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CONTENT WARNING
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LAUREN MOVED HER head around savoring the feel of the unforgiving steel collar locked around her neck. She explored the lock that she had just pressed into place. It sat flush against the collar creating an almost seamless surface. Small rings hung from the front, back, and either side of the collar. Lauren shivered with anticipation as she considered what use those rings would be put to over the next few days. By locking this collar around her own neck, she had just agreed to spend the weekend here in Diana’s penthouse with all of its bondage gear and other modifications and stay in her role as Diana’s plaything. The collar was tall enough that it limited how far Lauren could turn her head and though it fit her well, it was tight enough that she would not forget its presence any time soon.

Lauren felt Diana’s fingers trace their way up her bare back to the collar. Hooking a finger through the ring at the back of the collar, Diana pulled Lauren backwards on the couch until Lauren was laying down with her head in her best friend’s lap. Lauren was still naked from the evening’s earlier activities while Diana was dressed in elegant pajamas that seemed cozy but fitting for her penthouse that they were currently in. Diana smiled down at Lauren. It was a genuine smile that conveyed love, not one of Diana’s smirks that usually told Lauren she was in for some sort of torment. Despite occasionally craving Diana’s harsh treatment, and the mind-blowing orgasms for Lauren that usually accompanied that treatment, Lauren knew that Diana would never let permanent harm come to her. And while Lauren loved when Diana pushed her limits, Lauren also knew that if she truly wanted something to stop, Diana would do so without hesitation.

“I’m lucky to have you, toy,” Diana said as one hand stroked through Lauren’s hair while the other explored Lauren’s exposed breasts. Although she had just spent the past who-knows-how-long getting fucked by an extra-large strap-on that evening, Diana’s hand and the way she called Lauren “toy” were already starting to reignite her libido. Lauren shuddered and nuzzled into Diana’s lap. By putting on the collar, she had just told Diana that she was ready to be Diana’s toy for the next two full days. Nothing but a possession for the rest of the weekend. Part of her mind told her that it was wrong to want to be someone’s property. Another part of her mind screamed that she needed and craved to experience what it was to belong to Diana. To be reduced to an object. To let Diana do whatever she wanted with Lauren’s body. It seemed crazy to choose to spend the rest of the weekend under Diana’s control, but even after the amazing and brutal evening she had endured so far, the anticipation of what was to come was already stoking her desire.

“We will take things a little slower now than earlier, but make no mistake that you belong to me and I will do whatever I want with your body.” Diana’s fingers paused on Lauren’s right breast and slowly began to pinch her nipple. Lauren squirmed trying to shy away from the pain.

“Yes, Mistress, I understand,” gasped Lauren. Diana released her nipple and continued her lazy stroking of Lauren’s breasts. Lauren looked up at her ginger-haired friend, her owner for the weekend, and melted with arousal as Diana’s hands stroked her hair and worked her breasts.

“A few ground rules are in order I think,” mused Diana. Lauren nodded, intently focused on Diana’s words. “First, you will tell me if things are getting too intense for you and you need to stop. I want this to be fun for both of us. Second, you are my property and as such you will do whatever I tell you to do until Sunday night. I will tell you when we are done unless you need to end things earlier. Third, you are not to go beyond the door into the foyer of the penthouse without my permission. And fourth, I can add or modify these rules at any time.” Diana finished listing off her rules and looked down into Lauren’s face. “How do all of those sound?”

Lauren’s heart quickened at Diana’s words and her mouth went dry. She wanted to give herself over to the fantasy of belonging to Diana. Wanted to believe it was real. Wanted to test her limits and push them. And now all she had to do was say the words and it would all become her reality. “That all sounds great, Mistress.” Her voice was barely a whisper.

“Sounds great to me too, toy,” beamed Diana. She slid out from under Lauren’s head and repositioned herself on top of Lauren. Her ginger hair created a curtain around Lauren as Diana bent down to kiss her. Diana’s lips were soft against Lauren’s. Lauren savored the kiss, but Diana quickly turned the kiss into something more urgent. She was claiming Lauren with the kiss, igniting a fire in Lauren and stoking it into an inferno by gripping Lauren’s collar to pin her in place.

