she thoroughly washes me in preparation for the feast. She laughs when she sees my pleading eyes. “Yes, you can come when they fuck you at the feast, I don’t care.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				My entire body is tingling with excitement as we walk outside. Torches have been lit all over the courtyard, creating a path to the main entrance of the castle. I have yet to step foot inside the main part of the old building; all my time has been spent in the dungeon or the courtyard. The masters and mistresses are all dressed for the occasion, dragging their shackled, exhausted slaves behind them. The other slaves are all wearing the same linen dresses or tunics that they have worn throughout our stay, and their gazes all linger on me when Gwen pulls me closer.
			

			
				I am the only one naked. 
			

			
				“Considering your recent behavior, I assume you’ll behave tonight and not make me look bad, slave?” Gwen says in a cold voice as we near the massive door. She turns to me and removes the unpleasant cloth gag.
			

			
				“Yes, Mistress,” I say as I try to produce saliva to combat the dryness in my mouth. “I won’t let you down.”
			

			
				She smiles. “You’d better not.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				The inside of the castle is lavishly decorated with thick red carpets and ornate tapestries, and the somber sound of a lute can be heard from the ballroom up ahead. The sound of chains accompanies the old instrument in a disharmonic chorus as the slaves trundle after their owners. I have walked in shackles before, but these are heavy and the edges are uneven and sharp. I wince with every step, but it does not prevent Gwen from keeping a brisk pace as we head into the large ballroom. 
			

			
				The world’s tabloid newspapers would kill to get a picture of this, I think as I watch some of the richest and most influential people in the world mingle while they drag chained slaves behind them. Most of the slaves do not seem to mind at all, myself included, but there is still something out-of-touch about the whole thing as if all the world’s problems and issues do not influence these people. We are in a parallel dimension, a place where owning a personal slave to be used and abused is the most normal thing in the world. 
			

			
				“Darling!” Gwen says and hugs a man I do not recognize. He is considerably older than Gwen, but his slavegirl is a tall blonde with the body and face of a supermodel. She does not look up while her master chats with Gwen; the slender fingers fiddle with the chain connecting her shackles, and a somber smile rests on her red lips.
			

			
				I am mesmerized by her fragile beauty, bound by merciless chains. 
			

			
				“This? This is Grace,” the man says and tugs at the chain to the girl’s collar. “Best slave I ever had, she has stamina! And what is this little naked thing called?”
			

			
				Gwen smiles. “This is Harper. You can give her a whirl in a little bit if you want.” 
			

			
				“I’ll be looking forward to that,” the man says and laughs.
			

			
				Gwen moves on to chat with some of the other people there. The mood in the room is frivolous and cheerful, but most of the slaves look tired after days in the cold dungeons beneath the castle. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				The slaves all kneel next to their master or mistress’ chair during the extravagant dinner, and I cannot help but be fascinated by the conversations taking place. Chats about corporate takeovers, private jets, which island to buy, and other topics one would expect when rich people are assembled are mixed in with conversations about torture, the best way to punish a slave, and what style of whip leaves the best marks. Most of the time, I look up at my mistress, my eyes gleaming with love and admiration; she is relaxed and confident, charming everyone around her, and part of me wish that it was just me and her. 
			

			
				Gwen taps her glass with her knife and stands up. “Sorry to interrupt the sparkling conversation,” she says with a smile. “But I just have a short announcement. My little slave here has been a little naughty lately …” She yanks the chain and forces me to my feet. “… and to atone, she will be the entertainment for tonight.”
			

			
				I blush as dozens of hungry, lustful eyes stare at me, men and women alike.
			

			
				“I will shackle her in the middle of the room for your enjoyment. I’ll let you know if you go too far.” Gwen winks and raises her glass. “To the willing slaves and their torment.”
			

			
				People cheer as Gwen pulls me to the middle of the large ballroom, away from the long dining table. She locks my collar chain to a heavy steel ring fastened to the floor and pats me on the cheek.
			

			
				“Make me proud, little slave,” she says and kisses me passionately. 
			

			
				My heart races, both from the kiss and the anticipation. I feel myself getting wet as I clutch my chains. I am exposed and vulnerable, unable to escape. The sound of wood against stone fills the room as people finish their meals and pull their heavy chairs out. The lute player once again begins to pluck his strings, and a moment before I am surrounded by affluent slave owners, I lock eyes with 199. She smiles as her mistress locks her to the wall.
			

			
				I take a deep breath. So it begins.
			

			
				Hands begin to grope my body. Some are gentle, caressing my soft skin, while others pinch and poke me to get a reaction. I let out a muted groan when a middle-aged woman twists my nipple. It is overwhelming to have so many people surround me, and when someone grabs my hair and pushes me to my knee, it becomes downright claustrophobic. I look up at the grinning faces surrounding me; several of them begin to undress, and while I focus on a massive cock being revealed in front of me, belonging to the man Gwen talked to earlier, a sharp pain explodes on my back.
			

			
				“AAAAH!” I scream.
			

			
				They laugh. 
			

			
				Another hit. The whip licks my back and buttocks with trained accuracy and immense power. I love it. I embrace it. I can withstand the pain, but I know they want to see me scream, so I indulge them. The man presses the tip of his flaccid cock against my lips, and I let him inside. It has been a while since I sucked a real cock, and the soft skin feels good against my tongue. 
			

			
				Laughter.
			

			
				Pain.
			

			
				More laughter.
			

			
				I can barely hear the lute over the cheers and comments. The attention fuels my lust, and my entire body trembles with desire when someone behind me slips a finger inside my pussy. Meanwhile, the cock grows in my mouth, bigger and bigger, until I struggle to contain it. Pleased moans escape him as he begins to thrust the cock deep down my throat. He looks down at me, his face locked in an expression of pure ecstasy and power. I am just a tool to be used for his satisfaction, and at this moment, there is nothing I would rather be. 
			

			
				The finger inside me is joined by another. They glide effortlessly in and out, lubricated by my soaked pussy. I am almost in a trance, barely able to discern what the people around me are talking about, I just hear scattered mentions of ‘hanging’ and ‘table’. 
			

			
				“Let me finish first,” the man in front of me says and pushes even deeper into my mouth. 
			

			
				I cannot breathe. Tears stream from my eyes as the whipping intensifies and the cock fills my mouth. A moment later, I feel his warm cum slide down my throat. He slowly pulls out as his cock continues to ejaculate, and his seed spills out of my mouth and nose, onto the plush carpet. The moment his cock has vacated my mouth, the fingers slide out of me, and strong hands grab my arms, pulling me to my feet. 
			

			
				“The table first,” a voice sounds. I do not recognize it.
			

			
				I hear the sound of cutlery and plates being moved. More hands grab hold of me, lifting me onto the old wooden table. My hands are pulled over my head. I am held down. Once again, the crowd surrounds me, laughing, poking, pinching. 
			

			
				“Stuff her,” someone says. 
			

			
				Cum is still trickling down my chin when someone stuffs a large helping of mashed potatoes into my mouth. More follows. I struggle to swallow it and am forced to spit some out, much to their amusement. They cover my body in sauce and food, and for a moment, I have no idea what is going on.
			

			
				“Let them feast!”
			

			
				Them?
			

			
				The crowd pulls back and is soon replaced by a dozen collared and shackled slaves. They lean forward and begin to lick and eat the food off my body. The edges of their heavy collars scrape against my skin, but the discomfort cannot dilute the pure pleasure of having my entire body licked. Grace, the beautiful slave, and 199 both smile at me before they dig in. 199 crawls onto the table and places herself between my legs while Grace removes sauce from my face with soft kisses and gentle licks of the tongue.
			

			
				Fuck, this feels amazing!
			

			
				I moan when 199’s tongue begins to lash at my pussy and clit. I am still being held down by strong hands, but I have no desire to escape, especially not when Grace kisses me tenderly on the lips. My body trembles and shakes; 199 is skilled at cunnilingus, and the tongues of the other slaves tickle my sides and stomach.
			

			
				How long is that tongue? 199 finds her way inside me. Waves of ecstasy wash over me, and I wonder if I will finally be allowed the orgasm that has eluded me for so long. I close my eyes and swim in the pleasant experience for a bit when the soft tongues disappear. Shortly after, 199’s tongue vanishes as well.
			

			
				My eyes shoot open when I feel a heavy weight on my body. I look up into the lustful eyes of a muscular, male slave. A woman stands behind him, holding his leash, but it does not prevent him from penetrating me with his massive cock. 
			

			
				Oh … oh yes. 
			

			
				He is strong. Sweaty. The eyes are electric, and nothing but grunts escape his lips as he thrusts into me harder and harder. He fills me, threatens to split my pussy in half, and my body soaks it all up. The crowd around me no longer matters, I only notice the rhythmic, frantic thrusts of the man on top of me. I can feel his tense abs against my stomach, his warm breath on my face. We do not know each other, and it is beautiful. 
			

			
				I come. I come hard. I scream and arch my back as people applaud, and soon after, he deposits his massive load inside me with a grunt. The orgasm still courses through my veins when someone pulls the man off of me and strong hands once more pull me off the table and onto the floor.
			

			
				My legs cannot carry me; the orgasm is too powerful, and I collapse to my knees. Once again, I am surrounded, and I barely have time to get my bearings before someone has locked my collar chain to something hanging from the ceiling, and before long, the collar presses hard on my throat when I am pulled up.
			

			
				Further up. 
			

			
				My feet let go of the floor.
			

			
				I hang from my neck. 
			

			
				Then I fall. It repeats again and again, and the terror mixes with lust as the torture takes hold of my body. One moment, I am hanging from my neck while someone fists my pussy, the next I am on the floor with a sweaty cock in my mouth and asshole. A hood is pulled over my head, which only makes the whole experience far more intense. I am attacked over and over, hanged until I almost pass out, fucked again and again. One orgasm flows into the other. Erect cocks find their way into every orifice. The hood is pulled up over my nose and my face is pushed into one pussy after another. I can tell from the sounds that the orgy no longer only focuses on me, but it takes a long time before there is any break in the proceedings. 
			

			
				I am just a slave. A toy to be fucked.
			

			
				It is amazing.
			

			
				 
			

			
				When the hood is finally removed, I am lying on the floor, exhausted and broken. My face and body are covered in bruises and cum. Even more sticky semen drips from my sore asshole and my ravaged pussy. My mind struggles to comprehend what has happened; it is almost blank, overwhelmed by the countless orgasms and relentless torment. It was meant as a punishment, and it feels like it, but it is not an experience I would have been without. 
			

			
				“Are you ready to go home?”
			

			
				I look up at Gwen, who is standing over me with her arms crossed.
			

			
				I nod. “Yes, Mistress,” I say with a raspy voice. I try to get up, but my body is unable to lift the weight of the heavy restraints. Slaves are being fucked all around me in a hedonistic orgy, but I appreciate the break from the activities. 
			

			
				“You did well.” Gwen smiles. “We’ll leave in the morning.”
			

			
				I smile to myself as I watch Gwen turn around and leave. That’s just like her, I think and sigh. I manage to get into a sitting position and am watching Grace being fucked by her master when Jennifer approaches. Her naked body glistens with sweat and a confident smile lights up her face. 
			

			
				“Sitting here all alone?” she asks and looks around.
			

			
				I nod hesitantly. “Yes … Mistress?”
			

			
				She smiles at me. “Such a devoted slave, taking so many cocks, licking so much pussy …” She squats in front of me and grabs the chain to my collar, pulling me close. “I get it now. I tried to turn her, you know …”
			

			
				“Turn her?”
			

			
				“To win her back.” Jennifer looks at the door that Gwen just exited and sighs. “I never should’ve let her go in the first place. But she loves you too fucking much.”
			

			
				A warm sensation spreads in my body, joined by a growing sense of unease. I have no idea what Jennifer has in mind, and I am too exhausted – and too restrained – to be able to do anything if she wants to hurt me. She pulls me even closer. I can smell lilacs in her fragile perfume.
			

			
				“Kiss me,” she says. “Kiss me as if I was Gwen. Show me that you feel the same way she does, and I’ll leave the two of you alone.”
			

			
				I barely have time to react before she places her lips on mine. I give in, imagine that she is Gwen, and soon, our tongues are intertwined, locked in a passionate, violent kiss. She moans, but it is not enough. I want this woman to stay out of Gwen’s life. I gently push her onto her back and place myself between her legs. I lick the inside of her thigh, moving excruciatingly slowly upward toward Jennifer’s pussy. I explore the outside, playfully licking the edge of her labia. 
			

			
				“You clever little …” Jennifer moans. “Don’t … don’t stop …”
			

			
				I continue. I give her all I have, sliding fingers into both her pussy and asshole. She does not protest, and no intelligible words escape her mouth. She is writhing and whimpering on the floor, completely at my mercy. I do not need to speak, I know she understands what I am trying to tell her. 
			

			
				She comes. Violently. Loudly. Her fingers claw at the carpet, and my shackles ring loudly as I finger her faster and faster, driving her even deeper into the orgasmic abyss. 
			

			
				“Stop! Please!” She tries to escape my tongue and fingers, but I have a point to make. “No more!”
			

			
				I look up at her with a smile. My fingers are still deep inside her, but they are still for now. “Do we understand each other, Mistress Jennifer?”
			

			
				She nods and smiles. “Y… Yes, we do.” She wipes a drop of sweat off her forehead. “Well done.” She stands up and sighs. “I hope the two of you have a happy life.”
			

			
				“I hope the same for you and 199.”
			

			
				“199?” Jennifer scoffs. “I don’t love 199. She’s just my slave. When I’m bored with her, she’s out. What you have with Gwen is unique, I hope you know that.”
			

			
				I do now. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				The next day, the masters and mistresses all say goodbye to each other while the slaves are loaded onto the cart they arrived in. Once again, I am placed at the edge of the cramped cage, and though I have had a wonderful time at the castle, at least the last couple of days, I look forward to going home. Then I will have Gwen all to myself and not have to share my cages with anyone.
			

			
				“Did you enjoy yourself last night?”
			

			
				I smile when I hear 199’s voice behind me. “Yes, I did. And you?”
			

			
				“Got fucked by a few strangers. Not too bad,” she says, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “You were impressive. I’ve never seen such stamina.”
			

			
				“Thank you. And thank you for the … you know … attention.”
			

			
				“It was my pleasure.” She sighs. “I’m a bit jealous of you, you know.”
			

			
				“Why?” I know why.
			

			
				“What you have with your mistress … I wish I had that with Jennifer.”
			

			
				I do not know how to respond, knowing how Jennifer feels about 199. “I’m sure you’ll get there. If not with Jennifer, then with someone else.”
			

			
				“I hope so.”
			

			
				We arrive at the end of the bridge where a long line of limos and black SUV’s wait to take the affluent guests to the airport. 
			

			
				“Take care,” 199 says when we are separated, and I feel a tinge of guilt when I watch her being pushed into the trunk of a limo by an impatient Jennifer.
			

			
				 
			

			
				At least I’m not traveling in a cage this time, I think to myself when we arrive at the airport. There is no private jet this time, but First Class will do just fine. It feels good to be wearing normal clothes again; the black Converse sneakers make my feet squeal with joy after being barefoot for so long, and Gwen also seems pleased to be back in her high-heeled boots and tight jeans again. She is whistling to herself, holding my hand as we stride toward the security gate. It feels odd to be unrestrained, and only a tight, unseemly steel collar marks me as Gwen’s slave.
			

			
				When we near the security check, an unpleasant sensation grows in my stomach. I do not know if it is just the normal jitters that most people get when they need to go through a metal detector or the knowledge that they will ask about my collar, but something feels off. Two guards, a man and a woman, approach us when we get in line.
			

			
				“Ms. Gwen Fioni?” the man asks with a thick accent.
			

			
				“Yes?” Gwen instinctively pushes me behind her.
			

			
				“Please, come with us.” The man smiles. “There is no need for you to wait in line.”
			

			
				Gwen looks back and forth between the two. “And if we don’t want to follow you?”
			

			
				The man’s smile widens. “Please, just come this way.”
			

			
				Every alarm bell in my body is going off, but Gwen just smiles and pulls me with her as we follow the two guards through a nearby door. The room is small and has a luggage scanner and metal detector just like the ones outside. A pair of tall, burly male guards are standing there, which only makes me more uncomfortable.
			

			
				“Gwen, I don’t like this …”
			

			
				She does not respond. One of the burly guards takes Gwen’s bag and places it on a table. Without even trying to hide what he is doing, he finds a small plastic bag of white powder in his pocket and places it inside Gwen’s bag.
			

			
				“Fuck …” Gwen says, squeezing my hand.
			

			
				“What is this?” the guard that led us there says. “That looks very suspicious.” He nods at the two burly guards and speaks to them in their own language. 
			

			
				“Fuck you,” Gwen says when one of the guards pulls her hands behind her back and handcuffs them. The other does the same to me, and a sense of intense panic grips my body. “Let us go right now!”
			

			
				The guard does not respond. Something is pulled over my head and everything turns black. 
			

			
				I hear the man’s voice. “Yes, we have her.” No one in the room answers; he must be talking on the phone. “What about the girlfriend? Her too? Of course, but it’ll cost you extra.”
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				Chapter 1
			

			
				 
			

			
			I
				t is not the first time I have found myself handcuffed in the trunk of a car. It is not the first time I have felt the panic growing within me, grabbing hold of my throat, threatening to paralyze me, but this is different. These experiences are usually accompanied by some measure of pleasure; I do love being restrained, after all, but these handcuffs offer only discomfort. They are locked tight, tighter than my mistress would usually do them, and they are interrupting the blood flow to my hands. 
			

			
				At least I am not alone.
			

			
				I can hear her rustling next to me. I can feel the warmth from her body and hear her breathing, which seems remarkably calm. Although she yelled obscenities and curses at our kidnappers, she has been quiet for a while now, and the silence is feeding my panic. I can tell that we are far away from the airport and city now.
			

			
				“Gwen?” I whisper, my voice trembling. I manage to turn toward her, but the hood over my head prevents me from seeing anything. The trunk is excruciatingly hot, and I am sweating through my T-shirt and jeans.
			

			
				“I’m here, honey.” She tries to sound calm, but I can hear the fear in her voice. “Are you alright?”
			

			
				“I’m alright,” I say. 
			

			
				“Liar.” She sighs. Despite all the pain, torture, and isolation she has put me through since we met each other, I know that it is killing Gwen that we have ended up in this situation. That she does not have control, and that I am not safe. “It’ll be alright, Harper.”
			

			
				“Just tell me that this is another one of your crazy ideas and that you planned it all.”
			

			
				She chuckles. “I wish I could, my love.”
			

			
				“Do you have any idea who’s taken us?”
			

			
				“No.” There was a slight tremor in Gwen’s voice. “And I’m so sorry that you’ve been dragged into this. They’re obviously after me, but I’ve pissed off a fair few people through my work, so the list of candidates is long.”
			

			
				I move closer, pushing my body against hers. She is lying with her back to me, and I can feel the edges of her handcuffs scrape against my exposed midriff. “At least we’re together. And handcuffed …”
			

			
				“Don’t tell me you’re getting horny …”
			

			
				I am not. Not even close. But I am looking for a distraction from the panicked thoughts. “There’s not much else to do.”
			

			
				The car keeps driving us toward our uncertain future, but at this moment, we are two lovers lying close. Gwen does not answer, but I can feel her hands working, unbuttoning my jeans and pushing her hands down my panties. The handcuffs restrict her movement and the sharp steel scrapes against my skin, but the pain somehow helps distract me from the horrible predicament we are in. My body zones in on her familiar touch, her soft fingers, and the moment she finds her way to my clit, a soft sigh escapes my lips. The cloth hood occasionally slips into my mouth, sucked in due to my heavy breathing, and I try to focus on the feel of the handcuffs holding me and my lover’s gentle touch, but even though the lust does its best to push through my panic and trepidation, it is not enough. 
			

			
				Where the hell are we going? The question keeps lingering, but when the car begins to slow down, I realize that I do not want an answer. We come to a halt, and I can hear footsteps and muted voices outside the car. Gwen’s fingers disappear from my clit, and the darkness and dread once again dominates my mind.
			

			
				The trunk opens. The sharp sunlight penetrates the hood, revealing hulking silhouettes standing above us. Strong hands grab me, pulling me out of the car. I can hear the rattling of chains, and my feet have barely touched the ground before I feel legcuffs being locked shut around my ankles. 
			

			
				“Get your hands off me!” Gwen says next to me. I hear the sound of legcuffs closing around her ankles as well. “When I find out who …”
			

			
				Our hoods are removed. The sun blinds me, but my first instinct is to look at Gwen to see if she is alright. She looks frazzled and disoriented; her long black hair is uncharacteristically messy, the tight red dress is torn in a few places, and she has lost one of her heels. But the eyes burn with fury and determination. 
			

			
				We are standing in the courtyard of a huge manor. Well-kept fruit trees surround the yard, and had it not been for the fact that I am kidnapped and chained, I would have loved the dense woods surrounding us and the mountains visible in the distance. It looks like a postcard or a poster, and the woman standing in front of us would have fit right in as well. She is tall, even taller than Gwen, with a body sculpted by personal trainers and impeccable genetics. The black dress reveals plenty of her bosom, and it is just long enough to be considered socially acceptable. The blonde, wavy hair shimmers in the sun, and there are no imperfections to be seen on the gorgeous face. It is only marred by the hint of a crease on her upper lip when she glares at Gwen.
			

			
				I glance at my lover, but to my surprise, a subtle smile forms on Gwen’s lips when she sees the woman.
			

			
				“Elena Romano.” Gwen sighs. “I should’ve known.”
			

			
				The woman smiles and walks over to Gwen. She moves with remarkable elegance in her torturously tall heels. “So nice to see you again, Gwen.”
			

			
				“I wish I could say the same.”
			