Lauren used her own hands to start exploring Diana’s body. They gently roamed over her curves until they stopped at her breasts. Lauren knew that Diana enjoyed the extra simulation there, but before she could get into a rhythm, Diana grabbed Lauren’s hands and pinned them above her head against the couch. With her other hand, Diana reached down and found Lauren’s pussy. Lauren moaned into Diana’s mouth. The fingers started exploring and probing sending waves of pleasure through Lauren. Despite the pounding she had received earlier this evening she was already writhing with need under Diana’s body.

Breaking the kiss, Diana smirked down at Lauren and said, “I have an idea for a little game we can play before we go to bed, but first let’s go get you ready.”
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GETTING READY, IT turned out, involved having all of her new restraints locked back on. Once the gold-accented cuffs that matched her collar were again locked on Lauren’s wrists and ankles, Diana led Lauren to Diana’s bedroom.

“You look so good in steel, my little toy.” Diana grabbed Lauren by the ring at the front of her collar and pulled her in for a kiss. Without breaking contact Diana led them to the edge of the king-sized bed. With a small shove, Lauren fell back to land on the bed. Diana dropped to her knees and pulled Lauren towards her before plunging her head between her legs.

Stars exploded in Lauren’s vision as Diana’s tongue rolled against her. Diana’s hands clamped around Lauren’s thighs to hold her in place. The relentless pace of Diana’s tongue had Lauren climbing towards her release after a few moments. With an almost practiced ease, Diana had Lauren teetering on the edge of an orgasm, but before she could come Diana pulled away. Lauren moaned in frustration as Diana crawled up Lauren’s body and began kissing her again. Lauren was putty in Diana’s hands and writhed under Diana’s body. After a few passionate moments of their tongues dancing together, Diana broke the kiss.

“Stay there,” Diana said as she climbed up Lauren’s body aiming for something on the far side of the bed. Diana crawled just far enough to end up straddling Lauren’s head before stopping to gather something. Lauren heard the distinct rattling of a chain before Diana began to sit back up. Diana wiggled back just enough to smirk down at Lauren’s face between her legs and held out the end of a chain for Lauren to see. She then gathered Lauren’s hands once again above her head, and clipped the end of the chain to both of Lauren’s wrist cuffs. Lauren pulled her arms but there was no give in the chain. The results of Diana’s quick work had Lauren on her back, legs over one side of the bed, and her hands trapped above her head by the chain to the other side of the bed.

“Alright, toy. Time to get your chastity belt on.” Diana hopped off Lauren’s trapped form and made to leave the room.

Lauren’s heart raced. “Chastity belt?” she blurted out.

Diana turned to fix Lauren with a smirk. “I told you there were some matching pieces for your cuffs. Now stay there while I go gather everything.”

Lauren huffed. As if she could actually go anywhere chained to the bed like this. She pulled on her cuffs enjoying the feeling of helplessness. She had nothing to do except stare at the ceiling and strain to listen for Diana in the other rooms of the penthouse. She briefly considered pulling herself up the bed so that she could get into a seated position, but decided against testing Diana so early into her weekend-long role as Diana’s possession. Out of the corner of her eye she saw Diana practically dance back into the room carrying a steel contraption in one hand and in the other, the wireless vibrator that had spent most of the evening until now inside of Lauren’s pussy.

“Nice to see that you are still being an obedient little toy,” Diana said as she walked over to stand next to Lauren. “Like your new chastity belt? It is going to be your second-best friend, after me.” Diana winked. She held out the steel contraption. The steel band that Lauren assumed was for her waist had the same gold accents as her collar and cuffs. The portion that would lay between her legs was narrow and flexible on one end where it would rest between her cheeks like a thong. The other end had a closed, flared, almost cup-like steel part that was most likely meant to be held against her body, only making contact with the area around her pussy. Lauren shuddered while taking in the chastity belt. Once locked into place it looked extremely capable of preventing any simulation or penetration that she was already desperately desiring. Lauren’s eyes then snagged on the vibrator. “I figured that we didn’t want Mr. Vibrator getting lonely. Now roll over, toy.”

Lauren’s breath was tight as she obeyed and rolled herself over so that she was lying face down. The new position had her bent over the bed at the waist. Lauren could not turn her head far enough to watch, but she felt Diana’s hands run along her back as Diana crouched down behind her.

“First, I’m sure you’re missing your friend so let’s just go ahead and put him back where he belongs,” Diana said as two fingers began sawing in and out of Lauren spreading her wetness around in preparation for the vibrator.

Lauren moaned in pleasure from the gentle finger fucking Diana was giving her. Before she could begin building to an orgasm, the fingers disappeared and the bulbous shape of the vibrator stretched her open as it was firmly pressed into her. Lauren pulled at her cuffs, the feeling of being unable to stop the penetration driving her wild. After a moment, the vibrator slid home for the second time that evening. After the fucking she had received earlier, she was so much more sensitive now. Almost hyper aware of every small movement she made and the corresponding shift of the vibrator deep within her.

“And now for your chastity belt,” Diana said as she wrapped the cool steel belt around Lauren’s waist, “It matches your cuffs and collar. I am so looking forward to enjoying seeing you in the complete set for me.” Diana’s almost nonchalance about the situation Lauren was in sent a thrill through her. Diana had picked out and ordered these extravagant restraints without talking to Lauren about them at all. And now Diana was acting like it was a given that Lauren would be wearing them for Diana. They did play regularly, so it was not out of the realm of possibility that Lauren would have ended up in them eventually. But… had Diana planned all of this out? Was she subtly pushing Lauren towards committing to a more serious, formal relationship?

The steel waist strap of the chastity belt connected around Lauren. Diana fiddled with something at the front of the belt and suddenly the belt ratcheted tighter constricting Diana’s waist just above her hips. It was not unbearable, but it was not very comfortable either. The final portion of the chastity belt was brought up between Lauren’s legs. As expected, it made no contact with Lauren’s pussy cutting Lauren off from all stimulation besides what the vibrator trapped inside her would provide. The crotch strap met the waist belt and again Diana did something to cause it to ratchet just a bit tighter. Lauren rolled her hips testing the feel of the new belt. It gripped her tightly but was surprisingly comfortable once fully assembled. Even so, Lauren doubted she would grow accustomed to the belt anytime soon.

“Done! And oh my god do you look sexy, Lauren,” Diana exclaimed.

Lauren noted the use of her name again. It had happened earlier in the evening a few times as well. Just like before, somehow having Diana use her name like this in the middle of their play… It seemed to feel more real. Like Diana was not actually just playing. The thought sent another thrill of fear and excitement through Lauren. Diana climbed across the bed again, this time to unclip her wrists from the leash. Instead of releasing her, however, Diana immediately pulled her arms behind her back and clipped her wrists behind her back. Diana then nudged Lauren until Lauren took the hint and slid off the bed so that she was kneeling at its edge. Walking out of Lauren’s view behind her, Diana started manipulating her cuffed wrists. They were pulled back and down causing Lauren to lean back slightly and stretch her arms out. Lauren heard a click before Diana walked back to the bed in front of Lauren. When Lauren tried to pull her hands back into her body, she realized that Diana must have locked her wrists to an anchor in the floor behind her. Diana smirked down at Lauren and shimmied onto the bed in front of Lauren so that for the second time that evening, Lauren found herself kneeling between her best friend’s legs.

“Alright here is how the rest of the night is going to go.” Diana tapped her phone which brought the vibrator back to life inside Lauren. It was low enough that Lauren doubted she would be able to come without some extra stimulation. “You are going to worship me with your mouth. If you don’t do a good enough job, that vibrator is going to stay on that low setting all night until the batteries run out. You can sleep or not, I don’t really care.” Diana shrugged and paused for dramatic effect while Lauren digested the words. “If you do a good job pleasing me, on the other hand, then I will give you a break from your teasing little friend so that you can get some sleep. I want you horny and obedient for the next two days so either I get satisfied before bed or you get teased all night. I’ll be happy regardless,” Diana smirked down at Lauren. “So really it’s up to you to decide how much sleep you want to get tonight.”