			
				“Don’t be rude. You’re my guest!” Elena’s voice is dripping with honey, sweetened to the brink of being nauseating. “I’m sure you’ll love it here, even though I don’t expect the two of you to see much of the outside while you’re here.”
			

			
				Gwen tenses her jaw. “Let Harper go. Whatever you have in mind, she’s not part of this.”
			

			
				“She is now.” Elena’s voice darkens. “I want to hurt you, Gwen. And having your little plaything here makes that easier.”
			

			
				“Fuck you, Elena. Does your daddy know what you’re up to?”
			

			
				For a moment, I detect fear in Elena’s green eyes, but she soon regains her composure. “No. And he never will.”
			

			
				“I doubt he’ll appreciate you going off on your own,” Gwen says through clenched teeth. “Now … let us go.”
			

			
				“No!” Elena places her hand on Gwen’s neck. Gwen does not even flinch. “You insulted me! You humiliated me! You and your little cunt deserve everything that is coming to you!”
			

			
				“All this because I rejected you both professionally and sexually?” Gwen scoffs. “Your father is right. You are an immature, childish psycho.”
			

			
				“He never said that!” Elena looks deranged and squeezes Gwen’s neck. “You think you’re above me, Gwen, but I’m in control now.”
			

			
				“Sure seems like it.” Gwen’s voice is weaker; I can tell that she is struggling to breathe by the throbbing vein on her neck, but she does not back down. “My company was never going to do business with the mafia. And I was never going to get involved with a girl like you. Stop taking it so personally.”
			

			
				Elena lets out a cry of frustration and lets go of Gwen’s neck. The blonde turns her back to Gwen and tries to regain her composure. Gwen winks at me to try and calm me down, but I can tell that she is shaken. 
			

			
				“I’m going to break you,” Elena says, her voice still trembling with anger. “I’m going to play with you both, torture you until you’re nothing but a pleading mess, begging me for mercy.”
			

			
				“Yeah, that’s not going to happen,” Gwen says coldly.
			

			
				I want Gwen to stop antagonizing the unstable woman who has us in cuffs, but I cannot deny that a part of me enjoys watching my lover like this. Despite the fear and uncertainty, I am getting wet from seeing Gwen being confident while chained.
			

			
				“Take them away!” Elena shouts at the burly guards who have stood by in silence until now.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Unfortunately, Gwen’s confident resilience is not rubbing off on me. The strong men push us through a side entrance to the manor and down a flight of stairs to the basement, and with every step, I panic more and more. The basement is dark and far from luxurious, reminding me more of a dungeon, and when I catch a glimpse of dried blood on the floor of one of the rooms we pass, I almost faint out of fear. One of the men unlocks a heavy steel door and takes us into a small cell with a tiny, steel-barred window leading to a light well. The dim light reveals heavy steel restraints bolted to the two opposing walls in the cell. Normally, the sight of such restraints would turn me on, but now it only serves to fuel my growing panic.
			

			
				The men remove our restraints and forcefully tear our clothes off. Shit … they’re going to rape us! The thought grows in my mind until it is all I can think of, but to my surprise, they make no such advancements and begin locking us into heavy restraints. A massive collar closes around my neck with a frightening click, and matching ankle and wrist restraints are added as well. Our arms are forced out to either side, and so are the ankles, leaving us in an effective, but not too uncomfortable, spreadeagle position. I have been chained like this countless times, but I have never felt this vulnerable before.
			

			
				“Damn, those are some nice bodies,” one of the men says.
			

			
				“You only get to look.” One of the other men finishes locking a collar around Gwen’s slender neck. She sends him a look of anger and frustration. “Elena will kill you if you play with her toys.” The man smirks and blows Gwen a kiss. “We’ll have to wait until she gets tired of them. She always gets tired of playing at some point.”
			

			
				The men laugh as they leave, locking the heavy door behind them. The moment I hear the lock, I begin to cry. The tears are streaming down my face without pause.
			

			
				“Harper …” Gwen’s voice is filled with love and sympathy. She tries to reach me, but the shackles prevent it. “Don’t cry.”
			

			
				“That woman is going to kill us, Gwen!” The tears fall on my trembling breasts. “We’re never getting out of here!”
			

			
				“We’ll be fine.” Gwen smiles. “Trust me.”
			

			
				I look up at my lover, my mistress. I see no hint of worry in her smile; she truly believes it. “How? If you haven’t noticed, we’re shackled and collared to a wall in the basement of a deranged mafia woman!”
			

			
				“And you look good like this,” Gwen says with a wink. “Don’t I?” She moves her body sensually in front of me, making sure to pull against her restraints, pushing toward me until the collar chokes her. She does look good; I have never seen Gwen restrained before, but her gorgeous body does wear her restraints remarkably well. I want to touch her, to kiss her, but the chains keep me in place. 
			

			
				“This is not the time, Gwen,” I say with a sigh, frustrated that she is managing to turn me on in a moment like this.
			

			
				“Maybe it is.” Gwen looks at her restraints. “We’re not going anywhere for a while, it seems. Might as well enjoy the sight of each other naked and chained. I have a way out, you’ll just have to wait.”
			

			
				“What way is that?”
			

			
				Gwen smiles. “There’d be no fun in telling you that. You’re still my slave.”
			

			
				“You’re chained too.”
			

			
				“I am, and I’m not sure how I feel about that yet.” Gwen shrugs. “But you’re still going to do what I tell you, aren’t you … slave?”
			

			
				I sigh. “Yes, Mistress. But I’m still worried about … you know … the ‘torture’ part.”
			

			
				“I get that, but try to enjoy it.”
			

			
				“You’re kidding, right?”
			

			
				Gwen laughs. “Look, Elena is more bark than bite. She is terrified of her father, who is the leader of the mafia in this area. Yes, it’s going to hurt, but I doubt it’ll be any worse than some of the things you’ve already endured.”
			

			
				“She’ll torture you too.”
			

			
				“She will.” Gwen bites her lower lip. “And I’m a bit excited to be on the receiving end for once if I’m being honest.”
			

			
				I let the matter rest. I am not convinced that Gwen is as calm and confident as she is trying to appear; she wants to protect me, to calm me down, and I love her for it, but I do feel myself falling into my submissive role, aided by Gwen calling me her slave. I often find freedom in the loss of control, and I have never felt less in control than now. 
			

			
				And the thought of being chained and tortured with Gwen does entice me. I look at the chained goddess smiling at me. I smile back. This is just another adventure, Harper, I say to myself, but no matter how hard I try, I can never truly quell the fear gripping my stomach, even if arousal has joined in, confusing my body and brain.
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 2
			

			
				 
			

			
			I
				 know better than most how time gets distorted and twisted in a prison cell. The lack of movement when restrained, the sound of chains rattling with every movement, and the uncertainty all pile together to create a space where time can move excruciatingly slowly.
			

			
				But I am usually alone. 
			

			
				Being chained across from Gwen makes it all far more intense. Every time I open my eyes, I stare into hers, and I get to look at her struggling against her chains. The cell is hot, and seeing her naked, amazing body glistening with sweat, held fast by unbreakable chains turns me on in a way I never imagined it would. Gwen has always seemed invincible to me and seeing her like this, seeing all that power and strength restrained, is arousing – and worrying. 
			

			
				“There’s no point in struggling,” I say after watching Gwen pulling at the chains holding her wrists. “Trust me.”
			

			
				She smiles. “I know. I just … I have to try.”
			

			
				“I thought we just had to wait?”
			

			
				“We do.” Gwen glances at the door. “I just don’t like being trapped like this, even if it is temporary.”
			

			
				“Try to enjoy it.”
			

			
				“Don’t use my words against me,” Gwen says and chuckles. “But yeah, I will.”
			

			
				“For once, we’re on my home turf,” I say. “This position is not too bad. Our arms are not elevated enough to cause blood flow issues.” I try to focus on the restraints in an attempt to allow the familiar trickle of lust to take hold and numb my fear, but before I have time to achieve it, the door opens.
			

			
				Elena walks in with a mocking smile on her ruby lips that gives me chills. “My new pets,” she says in a voice dripping with sarcasm and menace. She walks over to Gwen and squeezes her cheek as if Gwen was a small kid. “Glad to see that my men have made sure that you’re comfortable.”
			

			
				“I find the service a little lacking,” Gwen says with a smile. I can see the hate and disgust in her eyes. “So … are you going to torture me?” The tone of her voice is light and carefree, and it seems to catch Elena off guard.
			

			
				“Eh … yes.” Elena glances at me. “But maybe I’ll start with your lover here …”
			

			
				I stare the frightening woman in the eye with a smile. “Sounds like fun. A nice whipping could be fun, maybe start there?” I look past Elena at Gwen. “What do you think, my love? A nine-tailed with knots?”
			

			
				“Excellent choice,” Gwen says, winking at me. “Maybe start lashing the breasts first.”
			

			
				“Shut up!” Elena shouts, her face burning red with anger. “You’re my prisoners! You’re not supposed to enjoy this!” She storms off, leaving the heavy steel door open.
			

			
				“That might’ve been a mistake,” I say.
			

			
				Gwen shrugs. “Maybe, but it is more fun this way.”
			

			
				Elena returns with two massive ballgags. The red silicone balls are attached to harnesses, and several buckles need to be tightened when she straps it onto my face, pushing the large ball into my mouth. 
			

			
				“That’s pretty hot,” Gwen says and blows me a kiss before she is silenced by the other gag. I have to agree with her; she looks amazing with the large ball filling her mouth. Vulnerable and sexy. 
			

			
				“There, silence at last,” Elena says, struggling to hide her frustration. She wants us to beg, to scream, and though she will probably succeed eventually on the screaming part, Gwen’s presence does help alleviate a lot of the fear I have been feeling since our kidnapping. You’ve endured much – and loved it, I tell myself as I feel the first drop of drool escape my gag and land on my chest. You can find pleasure in this. 
			

			
				Elena approaches me. Her finger slides across the drool on my chest, drawing a line down my abdomen until she reaches my crotch. “So … you’re Gwen’s little slavegirl.” She smiles, but there is a hint of sorrow in her eyes. “That should’ve been me. I would’ve submitted to her, you know? But it’s too late now. Now you’re both my slaves.” She starts rubbing the outside of my pussy. “You’re … wet?” Her eyes widen with surprise. “I’ve kidnapped and shackled you, threatened you, and you’re fucking wet?” 
			

			
				I meet her surprised gaze with a defiant stare. Her touch is intense, and I cannot help but moan. Her fingers are soft, and when she slides two of them inside me, my entire body shivers, causing all the chains holding me to rattle. I look past the intimidating woman at Gwen; my mistress is gagged, unable to speak, but I can see the lust building in her eyes. The sight of me being fingered is turning her on. 
			

			
				“A submissive little whore,” Elena snarls through clenched teeth and looks at Gwen. “I bet it kills you to watch me pleasure her while … what the fuck?”
			

			
				Gwen barely registers her words. She is staring at me, soaking up the sight. Her body is writhing against the chains in a restricted sensual display, telling me that seeing me moaning and chained fills her with barely contained pleasure. I feel loved and desired as I look into her eyes, and at that moment, I know that we are going to be fine.
			

			
				“No!” Elena’s fingers disappear from my pussy, and I let out a frustrated groan. “You’re not supposed to enjoy this!”
			

			
				Once again, Elena storms out. 
			

			
				We start laughing. I know that it is tempting fate, but I cannot help it. The situation is absurd; I should fear for my life, and part of me does, but being imprisoned with Gwen by an unpredictable woman, who seems to be dumb as rocks, is turning out to be far more enjoyable than I imagined. 
			

			
				Elena comes back with a box that she places angrily on the ground. She mumbles something to herself about how she will torture us into submission, but I do not feel particularly concerned when I see the nipple clamps. She attaches a pair to my nipples connected by a chain; it does hurt, but the pain does nothing but add to my pleasure. A similar set is applied to Gwen, who groans loudly, unfamiliar with the type of torture. The chains connecting the two pairs of nipple clamps are then connected by a short chain. Oh, I like this. 
			

			
				Elena adds a heavy weight to the chain. Gwen and I both cry, and every movement made by either of us sends a jolt of pain through us both. It is a brilliant form of torture, but yet again, it is nothing I have not endured before. I find a certain pleasure in seeing Gwen endure just a fraction of the torment she has caused me over the time we have known each other, and I smile at her when she looks up at me with tears in her eyes. She rolls her eyes in the way that only she can, telling me that she is well aware of the irony. I pull my body back to send another jolt through her, and she whimpers as a response.
			

			
				“That should teach you a lesson,” Elena says, apparently interpreting our groans and whimpers as signs of intense pain and discomfort instead of arousal. “But I’m not done.”
			

			
				Fuck. 
			

			
				Elena squats in front of me and applies another set of chained clamps – to my labia. Once again, she does the same to Gwen and connects the two sets of clamps before adding a weight.
			

			
				“MMMMMPH!” Gwen’s entire body shakes and so does mine. Pain floods my body, made worse with every cramped movement. It is intense, but it only takes a few moments for the shock to fade and leave a torrent of roaring pleasure behind. The flood of pain turns into waves that move back and forth, finding a rhythm that is not entirely unpleasant. Yes, it hurts, and it hurts Gwen more from the looks of it, but coupled with the delightful chains, the heavy collar pressing on my neck, and the large ballgag muting my moans, I am having a blast. I can feel the juices from my soaking wet pussy trickle down my inner thigh, and I allow myself to close my eyes and embrace the experience. 
			

			
				Elena stands there for a bit, seemingly enjoying her cruelty, before she turns and leaves, shutting the door behind her. Gwen’s toned, slender body is trembling from the intense pain, and she looks at me with exhausted eyes. 
			

			
				“Thhwy to ewnjoy it,” I manage to say, despite the large gag. I once again pull my body back, causing us both pain.
			

			
				Gwen whimpers and moans, shaking her head. “Fwwuack youw.”
			

			
				Once again, the tiny cell is filled with moaning, muffled laughter.
			

			
				 
			

			
				We stand there for hours. My labia and nipples are raw and aching by the end, and my jaw hurts like hell, but the maddening arousal helps lessen the discomfort. I can tell that Gwen is struggling as well, but looking into her eyes for this long while our bodies are connected by chains is surprisingly intimate. She is just as turned on as I am, but I notice her arms are beginning to tremble. How long will they leave us like this? Hunger and thirst threaten to push through the lust and dominate my body and mind, and I become acutely aware that I am, in fact, a prisoner, kidnapped against my will. I may be enjoying myself right now, but hunger and sleep deprivation can soon make it far more difficult for me to keep a positive outlook on the whole situation.
			

			
				Luckily, the door opens a moment later. Two of the men who shackled us here enter, both with annoyingly smug smiles on their square-jawed faces. One of them walks over to Gwen and places a strong hand on her breast, playfully tugging at the nipple clamp. 
			

			
				“You don’t seem as cocky now, rich bitch,” he says and laughs. 
			

			
				Gwen rolls her eyes and groans. Saliva escapes her gag, adding to the shiny stream running down her torso. 
			

			
				“That’ll do,” the other man grunts and begins to unlock my restraints. “We’re just supposed to feed them and get them ready.”
			

			
				The other man sighs. “Fine.” 
			

			
				Gwen screams when the man pulls the clamps off her nipples and her labia. The other man is far more gentle with me, but my pussy is still throbbing when he cuffs my hands behind my back and replaces the heavy ankle restraints with legcuffs. The collar stays on, weighing heavily on my neck. 
			

			
				“I’m going to remove those gags now,” one of the men says in a condescending tone. “If either of you two bitches uses those mouths for anything other than eating, I’ll find a larger gag to stuff it with. Do you understand?”
			

			
				We both nod. The gag is one of the largest I have ever been subjected to, and my jaw is burning. When the gag is removed, I struggle to even close my mouth for a few seconds. I am so focused on the pain that I am caught completely by surprise when Gwen throws herself at me, kissing me passionately before the two men can react.
			

			
				“What the fuck?” 
			

			
				The men pull us apart, but the rough treatment is unable to wipe the smiles off our faces.
			

			
				“Horny little …” The man who seems to be in charge shakes his head as he holds Gwen’s arms. “Seems these two can’t get enough of each other.”
			

			
				The other man nods. “Yeah. It’s kinda cute.”
			

			
				“Indeed. It’d be a shame if we prevented them from kissing each other again.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				I got to admire their inventiveness, I think to myself a moment later as Gwen and I are led through the narrow corridor outside our cell. Our collars have been connected by a short steel rod that ensures that no matter how much we try, we cannot kiss each other. The connecting rod has a heavy chain attached, and it is this chain that the leading man now uses to pull us inside a small room with a water hose hanging on the wall. Two dog bowls with some sort of food are awaiting us on the floor. Gwen stares at the bowls with a groan, but she does not have much of a choice; one of the two men grabs the rod connecting our collars and pushes it down, forcing our faces into the tasteless oatmeal. 
			

			
				I’ve had worse. I have spent enough time chained in dark dungeons to know that you cannot miss an opportunity to eat, but Gwen is more hesitant. The humiliation is not made better when the two men begin to hose down our naked bodies with ice-cold water. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				After the grueling, but nourishing, shower humiliation, we are both put in new restraints. Thick, black shackles weigh down on our wrists and ankles, and tall, matching collars complete the ensemble. The feel of the heavy steel makes me wet in an instant, and I cannot help but let my fingers run across the shiny black surface as we are led upstairs.
			

			
				“You two wait here,” one of the men says when we enter a large dining room. “Elena will be here shortly.”
			

			
				“Restraints can’t make you that horny,” Gwen whispers to me the moment the two men are out of sight. 
			

			
				“They do.” I rattle the chains and feel a familiar, pleasant shiver run down my spine. “And watching you in shackles only makes it better.”
			

			
				“It’s just steel.”
			

			
				“And thanks to you, I’ve spent more time in shackles than out of them since we met.” I turn toward her and let my fingers run up her inner thigh. “It’s your fault that this turns me on.” I smile. “And judging by how wet you are, I think it turns you on too.”
			

			
				“You’re being a naughty slave right now,” she says, unable to hide the lust building within her. 
			

			
				“Try to enjoy it.”
			

			
				“You’re not going to let that go, are you?” she says with a smirk.
			

			
				“Nope.” I grab hold of the ring on the front of Gwen’s massive collar and pull her in for a kiss. She tries to put her arms around me, but the shackles prevent it. Instead, she holds my hands, and the sound of our wrist restraints clanging together is like music to my ears. Fuck, this is hot.
			

			
				“For fuck’s sake!” a loud, shrill voice yells. Elena storms into the room. “My men can’t leave you alone for one minute?”
			

			
				We ignore her. Our tongues intertwine, and our fingers start exploring clits and pussies.
			

			
				“Stop! STOP!” Elena tries pulling us apart, but both Gwen and I are stronger than her and continue to pleasure each other. “You’re my prisoners! My slaves!”
			

			
				Gwen stops kissing me for a moment and looks at Elena, but her fingers do not stop rubbing my clit. “And we’re having a great time, Elena.”
			

			
				“I’ll punish you for this!”
			

			
				She grabs a flogger from a nearby table and starts tearing into our naked, quivering bodies. The hits are weak and frantic, but they still manage to add to my enjoyment. Even Gwen, who does not have the experience with physical punishment that I do, is unfazed as if we did not have a gorgeous, psychotic blonde whipping us.
			

			
				“A little lower, Elena,” Gwen says, groaning as a hit lands firmly on her breast. “Yeah, like that …”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Elena tries whips. Paddles. Canes. But she is inexperienced, and though some of her lashes cause immense pain, Gwen and I continue fingering each other as much out of spite as out of pleasure. We smile at each other, both knowing that Elena will eventually succeed in tearing us apart and hurting us, but for now, we feed off each other, giving each other the energy and courage to continue. It is not until Elena manages to find a cattle prod that we finally let go. The shocks are intense and unpleasant, but I am still having a great time.
			

			
				“You … cunts … are … too … much,” Elena says, out of breath, as she watches her men shackle us both with our hands over our heads in the middle of the dining room. The two men do not try to hide their amusement at the whole situation. “You’re surprisingly resilient to pain.”
			

			
				“Maybe you just suck at administering it,” Gwen taunts.
			

			
				Elena smiles. “Maybe.” There is something in the smile that causes a knot to form in my stomach. “But I have other means of breaking you.” She walks over to Gwen and slaps her. “I’m sure you’ve already caused your little girlfriend here to scream on multiple occasions. But how would you like to see her abused, tortured, and humiliated by a crowd of strangers?”
			

			
				Oh, that sounds like fun! I am still horny from the make-out session with Gwen, and I struggle to deliver the expected expression of shock and fear.
			

			
				“You wouldn’t …” Gwen says with narrow eyes.
			

			
				“Oh, I’ve already invited them all. Tonight. It’ll be a great little party.”
			

			
				Elena laughs and leaves the room with her henchmen. 
			

			
				Gwen looks at the door, staying silent until the footsteps disappear. “She’s dangerous, that one.”
			

			
				“But pretty inept at whipping.” I look up at the chains holding my hands up. “She has great taste in restraints, though.”
			

			
				Gwen looks at me. “You’re not worried about that party?”
			

			
				“Seriously?” I chuckle. “You sound like I haven’t tried it before.”
			

			
				“These people are … different.”
			

			
				“What, like Elena?” I take a deep breath. “Look, she’s unhinged, and yes, part of me still fears that we won’t make it out of here. But I can tell that she would not dare hurt us for real, or she would have done it by now. Are you still sure we’re going to get out of here?”
			

			
				Gwen smiles. “Almost certain.”
			

			
				“Then I guess taking a few dozen cocks isn’t the worst way to pass the time.”
			

			
				Gwen shakes her head. “God, I love you so much.”
			

			
				I smile. “I love you too.”
			