Lauren’s eyes went wide while she listened. Talk about motivation. She doubted she would get to sleep if the vibrator was left on like this. Lauren rocked her hips feeling the constricting steel shift with her body. There was not enough stimulation to be able to get off like this so even though going down on her best friend was not her favorite thing to do, she needed to perform the task with enthusiasm if she wanted a chance at sleeping. Lauren looked up into Diana’s stern face and nodded.

“Then let’s get started,” Diana said, a smirk spreading across her face. Diana shimmied out of her pajama bottoms and tossed her panties aside. Lauren stared at her friend’s neatly trimmed pussy while Diana arranged pillows behind her and lounged back. Lauren was only able to shift her weight on her knees and try to stretch her arms as much as the cuffs behind her back would allow. “Do you want me to tell you twice, toy?”

“No, Mistress,” Lauren started. She looked up into Diana’s smirking face as she leaned forward and reached out with her tongue.
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DIANA TOOK A shuddering breath and moaned softly as Lauren began exploring her delicate folds with her tongue.

The scent and taste of Diana overwhelmed Lauren’s senses. It was not unpleasant at all, but Lauren did not love it. But she did love the helplessness she felt now that she was chained down and threatened to do a good job. She loved when Diana took control and dominated her. Treated her like an object. She focused on rolling her tongue against Diana which elicited another moan. She looked up to see Diana watching her working away.

“Do you like licking my pussy, toy?” Diana smiled lazily down at Lauren.

“Mmhmm,” Lauren mumbled as she nodded, trying to avoid breaking the rhythm with her tongue.

Diana’s smile turned into a predatory smirk. “Liar,” Diana laughed, “but it doesn’t matter does it? The only thing that matters to you for the rest of the weekend is my pleasure and what I want.”

It was Lauren’s turn to let out a soft moan of arousal.

“Just remember, toy,” Diana continued, “for the rest of the weekend, if you keep me happy I will reward you.” Diana tapped at her phone and the vibrator inside of Lauren started increasing its intensity.

Arousal was starting to cloud Lauren’s thoughts. She let herself give into the control that Diana was exerting over her. To revel in it. Diana had told her exactly what she was going to do to her, that she wanted Lauren horny and obedient. And yet actually experiencing her own arousal quieting the part of her that would have been revolted by what she was doing only pushed her deeper into submission. The slickness spreading across her face bringing Diana’s flavor and scent everywhere and Lauren being unable to do anything to stop it fueled the fire deep within her that had been started by the vibrator.

Diana took a deep breath and opened her eyes. She studied her phone for a few moments seemingly ignoring Lauren. The vibrator in Lauren’s pussy was continuing to ramp up in intensity, but Lauren’s moan was muffled by the small movements Diana was making to grind against her mouth. The vibration was deep in Lauren offering no simulation where she really wanted it. She wished she could feel the sensations that she was giving Diana, but instead as she shifted her hips the steel belt moved with her offering nothing that Lauren could use to try to push herself over the edge. Diana set the phone aside and returned her attention to Lauren.

“That tongue feels amazing, I could enjoy this all night long. I bet that even after the fucking I gave you, you wish you could feel my tongue pleasuring you, huh?” Diana asked. Lauren groaned in response. It was like Diana could read her thoughts. “No need to answer, toy. You just keep licking like a good girl.”

The vibrator had nearly reached its peak intensity. The sensations were strong enough that Lauren felt an orgasm start to build deep within her. Laboring away with her tongue, Diana’s scent everywhere, and the objectification she was feeling all combined with the sensations of the vibrator working away inside her to nearly push her over the edge. Then as if it knew she was about to go over the edge, the vibrator cut out. Lauren stopped licking to whine at the stolen climax. In a flash Diana’s hand was gripped under Lauren’s chin, cruelly pinching in her cheeks.

“Did I fucking tell you to stop?”

Lauren froze and whimpered again. Being handled like this was only turning her on more. “No, Mistress.”

“The next time you are selfish enough to stop pleasuring me because you are upset or in pain, I will string you up, whip you until you’re begging me to stop, and then lock you in the cage.”

Lauren’s eyes went wide. She could not tell if Diana was joking or just playing it up for effect. Either way, the fear only served to turn her on even more and push her to new heights of arousal. She knew that she could end this at any time, but a large part of her was excited to go along with Diana’s words. To give herself to the fantasy. Part of her wanted it to be real.