			
				”I want to fuck you so bad.” Gwen pushes closer, but we are chained too far apart to kiss. “Fuck …”
			

			
				I blow her a kiss. “Patience, Mistress. Now you know how I usually feel.”
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 3
			

			
				 
			

			
			E
				lena returns once in a while to whip us again, but she never manages to elicit more than a few reluctant groans and a few laughs from Gwen and me. But standing like this does make the arms go numb after a while, and when one of her men finally comes to take us down, we both whimper as the blood soars back into our arms. It feels like a thousand needles are piercing my skin. 
			

			
				“The guests will be arriving soon,” the man says as he looks down at the two of us squirming on the floor, clutching our arms. He has his hands on his hips and a playful smile on his lips. “A lot of horny people will be excited to see the main attraction.” He kneels next to Gwen and rams two fingers inside her pussy. “Still wet.”
			

			
				“Please … don’t …” She looks up at him. “Don’t stop. It feels good.”
			

			
				He laughs. “Man, I’m getting hard just watching the two of you writhe on the floor.” The man gets up and wipes his fingers on his pants. “But you can’t go to a party looking like that. We need to get you freshened up.”
			

			
				He attaches two leashes to our collars and forces us to crawl through the opulent halls and corridors. He takes us to a small bathroom and locks our collar chains to a towel bar next to a sink and mirror. “There’s some makeup there, as well as two dresses Elena wants you to wear. You better try looking your best for the guests, or you’ll regret it.” He yawns and checks his phone. “I can’t be bothered to stand here and wait for two sluts to finish up, so I’ll come to get you in a bit.” He removes our wrist and ankle restraints. “And I don’t care how much you make out.”
			

			
				Gwen and I stare at each other for a bit, puzzled at the sudden turn. But we are not about to let an opportunity like this pass us by. We embrace each other in a warm, affectionate hug and start making out almost immediately.  
			

			
				“We probably don’t have much time,” Gwen says and moans as I go down on her. My collar chain rattles as I lick her pussy. 
			

			
				“Mmhmm …” 
			

			
				“Well …” She supports herself against the sink. “Maybe we do have a little time.”
			

			
				It is a tender, passionate moment in a sea of uncertainty, but it does not take long before my trained tongue brings Gwen to a satisfying climax. She grabs hold of my hair when she comes, her loud moan of pure pleasure filling the small room. She is collared like me, but she is still my mistress, and when she pulls me to my feet and her fingers begin to crawl near my pussy, I shake my head no.
			

			
				“We don’t have that much time,” I say and kiss her. 
			

			
				Gwen nods and lets her hand run over the fabric of the short black dress hanging nearby. “Fine.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				We are both dressed and ready when the man returns. He whistles loudly when he sees us. “Wow, you clean up well! But we can’t have you running around with your hands untied. It’s not proper.” 
			

			
				He locks my hands behind my back with heavy, wide handcuffs. I know them well, they are more comfortable than the narrow ones from earlier, but the added weight becomes troublesome a moment later when the man locks a short chain to the cuffs and pulls them upward until my arms can go no further. He then proceeds to lock the other end of the chain to the ring on my collar. 
			

			
				Oh, fuck yes. This will be my kind of party. The weight of my arms and the heavy cuffs put a massive strain on my neck, and I cannot help but stare at myself in the mirror while he cuffs Gwen the same way. I am wearing a short red dress with matching heels, and my long, platinum hair looks good with the black collar. The veins beneath my eyes bulge from the pressure on my neck and the restricted air flow, but it is just a visual representation of the lust soaring through me. 
			

			
				The other man walks in with a set of long chains, which the two men use to tie around our arms, completing the brutal steel box tie. They make sure the chains press against our breasts from both sides, causing them to push forward, and restricting the blood flow. It is an intense and restrictive tie, but even Gwen seems to find pleasure in it.
			

			
				The final piece of the puzzle is two large ring gags, likely meant to prevent us from keeping the guests from showing whatever they want down our throats.
			

			
				“This’ll be a great party,” one of the men whispers and licks me on the cheek. “I hope you’ll enjoy yourself.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				The ring gag only makes the constant choking sensation more intense. We are escorted through the large mansion to a massive dining room at the other end of the building. A table has been set for roughly twenty people, and near the door, a low table has been placed.
			

			
				“This is your table,” one of the men says with a grin. “Let’s get you set up.”
			

			
				Gwen and I are placed on our knees with our butts against each other. Our collars are chained to a metal frame in the middle of the small table, ensuring that we can not lower our heads too far. Soon, the guests start arriving; they are mostly men, all wearing expensive suits, and some are escorted by beautiful women in extravagant dresses. Elena greets them all, chatting and mingling while laughing, and for a while, barely anyone seems to notice Gwen and me.
			

			
				This isn’t so bad, I think to myself, but I soon see one of Elena’s henchmen approaching, carrying a massive double dildo. It is wide and long, and the guests turn toward us and cheer as the man slides one end of the dildo inside my pussy before inserting the other end into Gwen.
			

			
				This is new. The huge dildo feels amazing inside me, filling my pussy, and I love the thought of being connected to Gwen this way. I feel exposed and vulnerable, like a caged animal in a zoo forced to breed in front of an audience, but it just turns me on more.
			

			
				“See? I’m a generous host,” Elena says to her guests. “They get to determine their own level of enjoyment at this party.”
			

			
				Laughter. Cold, cynical laughter. I can almost sense Gwen seething behind me; she does not like being laughed at. I try not to move. If Gwen is uncomfortable, I do not want to be the one to move the dildo, but moments later, I feel Gwen move behind me.
			

			
				That … that feels good. 
			

			
				“The sluts seem to have started the party!” Elena laughs and gestures for the guests to sit down at the table. “Eat and drink all you want, my friends! And don’t forget to visit the girls!”
			

			
				Loud music starts blaring from a set of speakers at the other end of the room. I can hear Gwen moaning behind me as she fucks herself on the double dildo. I close my eyes and try to shut out the sights and sounds of the guests who are cheering and laughing at the dinner table. I focus on the feeling of the massive dildo moving inside me, on the jolts of arousal that begin flowing out from my pussy. I focus on the feel of the steel trapping my arms and neck. I test my restraints, allowing the helplessness to travel through my body, to join the increasingly enjoyable sensations from my loins. 
			

			
				The world fades around me. It is just me and Gwen sharing a moment of immense erotic beauty. I can feel Gwen’s warm calves rub against mine, and for a moment, it is beautiful. Pleasurable.
			

			
				Then a large cock enters my mouth. I have not heard the man approaching. I open my eyes and look up at the broad-shouldered, tattooed man. He is holding a chicken leg in one hand and a glass of wine in the other, grinning with delight as he looks down at me. I can tell that I am nothing to him. A hole to fuck. I feel like I am reduced to an object, a sex toy, and I love the thought. Even when Gwen tortures me and looks at me with those cold eyes she often has when she is in her most dominant mood, I am still aware that she is my lover. This man has no feelings toward me, not even lust. I gag as the large cock rubs against the roof of my mouth, occasionally traveling to the back of my throat as a sign of dominance. 
			

			
				Another man walks past me and starts fucking Gwen’s mouth. The thrusts from the two men force our butts to clap together, again and again, driving the dildo deeper inside us. After a while, my pussy is raw and aching, but it does not prevent me from coming multiple times as the men take turns with my mouth, returning several times as the evening goes on. 
			

			
				They come in my mouth. On my face. In my hair. I barely have time to take a deep breath before another cock starts dancing across my tongue. The strenuous position is painful and my throat is sore, but it never seems to stop.
			

			
				And I am not sure I want it to.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Hours pass. Orgasm upon orgasm ravages my body, getting increasingly unpleasant, even painful. My body can not take much more. The smell of cum is overwhelming, my jaw hurts from the gag, and yet the men keep coming. Literally. 
			

			
				Damn, this is intense.
			

			
				When it finally stops, I have lost all sense of time and space. Outside the large windows, there is nothing but pitch-black darkness.
			

			
				“Did you have fun?”
			

			
				I look up to see Elena standing in front of me. I nod.
			

			
				Elena’s smile fades. “Stubborn little cunt,” she says. She takes a mirror hanging on the nearby wall and holds it in front of me. “Look at yourself. This is you now. This is your life. Do you think it can’t get worse from here?”
			

			
				I look at the tired woman in the mirror. Her face is strained from the tight collar. Blotches of dried cum can be seen in her hair, as well as on her face and the expensive dress. She looks defeated and worthless, like a true slave. Which I am. 
			

			
				“This evening is not even over.” Elena smiles menacingly. “We have prepared something special for you downstairs.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Elena whistles as she escorts us through the dark corridors, followed by her two henchmen. My body is exhausted and sore, and Gwen looks like she can collapse at any moment, but she still manages to send me a smile. As much of a smile as is possible when your mouth is forced open by a gag, anyway.
			

			
				They push us into a small room with two wooden tables placed next to each other. 
			

			
				“I had this room prepared just for you two,” Elena says. “You’ll spend the night here. Actually, you’ll spend all your nights here until I’ve broken you.”
			

			
				She nods toward the two men, who grab hold of Gwen and drag her toward one of the tables. She seems to wake up from a daze when she sees the table that is going to be her home for the night. Her tired eyes seem to be confused as to whether to be aroused or afraid. The two men lift her onto the table, sitting her down and locking her ankles to two of the corners using leather cuffs before unlocking her handcuffs. There is no hint of resistance as they tighten leather cuffs around her wrists and anchor them to the opposite corners, leaving Gwen unable to move. 
			

			
				I am next. I shudder when I feel the wooden table against my back when they lie me down and tie me to the corners. It is not an uncomfortable position, but it is not the restraints that are causing my body to tense up. 
			

			
				It is the infernal device between my legs.
			

			
				I try to focus on the fact that I am finally able to stretch my arms and that I am finally lying down, but it is difficult. I turn my head and lock eyes with Gwen. We share a tender moment and a comforting, assuring wink before a blindfold is pulled over my eyes. I can hear someone fiddle with the intimidating machine bolted to the table between my legs. 
			

			
				A piston. With two dildos attached, a giant one on top and a smaller one beneath. 
			

			
				A fucking machine. 
			

			
				I can feel the tip of the first dildo against my pussy. The man is surprisingly gentle as he pushes the lubed rubber cock inside me until it can go no further. It fills me, stretches me, and I let out a muted gasp when the second dildo finds its way inside my asshole. I can hear Gwen writhing and moaning next to me, and Elena’s hollow, unpleasant laughter.
			

			
				“This should do it,” Elena says. “I doubt there’ll be much resistance left when we come to get you in the morning.”
			

			
				Someone pulls the short chain still connected to my collar and attaches it to something above my head, ensuring that there is constant pressure on my neck. Even now, I am not allowed even the slightest of comforts.
			

			
				My heart is pounding in my chest. The wait is excruciating. I know the night will be horrible, but I find solace in Gwen’s confidence that we will manage to get out eventually. Embrace it, Harper. Helplessly shackled to a table while a machine fucks you? You’ve fantasized about this countless times in the darkness of your cell.
			

			
				I test the restraints, pull at them to ensure that I am helpless. The leather creaks, but it is inescapable. I feel the smooth steel against my neck, the gag in my mouth, the total immobilization. Any moment, the machine will whir to life and pummel my ass and pussy until I can take no more. Elena wants to break me, to break us, but in a way, Gwen broke me a long time ago.
			

			
				You’re a slave, Harper. This is what you are.
			

			
				I am going to soak every last drop of pleasure and enjoyment from all the torment and torture that she has in store for me.
			

			
				“You girls have a great night,” Elena says and laughs. I can hear a switch being turned on. 
			

			
				I will. 
			

			
				A loud humming noise sounds from between my legs. The dildos start moving in and out of me, slowly at first, but the pace soon quickens. I hear the door shut as our tormentors leave, but I barely notice. The dildos are precisely calibrated to travel as deep as possible with every thrust, pulling out until they are just short of exiting the pussy and asshole. The lubricated dildos begin to pummel my orifices without pause.
			

			
				And I love it.
			

			
				I know that it is a short-lived joy, but I choose to embrace it. I moan loudly, scream with pleasure, and Gwen soon joins me. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				We cry. We moan. We laugh.
			

			
				My body shakes and sizzles as one orgasm after another rips through me. I find myself in an infinite abyss of pleasure and pain. There is only me, Gwen, and the machines of pleasure.
			

			
				It becomes harder and harder to focus on the pleasure as the hours pass, but it only drives me deeper into submission. Not submission to Elena, though, but to Gwen. 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 4
			

			
				 
			

			
			W
				hen they finally turn off the machines the next morning, my body is broken. My asshole and pussy are burning, and my body shakes from the countless forced orgasms. It is the most intense experience I have had, and that is saying something. The blindfold is removed, and I am momentarily blinded by the sharp, fluorescent lights. The leather restraints holding me are removed, and I am pulled to a seating position by someone tugging at my collar. The night has been a haze, and though I am in a lot of pain, I could sleep anywhere right now. 
			

			
				“Did you have fun?” Elena is leaning against the wall and staring at Gwen and me with a smug smile on her thick lips. The blonde hair is tied in a ponytail, and she is wearing tight leather pants, knee-high boots with tall heels, and a white button-down shirt that reveals her ample, enhanced bosom. 
			

			
				“You sure know how to show a girl a good time,” Gwen says when her gag is removed. She sounds tired and shaken, but defiant. She massages her jaw before her wrists are pulled behind her back and cuffed. “You’ll have to tell me where you got these machines, I need to buy one for Harper when we get home.”
			

			
				“You’re never going home.” Elena clenches her jaw. Every word is thick with hatred and frustration. “You’re going to stay here until I’m bored with you, and then I’m going to kill you.”
			

			
				Gwen looks up at the scary woman. “I doubt daddy would like that, little Elena.”
			

			
				“Fuck you!” Elena snarls and looks at her two henchmen. “Drag them into the courtyard and hang them by the wrists. We’ll leave them there until they submit to me!”
			

			
				She storms off, slamming the steel door behind her. The two men look at each other and shrug.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The fresh air invigorates me, and one of the two henchmen pities us enough to give us a little bread and water before following through with Elena’s orders. The sun warms my cold body, but it is not enough to distract me from the tiredness and the discomfort. 
			

			
				“I don’t know how you do this,” Gwen whimpers when we are alone. She looks up at the shackles holding her and groans. “Fuck, this hurts. My asshole is torn and my pussy is raw.”
			

			
				“You’ve done stuff like this to me countless times, Mistress.” I try to find a rhythm in my breathing, but hanging from my wrists causes the already tight collar to feel even tighter. We are dangling from the heavy branch of a large tree in the middle of the giant courtyard, with a wonderful view of the dense woods surrounding the estate. Armed guards sit in the shade, staring at us with amused grins. “Are you trying to apologize?”
			

			
				Gwen laughs. “No. Never. I know you love it, or at least most of it. I’m just not sure it is for me.” She shrugs. “At least we’re getting some fresh air.”
			

			
				“You’re still certain we’ll be rescued?”
			

			
				She nods. “I am. Pretty sure. Fairly sure.” She sighs. “If not, this isn’t too far off from what you’d be experiencing at home.” Gwen is trying to retain a confident tone, but she is tired, and she groans loudly whenever the brisk wind causes her to sway. We are hanging close, our bodies constantly rubbing against each other, but it is hard to focus on Gwen when my own body is screaming; the steel shackles are not meant to be used for suspensions like this one, and the steel digs into my wrists, threatening to do permanent damage to my tendons. 
			

			
				I look up when I hear footsteps on the gravel. Elena and one of her men are approaching, and it is not hard to judge what she has in mind; a massive strapon dangles between her legs.
			

			
				“I bet your pussies are already hurting from the night’s entertainment,” Elena says and strokes the dildo between her legs. “So this is going to hurt.”
			

			
				I’m just about ready for another round, actually.
			

			
				The man locks our collars together with a padlock, forcing the back of our heads together. Every time Gwen moves, I can feel the steel collar tighten, pressing on my throat. Not bad. I like it. Gwen’s body is trembling from the discomfort, but it feels good to be pressed against her like this.
			

			
				“We’re enjoying the fresh air,” Gwen says defiantly, but her voice is weak from the choking.
			

			
				“Do you want me to gag them?” The man looks at Elena who nods. He removes his black leather belt from his pants, and for a moment, I wonder if he is going to use it to whip us. Instead, he pushes the belt inside our mouths, tightening it. It forces our heads even closer together.
			

			
				The man removes his pants and shirt and stands in front of me. I’m such a slut, I think to myself as I notice the urge building inside me as I stare at his massive cock. His abs glisten with sweat, and all I can think of is how much I want him inside me. 
			

			
				“Such perky breasts,” he says and places his lips on my nipple, creating a vacuum that sends a pleasurable shiver through my body. His tongue starts flicking my nipple, and I fail to prevent a tiny strand of drool from escaping my belt-gagged mouth as I moan. 
			

			
				“We’re not here for foreplay, Manuel,” Elena says behind me. “Just fuck the cunt.” I can hear her approaching Gwen. “I’m going to fuck you hard, Gwen. It’s going to hurt. Then I’m going to leave you and your little bitch here for days.” 
			

			
				Gwen does not respond, and the man in front of me does not wait. The man lifts my legs until my knee joints rest on his upper arms, giving him unfettered access to my pussy. I try to grab the chain holding me, to try and take some of the pressure off my wrists, and I barely manage to get hold of it before the man’s massive cock enters me. 
			

			
				I can tell from Gwen’s frantic groans that Elena has done the same to her. We both hang from our wrists as we are fucked. The hard cock inside me is the only thing steadying me. The experience is twisted and wild; I fear that my arms will fall off, that the shackles will cause irreparable damage to my wrists, but I can not deny that the exposed position helps the man’s cock find new spots of pleasure inside me that I never knew existed. 
			

			
				“MMMMM!” I scream, both from pain and lust. My body is tired and worn, but I am fully present in the moment. Every breath is laborious, restricted by the tight collar, and it causes every thrust from the beastly man to feel even more intense.
			

			
				Fuck, I shouldn’t be enjoying this so much!
			

			
				The rational voice in the back of my mind telling me that these people are dangerous becomes more distant every time the man’s hips crash into me. 
			

			
				I come. Loudly. The cock inside me tears at the walls of my pussy, but any soreness is washed away as the orgasm flows through me. 
			

			
				Fuck, that feels good! 
			

			
				I scream. I cry. I pull at the collar just to feel myself choke harder as the orgasm does not seem to want to stop. I can feel Gwen’s naked body rubbing against my back, writhing in her own heavenly hell of pleasure and pain. 
			

			
				“Damn, these cunts like pain!” the man laughs, but judging by Elena’s frustrated groans behind me, she does not share his amusement.
			

			
				The man lets out a beastlike roar as he shoots his huge load inside me. He pulls out and leaves me dangling from the large tree, jerked back and forth as Elena thrusts into Gwen. I can hear my mistress whimper behind me. She is still being pummeled with remarkable force and stamina. I know her well enough to interpret her moans and groans; she is in pain, but she is enjoying herself.
			

			
				“Fuck. FUCK!” Elena pulls out of her with a scream of frustration. “I can’t stand it! How the fuck can you find pleasure in this!” She starts pacing back and forth in front of us. I can see Gwen’s juices glisten on the dildo between Elena’s legs. “Your slave bitch even comes from this kind of torture. What the hell have you done to the girl to get her like this? No … no, I won’t stand for it!” She turns toward us with a manic expression in her eye. She removes the belt gagging us and the padlock connecting our collars so she can turn us both toward her. “I’m going to leave you here. For weeks. And I’ll only feed you, Gwen. I’ll let you watch your precious lover waste away from thirst and hunger. Would you like that?”
			

			
				Fear grips my body. Any remnant of the pleasure I felt a moment ago is gone in an instant. She is not kidding. But Gwen is remarkably calm. 
			

			
				“Sounds like a wonderful time, Elena, but I think it is time we get going.” She nods at Elena’s chest where three red dots are visible. 
			

			
				Elena looks down at the dots, perplexed. At that moment, dozens of armed soldiers burst out from the trees, yelling at the armed guards to throw down their weapons, which they do. I feel oddly flustered, painfully aware that I am naked with cum dripping from between my legs as I am surrounded by the shouting men. They push a confused Elena onto her knees and handcuff her.
			

			
				“You did this, Gwen!” Elena snarls, struggling against the strong hands holding her.
			

			
				“How could I?” Gwen says in an innocent voice that usually means that she did exactly what she is accused of. “You’ve had me chained and gagged for most of my stay.”
			

			
				Two of the soldiers release the chains we are dangling from, slowly lowering us onto the ground. My legs can barely support me, and my arms are in a tremendous amount of pain, but it is nothing compared to the relief that is washing over me.
			

			
				“Are you okay?” Gwen asks.
			

			
				I nod. “Yeah. At least I got a nice orgasm out of that torture.”
			

			
				“Yeah, it looked like you two were having fun. Sorry to interrupt.” A broad-shouldered man in an immaculate black suit strides toward us. Everything from the sunglasses to the confident smile screams government employee. 
			

			
				Gwen looks at him with a smile. “And for how long were you and your men watching from the trees, Brody?”
			

			
				The man shrugs. “An hour or so. We had to make sure we were ready for the assault.”
			

			
				“Of course. No other reason.” Gwen looks at her shackles. “Could you help us find some keys for these restraints? We’d like to go home now.”
			

			
				“I’ve got my men on it, but why rush it? It looks good on you, Gwen.”
			

			
				“Don’t push it.” Gwen sighs. “But thanks. I knew you’d come. Eventually.” She looks at me. “After Elena tried doing business with me a few years ago, I went straight to Brody, who I knew was helping the local government investigate the mafia. They’ve had this place under surveillance ever since.”
			

			
				Brody nods. “Elena is remarkably good at not mentioning her father’s shady dealings in conversation, but she’ll talk now that we have her on kidnapping.” He checks his watch. “Well, I gotta go brief my superiors. I’ll catch up with you later.”
			

			
				I watch as the rugged man leaves. All around me, soldiers are arresting Elena’s men and ransacking the buildings, and it seems they have all but forgotten about Gwen and I, who are standing in the middle of it all, chained, collared, and naked. 
			

			
				“I told you we’d get out of it,” Gwen says and kisses me on the cheek.
			

			
				“You could’ve told me how.”
			

			
				“No fun in that.” Gwen nods toward Brody, who is on the phone nearby. “You’ll probably have to suck his cock, though.”
			

			
				“Is that an order … Mistress?”
			

			
				She smiles. “Yes, it is. Slave.”
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				Chapter 1
			

			
				 
			

			
			I
				 let out a relaxed sigh as the warm coastal breeze messes up my hair, and the azure ocean stretches out endlessly to my right. Gwen's hands rest confidently on the wheel, her focus unwavering as she steers the sleek cabriolet down the winding highway. My gaze switches between her content face and the breathtaking view ahead, each second etching itself into my memory like the stroke of a painter's brush. This is heaven. 
			

			
				The sun hangs high in the sky, casting a radiant glow over the landscape, infusing everything with a golden hue. The road unfolds before us like a ribbon, weaving along the rugged cliffs and dipping into valleys lined with lush, swaying palms. But no matter how gorgeous the surroundings are, my eyes keep being drawn to my lover, my girlfriend – my mistress. Her fine features and ebony hair look amazing in the sharp sunlight, and I ache for her. With each fleeting second, I am acutely aware of the rise and fall of my chest, a fluttering sensation that intensifies with each passing mile.
			

			
				I reach out and brush my fingertips against the soft fabric of her shirt, feeling the warmth emanating from her skin. For once, she is not wearing black, and the contrast between the white, sleeveless shirt and her raven hair makes her look even more beautiful. A secretive smile is permanently etched onto her full lips. 
			

			
				“Do you like what you see?” she asks without taking her eyes off the road. She presses her high-heeled boots onto the accelerator, roaring past the speed limit down the broad highway.
			

			
				I smile. “I do.” I shift in my seat, the slender steel collar adorning my neck a constant reminder of my place, of the sweet surrender that courses through my veins whenever the small O-ring on the front jangles. “It’s a beautiful view. Both outside and inside the car.” With a delicate touch, I run my fingertips along the collar’s edges, feeling its weight like a comforting presence. It is lighter than the collars she usually makes me wear, but still a constant presence. Airport security needed a little persuasion, but I enjoy the looks I have been getting since we arrived on the island. 
			

			
				Gwen steals a glance at me, her eyes gleaming with affection as she notices my fingers playing with the collar. “I can’t wait to get you to the hotel and tear those clothes off you,” she says with a grin.
			

			
				I meet her gaze, my heart swelling with love. "I can't wait either," I reply, my voice barely above a whisper. “It feels odd to not be restrained when traveling with you, though.” I stare at my naked wrists for a moment, imagining them encased in unforgiving steel.
			

			
				Gwen laughs. “Don’t worry, I’d never go on holiday without a suitcase full of cuffs and chains.”
			

			
				“Good.” I smile at her. “I love you so much, Gwen.”
			

			
				Gwen's hand finds mine, her fingers interlacing with mine, the warmth of her touch a comforting reassurance. "And I love you, Harper," she echoes, her voice carrying a depth of emotion that ignites a fire within me. “It’ll be a holiday to remember, I promise.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Gwen steers the car into a shaded parking spot at a picturesque lookout point. With a satisfied sigh, she turns off the engine. We sit for a bit and take in the view while holding hands. My gaze sweeps across the horizon, taking in the undulating waves and the distant silhouette of neighboring islets, each one a mere speck in the vast expanse of the ocean. Just a few days ago, I was let out after a punishing week-long stay in Gwen’s dungeon, and now I am on holiday. It all seems surreal.
			

			
				Gwen grabs her purse from the back seat. “Come, let's go for a little walk,” she says and opens the door.
			

			
				“I thought you couldn’t wait to get to the hotel?” I do not try to hide the disappointment in my voice.
			

			
				She walks around the car and opens the door on my side, reaching a hand out toward me. “All in due time, my love. You just spent a week chained to a wall, you could use the exercise.”
			

			
				I take her hand and get out. The view is amazing, and the breeze is a welcome respite in the heat. I adjust my black hotpants, which are bordering on unacceptable for public view, and the short, blue crop top reveals a few of the bruises left over from the last whipping Gwen administered. Marks of honor. Why hide them?
			

			
				 
			

			
				The gravel crunches beneath my black Converse sneakers as we walk down a winding path. We only see a few other tourists.
			

			
				“This is a nice spot,” Gwen says when we arrive at an old tree standing on the edge of the cliffs, overlooking a gorgeous bay and a small town. 
			

			
				“For what?”
			

			
				I gasp with delight as Gwen produces the glinting pair of handcuffs from her purse, the clinking metal resonating through the tranquil air of the lookout point. Before I can react, she pushes me against the old tree and secures my wrists above my head, the sturdy branch of the tree serving as an unexpected anchor. My heart races with a heady mix of anticipation and surrender, the cool breeze of the ocean kissing my skin as I find myself at the mercy of Gwen's playful whims once more. The cuffs bite into my wrists, sending a thrill coursing through my veins. 
			

			
				Gwen's breath tickles the nape of my neck, her husky whisper sending a delicious shiver down my spine. "That’s more like it, my love," she says, kissing my neck. "Helpless and mine."
			

			
				“Forever,” I add.
			

			
				She smiles. “Forever.”
			

			
				I can't help but arch into her touch, the vulnerability of my position mingling with the sweet rush of arousal that jolts through me. Gwen's fingers trace the contours of the exposed parts of my body, leaving a trail of fiery desire in their wake. My breath hitches as she leans in and kisses me with passion and force. It is playful, but there is a hint of domination beneath it, a reminder of our dynamic. We are lovers, girlfriends, but we have not been equals for a long time. With every whisper of a touch, the cuffs feel tighter, and yet, I know that she is holding back. This is not my Mistress at her fullest, this is just my girlfriend being playful, and it is a nice change of pace from the intense, painful sessions in the dungeon, no matter how much I love those. 
			

			
				She loves me, I repeat to myself as her fingers slide down my pants. She truly loves me. Gwen has been like a giddy, love-struck schoolgirl since we left home, but there is something beneath it all, something I cannot quite put my finger on. Every time Gwen has traveled with me, she has pushed me further and further; taken me to clubs to be shared, left me in medieval dungeons, sent me to torturous slave training camps, and much more. But not this time. I may be chained to a tree in public, but it feels almost … vanilla.
			

			
				The thoughts are quelled a moment later when Gwen once again dips into her purse. Gwen pushes a bright red rubber ball into my mouth and secures the ballgag in place, the soft leather pressing against my skin as the strap encircles the back of my head. The silence that follows is punctuated only by the sound of my own ragged breaths and the distant crash of the waves below. A profound sense of vulnerability washes over me; no more tender words, no more playful banter. Gwen was always in control, but this cements it. With each attempted word stifled by the ballgag, I find myself consumed by a potent cocktail of helplessness and arousal.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Gwen's gaze meets mine as her fingers dance along the exposed skin of my collarbone, tracing intricate patterns of desire and devotion that leave me quivering with an unquenchable thirst for more. As Gwen rolls up my T-shirt, baring my breasts to the touch of the wind, a surge of pure lust washes over me, aided by her soft hands groping my exposed breasts.
			

			
				But we are not alone. Three young men approach, and their laughter and banter fall silent the moment they see Gwen and me. I feel my cheeks flush with a mix of self-consciousness and desire, and I am helpless to do anything but go along with whatever Gwen has in mind.
			

			
				“An audience!” Gwen laughs and meets the curious gazes of the three men. Her voice is flirtatious and sensual. "You boys can watch, but hands off," she says and raises a finger. "She is all mine."
			

			
				The men chuckle nervously, their glances flickering between Gwen's commanding presence and my firm breasts. "Of course,” one of them says with a smile. “We’re just here to enjoy the view.”
			

			
				I let out a muffled sigh of both relief and disappointment as the three guys find a spot in the shade while they whisper and giggle. Being fucked in public by three virile young men is no longer as scary to me as it was when I first met Gwen, and it would not have surprised me if she had invited them to do just that, but it is not how I want to start our holiday.
			

			
				“How about we give them a little show, my love?” Gwen says and kisses me on the lower lip, licking a bit of drool off my chin. 
			

			
				“Mmmh?” I reply. 
			

			
				Gwen retrieves a slender branch from the ground. With a swift flick of her wrist, the makeshift cane slices through the air, its impact sending a searing jolt of sensation across the skin of my breasts. A gasp of pleasure escapes through the ballgag, the mingling of pain and euphoria igniting a tempest of desire that surges through every fiber of my being. With each subsequent strike, the world narrows to the intimate dance between the cane and my flesh. It is playful and far from as hard as I know Gwen is capable of, and every strike turns me on even more. Gwen's movements are calculated yet fluid, each measured strike showing off her years of experience. I find myself walking on the edge of ecstasy, and even though my body needs a lot more pain to achieve orgasm if there is no other stimulation involved, I still feel my panties getting soaking wet. 
			

			
				Gwen pauses and leans in. “Quite a start to our little holiday,” she says and twists my nipple, causing me to cry out in pain. She drops the cane and once again lets her fingers slide down my tight shorts. “And it seems you’re enjoying yourself.”
			

			
				I nod. There is no use in denying it; her fingers are sliding effortlessly inside me, lubricated by my traitorous juices. Over her shoulder, I can see the young men getting more excited, and an older couple stops their walk to stare at Gwen and me. The woman clutches her husband’s arm, but the look in her eyes betrays the excitement she is feeling.
			

			
				“Do you want me to finger you to orgasm in front of these strangers?” Gwen asks. She gently rubs my clit with the palm of her hand.
			

			
				It is wrong. I should be terrified, humiliated, but I have endured so much since I met Gwen, and any reluctance I might feel is overridden by the lust gripping my body. “Mmmh … pwwweash …” I pull slightly at the handcuffs holding me, eager to let the helplessness fuel my desire. Gwen kisses the part of my neck not covered by the slim collar, and the hand that is not busy below gropes my breast.
			

			
				Fuck, this is hot. I close my eyes and allow myself to swim in the sea of lust. The actual sea joins with the increasingly giddy conversation between the young men and the grunts from the older couple, who do not move on, despite their audible indignation. It is all so tame compared to what I have been exposed to before, but the light bondage and the audience help transform the touch of Gwen’s cunning fingers into a torrent of pleasure. 
			

			
				I stare into her eyes. There is so much love in them, and her playful smile makes my heart beat even faster than it already is. She is beautiful. I am hers, completely, but is she mine? I let my fingers run across the smooth steel holding my wrists and push the weird thought away.
			

			
				No. I’m hers. Her slave. That is all I need.
			

			
				Soon after, I come in front of the strangers. My entire body trembles and I can hear the old branch creak above me as my legs disappear beneath me and I hang from my wrists for a bit. The wind carries away my scream of pleasure, leaving only a tired smile and a goosebump-ridden body behind. The older couple walks away, the woman clutching her man a little tighter, her face red and her chest flustered. The young men cheer and clap, thanking Gwen for the wonderful show. Meanwhile, I stand there, trying to regain my composure; the cuffs dig into my wrists, the collar feels tighter all of a sudden, and an overwhelming sense of helplessness grips me. 
			

			
				“What a nice start to our holiday,” Gwen says with a smile. She removes the ballgag.
			

			
				I nod. “Yes, Mistress.”
			

			
				“Mistress?” Gwen kisses me. “This was just a little fun between lovers, Harper.”
			

			
				If you say so. I smile. No matter what, I am having a wonderful time. Gwen unlocks my handcuffs and slides them discretely into her purse along with the ballgag, leaving only the marks on my wrists and breasts behind. I roll down my T-shirt to hide the nasty bruises from Gwen’s caning. She takes my hand and together we walk the path as if nothing has happened, but the wet stain in my panties and the burning skin on my breasts are a constant reminder of our arousing break at the lookout point. In the darkness of Gwen’s dungeon, I have often dreamed of just walking with her like this, hand in hand, but something inside me is pulling me in the opposite direction. Away from the freedom, away from the open skies and gorgeous scenery.
			

			
				Back to the darkness. The dungeon. The helplessness.
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 2
			

			
				 
			

			
			T
				he soft murmur of distant crowds mingles with the rhythmic melody of the sea, the sound gently rustling me awake in the luxurious hotel bed. Sunlight spills through the open balcony door, casting a warm glow across the elegantly furnished room adorned with thick drapes and polished wooden furniture. The pristine white sheets envelop us, hiding the naked bodies that defiled the bed the night before.
			

			
				I stir with a sigh. The first thing I notice is the rattling of the handcuffs that have kept me chained to the bed all night. Gwen is lying next to me, looking serene and beautiful as her black hair cascades onto her shoulders. The sight fills me with an overwhelming sense of love and affection. The gentle hum of passing ships in the distance adds to the ambiance, enveloping us in a timeless sanctuary where the outside fades into nothing, leaving Gwen and me as the only people in our own little world.
			

			
				Chained to a bed with a goddess lying next to me, I think to myself and smile. The soft mattress is far removed from the thin, cold straw mat in my usual cell. My hands are a little numb, but I am used to the sensation. Being chained next to Gwen reminds me that we are still slave and mistress, despite the surroundings, yet this type of bondage feels more sensual, more erotic. I turn my head and look at her; she looks peaceful and fragile, cuddled up in a fetal position with her head right next to my pounding heart. My eyes move down her naked body until the thin covers prevent me from seeing more. My gaze continues onto the tattoo on my pelvis; ‘Property of Gwen’. I smile. That is exactly what I am.
			

			
				She stirs. “Mmmm …” she moans as if she is waking from a pleasant dream. She opens her eyes and looks up at me. “Good morning, my love.”
			

			
				“Good morning.”
			

			
				 She rolls over and onto my body. Just feeling her on top of me makes me wet, as does the prolonged, passionate morning kiss. “Did you sleep well?”
			

			
				I nod. “Considering the circumstances.”
			

			
				Gwen smiles. “This shouldn’t be too uncomfortable for you, compared to what you’re used to.”
			

			
				“I guess not.” I rattle my handcuffs. “I do need to go to the bathroom soon.”
			

			
				“You’ll have to wait a little longer,” Gwen says with a playful grin and gets out of bed. “I’m going to take a shower, then we’ll see if I’m ready to release you.”
			

			
				I watch as my lover walks across the floor, her naked hips swaying sensually. I hear her turn on the water and imagine the droplets cascading down her fit, slender body. I pull at my restraints in frustration; I want to be near her, to feel her, yet I cannot deny the desire building within me as I am being denied what I yearn for. For a moment, my mind wanders past Gwen’s naked body, back to a distant, foggy time before I met her. Who was I before? The Harper I once was is nothing but a shadow in the back of my mind; I have almost no contact with anyone from back then. Gwen is my whole world, and even though that should scare me, make me feel limited and claustrophobic, it does not. I feel safe. Comfortable. Loved. If Gwen collared me to the wall in her dungeon tomorrow and threw away the key to my chains, I would be content as long as she would be there with me.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Gwen returns. Her wet hair is tied in a messy bun, and the look in her eyes spells trouble, pain, and pleasure for me. She sits astride me, resting her firm buttcheeks on my thighs, and lets her soft fingers explore my upper body. 
			

			
				“It’s tempting to just stay here all day,” she says with a smile before leaning down and kissing my left nipple. She sucks it into her mouth and flicks it with her tongue.
			

			
				I let out a soft moan. “Yes … it is.” Just you and me, Gwen. Forever. I squirm as she sucks my nipple, and the bed creaks the more I pull at the handcuffs. 
			

			
				She sits back up and smiles. “But I have plans for today.” She reaches in under the covers and finds the small flogger that filled the room with muted gasps and whimpers last night. “First …” She starts whipping my breasts. “Breakfast. Then a little sightseeing before a luxurious lunch.” The whip draws red lines across my skin. Her words weave a tapestry of enchantment, each flick of the flogger becoming a prelude to the enchanting day she envisions for us. The promise of sightseeing, a leisurely lunch, and a captivating boat ride at sunset sound wonderful, but my body is focused on each hit of the infernal leather. 
			

			
				“That … that’s a packed itinerary,” I moan when the flogger is replaced by soft hands. 
			

			
				“Can’t waste a holiday like this,” Gwen says with a smile.
			

			
				“We’ll have plenty of opportunities to go on holidays like this one, my love.” I gasp when she squeezes my nipples. “Why cram so much in this one?”
			

			
				Gwen does not answer. A flicker of a shadow darkens her face for a moment before it lights up again and she kisses me. “Let’s get something to eat.” She grabs the keys from the nightstand and unlocks my handcuffs before jumping off the bed to get dressed.
			

			
				I sit up and watch her as I massage my sore wrists. A knot forms in my stomach, and for a brief moment, I wonder if Gwen is going to break up with me, but the kiss still burns passionately on my lips. No. That’s not it. I push the dark thoughts away, aided by the memory of the mindblowing sex we had last night and the warm embrace that meets me the moment I stand up. 
			

			
				“I fucking love you, Harper, you know that, right?” Gwen says with sparkling eyes.
			

			
				“I know.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				I used to backpack a lot, sleeping in cheap hostels and under the open sky, watching with self-righteous condemnation as the rich tourists arrived at their 5-star resorts while I scoffed down a cheap noodle dish, sitting on a sidewalk. They don’t get it, I used to say, but I have to admit that luxurious traveling has a lot of perks. The moment we step out of the hotel after a fantastic breakfast, a giant, air-conditioned SUV waits to take us to our destination. As I sit in the comfortable leather seat, I get to look out at the locals and the other tourists through tinted windows while Gwen pours champagne into tall glasses.
			

			
				“Is something wrong?” Gwen takes a sip from her glass and hands one to me. 
			

			
				“No, not at all. It’s just …” I gesture at the interior of the car. “It’s a little overwhelming.”
			

			
				“We can pull over and walk if you want?”
			

			
				I take a sip of the champagne and feel the gentle bubbles dance on my tongue. “I think I can live with it,” I say with a smile as I watch the dense city turn into farmland.
			

			
				“Don’t worry, it won’t be all luxury.” Gwen leans back in her seat and closes her eyes. “We’ll be going with a normal tour group when we get to the temple.”
			

			
				I look at my girlfriend, knowing full well that Gwen has the money to get the whole site closed down for us. “I assume that you have some sinister motive behind signing us up for a tour like that?”
			

			
				She smiles. “I have no idea what you mean, and I’m frankly offended by what you’re implying, young lady.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Gwen and I are both fascinated by history. As Gwen and I step out of the car, the vibrant energy of the bustling temple complex envelops us in a whirlwind of anticipation and ancient mystique. The warm, humid air weaves through the throng of visitors, carrying with it the faint echo of history and the timeless allure of the sacred ruins that lie before us. The ancient stones stand tall and weathered, a silent testament to the passage of time, their intricate carvings and weathered façades imbuing the surroundings with an air of wonder.
			

			
				I glance down at my attire. The casual comfort of my jean shorts and sleeveless T-shirt is a stark contrast to the elegant summer dress that Gwen wears with effortless grace. My black Converse shoes are perfect for navigating the steep stairs; the old stones are slippery from centuries of use. Gwen's ponytail sways gently in the warm breeze, the delicate features of her face radiant with a quiet awe that mirrors the ancient majesty that surrounds us. She holds my hand tight, but I can tell that the smile is not only caused by the impressive architecture around us.
			

			
				“I think the tours start over there,” I say and point at a ramshackle booth in the shade of a large tree. 
			

			
				Gwen nods. “Looks like it, but we need to find a bathroom first.”
			

			
				She pulls me toward a toilet sign nearby and into a vacant bathroom. It is surprisingly clean and fairly large. Gwen proceeds to push me against the wall and place a forceful, intense kiss on my unprepared lips. I lean into it, feeling a rush of pleasure grab hold of me, but she pulls away before we even get started. She looks me in the eye and grins while she pulls an old acquaintance out of her purse. 
			

			
				“You want me to have that inside me during the tour, don’t you?” I sigh and stare at the massive dildo. It is made from black rubber with a flat base that is meant to rest against the clit. I have spent long, agonizing days in the dungeons oubliette with that thing pressed inside me.
			

			
				“I do. I really do.” Gwen nods at my pants. “You know what to do.”
			

			
				I groan and pull my shorts and panties down. Gwen hands me the dildo and takes a few steps back, leaning against the wall with a wry smile. I put the menacing contraption in my mouth and suck it, adding as much saliva as I can to lubricate it. The tip of the massive rubber cock fills my mouth and presses against the back of my throat, causing me to both gag and feel submissive at the same time. Meanwhile, one of Gwen’s hands has disappeared up her uncharacteristically flowery dress, and she bites her lower lip as her cheeks flush. 
			

			
				Damn, she looks hot when she masturbates. I pull the cock out of my mouth and look Gwen in the eye while I slowly insert it into my pussy. It is big and thick, and I have to apply a lot of pressure to get it all the way in. It stretches me, fills me, and makes me feel like I am impaled. I pull my panties and jean shorts up to keep the dildo in place, letting out a whimper of pure lust. It does not matter if I move or stand still, I constantly feel it rubbing against the walls of my poor pussy, and I know that it will only get worse. 
			