“No, Mistress. I’m sorry,” she mumbled around Diana’s firm grip.

“Good, toy. Now get back to pleasuring your owner.” Diana fisted her hand into Lauren’s hair and pulled her face back into Diana’s pussy. After a few moments the vibrator kicked back on and began to build in intensity. Lauren tried to ignore the need building deep within her in order to focus on Diana. Lauren’s tongue soon found a steady rhythm that had Diana moaning in pleasure.

Lauren’s thoughts started to drift while the vibrator slowly ramped up in intensity. With Diana holding her head, Lauren had little to concentrate on besides keeping her tongue moving and trying to avoid thinking about how much she needed to orgasm. All of her senses were overwhelmed by Diana. The feel of Diana’s soft thighs on her head. The feminine taste of Diana’s pussy as Lauren’s tongue probed and stroked. The smell of Diana’s arousal that had spread all over the bottom half of Lauren’s face. Hearing Diana’s moans of pleasure as her own pleasure was denied. The limited field of vision that was filled almost completely by Diana and the look of joy on her face.

Just after the vibrator brought Lauren to the edge and cut out, Diana finally released her head, lay back, and stretched luxuriously. Lauren was able to do nothing but obediently continue with her ministrations between Diana’s legs. The contrast between the two of them filled Lauren with lust—one of them was free to do as she pleased while the other was chained in place serving the other. As if in answer, the vibrator inside Lauren kicked back on to begin the long slow journey to the agonizing edge of another orgasm.

Lauren’s tongue and jaw were starting to protest when Diana finally started bucking her hips in answer to the strokes Lauren was making with her tongue. Diana’s cries of pleasure as she came rang out through the room, but the sound was muffled when Diana clamped her legs against Lauren’s head covering her ears. Though Diana froze as her orgasm gripped her, Lauren continued to roll her tongue to push Diana through her climax. Eventually Diana’s whole body seemed to relax. Lauren was not sure if she should keep going or if the extra stimulation would be too much for Diana after her release, but Diana’s threat about stopping drove Lauren to keep licking despite the ache building in her jaw.

“Good, toy. Don’t you fucking stop. We are nowhere close to being done tonight, but if you keep up this good behavior, I might let you have an orgasm sometime this weekend.”

Lauren only whimpered into Diana’s pussy in response. The vibrator was nearing the point it would cut out leaving Lauren on the edge, and the anticipation of that moment was starting to distract her. Diana’s words, though, kept her focused and drove her to attempt to stay focused. Though she knew her predicament was entirely brought on by Diana’s desires, Diana’s suggestion that Lauren needed to behave in order to be rewarded made Lauren feel even more like Diana’s possession. Like she truly was beneath someone like Diana. Like she was meant to be owned.

Diana continued to lounge luxuriously while Lauren toiled away between her legs. Her knees were getting sore and the ache in her jaw was starting to spread as she dutifully lapped away at Diana’s pussy. The vibrator cut out once again leaving Lauren agonizingly close to coming, but almost immediately started again on another cycle. Trying to ignore the aching need that she could not satisfy, Lauren again let her mind begin to wander. Movement at the edge of her vision, though, grabbed her attention. Diana had picked up her phone and frowned at it.

“Well toy, if you are going to get any sleep tonight, I should probably do something to help you out,” Diana said putting down the phone and raising her head to meet Lauren’s eyes. Lauren was not sure what Diana meant, but the implication that she was not doing a good enough job stung. Diana pulled away from Lauren leaving Lauren straining against the leash at her wrist holding her in place. “Don’t worry, toy,” crooned Diana, “you won’t get punished for this.”

Diana walked past Lauren out of the room, leaving Lauren chained to the floor with the evidence of Diana’s arousal drying on her face. After a moment, Diana returned and clipped the leash that had been used earlier in the evening to the front of Lauren’s collar. Diana got back into position on the bed and threaded the leash under her legs. She shifted so that she was centered with the chain under her. Anticipation fueled Lauren’s arousal as Diana then began to pull the slack out of the chain slowly forcing Lauren closer and closer to Diana's pussy. Diana continued to pull Lauren forward until Lauren’s arms were painfully stretched behind her still anchored to the ground. With the extra chain attached to her collar now, Lauren could not pull away from Diana at all. With a single leash, Diana had stripped Lauren further down to nothing more than a sex toy for her to use to get herself off.