			
				“Oh, this will be fun,” Gwen says and pulls her hand out from under her dress. Two of her fingers glisten with her juices in the fluorescent light, and she walks up to me and puts them in my mouth. I moan with delight as I taste my lover, my mistress, and when I am done, she puts her finger through the ring on my collar and pulls me in for a tender kiss.
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Ooooh …” I moan as we follow the chipper tour guide up an endless flight of narrow steps. My panties are already soaked, and we just got started. Two hours of trying to keep a straight face while my insides are being remodeled by a gigantic dildo. A gigantic dildo with a built-in vibrator. 
			

			
				A young woman walking next to me stares from the shade beneath her oversized sun hat with a concerned frown. I reply with a disarming smile, but Gwen uses the opportunity to turn on the vibrator. I have to stop walking for a bit as a wave of intense pleasure takes hold.
			

			
				“Are you alright?” the girl asks.
			

			
				“I’m fine, don’t worry about me.” The vibration intensifies, and I can hear Gwen giggling from further up the stairs. “Just … got a little dizzy.” At least the vibrator is silent.
			

			
				“Do you want me to get your wife?” the girl asks and looks toward Gwen, who has turned around and continued walking after turning off the vibrator.
			

			
				I breathe a sigh of relief as the dildo stops. “No, we’re not … married.” I feel an odd sting of longing. The thought never occurred to me before, but I realize that there is no doubt in my mind that I want to be with Gwen for the rest of my life. I look up at the gorgeous, elegant woman at the top of the stairs and smile. Married. Maybe someday.
			

			
				“Oh, I didn’t want to assume, sorry.” The girl blushes. “I just … the collar seems like a symbol of … commitment, you know?” She is unable to pull her gaze away from my neck.
			

			
				My fingers reach for the slender steel and smile. “I guess it is.” 
			

			
				 
			

			
				The tour is agony. Gwen is a master of utilizing vibrators and dildos to keep me on edge for what feels like an eternity, and I struggle to keep up with the small group of polite tourists, who keep asking me if I am alright when I struggle to stand on my feet. Most of the time, Gwen will keep the vibrator on a low setting, ensuring a constant trickle of unfiltered lust, but she finds great joy in turning it to the max setting whenever someone is talking to me. 
			

			
				“Maybe it’s heatstroke?” a middle-aged man suggests when I am forced to support myself against an ancient pillar while my body shakes and my face goes red. The base of the dildo is vibrating intensely against my clit, and I am having trouble focusing on the man’s well-meaning words. 
			

			
				I open my mouth to answer, but no words come out. My brain is shutting down, unable to form sentences.
			

			
				“She’s fine,” Gwen says and walks over to me. “Right, my love?”
			

			
				I nod and glare at Gwen. I want it to stop. I want it to continue. I am humiliated and turned on. I want to fuck her and choke her at the same time. 
			

			
				The middle-aged man shrugs. “If you say so.” He walks over to the rest of the group and joins his wife, who does not seem pleased that he has been chatting to a woman half his age. 
			

			
				Gwen kisses me on the cheek and waves the remote cheekily in front of my face. “I’ll turn it down now. Can’t have you coming in the middle of a sacred place like this,” she says with a grin. 
			

			
				“When … when can I?” I am sweating, not just because of the humid weather; the edging is becoming painful.
			

			
				“In the car. Not before.” She leaves.
			

			
				I wipe my brow and prepare to rejoin the tour group when the young girl with the summer hat from earlier approaches me; I have not noticed her standing nearby. She looks at me while biting her lower lip, and there is a curious spark in her eyes.
			

			
				“I’ve been … watching you,” she says. “It’s a vibrator, isn’t it?”
			

			
				“What?”
			

			
				“Inside you.” She nods toward Gwen. “Your … mistress has the remote, doesn’t she?”
			

			
				I smile at the girl. “Yes, she does. Do you have experience with … this?”
			

			
				She shakes her head. “No, unfortunately not.” Blonde curls frame her untouched face; she is younger than me, twenty at most, with round cheeks and an innocent, but inquisitive, air about her. “I wish I did. Does she tie you up?”
			

			
				“Often, yes.” I show the girl the marks on my wrists from the handcuffs. “I spend a lot of my time in handcuffs or shackles.”
			

			
				The girl can barely contain her excitement. “Fuck, that’s hot.” She looks toward Gwen, who is waiting for us with the others. She smiles at the girl. “You’re a lucky girl.”
			

			
				“I know.” 
			

			
				“She found you out, huh, Harper?” Gwen says with a smile when we reach her and the group. 
			

			
				“I was just curious,” the girl says and stares at the ground. “I’m Fiona, by the way. I don’t want your slave to get in trouble for talking to me.”
			

			
				Gwen laughs. “Don’t worry about it, sweetie.” She pulls me in for a kiss. “Harper’s my slave. That is not really a secret. And I’m guessing you’re curious about being one too.”
			

			
				“How’d you know?” the girl asks.
			

			
				“I can just tell.” Gwen cocks her head to the side and observes the girl for a bit. “Under other circumstances, I might’ve asked you to join us for a session or two, but this holiday is all about Harper and me.”
			

			
				The girl smiles. “I understand.”
			

			
				A pleasant warmth spreads from my chest and throughout the rest of my body, joining the heat from my loins. Gwen has lent me out to others and been with plenty of men and women besides me since we started dating – hearing her reject the sweet, innocent girl makes me feel loved and appreciated.
			

			
				I look at Gwen. “Maybe you can help Fiona get in touch with one of your … acquaintances?”
			

			
				Gwen smiles. “I certainly can.” She finds a business card in her purse and hands it to the blushing girl. “Email me when you get home. If you’re still up for it, I’m sure I can help you find a loving, sadistic mistress.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				When the tour finally ends, I am ready to race Gwen to the waiting car. The sun is scorching, I am hungry, and I am edging badly. Every step is torture, and the constant vibration has turned me into a whimpering mess. 
			

			
				“Please, Gwen … Please …” I beg when we get inside the car. 
			

			
				She finds the remote and smiles. “Driver, to the hotel. And ignore any sounds coming from back here, this is going to get loud.” 
			

			
				I watch as she turns the vibration up.
			

			
				And up.
			

			
				And up.
			

			
				Seconds later, my body explodes in a cacophony of pure pleasure. White spots flicker in front of my eyes, and every fiber of me seems to vibrate. I scream at the top of my lungs, startling the poor driver, but I cannot hold it in. I thrash in my seat and arch my back as the orgasm tears through me, seemingly able to drive me to new heights for every second the vibration continues. 
			

			
				And then, just as it is about to get painful, at the point where Gwen would usually assert her dominance and torture me with continued stimulation, she slows it, gently leading me out of the orgasm. It is beautiful, a piece of orgasmic art, and when the vibrator finally stops, I feel sated and satisfied. 
			

			
				I begin to cry. It is the only way my body can cope with the intense emotions. Gwen leans in and hugs me as I sob in her arms, and I feel nothing but love, affection – and soreness. 


			
				Chapter 3
			

			
				 
			

			
			I
				 am exhausted. My feet are sore from walking countless miles every day hunting for cute stores or hidden restaurants down narrow alleyways, trekking on treacherous mountain paths, or walking along pristine beaches with my lover while the sun sets. But it is the endless sex that is draining my body the most.
			

			
				Not that I mind, of course. Since going on holiday, we have not been able to enter an elevator or get into the backseat of a car without tongues intertwining or fingers sliding effortlessly into moist, aching pussies. I have licked Gwen to orgasm a dozen times in a dozen different places, been fingered to a loud climax in the middle of a crowded restaurant, and much more. Occasionally, Gwen will pull out the handcuffs, gags, or floggers, but a lot of it has just been intense, passionate encounters between smitten lovers. 
			

			
				Fuck, I love her so much, I think and look at her silhouette as it stands on the balcony. Her hips are moving slowly and sensually to the music playing from the street below, and I cannot help but stand and stare at her for a bit. She is dressed like a goth goddess, with a black leather dress enveloping her body and high-heeled, black boots. The black hair flows onto her bare shoulders like a dark waterfall, and the setting sun catches on the wide silver collar around her neck. It is a surprising fashion choice for Gwen, but it is not a locking collar like the ones I usually wear. It is open on the back, a piece of jewelry, and on her, it makes her look even more powerful and assertive, rather than submissive. A matching, wide silver bangle on her wrist is the only other piece of jewelry, and the sight of my confident mistress makes me warm all over. My own dress is red and no less tight, but not as provocative as hers, and I chicken out of wearing heels and once again put on my black Converse sneakers. 
			

			
				She turns and looks at me with a smile. “Ready, my love?” She walks toward me with the poise of a supermodel. Gwen puts a finger through the ring on my slim collar and pulls me in close. “Let's go out. Have a good time.”
			

			
				“We can have a good time here,” I say. The black leather squeaks as I squeeze her buttocks. 
			

			
				“There’s a festival going on.” Gwen kisses me with a feathery touch, barely touching my lower lip. She knows it drives me crazy whenever she does that. “The city is one big party.”
			

			
				“Parties mean people. I like it when it is just the two of us.”
			

			
				“I promise I’ll leave you chained in a cell for a week when we get home.”
			

			
				Why does that sound so good? “It’s a deal.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				As I step into the vibrant streets of this bustling city, the energy is palpable, pulsating through the air like a heartbeat carried on the breeze. The scent of exotic flowers mingles with the aroma of sizzling street food, creating an intoxicating atmosphere. The city is alive with a riot of colors – from the market stalls to the costumes worn by festival-goers – and everything is lit by colored lights hanging from the trees. Gwen's hand is intertwined with mine, her fingers warm and reassuring. Her confident stride contrasts with my own, a little hesitant and overwhelmed. The black leather on her body reflects the lights, as does her shiny, black hair as it cascades down onto her back.
			

			
				The streets are teeming with crowds, each person seemingly swept up in the infectious rhythm of the festivities. Music reverberates through the air, the beats syncopated and hypnotic. The cacophony of laughter, chatter, and lively music echoes off the walls of the colorful buildings, creating a symphony of chaos that both excites and disconcerts me. I can feel my heart pounding faster, and my palms are sweaty, threatening to slide out of Gwen’s comforting grasp. I try to keep pace with my lover; she thrives in the midst of this pulsating energy, her eyes sparkling with excitement as she eagerly takes in every sight and sound. Her adventurous spirit is infectious, but I have never been a fan of huge crowds, and it has not been helped by all the time I have spent isolated in Gwen’s dungeon. Navigating through the throngs of people feels like wading through a dense forest. Bodies press in on all sides, brushing past me in a whirlwind of motion. The air feels thick with the collective exuberance of the crowd, a suffocating weight that bears down on me.
			

			
				“I don’t feel so good,” I say, but she does not hear me over the loud music coming from a band nearby. I clutch Gwen's hand tighter, seeking solace and grounding amidst the overwhelming chaos. 
			

			
				She turns toward me. It only takes her a second to pick up on what is troubling me, and she pulls me in for a warm, comforting hug. The steel on our necks gives off a metallic clank as they bang together, and the sound turns some of the anxiety into pure lust. 
			

			
				“I know what you need,” she whispers in my ear. Her warm breath on my skin calms me, and I close my eyes to drown for a moment in her scent and her warmth. 
			

			
				Then I feel it. Familiar. Intoxicating. Forbidden. 
			

			
				“Here? Now?” I ask with a mix of terror and excitement as Gwen’s deft fingers swiftly fasten the cold metal of the handcuffs around my wrists, binding them snugly behind my back. I glance around the bustling city square, the cacophony of voices and the curious gazes of strangers sending a thrill down my spine. 
			

			
				She nods. “Submit, my love. These people do not matter, do they?”
			

			
				I smile. “No, they don’t.” The effect is immediate; even though countless people are staring as Gwen fastens a leash to my collar, they seem far away and distant. The nervous Harper fades into the background, and the willing, obedient submissive takes over. Gwen could strip me naked and take me right here – I would not protest. 
			

			
				Gwen’s hands once again disappear into her purse; the purse is not big, but it is large enough for the things she considers essential: Phone, credit card, handcuffs, ballgag, ankle restraints – and a black cloth hood. “Open your mouth … my beloved slave.”
			

			
				I do as I am told, and I hear people mumbling and whispering around me while Gwen presses the large ballgag into my mouth and tightens the strap. As she kneels to lock the legcuff onto me, I look around at the crowd. I meet countless gazes, most curious, some condemning, but the gag and cuffs are like armor, keeping it all from getting to me. I wink at a small group of red-faced, giggling girls a moment before Gwen pulls the hood over my head. The hood is thin but effective, and only small, blurry dots created by the many lights shine through. 
			

			
				I feel a tug on my leash and begin to walk. The chain between my ankles clatters to the rhythm of the music, and I have no choice but to trust Gwen to keep me safe. Again and again, warm, heavy bodies rub against mine, but no one takes advantage of my vulnerability. I am helpless, yet I feel safer than I did before Gwen restrained me. 
			

			
				I want nothing more than this. I relinquish all semblance of control and let myself be guided by the gentle tugging of my leash. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				The experience is overwhelming, and when I hear a door opening and the sounds of the festival dissipate behind me, I am exhausted. The hood is removed, and I look into Gwen’s shimmering eyes. She is visibly turned on from dragging me through the crowd on a leash, and I wonder for a moment if she is going to fuck me in the middle of the crowded, upscale restaurant we now find ourselves in. A snobbish waiter glares at us, coughing to get our attention, but Gwen ignores him and kisses me on top of the ballgag. I am deeply embedded in subspace, barely aware of the people looking up from their meal to stare at the cuffed, collared, and gagged slavegirl standing near the entrance. I plunge myself into Gwen’s loving eyes, and I shake my head no when she begins to unbuckle the gag. 
			

			
				“Please … Mistress,” I whisper when the gag is removed. A long strand of drool connects the ball to my lips. “Don’t … don’t release me.”
			

			
				Gwen cocks her head. “No nice, relaxed dinner as lovers?” The question is innocent on the surface, but something in her eyes tells me that my answer is important to her.
			

			
				“I … you decide, Mistress.” I just want her. I just want it to be the two of us. No one else.
			

			
				Ever. 
			

			
				“Hmm …” She bites her lower lip and smiles playfully at me. “I don’t think they’ll allow you to be cuffed when we eat. However …” She turns toward the visibly outraged waiter. “Where are the bathrooms?”
			

			
				“Eh … over there,” he says and points. “Madam, I cannot allow …”
			

			
				“Yeah, yeah. We’ll talk when we get back. I’m going to go fuck my slave loudly before dinner.”
			

			
				Before the red-faced waiter can answer, Gwen has yanked my leash and is dragging me toward the back of the restaurant, past dozens of well-dressed, confused guests. She leads me inside and locks the door before pushing me against the wall. My handcuffs scrape against the expensive, elegant tiles as she presses her body against mine, and she keeps a firm grasp on my leash while her other hand rolls my dress up to reveal my uncovered, dripping wet pussy. 
			

			
				“So fucking wet,” she says as she begins to finger me. There is no resistance, they slide in without effort, and I gasp with delight. “Say it again, slave. Say what it is you want.”
			

			
				“I … I just want to be your slave, Mistress. Forever.” The words echo in the small room. “I never want to be free again. I want to be your … fuck, that feels good … your eternal prisoner, your toy … your slave.” 
			

			
				This is not dirty talk. These are my deepest feelings escaping my body. I can tell that my words are turning Gwen on; she lets go of my leash and touches herself, unable to resist. 
			

			
				“FUCK!” I cry when Gwen curls her hand into a fist and rams it inside me. It fills me, stretches me, torments me. The pain only adds to my enjoyment, and I welcome it. The holiday has so far been filled with love and tenderness, and even the whippings have been playful and sensual. This is raw and fierce, something I have not been aware I have been missing. She grabs my hair and forces me to bend over the toilet, fisting me harder and harder. I scream with pain and delight. I can hear someone knocking on the door, pulling at it to try and get in, but I do not care. The angry waiter cries for us to open it, but we have no intention of doing so. 
			

			
				I come in a torrent of curses and cries. My entire body lets go of the sexual tension that has been building throughout our intense walk through the crowded festival. Gwen is still holding my hair while fisting me, pressing her weight down upon me to hold me in place as my body spasms. The handcuffs dig into my flesh, and just as the orgasm nears its climax, Gwen lets go of my hair and pulls my leash as hard as she can. 
			

			
				I cannot breathe. The steel presses against my neck with incredible force, and the resulting arousal washes over me like a tidal wave, driving me even further into the orgasmic abyss. I try to scream, but the sound cannot escape my body. 
			

			
				“Fuck, are you killing her in there?” the waiter shouts and continues to bang on the door. 
			

			
				Gwen stops, leaving her fist inside me. It dominates my body, reminding me of my place as I sob and whimper. Just when my vision begins to blur, she lets go of the leash.
			

			
				“My little slut …” she says and pulls me to my feet. She wipes the tears from my cheeks. “So beautiful. So pure. So … submissive.” Gwen unlocks my restraints and slides them into my purse along with the leash to my collar. “I’m hungry. Clean yourself up, then we’ll go back out there.”
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 4
			

			
				 
			

			
			T
				here is something about the whole scene that makes my body tingle with desire and excitement. The tiny hairs on my skin are standing up, curious to see what will happen, and a pleasant shiver slowly runs down my spine, embracing every vertebra to wake them up, to ready my body for what is to come. The sound of gentle waves comes through the open doors, and the setting sun bathes the luxurious, but small, beach house in a divine glow. We have left the city behind us to finish our vacation at an exclusive resort up the coast. If we pick up the phone, servants will come to cater to our every need, but right now, it is just Gwen and me. 
			

			
				No words are spoken. None are needed. It is a meeting of naked lovers, but since my plea in the restaurant a few days before, the dynamic has begun to slide. We lie together in bed, kissing, but she is the one in charge. She directs me with the tiny signals from her body, with her hands, and with her eyes. I am unrestrained, wearing nothing but my collar, but I might as well be weighed down by shackles and chains. I am her prisoner, trapped by her charisma and love. 
			

			
				I try to slide my hand toward her pussy, but she grabs my wrist and pulls it over my head. Not yet, her eyes tell me. She has plans, I know it. The air is electric with lust and anticipation, more so than usual. It feels special, important, but I cannot put my finger on why. 
			

			
				She lets go of my wrist, sliding her hand down my cheek until it reaches my collar. Her fingers grab hold of it, barely able to fit between the cold steel and my skin. She pulls it, choking me. Immediately, her tender kisses become more forceful and intense, and her other hand moves from groping my breast to rubbing my clit. 
			

			
				I moan and grab hold of the steel bars on the end of the bed’s frame, imagining myself chained and helpless. I feel the steel press against my throat, limiting my breathing while the kisses move onto my neck, toward my nipple. 
			

			
				This is amazing. My heart flutters with every peck of her lips. The experience is both sensual and brutal. I want to thank her, to tell her how much I love her, but I do not want to risk a pause in the mindblowing sex. I bite my lower lip and arch my back, trying to press my clit against her hand, but it has the opposite effect. 
			

			
				She removes her hand. I whimper in response, struggling to catch my breath. Gwen lets go of my collar and kneels on the bed, looking down at me with a curious glance. Her gaze seems to map every inch of my quivering, naked body, and I look up at her pleading eyes. Her lips are trembling with desire.
			

			
				Gwen moves on the bed and sits astride me, straddling my hips. “You and me, Harper,” she whispers as she moves her hands up my torso. “Forever.”
			

			
				I nod. “Forever.”
			

			
				She cocks her head to her side and smiles. “We can’t just be lovers, can we? We can’t just be Harper and Gwen, girlfriends?” It is a question tinged with sadness. 
			

			
				“What do you mean?” I feel a knot forming in my stomach. Is she about to break up with me?
			

			
				She squeezes both nipples with her soft fingers. “We’re not meant to have an affectionate, cute, but boring, relationship, are we?”
			

			
				“We never had that,” I say with a smile, trying to quell the growing discomfort. “I didn’t think that was what you wanted?”
			

			
				“It isn’t.” Gwen smiles. “Never was. I love you, Harper, as much as I am capable of loving another person. I love walking with you on the beach, holding hands, but I … I always want to … dominate you. Hurt you.”
			

			
				“I want you to dominate and hurt me. Always.” I place my hands on her hips. “I’ve known that for a long time, but when you dragged me through that crowd in chains, it became clear to me – I am a slave. Your slave. I don’t want to pretend otherwise.” I pause, knowing that the words forming a sentence in my mind will likely have ramifications for the rest of my life. The sound of the waves is the only thing breaking the intense silence. “Do with me what you want. No limits. No safewords. And never stop doing it. I am fully yours, I renounce my ability to say no, my independence, I place everything in your hands.”
			

			
				“Are you sure?”
			

			
				I nod. “More than anything.”
			

			
				“Then I know what I must do.” Gwen gets up from the bed and strolls toward the phone on the wall. She picks it up and looks at me with a smile. “Bring it now. Yes, I know that we agreed to do it at dinner, but the time is right.”
			

			
				I sit on the edge of the bed. “What’s going on?”
			

			
				“I was planning to do this later tonight, but I don’t want to waste this moment.” Gwen gets down on one knee and grabs my hand. “I want you to marry me, Harper.”
			

			
				“You … what?” The knot is released into a flurry of butterflies in my stomach. A gorgeous, dark-haired girl in a light summer dress, one of the resort’s staff, appears in the doorway with a red velvet pillow in her hands. She comes toward me with a smile; on the pillow rests a steel collar, wider and heavier than the one I am wearing. There is a large O-ring on the front, but though it looks like the ones I have worn a thousand times before, there is something different about it.
			

			
				“If you say yes, this collar will be our wedding band.” Gwen picks it up from the pillow, and the woman leaves. “It will never come off. It can’t come off. It symbolizes your eternal submission and commitment to me. To us. You will be my slave forever, my property. This will be the last moment where you are unrestrained, I will keep you in chains for …”
			

			
				“Yes!” I jump up from the bed, barely able to contain my excitement. “Yes to everything!”
			

			
				Gwen blinks and smiles. “You don’t want to hear the rest of the terms?”
			

			
				“I don’t care. This is all I want, Gw… Mistress.” I pull her to her feet before kneeling in front of her. “I am eternally yours.” I gather my long, platinum-blonde hair in my hand and bare my neck.
			

			
				Gwen removes the slim collar. Her hands are trembling, and she cannot stop smiling. There is so much love between us that my heart is threatening to explode in my chest. The new collar, my last collar, is cold to the touch as she slowly closes it around my neck. The tiny, satisfying click echoes in my entire body, and when she lets go of it, the weight of the steel calms my entire body in an instant.
			

			
				It feels right. My hands shake as I touch the collar. No locks. No way to take it off. I can barely fit a finger between it and my skin. A perfect fit.
			

			
				Gwen takes a pair of handcuffs from her suitcase. “You’ll not be wearing handcuffs all the time, you do need to get dressed occasionally, but I promise that your wrists will not be bare for more than a few seconds at a time.” She gestures for me to stand up before locking the cuffs onto one wrist and pulling my hands behind my back. “You’re mine, slave. I will not use your name ever again. Leave it behind.”
			

			
				Gladly. “Yes, Mistress.” I shudder with delight as she cuffs my hands together. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				A slave for life. The words keep repeating in my mind as I stare at the last rays of the setting sun. I am sitting astride my mistress, riding the giant strapon she has donned for the occasion. Every movement causes the heavy collar to move slightly, reminding me of my new existence. I have been Gwen’s slave for a long time now, but this is different. This is permanent. I have relinquished my free will, and I have not been able to stop smiling in the minutes since. The thick, lubed rubber cock slides effortlessly in and out of my aching pussy, and it makes me feel utterly fulfilled. An equally gigantic dildo is pressed inside Gwen, vibrating gently with my movements, and the strapon connects us physically in an orgasmic, lustful display. 
			

			
				I am hers. I am her slave. Harper is all but gone now, carried away by the breeze. My cuffs clatter behind my back, singing their sweet song, and I am filled with excitement at the thought of never being unrestrained again. 
			

			
				My entire body is trembling, and I am driven over the edge when Gwen flicks a switch on her remote and turns on the vibrator inside the dildo. I scream as I give myself to the orgasm, the explosion of joy and ecstasy. I feel whole, satisfied, and I stare down at Gwen with loving eyes as I shake with delight. 
			

			
				“My slave,” she says with a grin. I can tell that there is more to come, even though all my body wants is to lie down next to her and relax. 
			

			
				But relaxing is no longer an option, at least not something that is in my control. 
			

			
				Gwen is still inside me. The vibrator still buzzes away in my pussy, pushing past the point of enjoyment and into discomfort. She turns me over, onto my back, without allowing the dildo to slip out of my pussy. The handcuffs dig into my back when the weight of my body presses against them, and it hurts when she begins to fuck me with furious determination. 
			

			
				Yes, Mistress, I think to myself as I whimper. Dominate me. Do whatever you want. My pain and discomfort do not matter. My body protests, but my mind is made up. Only now, after the orgasm, do I fully enter subspace, now that part of me wants it to stop. I let go, accept the complete loss of control, and allow my mind to slip into a state of complete helplessness and resignation.
			

			
				I cry. 
			

			
				I scream.
			

			
				I thrash violently when she pulls the massive dildo out and rams it into my asshole. The pain makes me shake, but I do not want it to stop. Ever. I just want her attention, no matter how brutal it is. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Gwen does not stop until she comes herself, at which point I am a blubbering mess. I cannot feel my fingers, the cuffs have cut off the blood flow, and both my pussy and asshole are burning. This is my life now, I think with a smile. 
			

			
				Gwen stands up and wipes the sweat from her brow. “Amazing …” she says. “Get up. Now.”
			

			
				No tenderness. No loving words or gentle kisses. For a moment, I feel an odd emptiness inside, one I had not expected, but it vanishes a moment later when Gwen grabs hold of my hair and pushes me out onto the porch. The sun is gone, but countless colored lamps illuminate the private beach’s pristine sand. It is still warm, but my sweaty body welcomes the cooling breeze. 
			

			
				“Wait here,” Gwen says and disappears behind me. I hear the sound of chains and feel a chill run down my spine. When she returns, a bit-gag is pressed into my mouth and tightened before she unlocks my cuffs to replace them with wide steel shackles. “I want you to fully understand what your life will be like now, my slave.” She pushes me onto the warm sand where I only now notice chains hanging from two palm trees standing roughly 12 feet apart. Before long, my arms are pulled up and out. Matching shackles keep my legs spread, locking them to the tree trunks with thick chains. It is a lovely, vulnerable position, even if my tired body would rather stay in bed.
			

			
				No more soft beds for me, I suspect. I know I made the right decision, but I have a sneaking suspicion that I have not yet understood how drastically my life is going to change.
			

			
				I moan when Gwen fastens a steel belt around my waist. Fuck. A chastity belt. I moan again when two large plugs are inserted into my pussy and asshole before Gwen locks them in place using the chastity belt’s lower part.
			

			
				“You belong to me. So does your pleasure.” Gwen’s soft hands run down my spine. “If you ever get to touch yourself again, it’ll only be at my mercy. Do you understand, slave?”
			

			
				I nod. A trickle of drool escapes the gag and lands on my chest.
			

			
				“I’ll see you in the morning. If I were you, I’d practice sleeping while standing. In the morning, you’ll receive the most brutal thrashing of your life.” Gwen puts a pair of nipple clamps on my tender nipples and wipes some of the drool off my chest with her finger before putting it in her mouth. “I want your screams to wake up the other guests further down the beach.”
			

			
				She leaves me there, closing the door to the hut. For a moment, I am reminded of being restrained at the lookout point at the start of our holiday, but much has changed since then. 
			

			
				I am tired, and my body shakes when the vibrating plugs whirr to life inside me. I know I will scream. I know I will want to beg to be released, that I will curse my decision over and over until Gwen’s mere presence in the morning will wash away all doubt. 
			

			
				But I feel happy. Content. 
			

			
				Changed.
			

			
				Goodbye, Harper. 
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				Chapter 1
			

			
				 
			

			
			T
				he knot in my stomach finally loosens when the private jet touches down. It has been impossible to untangle ever since I left Gwen’s home, but now that the trip is over, I breathe a sigh of relief and allow myself to relax. I lean back in the soft chair and fiddle with the ring on my collar while I look out at the familiar skyline. It made sense for Gwen to stay home, but I miss her and ache for her touch – and the feel of steel around my wrists. This is probably one of the last times I’ll be unrestrained, I think to myself and stare at my naked wrists. Gwen originally intended to never let me go unrestrained after the engagement, but she decided that I had to go on one final trip before the wedding, which is now only a few days away. I have not had a good night’s sleep in weeks; the wedding jitters are keeping me awake together with the excitement and anxiety about the life that awaits me. 
			

			
				“A new life together,” I mumble as I get out of the plane and into the back of the limousine waiting for me on the tarmac. I cannot wait to explore life as a nameless, helpless slave, but leaving my old life behind has proven tougher than expected. I have never been very close with my family, but Gwen still insisted that I needed to say a proper goodbye.
			

			
				And now it is over. Gwen is the only one left in my life. I am unfettered, unburdened. 
			

			
				But not alone. 
			

			
				Harper is gone. The sentence keeps repeating in my mind. It felt weird whenever my parents used my name during the visit, and I feel a certain degree of relief that I never have to face that kind of awkward interrogation again. Gwen has told me that I will still get to go outside from time to time, but I suspect that she does not mean trips to the mall. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				The bustling city roars past me outside the windows of the limousine, showing me a world that I feel less and less connected to. I move in my seat; I have worn a chastity belt on numerous occasions, but this one has only come off for cleaning a few times since the engagement, and the inability to touch myself is beginning to get to me. 
			

			
				The dildo inside me begins to vibrate slightly. 
			

			
				Fuck … Having the dildo rub against the inside of my pussy whenever I move has been rough enough throughout the trip, but Gwen has set the built-in vibrator to go off at regular intervals as well. I hold on to the door handle as the vibration increases in force, and I smile sheepishly at the driver when he looks at me in the rear-view mirror. 
			

			
				“Are you okay, Miss?” 
			

			
				“I’m … fine,” I say as I feel the heat spread to my cheeks and my loins. “Don’t mind me.” As if being forced to wear a heavy steel collar in public wasn’t humiliating enough. I close my eyes and focus on the vibration, on the arousal that slowly floods my body. I know that the vibration will not allow me to come, that it is simply a way for Gwen to show her control over my body even when not around, but I still love it. 
			

			
				I miss my Mistress.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Before the engagement, I would have jumped into my lover’s arms after a few days of separation. I would have kissed her, professed my love, and expected Gwen to pull me into the bedroom. But I am no longer Harper. I am a slave, a slave with no name, and it makes me feel both free and anxious at the same time. 
			

			
				When I enter the house, the first thing I do is to get on my knees and place my hands behind my head. My slave position. Gwen comes to greet me and nods approvingly when she sees her slave in the submissive position. She leans down and kisses me gently on the lips. My heart swells with love and devotion as I look up at my mistress and wife-to-be.
			

			
				“Welcome home, slave.”
			

			
				“Thank you, Mistress.” Just being in Gwen’s presence calms me, and I feel even better a moment later when a pair of shiny steel shackles are locked in place around my wrists. 
			

			
				“Horny, slave?” Gwen lifts my summer dress and tugs at the chastity belt. 
			

			
				I nod. “I am, Mistress.”
			

			
				Gwen bites her lower lip. “You’ll have to wait. I believe you still have one more thing to take care of before the wedding.”
			

			
				“I do?” I had expected to spend the last days until the wedding in the dungeon in preparation for my new life.
			

			
				“The wedding dress, of course!” Gwen smiles, and for a moment, the serious mistress gives way to the giddy, lovestruck girl who is excited about her wedding. “I already have mine. You need to go shopping.”
			

			
				“What, like this?” I rattle my shackles. 
			

			
				“Exactly. I told you that you’d never go unrestrained once you came back from your trip.”
			

			
				I shrug. Knowing that I will spend the rest of my life as a chained slave, kept away from the outside world except for rare occasions makes a shopping trip in chains seem like a relaxed afternoon. “Where are we going?”
			

			
				“I’m not coming. Bad luck to see the bride in her dress before the wedding.” She smiles. “Amber will take you.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				This weird life keeps finding ways to surprise me. It never stops to amaze me how Gwen has connections everywhere, and when Amber parks the car outside a high-end dress shop in the poshest part of town and pulls me out of the by a chain connected to my collar, I give in and just roll with it. 
			

			
				Amber has been smiling for the entire car ride. “The owner is a friend of mine,” she says. “She’s keeping the store open just for us.” She opens the glass door and pulls me inside. “I do love a good wedding.” 
			

			
				I always feel small next to Amber; the tall, gorgeous blonde would be a head taller than me even without the white, tall heels, and she exudes confidence and power, not unlike Gwen. I have grown to like Amber quite a bit, looking forward to the rare occasion when Gwen invites her to join in on the fun. 
			

			
				Few people know how to wield a flogger with as much finesse as Amber.
			

			
				“So this is the lucky bride-to-be?” an enthusiastic voice sounds when we enter the back of the store. The short-haired, middle-aged woman adjusts her black-rimmed glasses and smiles at me. “She is beautiful. I’m sure we can find the perfect dress for you. I’m Kate, by the way, welcome!”
			

			
				The sound of my chains fills the empty store as we walk past designer dresses and gowns, none of them with price tags. If you have to ask, you can’t afford it. The two women escort me into a large backroom full of mirrors and wedding dresses. Amber unlocks my shackles to allow me to strip down to my black lace underwear before locking the shackles back on. Kate begins circling me, measuring every part of my body, first with her eyes, then with a tape measure. She compliments my physique and my looks while her eyes linger on the brand that Gwen gave me back when I first became her slave and the tattoo that marks me as hers.
			

			
				“Are you ready for this?” Amber asks. She is sitting on a nearby couch, sipping champagne. 
			

			
				“What, the dress fitting?”
			

			
				“You know what I mean.” Amber leans forward and locks eyes with me. “This is not a commitment to be taken lightly, Harp… sorry, slave. And I don’t just mean marriage.”
			

			
				I nod. “I know. But I love Gwen more than anything. And I know she loves me. This is what she wants, so it is what I want too.”
			

			
				Amber cocks her head to the side and observes me for a bit. “Very well. I do believe you have what it takes. This … what you’re about to do … has been a utopian fantasy among our little circle of friends for years. To find someone so devoted, so submissive, that they would be willing to give up their identity and humanity to become the perfect slave.”
			

			
				The perfect slave. My body suddenly feels heavy, and the collar seems to tighten around my neck. Amber notices my discomfort and smiles. 
			

			
				“Don’t worry, sweetie,” she says in a voice much warmer and caring than what I am used to hearing from her. “Gwen loves you more than anything. She would not suggest something like this if she wasn’t 100% convinced that this would result in a better life and relationship for the two of you.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				***
			

			
				 
			

			
				The day finally arrives. I stand in front of the full-length mirror and stare at my reflection. The long, platinum hair is tied in a lovely braid decorated with flowers, and the white, pristine dress accentuates my slender body perfectly. My arms are bare, revealing the brand on my shoulder, and the steel collar shimmers on my neck, polished to a shine. 
			

			
				“You look amazing,” 199 says and smiles. The young slavegirl is wearing a dark-blue, elegant dress that goes well with her heavier, dark-gray collar and shackles. The last time we met, she was owned by Gwen’s ruthless ex, Jennifer, but Gwen had since managed to convince Jennifer to sell her to Amber, who has been treating 199 far better than her previous owner, causing the young slave to become a far more positive and friendly person that when I first met her. “Here, let me unlock your handcuffs. Gwen wants you in shackles.”
			

			
				I smile as I watch 199 pull a set of brand-new shackles out of a box lined with red velvet. The surface is seamless, with a slight outward curvature that gives them an air of elegance. The connecting chain is short, and I shudder with delight as 199 locks them onto my wrists. A perfect fit and weight. A matching set is added to my ankles. 
			

			
				199 kneels in front of me and ties the shoelaces on my white canvas shoes. “There. Perfect.” She squeezes my hand and wipes a strand of hair away from her eyes. “I still can’t believe you’re going through with this.”
			

			
				“You wouldn’t?”
			

			
				She shrugs. “Maybe. I’m not sure. I love what I have now, but I’m not sure I could commit so fully to being a slave. Not yet, at least.”
			

			
				“Don’t worry, you’ll know when you’re ready,” I say with a smile. “I know I was.” I glance at myself in the mirror. I am still a young girl, but I am about to sign away everything I ever was and ever could become to submit fully to Gwen. And I cannot wait.
			

			
				There is a knock on the door. Rick’s handsome face appears in the doorway. “Is the bride ready?”
			

			
				“She is.” 199 locks a long chain to my collar and hands the other end to Rick before handing me the bridal bouquet. Before I get a chance to check if I am ready, Gwen’s former lover pulls at my collar chain and leads me out of the small room, through the foyer of the empty hotel, and out the double doors in the back leading to a breathtaking view of the ocean. Gwen has rented the entire hotel for the weekend, which is situated near the edge of a cliff. Rick looks back at me with a smile and slows his pace when he notices that I am having trouble keeping up. Near the edge of the cliff is a flowery arch, and beneath it stands my bride. My lover. My owner.
			

			
				My Mistress. 
			

			
				Her black hair covers her shoulders, and the long, flowing black dress and black corset make her look like a vampire queen. The black lips smile when she sees me, and a string quartet begins playing the moment I step outside. The four women playing are all dressed in body-hugging black latex, but apart from them, there is no one else present except for 199, Rick, and Amber.
			

			
				Just the way I prefer it.
			

			
				Rick leads me up the path toward Gwen while 199 walks behind me. Amber stands next to Gwen, and I notice that the two dommes exchange smiles and comments as I come closer. The music builds to a pleasant crescendo and stops the moment I stand before Gwen. My entire body is buzzing with love and excitement as Rick hands over my chain.
			

			
				“Let’s begin,” Amber says and clears her throat. “We are gathered here today to bind this slave to her mistress for eternity. Their love is without bounds and without equal, and today, we will celebrate this love and this commitment.” She turns toward me. “Kneel, slave.”
			

			
				My throat feels dry as I get on my knees. I glance up at Gwen who looks imposing and beautiful as she towers above me, aided by her stupidly tall heels. 
			

			
				“Slave, do you renounce your name and your identity so you can serve your mistress?”
			

			
				“I do.” No hesitation. This ceremony is just a formality – I started on this path the moment I met Gwen, and I have never truly wavered in my resolve.
			

			
				“Will you endure whatever punishment and humiliation she might bestow upon you, no matter the circumstances?”
			

			
				“I do.” 
			

			
				 
			

			
				The collar feels heavier and heavier as I give away more and more of my freedom and free will, essentially becoming something less than a person. Gwen vows to take care of me and train me to become a good slave, and when it is all done, Amber gestures for me to stand up.
			

			
				“Then by the power vested in me, I now pronounce you master and slave.” She turns toward Gwen with a smile. “You may now do whatever you want with her.”
			

			
				Gwen pulls me close and kisses me. “You belong to me now, slave.”
			

			
				“I always did.”
			

			
				She smiles. “I know. But we’ve only been warming up so far.”
			

			
				We have? I open my mouth to ask what she means, but before I can say anything, Gwen pushes a large red ballgag into my mouth and tightens it. She pulls me toward a tall, thick pole behind Amber and lifts my shackles above my head, fastening them to the pole. 
			

			
				“It is time to cleanse your body of who you were,” Gwen says and kisses me on top of the gag. “It’s time to cleanse you with pain.”
			

			
				No part of me wants to protest as she cuts the expensive wedding dress off me with a sharp knife. I am still wearing the white sneakers and chastity belt, but nothing else keeps my naked body from being exposed to the chilly breeze. I’ve been married for ten seconds … I think to myself as I watch 199 carry forth a tray filled with floggers, canes, and paddles, one more menacing than the other. Gwen, Rick, and Amber all take their picks before turning toward me. I curl my hands into fists and bite down hard on the gag in preparation for what is to come, and I already feel my juices trickle down my inner thigh. 
			

			
				Gwen goes first. Her knotted flogger strikes my breast at a perfect angle, sending a jolt of searing pain through my body. I scream and tear at my restraints, but not because I want to escape – I struggle because I want to feel helpless. 
			

			
				The others join in. The pain is overwhelming; none of them are holding back. Rick breaks a thick cane on my thigh, only to grab a new one to continue the onslaught. My screams become louder and more desperate, and yet I manage to feel immense pleasure from the brutal punishment, even when they begin to pierce my skin. I cry and whimper, but I never ask them to stop, I never beg for release.
			

			
				How can I? I am not a person like them anymore. I am not their equal. I am a slave, a piece of flesh, and I am theirs to torture as they see fit. Giving in to this fact brings me pleasure on a whole new level, and when Gwen decides to turn on the vibrator inside me with her remote, turning it to its highest setting, the pain joins in to drive me into an orgasmic frenzy. The release is painful after edging for so long, and my legs give out, leaving me hanging from my wrists while I scream with pain and lust. The orgasm is violent, but neither the whipping nor the vibration stops. Arousal turns to discomfort, lust turns to pain, but the submissiveness remains.
			

			
				I’m just a piece of flesh. I lock eyes with Gwen and smile. The evening is still young, and I suspect I will not be let down until the party is over.
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 2
			

			
				 
			

			
			I
				 want to ask her where we are going, but Gwen has made it clear that I am no longer allowed to speak unless spoken to. I can see trees moving past my windows from my place on the floor of the SUV’s trunk, but it does not tell me much. I struggle to find a comfortable position. The tight steel hogtie does not make it easy, but the worst part is the countless bruises all over my body from last night’s painful wedding party. Better get used to this, Harp… slave, I tell myself as I try to adjust the shackles around my wrist. 
			

			
				“I have a surprise for you, my slave,” Gwen says from the driver’s seat. “We’ve outgrown the old house, I think. So I bought a new one.”
			

			
				A new house? Gwen’s house is gigantic, and I wonder what has driven her to invest in more real estate. She can afford it, money is not the issue, but I know that she loves the old house.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Gwen parks the car and opens the trunk. Behind her, I can see the familiar skyline of our city; we must be on the outskirts, in the hills and near the woods not too far from where we live now. She unlocks my shackles from my ankle restraints and pulls me outside. The fresh air feels good in my lungs, and the gentle breeze catches my short skirt. Gwen takes hold of the chain locked to my collar and gestures for me to follow her, and I wince with every step as the heavy ankle restraints I have worn since the wedding ceremony hurt my tendons. 
			

			
				Wow … We are surrounded by trees, but they soon open up to reveal a gorgeous, modern house; it is smaller than the mansion but seems like it has just been built, with huge windows overlooking a small field on one side and the skyline on the other. It must have cost a fortune.
			

			
				“Welcome to your new home,” Gwen says. “Well … my new home. You won’t be spending much time in the house itself. Come, let me give you a short tour of the outside first.”
			

			
				Nothing seems out of the ordinary as we walk across the small courtyard, but the moment we near the field, I see why Gwen wants to move to a more private location. Everywhere I look, I see hints of what is in store for me. A large wooden cross on the top of a small hill. Gallows with cages of different sizes hanging from them peppered around the small grassy field, and holes in the ground with thick steel grates on top of them. At least it seems that I will be getting some fresh air. Part of me wants to be locked in one of the cages right away, but Gwen continues the tour instead. It feels like a big playground just for us, a place to live out the most extreme fantasies, and I cannot wait to get started. 
			

			
				“Do you like what you see, slave?” she asks.
			

			
				“I do, Mistress. Very much.”
			