"Stick out your tongue and don't you dare pull it back," commanded Diana.

Lauren obediently held out her tongue and was rewarded with Diana shifting her hips forward until she was able to grind against Lauren. Diana's motions were slow at first, but eventually grew wilder as she seemed to care less and less where she was grinding her pussy as long as it kept building her to her orgasm. Lauren meanwhile was trapped without any agency to control the speed or build up, fighting to breath between Diana's thrusts, reduced to something resembling a sex toy more than a person. Her struggle to catch her breath became more difficult as Diana's movements became more urgent.

"Don't you dare stop licking," Diana hissed. Her moans of pleasure were becoming louder and her breathing was turning shallow, her second orgasm building as she drove her pussy into Lauren’s face. Suddenly and without any warning, Diana froze with her pussy pressing firmly against Lauren's face cutting off her air. Diana let out a small whimper and shuttered, seized in the grip of her climax.

Lauren instinctively tried to pull back to breathe, but the collar and chain held her in place offering no slack at all. Her vibrator was threatening to push her over the edge again, driving her wild from an overload of sensations. Desperate to finish Diana quickly so that she could catch her breath, she focused on continuing to roll her tongue against Diana as hard as she could. Diana screamed out in pleasure and thrust her hips minutely up and down Lauren's face while panic welled in her at the lack of air. Unable to keep herself calm, Lauren started to struggle against the chains, but no matter how she pulled, she was unable to break contact with Diana’s pussy. The vibrator inside her cut out bringing all of her attention to her own lack of air. Just as her lungs started to burn, Diana pulled back allowing Lauren to draw in a heavy scent-filled breath.

"Mmm that was amazing, toy," Diana purred. An aftershock went through Diana’s body as she lifted her head to look at Lauren. Her lazy smile slowly transformed into an evil smirk. “Now for the part that I’ve been most looking forward to. Time for you to lick your owner's ass while I get ready for my next orgasm."
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THEIR LITTLE SCENE was starting to feel tedious. It had to be relatively late at night already and Lauren was feeling fatigued from the day’s activities. Her tongue and jaw were also absolutely aching now. The initial excitement of being forced to kneel and pleasure Diana while being teased herself was wearing off. Weirdly though, the thought that she was starting to feel less enthusiastic about continuing only served to arouse her further. The more she dwelled on it, the more her thoughts spiraled in a vicious cycle. She was not enjoying this as much as when they first started, but the fact that she did not have a say in the matter and was being used to pleasure Diana only turned her on more, making her want to continue. Every ache building in her body added fuel to the fire that she was just a toy to be used.

Diana shifted her position and pulled Lauren's leash so that Lauren's nose was resting practically in Diana's pussy while her mouth was positioned to lick her ass. Lauren had never licked Diana's ass before. Actually she had never licked anyone's ass before. And now her first time trying it was while she was chained up and unable to avoid it.

Lauren hesitantly explored Diana's ass with her tongue. The bad taste that Lauren had feared was not there. In reality the only thing that Lauren tasted was Diana’s skin. The main difference, though, was that she could not ignore the fact that she had been reduced to licking her best friend's ass with her nose pressed into her pussy.

"Oh, that feels amazing." Diana moaned in pleasure and began lazily moving her hips to answer Lauren's tongue strokes. "We might have to make this a regular thing. You licking my ass every night until I come."

Lauren whimpered. There was a lot to unpack in Diana's words. The way Diana casually mentioned this being a regular occurrence happening every night pushed Lauren even further into a submissive headspace. Like it was a given that Lauren was nothing more than a toy now. Her life before she walked into this penthouse tonight gone. All that remained of her future was accepting whatever Diana decided to do with her body.