			
				“This is where you’ll spend the most of your life from now on. Chained. Caged. Humiliated.” Gwen smiles, and I can tell that she is just as turned on as me. “There’s no turning back.”
			

			
				I nod. No part of me wants to stop what I have started, and I do not feel that it would even be an option if I did. We move toward the house; every room is visible from the field due to the enormous windows, but I suspect that there are elaborate dungeons beneath the minimalistic, elegant building. With every step, the dildo inside me rubs against the walls of my pussy, and the feel of my heavy restraints only adds to my enjoyment as we walk inside. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				I stand there for a bit, staring at the bed in the master bedroom. I know that something is missing there, but it takes a while for my mind to grasp it, even if my stomach has already tied itself into a knot. It is not the various anchor points I have noticed throughout the house that I will be chained to that worries me, nor the lack of any cages or restraints. It is the bed. 
			

			
				Gwen looks at me and smiles when she notices that I keep staring at the single pillow and single cover. “You knew this was going to happen, slave, didn’t you?”
			

			
				I nod. “I did, Mistress. I’m sorry, I just …”
			

			
				“I still love you, I hope you know that.” She kisses me on the cheek. “But you’re my slave, that is who you are. And a slave doesn’t get a pillow and cover if she ever gets to sleep on the bed. Do you understand?”
			

			
				“Yes, Mistress.” 
			

			
				“I’m sure it won’t bother you once you see your part of the house.” She pulls me out of the bedroom and into the main living room. An unseemly spiral staircase is placed in the far corner, and the descent is like moving back hundreds of years. The elegant wooden floors and white walls are replaced by cold stones. The world outside vanishes and can only be glimpsed through steel-barred windows with light shafts outside, which only seems to make the shadows in the dungeons darker and more menacing.
			

			
				Descent into slavery, I think to myself and shudder. The dungeon beneath Gwen’s old mansion had always been intimidating as well, but it still carried some signs of being an old basement, but this has obviously been built from the ground up to be a dungeon, a prison. 
			

			
				And it is huge. 
			

			
				Is this all for me? Dozens of slaves could be tormented and imprisoned here at once, and for a moment, I wonder if that is Gwen’s intention. But the worry is soon washed away by sheer excitement and awe. Racks, cages, pillories, stocks, everything a slave could ever want or fear. Hundreds of restraints, gags, and tools can be found on the walls and shelves, and it seems like Gwen has expanded the already mind-boggling collection. The dungeon is divided into several larger rooms, one more brutal than the other, and my heart races faster and faster as we move through them and into a narrow corridor. 
			

			
				“These are the cells. A lot to choose from,” Gwen says.
			

			
				Not two of them are the same. Some have steel-barred doors, others doors of solid steel. A few of the cells are downright comfortable-looking, with stainless steel toilets and beds with thin mattresses, while others have no comforts or lights. Once again, Gwen has had an oubliette fitted.
			

			
				“You’ll spend most of your time down here in the cells,” Gwen says. Her voice hardens. “I’m going to challenge you here, slave. I’m going to keep pushing your limits.” She looks at me; her beautiful face looks frightening in the muted light. “There’ll be other people, other lovers. Some will get to have their way with you, just like you have tried it before. Do you understand?”
			

			
				“Y… yes, Mistress.” I am not surprised. It is part of being a slave. 
			

			
				“And … there’ll be other slaves.”
			

			
				The knot in my stomach tightens, but I do not protest.
			

			
				Gwen’s face opens up in a warm smile. “But I do not want you to doubt that you’ll always be my number one. The love of my life. But this is what I want, and I believe it is what you want too. Total submission.”
			

			
				“Other slaves …”
			

			
				Gwen’s eyes narrow. “Did you say something, slave?”
			

			
				Fuck. “N… no, Mistress. I’m sorry, I just …”
			

			
				“Are you protesting?” Gwen pulls me closer, and I suddenly feel very warm and scared. “Are you going against your mistress’ will?”
			

			
				I shake my head no but I know it is too late. I am going to be punished. Good. Maybe that is exactly what I need. I suppress a smile as Gwen pulls me into one of the larger rooms, toward a cruel device standing against the wall.
			

			
				An Iron Maiden. 
			

			
				“I know that they were probably never used in medieval times for real, but I couldn’t resist having one made just for you,” Gwen says and lets her slender fingers run down the metal case. She lets out a cold, dark laughter when she sees the terror in my eyes. “Don’t worry, I am not about to kill my slave. Your body is not about to be pierced by iron spikes.”
			

			
				She opens it to reveal that though the coffin-like device is full of spikes, they are smaller than I expected – and with rounded steel tips. 
			

			
				“You see … all of the spikes can deliver electric shocks.”
			

			
				My panic wanes a bit, replaced by curiosity and lust. I do like being shocked.
			

			
				Gwen releases my ankles and wrists from thir restraints before pushing me inside the coffin. My collar is locked to a ring near the top, and my wrists and ankles are restrained by fixed shackles, making me unable to move much. I can feel the rounded spikes prod into my back and limbs; it is already uncomfortable, but Gwen has more in store for me. For the first time in a while, the chastity belt is removed. The large dildo slides out of me, soaked in my juices, but it is soon replaced by a steel dildo attached to the wall of the Iron Maiden. It keeps me in place, and another one is slowly inserted into my asshole to make the whole predicament even more intense. 
			

			
				“A few hours in here will teach you not to speak out of turn,” Gwen says and bites her lower lip. “Let’s hope I don’t forget that you’re here.” 
			

			
				With those words, she closes the lid. My lips quiver as I watch the spikes come closer and I am enveloped in darkness. The coffin is made to my exact measurements, and I am unable to move any part of my body. The spikes touch my clit, my breasts, my stomach, every inch of me except for my face, but my head is so firmly embraced by cold steel that I cannot even open my mouth.
			

			
				Damn, this is intense. I brace myself for what is to come, but nothing prepares me for the intense, searing pain as the dildos inside release a violent shock. I scream, but it merely echoes in my steel coffin. A crushing sense of dread and loneliness overwhelms me; I have no way of knowing if Gwen is still there or if the shocks that torment me are randomized. Every muscle in my body is tense since I do not know where the next shock will come. One second, a sharp pain strikes my nipple. Next, my entire lower body is hammered by countless, repeated shocks. Then my genitals are tortured with a series of shocks of growing intensity.
			

			
				Then – nothing. Short breaks are peppered throughout, keeping me on my toes. Damn, she is an expert at this. It is one of the most intense experiences I have ever had, and as the brutal shock torture ramps up in intensity and pain, my body shakes and sweats. I have no way of stopping it, no escape, and the helplessness triggers that primal submissive within me, adding lust and arousal to the equation. 
			

			
				I still scream. 
			

			
				I still cry.
			

			
				But my horny, aching pussy embraces the electric dildo inside, which is now constantly on, but it no longer hurts – Gwen has turned the voltage down, causing it to feel like it is vibrating instead of hurting me. My mind is unable to focus on anything but the constant guessing game of where the next shock will come from, but there is no rhythm, no pattern, and it is driving me crazy. The dildos still mix in painful, violent shocks, but the constant stimulation from the electricity still makes me come again and again.
			

			
				 
			

			
				When the Iron Maiden opens and the shackles are unlocked, I fall to the ground. The rounded spikes have left red bruises all over my body, and my pussy and asshole are on fire from the constant shocks. I am shaking and weeping, looking up at my mistress with pleading eyes. I know that all I can hope for is a cold, uncomfortable cell, even if I would love to cuddle up with her in bed. But that is not the life I have chosen.
			

			
				“Did you enjoy your punishment, slave?” she asks and throws a pair of handcuffs in front of me. 
			

			
				“I … I did, Mistress.” I pick up the handcuffs and restrain myself behind my back. 
			

			
				“Then we’ll have to find another punishment for you to teach you a lesson, but I think you need a break for now.” She pulls me to my feet and half pulls me, half carries me, down the corridor toward the cells. My skin is buzzing and all I want is to curl up in a ball and sleep, but I know my mistress well enough by now to know that it is not in the cards.
			

			
				If so, she would have put the chastity belt back on.
			

			
				She opens the door to a small cell where a pair of steel shackles hang from the ceiling. The handcuffs are removed, and I soon stand with my hands stretched out to either side. The only light in the tiny cell comes from the corridor outside. 
			

			
				“My beautiful slave, my wife,” Gwen says as she touches the marks from the spike and the bruises from last night. “All mine. Forever.” She allows me to drink from a water bottle while her fingers gently massage my swollen, sore clit. “Gather your strength. I have so many things I want to do with you. To you.” A warm, passionate kiss lands on my lips a moment before a ballgag is pressed in between my teeth. Gwen takes a step back and observes me for a bit. She looks amazing, and my heart flutters at the sight of my wife and mistress. 
			

			
				I love that woman, I think to myself as she leaves, locking the heavy steel door behind her.
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 3
			

			
				 
			

			
			S
				omething about this particular cage always makes me reflect on my life and how I ended up where I am. Maybe it is the cramped sensation of being pressed against metal bars on all sides, maybe it’s the sound of the thick chain holding the cage suspended high above the ground, or maybe it is the breathtaking view over the fields and forests. In any case, I appreciate the fresh air after a long time in the dungeon, even if it has been difficult sleeping in such a cramped cage. 
			

			
				This is life, I think as I try to adjust my position. My heavy shackles scrape against the bars, and the slight movement causes the dildo to move remind me that it is still there, locked in place by that frustrating chastity belt. My body glistens with dew drops, and I shudder in the chilly morning breeze. I have not worn a single piece of clothing since I moved into the dungeon a few months ago, and as summer has given way to fall, sleeping in the outdoor cages has turned into a chilly affair. 
			

			
				The cage turns slightly, giving me a view even more marvelous than what nature can offer: Gwen, sleeping peacefully in her bed on the other side of the large window. My cage is suspended right outside it, ten feet or so off the ground, and my body warms slightly at the sight of my dark-haired goddess. The cage continues its slow turn, and she soon vanishes from view, but when the dildo buzzes to live a moment later, I know that she is awake.
			

			
				I wonder what today has in store for me. Gwen has been eager to try out every new toy in the collection, and my body is bruised and battered after endless floggings and hours on the stretching rack. Apart from the few times she has left me in complete isolation for days at a time, either in the oubliette or shackled in dark cells, most days have contained intense pain and earth-shattering pleasure. I rarely think about the world outside, but when I do, I never think that there are places I would rather be.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Her thrusts are violent and effective. Every time her hips crash into my buttocks, it sends a torrent of intense pleasure through me, causing my high-pitched screams of ecstasy to fill the bedroom. I rarely get to be inside the house itself, most of my time is spent in the dungeon, but when I do get to enjoy the luxury of heated rooms and natural light, it is usually to sit shackled and gagged in a corner while Gwen entertains guests. Or, as now, because Gwen wants to fuck me with a strapon.
			

			
				“Mmm …” she moans behind me as she pushes deeper and deeper inside me. The dildo is massive, but I welcome the attention, and the relentless fucking warms my body after a night in the cage. “I think I want to expand your pussy a bit, slave. Would you like that?”
			

			
				I am delirious from pleasure and simply nod. “Mmph?” Drool flows from the ring gag and onto the sheets of Gwen’s bed. 
			

			
				“I’ll take that as a yes.” She pulls out and moves to the other side, pushing the glistening dildo into my mouth through the hole in the gag. The familiar taste of my own juices brings me back to the present now that she is no longer inside me. “It’ll be fun. For me, at least.”
			

			
				I just go with it. It is remarkable how months of imprisonment have affected my mind and my mindset, even if I already spent most of my time chained in a dungeon before the move. I have not objected to anything in over a month, I just do what I am told and endure whatever Gwen plans for me. I have suffered through grueling pain and torture, but something about leaving my identity behind has already affected my body. It endures. It enjoys. It is becoming easier and easier for me to derive pleasure from pain. I can tell that my mistress gets turned on by watching me squirm and scream and thus I get turned on as well.
			

			
				It does help that I have yet to go a single day without a dildo inside my pussy. And they are getting bigger. They are only removed a few times a month so I can get cleaned and whenever Gwen wants to utilize her vast collection of giant strapons. 
			

			
				It is a good life.
			

			
				It is a simple life.
			

			
				I know that I am about to be subjected to immense pain and humiliation. But I also know that there will be pleasure either during or after. My body aches for it, conditioned as it is to do anything to experience fulfillment again and again. 
			

			
				As we enter the dungeon, it closes around me like a blanket; this is my home, this is my space. Gwen locks me to an anchor point on the wall near the entrance and walks into the next room to prepare for our session. The chain is long enough for me to walk back and forth along the various floggers, whips, and paddles on a nearby shelf. I shudder with delight as I watch them, especially when I realize how many of them I have yet to experience. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				She returns after a while, glowing with anticipation and barely contained lust. She is naked apart from a pair of knee-high, high-heel boots, and her fit, toned body fills me with desire. 
			

			
				“I want you to scream for me, slave,” she says. She presses her body close to mine. The smell of her perfume drives me crazy. “I am going to hang you from your neck, and I am going to masturbate as I watch you scream and squirm. Do you trust me, slave? Do you trust me to keep you alive and well?”
			

			
				I nod. “I do, Mistress. I trust you with my life.” Once, the thought of hanging from my neck would terrify me, but Gwen is a master of BDSM. She knows what she is doing.
			

			
				And I love choking.
			

			
				She pulls me into the next room where she has prepared a narrow bench onto which numerous steel dildos have been bolted, one thicker and longer than the other. The sight of the largest ones makes my stomach turn; they are far bigger than anything I have ever tried before. I can feel my pussy throbbing, scared of what is to come.
			

			
				Gwen leans down and removes the chain connecting my ankle shackles. “I’m tingling all over,” she says. “I can’t wait.” She spends some time strapping a serious panel gag onto my head; the many buckles and straps ensure that the large rubber ball is kept firmly in place inside my mouth, and it forces my jaw open to the point that I can feel the top of my collar scrape against my chin. The shackles behind my back are chained to the ring on my collar, lifting my arms to the middle of my back, and Gwen uses an electric winch to lower a thick chain from the ceiling before attaching it to the collar. 
			

			
				“I’m going to impale you on these cocks, one at a time,” she says, her voice shaky with lust. “It’s the only way you can take pressure off your neck to keep from passing out. Do you understand?”
			

			
				I nod. The familiar sensation of pure dread and intoxicating arousal fills me. I want to scream. I want to run. I want to be choked to within an inch of my life while a gigantic dildo penetrates me. My mind and body fight each other to figure out how I feel about it all. I wince as the chastity belt is unlocked and the dildo slides out, leaving my pussy open and ready. 
			

			
				Gwen looks me in the eye. “Ready?”
			

			
				“Mmmph …” I nod, hesitantly.
			

			
				She presses the remote to the winch in the ceiling. It whirs to life, and I feel the collar tightening slowly. I stand on my toes to postpone the inevitable, just for a second, before my feet lift on the ground. 
			

			
				Massive, insane pressure on my throat and neck shocks my body. 
			

			
				The wide collar spreads the pressure, making it less severe than an actual noose, but it is still crazy intense as I hang there while Gwen pushes the bench with the dildos in under me. She lowers me onto the first one, a large, thick, artificial cock a little bigger than the one I just had inside me. But this one is made of steel, and there is no give or flexibility as it penetrates me. Gwen has lubed it, and it keeps going deeper and deeper, and I slowly feel the pressure on my neck lessen. I am still choking, but it is manageable. 
			

			
				Fuck, this is wild … I watch as Gwen stands before me, rubbing her clit, her chest and cheeks flustered. She loves to see me like this, and I love satisfying her. The dildo pushes in a little deeper as I stay there, causing the collar to choke me more and more, but right now, it is not worse than what I have tried before.
			

			
				But three other dildos are waiting for me on the bench. The last one is almost three times bigger than the one currently inside me, and I begin sweating just from looking at it. 
			

			
				Gwen walks over to me. “So beautiful. You’re like a piece of art, my beloved slave.” She places her lips around my nipple and creates a vacuum while she playfully flicks it with her tongue. The tenderness is such a contrast to my predicament that it causes me to moan loudly; suddenly, the dildo inside feels welcome and arousing. But it only lasts for a few seconds before Gwen presses the remote and I once again hang from my neck above the intimidating dildos. She pushes the bench again before she lowers me onto the second, larger dildo.
			

			
				“MMMPH!” I scream as my body’s weight pushes me down onto the dildo until I can go no further and the pressure on my neck finally becomes manageable. My shoulders hurt as I try to lift my hands in a desperate attempt to not put even more strain on my neck. Tears stream from my eyes, but I gain some relief from seeing my mistress being so turned on. She looks so good. 
			

			
				“So far, so good,” Gwen says. She is sitting on a wooden chair next to me, leaning back against the backrest with two fingers inside her pussy. “But it needs a little more spice.”
			

			
				Nipple clamps. I hate nipple clamps. And the fact that the ones Gwen snaps onto my poor nipples have small spikes on the inside only makes it worse. I barely have time to get used to them before my impatient mistress raises me off of the bench once again.
			

			
				No … no, no, no! The third dildo is far bigger. It is conical in shape like the others, but the base is thicker, and I let out a scream of terror as it is slowly inserted. Any attempt to try and lessen the impact on my pussy makes me choke harder, and I constantly try to switch between the two. 
			

			
				Gwen smiles. She is loving the pathetic display, and while one hand remains busy with her clit, the other grabs a nine-tailed whip and begins laying waste to my back and breasts. My body’s involuntary twitching from the pain makes me slide further down onto the dildo, but I do not have to endure it for long before I hang from my neck again.
			

			
				She really wants me onto the biggest one, I think to myself and whimper. My legs flail in the air for the short time I hang from my neck, but the next dildo looks so menacing that I almost prefer choking until I fall unconscious. Gwen steadies my body to allow the gigantic, thick dildo to penetrate my pussy. It is cold and slippery, and I feel like I am about to split in half.
			

			
				I should panic. But a surge of adrenaline lights a fire in my body, and as the dildo fills me, I find myself drooling with desire. I am only halfway down the insane dildo when I stop; my pussy cannot contain any more, and I scream at the top of my lungs into my gag, but not much air manages to push past the brutally tight collar. My entire body is shaking, and just when I think it cannot get any worse, Gwen locks heavy weights to each of my ankles. 
			

			
				Shit, my pussy is going to tear open! I keep waiting for it to happen, but it does not, even as I slide slowly down the insane dildo. Gwen has fisted me before, but this feels more severe, and her whipping is merely a slight distraction from the pulsating pain radiating from my pussy. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Such a nice piece of flesh,” Gwen says when she finally takes a break from the whipping. I have no idea how long I have been perched on the dildo, but it keeps going deeper. I have to fight for every breath, and the inside of the panel gag is soaked in drool, tears, and snot. My brain feels like it has been through a blender; I am reduced to my most basic instincts as pain, fear, and lust assault me. “I’m having a great time.” Gwen sends me a playful smile as her soft finger begins massaging my clit.
			

			
				No, it’s too much! Why … why does that feel so amazing? Her gentle touch is like the most intense vibrator I have ever experienced. Something about the choking, the pain from my pussy, and the exhaustion makes me primed for her touch. I am already edging, already close, and I beg Gwen with my eyes, desperate for permission.
			

			
				She nods. 
			

			
				“MMMMMMMMMMHHAAAAHHH!” Even the effective gag and the restricted breathing cannot prevent me from screaming. Not now. The orgasm tears through me and manages to slide the dildo a notch deeper inside me. I cry as my body seeks a way to eject just some of the insane energy flowing through me at this moment. 
			

			
				Gwen removes her fingers, leaving a sobbing, submissive, shaking mess behind. She removes the clamps from my nipples and the weights from my ankles before she lifts me off the dildo and removes the bench. The moment she lowers me back onto the floor I collapse, and she gives enough slack in the chain to allow me to lie down. My pussy is gaping wide; it feels cold and empty, and I am relieved that Gwen does not immediately ram a large dildo inside me and puts the chastity belt back on. She locks a chain to my ankles and attaches it to my shackles, leaving me in a strict steel hogtie, but the position feels downright comfortable after the ordeal I have just endured. No more words are spoken; I know she is going to leave me here, and even though I would have preferred a less restrictive tie in one of the more comfortable cells, I have learned to appreciate even something like this as a kindness.
			

			
				If she had had a bad day, she would have left me on the dildo overnight, after all.
			

			
				It is a good life.
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 4
			

			
				 
			

			
			F
				all becomes winter. Winter slides into spring. Spring gives way to a glorious summer. Days and months blur together in the cold darkness of the dungeon, and though I am often allowed to go outside for fresh air and exercise, I am usually caged or heavily restrained. My world is small. Intimate. Gwen is my tether to the world, my human contact, and though she occasionally invites others around to have their way with me, I never interact with them. No sparkling conversations, only sex and pain. Even when Amber brings over 199 for extended, brutal play sessions, I never get to talk to my fellow slave; our mistresses ensure that we are securely gagged whenever they leave us in each other’s company. 
			

			
				I would not know what to say, anyway. Words have so little meaning for me now. I only speak when my mistress asks me a question, and the answers rarely extend to more than “Yes, Mistress”. I mainly communicate in screams, moans, and desperate begging when the pain or arousal overwhelms me. 
			

			
				It is everything I ever wanted, but the isolation has had a profound impact on my mind. Gwen still enjoys putting me through long stretches of brutal, punishing imprisonment where I am chained in total darkness for days, even weeks at a time. Where my meals are slid through a slot in a steel door, where I see no faces, hear no words, where I relieve myself through a hole in the ground and the only sound I hear is the clattering of heavy shackles and chains. After stints like that, any attention is welcome, even if it is only pain. 
			

			
				The pain. Ever since I met Gwen, I have adapted to it and begun to find great pleasure in it, but I never thought I could become addicted to it. I get off on pain to a scary degree now. 
			

			
				Which is good, because there is a lot of it.
			

			
				Holy hell, this hurts. I used to be an avid runner before I met Gwen, but I do not recall the last time I have been outside without having my ankles restrained. The sun warms my naked body as I walk endlessly around the tall column standing in the middle of the field. A heavy chain connects my collar to the top of the column, allowing me to walk in endless circles around it. I have done it so often that deep grooves have been created in the ground, and though I am wearing a pair of black canvas shoes, they are the ones with studs on the inside. Gwen is not here; she does not have to be. In her bottomless ingenuity, she has had a pair of steel dildos made specially for me. They are held in place inside me by my chastity belt, and if I stop to catch my breath, they shock me until I move again.
			

			
				I must have been out here for hours now, I think to myself and groan. The heavy steel shackles weigh on my ankles, causing every step to be painful. My wrists are shackled in front, scraping against my belly; my elbows are chained close together as well, and I cannot move my arms at all. A large ring gag keeps my mouth open and ensures that a steady stream of drool runs like a river down my body.
			

			
				My thigh muscles strain as I trek ever forward. Gwen has generously attached a heavy steel ball to the back of my chastity belt, and dragging it behind me makes it all even more gruesome. It causes the dildos inside to press deeper with every step, and since Gwen has made sure to add a vibration function on top of the shocks, I have already come three times since she locked me to the column.
			

			
				I look out over the field and smile to myself. My mind pushes through the haze of discomfort, pain, and arousal for a brief moment and wonders if there is any other place I would rather be right now. 
			

			
				There is not. If this was done to an unwilling woman anywhere in the world, it would be considered a horrible violation of human rights, an example of medieval torture, but to me, it is liberating. 
			

			
				I chose this. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				A few hours later, I am shackled in an X-position while standing to allow Gwen to thoroughly wash off the dirt and sweat with cold water. The muscles in my legs are cramping, but the cold water does feel nice after hours in the sun. I am tired and hurting all over, and the thought of a day in a cool, dark cell soothes my body and mind. Odd how one adapts. 
			

			
				“I think it’s time you got out for a bit,” Gwen says as she hangs the hose on the wall and turns the water off. “Would you like that, slave?”
			

			
				I consider the question for a bit. “I’m … not sure.” I have not stepped foot outside the house and its immediate surroundings since Gwen first took me here. 
			

			
				“Don’t worry, you won’t have to interact with anyone,” Gwen says with a smile. “I figured we could go for a hike to the lookout point on the other side of the city.” Her smile takes on a sinister edge. “You’ll have to be restrained, of course.”
			

			
				Of course. I am not sure how I feel about leaving the relative comfort of my familiar surroundings. The thought of meeting other people seems weird and offputting, but I am not even sure that it will embarrass me. The opinions of other people than Gwen no longer matter. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				And yet, I feel an odd tingling in my body the next day when my mistress enters my cell carrying a shiny, black latex outfit. I have not worn clothes in almost a year, not since our wedding, and it is almost claustrophobic to squeeze into the body-hugging outfit after Gwen has released me from my shackles. She removes the chastity belt as well and lets me slip into my familiar black sneakers with the studs inside. The outfit is tight, with zippers across the breasts and between the legs. To ensure that I do not utilize the crotch zipper and the lack of a chastity belt, she locks my wrists close together with a pair of wide steel chalet cuffs before locking the cuffs to my collar. Heavy steel ankle restraints complete the ensemble along with a simple red ballgag.
			

			
				“Perfection,” Gwen says and kisses me on the cheek. She escorts me out of the dungeon and toward the large garage next to the house where her small collection of cars resides. There is a hotblooded Italian convertible, a few other luxury cars, and a black SUV. She opens the trunk of the tall 4x4 to reveal that the entire back of the car has been turned into a sturdy cage. Thick, round steel bars have been welded together and look like the ones people have for dogs in the back of their cars.
			

			
				No more cushy front seats for me. Ever. It seems fitting. 
			

			
				“Get in, my pet,” she says and opens the cage. Despite the cage taking up most of the trunk, there is not a lot of room to move around, but I can probably manage to sleep in a fetal position if we ever go on longer trips. It is not easy to get in with my hands chained to my collar, but I manage with a little aid from Gwen, who locks the cage and closes the door behind me. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				The heavily tinted windows hide me from the world outside, a world I no longer recognize. I know that it has not changed, that it is me, but I feel no urge or desire to interact with it or reenter it. I see young couples walking hand in hand on the street, people dining outside fancy cafes, and it all leaves me empty. I am living what is likely their worst nightmare, and I feel like I am better off because I have discovered a deeper meaning that none of them will ever realize. 
			

			
				Free will is overrated. 
			

			
				I smile when I notice a car driving next to us. In the back is a cage not unlike the one I am in in which a happy golden retriever is having the time of his life. He does not care that he is caged, he is just happy to be with his owners, heading for a new adventure. 
			

			
				Maybe I have more in common with the dog than with its owners, I think to myself and feel nothing but satisfaction at the thought.
			

			
				 
			

			
				We keep driving until the city gives way to a dense forest. Gwen and I have hiked here before, but I have never done so in an outfit like this one. The black latex soaks up the sun the moment I step out of the car at a desolate, empty parking lot near the hiking routes. My body is still sore from the exercise yesterday, and Gwen is not about to let me get off easy. She opens the zippers to my breasts and attaches a pair of sharp, painful nipple clamps with weights attached to them. I let out a squeal of pain and instinctively try to pull away, but she has no trouble keeping me in place with one hand. Having my hands cuffed to my collar means that my elbows occasionally hit the clamps, causing even more pain, and I have to focus on trying to keep my elbows out to the sides. 
			

			
				Then she opens the zipper between my legs. Her soft, warm fingers slide inside, finding my pussy wet from being restrained and caged for the last hour. It is a near-constant condition for me now, conditioned as I am to get horny from bondage and pain. She tugs gently at the two labia piercings she recently had one of her friends do while I was shackled to a chair. 
			

			
				“Time to use these,” she says and finds even more weights in the back of the car. She attaches them to the piercings, and I groan loudly as they stretch my labia. “I think we’re good to go!” Gwen is wearing black shorts and a white, sleeveless T-shirt as well as solid hiking boots, the perfect outfit for a trip like this. 
			

			
				My outfit is the exact opposite.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The walk is pure torture. With every step, the heavy steel shackles weigh on my ankles, causing stabs of pain, and my thighs keep hitting the weights hanging from my labia. The heat is unbearable, and I am sweating profusely before we have even left the parking lot and found the trail. The studs in my shoes are the least of my worries, the soles of my feet are rugged and hard from using the shoes so often, but it still hurts. Gwen is walking behind me, using a thick cane to motivate me whenever she thinks I am walking too slowly. Drool hangs from the gag, causing the black latex to shimmer in the sun.
			

			
				Another loud thwack followed by a sharp pain. Tears well up in my eyes, but the discomfort and pain are welcome; they play with my brain, causing my mind to slide deeper and deeper into a near-meditative, submissive state. The sound of the birds and the gentle breeze becomes more intense, as does the feel of my restraints. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				We have been walking for over an hour when we hear voices. The trail has been empty until now, but the delightful birdsong is interrupted by the sound of giggling girls. I stare frightened at Gwen, but she just smiles and demonstratively stays in the middle of the dusty path. 
			

			
				Oh, this will be awkward. My initial instinct tells me to escape, but I soon realize that I do not care. What do I have to lose? Any person I meet will be a fleeting acquaintance that I will never see again. They do not know who I am because I am no one. I am just a slave.
			

			
				Three girls in their late teens appear from around a corner. Their hair is wet, and they are only wearing loose T-shirts on top of their bikinis. They must have been bathing in the lake nearby. They are laughing and chatting as they walk, but the moment they see me they stop in their tracks and stare. 
			

			
				“Hello, girls!” Gwen says to break the awkward silence that has fallen on the hiking trail. “Don’t mind us. I’m just taking my slave for a walk.”
			

			
				“Your … what?” One of the girls, a dark-haired, slender girl with tea-cup eyes is unable to wrestle her gaze away from my latex-clad body.
			

			
				“That … is fucked up,” another girl says. 
			

			
				Gwen shrugs. “Oh, she likes this.” She removes my gag. “Tell them, slave.”
			

			
				I pause. “I … love being a slave.” It takes a while for the words to materialize in my mind, it has been so long since I have had to construct longer sentences. “I chose this life, it’s the best thing I ever did.” I glance at Gwen. “And I love my mistress.”
			

			
				Gwen winks at me before putting the gag back on. “That’ll do. She doesn’t get to speak much.”
			

			
				“Fuck, that is weird,” the skeptical girl says again. “Let’s get out of here, that woman gives me the creeps.” She and one of the other two walk past me with expressions of repulsion on their faces, but the dark-haired girl keeps standing there for a bit. 
			

			
				“You … really like this?” she asks me.
			

			
				I nod. I really do. 
			

			
				“You seem like an open-minded girl,” Gwen says. She is like a predator who has spotted a weak member of the herd. She finds a pen in her backpack and grabs the girl’s hand. “Text me if you ever want to … know more.” She writes her number on the girl’s palm and smiles. “Now … go catch up to your friends.”
			

			
				I watch the young girl blush and leave, feeling a knot form in my stomach. I look at Gwen, but she does not answer the unspoken question and continues walking up the steep path.
			

			
				 
			

			
				When we finally reach the lookout point at the end of the path, I am completely broken. Everything hurts. Gwen finally releases the chalet cuffs from my collar only to lock them on behind my back before removing my gag. Without a word, she sits down on a bench overlooking the city, pulls down her pants, and spreads her legs. I get down on my knees and wet my lips before letting my tongue pleasure my mistress. 
			

			
				“You’ve done well today, my slave,” Gwen says with a pleased moan as my trained tongue licks her. “I don’t compliment you often, but you’re an amazing slave.” She looks down at me and our eyes meet. “I love you. I hope you know that.”
			

			
				I nod. I do know it.
			

			
				“And don’t be worried about the girl. Other slaves might join you in the dungeon, but I promise you that their stays will never be permanent.” She bites her lower lip as my tongue moves inside her. “Fuck, that feels good.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				I lick my mistress to a loud climax, and together we stare silently at the view for a while. I kneel next to her with my head on her lap, and I feel tempted to purr as she strokes my hair. I know that I have no one in my life but Gwen. All ambitions are gone from my mind. My life only consists of pain and pleasure, and I miss nothing. I miss no one. 
			

			
				I am happy. Satisfied. Fulfilled.
			

			
				And it only gets better a moment later when Gwen pulls a strapon from her pack and fucks me on the bench while the sun begins to set.
			

			
				


			
				Epilogue
			

			
				 
			

			
			I
				 used to have a name other than ‘slave’, but even though I remember it to be Harper, that name no longer holds any meaning for me. I used to have family and friends, but for nearly a decade now, my entire world has been Gwen, my wife, my mistress, my world. 
			

			
				She has other lovers than me. I know that. How could I not? After all, I am usually chained up next to her bed as I watch her fuck them, men and women alike. Sometimes I get to join in, either to warm up a soft, trembling cock or to take his massive load in my mouth. But when they leave, it is just Gwen and me again. The years have been kind to my mistress; her eyes sparkle with youthful vigor, even if fine wrinkles have begun to appear near her eyes. I am older as well, but that does not mean that my life has become easier. My home is still the cold, dark cells of the dungeon, and Gwen’s insidious torture sessions can last for days, even weeks. Pain and discomfort keep me company.
			

			
				Especially right now. 
			

			
				I have mixed feelings about the chair. Gwen had it made years ago; it has many uses, but this is one of her favorites. Total immobilization and sensory deprivation. My body is firmly locked to the metal chair by the wrists, ankles, and neck, with metal strips holding my arms, stomach, and thighs fast as well. My head is encased in a padded steel helmet that is a snug fit, keeping me from seeing or hearing anything. Two holes under the nose allow me to breathe, and a tube fits through a hole beneath the air holes and goes through and the ballgag in my mouth. A machine feeds me soup and water at specified intervals, and a bucket beneath the hole in the chair takes care of whatever is not used up by my body. 
			

			
				I should be humiliated, but humiliation is not something I feel anymore. This is just another day, another week. I have been sitting here for days, occasionally enjoying a glorious orgasm when the massive dildo inside my pussy begins to vibrate.
			

			
				I never know if she is here with me, not until I feel pain. She has stuck my breasts in a vice, pierced them with needless, caned me, flogged me, anything that she fancies. It is her right, after all. 
			

			
				When was the last time I spoke? I have been sitting in the chair for days, getting very little sleep, and before that, I was stuck in a cell for a long time. It is nothing out of the ordinary, but my body is tired. 
			

			
				The dildo whirs to life. A surge of pure arousal and adrenaline pulses through me, and I give in to the invasive sensation, embracing the primal part of my brain that seeks respite from the pain and discomfort, just for a moment. My body twitches from the intensity of the vibration, but it only serves to remind me how restricted I am. 
			

			
				I get close. Very close.
			

			
				Then it stops.
			

			
				I sigh. Just another day as a slave.
			

			
				 
			

			
				When Gwen finally comes to get me, I am barely able to walk. She does not tell me how long I have been sitting in the chair, but I suspect it has been at least three days, maybe more. Deep red groves are visible all over my body from where the metal has held me, and my eyes struggle to adjust to the light. 
			

			
				Gwen handcuffs my hands in front and removes the gag before kissing me. “Happy birthday, my beloved slave,” she says with a smile. 
			

			
				Birthday? 
			

			
				She laughs at my confused stare. “Well, the birthday of the person you are now. The one you became when we got married. It’s ten years ago today.”
			

			
				Ten years? My hazy, tired mind is having trouble comprehending what it all means. I’ve spent ten years in chains? I feel oddly proud of my accomplishment.
			

			
				“I have a surprise for you, but first, I want you to get cleaned up. Properly cleaned.” She smiles. “The bathroom upstairs is ready for you. Take a shower – you don’t get to put on clothes afterward, of course. But no touching yourself … do you understand?”
			

			
				“Yes, Mistress.” My voice is raspy and quiet. 
			

			
				It has been months since I was last allowed to walk without heavy shackles weighing down my ankles, and I keep waiting for some nasty surprise, some form of severe punishment as we walk upstairs, but it does not happen. Gwen pushes me into the bathroom and locks the door from the outside, and I stand there for a bit, uncomfortable with the luxury. 
			

			
				I haven’t used a normal toilet in … ten years. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				I relieve myself and take a warm shower, the first one in years. I am used to being hosed down with cold water, and the warm water feels amazing on my sore body. I get out and wipe the mirror clean, but I do not recognize the woman staring back at me. I have been so focused on getting into the shower that I have not had a chance to look at myself. The woman in the mirror is not the platinum-haired girl who fell for Gwen more than ten years ago. My body is toned and muscular after carrying around so much heavy steel for years, numerous tattoos and piercings have been added along the way, the head is bald after being shaved just last week, and various scars can be seen on my pale skin.
			

			
				You look like a slave. I smile at the reflection and let my fingers gently run across the steel collar around my neck. It has never been taken off, and the once smooth surface is now dinged and scratched. My fingers move on to the brand on my shoulder that marks me as Gwen’s property. It has been a wild ride.
			

			
				The door opens. Gwen walks in wearing black leather pants, a red corset, and black boots. The dark hair is tied into a tight ponytail, and her eyes are playful and intense. She kisses me passionately with heat and affection, a kiss so perfect that I almost begin to cry. I love her more than anything, I love our relationship, her ownership, but rarely does she show her love in this manner.
			

			
				“Ten years,” she says and smiles. “Can you believe it?”
			

			
				I shake my head. “No, Mistress.”
			

			
				“Up for another ten?”
			

			
				“I am, Mistress. Thank you.”
			

			
				Gwen exchanges the handcuffs for a set of heavy steel shackles and locks a matching set of restraints onto my ankles. “Come, I want to show you what I’ve gotten us to celebrate the occasion.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				She leads me into the large living room where a young girl is waiting. The girl is kneeling on the floor, naked, with a large collar similar to mine around her slender neck. Over the years, several slaves have joined me in the dungeon for longer or shorter visits, but Gwen has always kept her word – their stays have never been permanent. I welcome the thought of a new slave; Gwen loves to break them, with their consent of course, and I have been broken for a long time now. It gives her new energy, something that I reap the benefits of. 
			

			
				The girl’s large eyes widen when she sees me in all my broken, scarred glory. Her green eyes shimmer with fear and excitement, and her perky, young breasts tremble. She is beautiful, innocent, full of youthful energy. She reminds me of that girl we met ten years ago on the hiking trail. Cassandra. I liked her, she had an amazing tongue. I heard Gwen tell Amber that the girl is now a slave to some female pop star.
			

			
				Gwen walks over to the girl and grabs hold of her hair. “This is my slave,” she says. “Slave, meet Diana. She started working at my company a few months ago, but she’s going to take a little sabbatical to live with us, aren’t you?”
			

			
				Diana nods. “Y… yes, Mistress.” She lets out a cry of surprise when Gwen pulls her to her feet by her hair. 
			

			
				“Look at my slave, Diana.” Gwen’s voice hardens. “This is what ten years of total submission, servitude, and endless pain looks like. Are you jealous of my slave?”
			

			
				Diana ponders the question for a bit. I can tell that I intimidate her, but the fire in her eyes reveals her arousal. “I am, Mistress. She is beautiful.”
			

			
				Gwen smiles. “That she is. We’re going to have a little fun with you now before I lock you in the dungeon for the next few weeks.” Gwen handcuffs Diana’s hands behind her back and pulls the young girl toward the bedroom, gesturing for me to follow. Once there, Gwen crawls onto the bed and removes her pants, revealing that delightful, pink pussy that I have worshipped so many times. “Let me see how well you can pleasure another woman, young Diana.” Gwen’s eyes narrow. “If you don’t do well, you’ll be punished.”
			

			
				Diana crawls onto the bed, but it is not easy for her with her hands cuffed behind her back. I chuckle at the sight; seeing young, inexperienced slaves like Diana reminds me how far I have come, and the cry of pain that escapes Diana when Gwen slaps her on the cheek reveals her lack of experience with pain.
			

			
				A slap. That is like being tickled gently, I think to myself. I watch as Diana’s tongue flails wildly at Gwen’s pussy. Diana constantly adjusts her handcuffs, struggling to get comfortable with the restraints, but she eventually finds a groove that causes Gwen to moan. My mistress looks amazing as she lies there on the bed, licked by a young slave girl, and my heart flutters as our eyes meet. The connection we established so long ago is still there, joining our bodies and minds together, and she only has to nod at the closet next to her for me to know what she has in mind. I open it and take a large, black strapon. I caress the hard rubber for a bit before I slide the inner dildo inside me and tighten the straps. 
			

			
				I rarely get to be the one dishing it out, I think with a smile as I crawl onto the bed and position myself behind Diana. The girl is so occupied with what she is doing that she barely notices me.
			

			
				“Raise your ass, Diana,” Gwen commands.
			

			
				Diana obeys. She looks back at me when she feels the tip of the large dildo graze her pussy and the cold, heavy chain connecting my shackles touch her lower back. I smile at her and get a nervous smile in return. Her pussy is young and tight, and her loud moans join with Gwen’s when I begin thrusting harder and harder into her. Every thrust makes the dildo inside me move and the base of it rubs against my clit. 
			

			
				It feels good. Relaxed, even. The experience is such a stark contrast to my life in the dungeon, and I know that I will return to my routine of endless pain, soaring pleasure, and crushing isolation soon enough. Gwen will likely put me in the oubliette for a day to compensate for the relative comfort I am allowed to experience right now. She might flog me until I bleed, push needles through my labia, or hang me from my wrists until my arms are ready to fall off. All are plausible, all are terrifyingly exciting.
			

			
				But for now, it is all tender, intimiate, and beautiful. I lock eyes with Gwen as I fuck the young girl. We smile at each other. No words are needed. 
			

			
				You and me, Gwen. I’ll be forever your slave. Nothing else matters. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				THE END
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				Slavegirl Academy
			

			
				Faith is sentenced to become a slave – she did not choose to be at the Slavegirl Academy, but she will find a way to make the best of it. A series of 4 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.
			

			
				Taming the Tormentor
			

			
				When Aspen gets a chance to turn the tables on her bully Mel, she takes it - and slowly begins turning Mel from a bully into a slave.
			

			
				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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	cover.jpeg
rN
THE COMPLETE LESBIAN BDSM SERIES

JESSICA ACKLES





images/00011.jpeg





images/00010.jpeg





images/00013.jpeg
SS\C”KLES
- -

-

.

FROM BULLY
SLAVEGIRL






images/00012.jpeg
N

-

v 7 S

)\:---
'k

¢ 4

"
PRIS

PLEASURE






images/00015.jpeg
7 THE
DUNGEC HARD TIME

My
HUSBAND'S PRISO}

VOLUME t

JESSICA ACKLES

|NSP|RED

WRITER'S
BONDAGE

THE EROTIC
ASPIRING.
T0






images/00014.jpeg





images/00002.jpeg
JES}CA R KL ESage

&N
L
. ¥

DOMINATED AND SHARED





images/00001.jpeg
JESSICA ACKLEs; i’,'

1

SLAVERY

HER MISTRESS OF LOVE AND PAIN





images/00004.jpeg
TRAINED AND TORTURED





images/00003.jpeg
SLAVER!

FOREVER HER SLAVE






images/00006.jpeg
DUNGEON SLAVE





images/00005.jpeg
SLAVER

PRISON OF TORMENT





images/00008.jpeg
SLAVE ON HOLIDAY





images/00007.jpeg
.» 4MBESSICA ACKLES

KIDNAPPED WITH HER MISTRESS





images/00009.jpeg
THE FINAL DESCENT