“Slow down a bit,” ordered Diana, who had once again lay back. Lauren obeyed and started making long, slow strokes with her tongue between Diana’s cheeks. The slower, less urgent work offered some respite for her tired tongue and jaw. Once again Lauren’s thoughts began to wander with nothing to distract her from the repetitive task in front of her. Diana began to squirm, occasionally moaning softly. Stretched between the chains, Lauren was able to nothing except continue to lick. Her neck and shoulders were aching with the strain of being pulled in two different directions. Diana’s movements slowly started to become more urgent, occasionally causing her clit to rub across Lauren’s nose. The motion shoved the scent of Diana’s arousal up Lauren’s nose. The vibrator again clicked on making Lauren squirm in a futile attempt to get enough stimulation to come herself.

“Make me come,” breathed Diana, “focus on my pussy.” Lauren obeyed and began focusing her efforts towards the top of Diana’s slit. Lauren was rewarded with a gasp of pleasure from Diana. Pressure grew on Lauren’s mouth as Diana pressed into Lauren’s tongue, taking her pleasure at the expense of Lauren’s comfort. Lauren had been reduced to a tongue, her only purpose to lick where Diana commanded. And with the chains holding Lauren in place with Diana grinding against her, Lauren seemed to be no better than a vibrator to be used at will and then put back in storage. Diana’s movements became more urgent, her cries of passion louder, until she bore down against Lauren’s face, practically smothering her again, and froze in place. Once again Lauren was unable to take a breath as Diana came on her face. Eventually, Diana’s cry faded and she relaxed allowing Lauren to gulp down some air.

“Back to my ass, toy,” Diana panted as the tremors rippling across her body subsided and she repositioned herself to give Lauren’s tongue access where she wanted it. Obediently, Lauren again began making slow, almost loving strokes between Diana’s cheeks. Diana let out a small laugh, “This is paradise. I have a beautiful toy giving me endless orgasms. And we can do all of this again tomorrow. And the next day. And the next. And every day for as long as I like.” She let out a sigh, “Does that sounds good to you, toy?” Lauren’s mind felt like it was being buried by everything that she was experiencing. She imagined what it would be like to give up her job, her life, and give herself to Diana. To spend all her time in this penthouse. Constantly restrained in one form or another. Dressed however would please Diana, or possibly just kept naked and denied clothing. Performing whatever activities Diana wished, whether pleasing her with her mouth like she was now or just being tormented for her amusement. “It doesn’t really matter if it sounds good to you or not,” Diana said without waiting for Lauren to answer.

Lauren’s heart raced as she continued her oral worship. Diana did not say anything more as the silence that seemed to stretch on forever was broken only by an occasional soft moan from Diana. Diana had again seemed to imply that Lauren was never going to return to her old life. Though the thought scared her, Lauren found herself picturing what that life might be like. A small part of her actually wanting to be able to give up the rest of her life and remain a toy for Diana to use.

Lauren fell into another rhythm of licking Diana's ass while Diana gently moved in time. She was startled from her thoughts by the head of a vibrator that pushed its way between Lauren's forehead and Diana's pussy. Not daring to stop licking, Lauren did her best to shift to accommodate the vibrator. With the soft click of the power button, the vibrator came to life and Diana hissed a curse of pleasure.

"Oh god, Lauren. This feels amazing." Diana began to writhe under Lauren's tongue. "If you serve me well maybe someday I'll let you experience having your ass licked while you orgasm."

Lauren let out another soft whimper while arousal flooded her. Again there was the use of her name. Again there was the causal reference to this being more than just a weekend thing. What was Diana planning? Lauren's own vibrator was nearing its maximum intensity, making it difficult for Lauren to order her thoughts. Her tongue was beginning to seriously complain about how much work it had been doing, but she did not dare stop her rhythmic stroking of Diana’s ass with her tongue in case Diana decided to make good on her threats to punish her. Though she was frightened by the prospect of being punished, she loved that fear and how it egged her on to obey.

Diana’s moans became more urgent. Another orgasm seemed to be quickly building with the help of the vibrator. Diana started thrusting her hips to grind against the vibrator. Lauren’s role had been relegated to simply adding stimulation to Diana while she got herself off with the vibrator. Lauren’s own vibrator was making it difficult to think again. She had become just a toy to be used for Diana’s pleasure, but now she was less important to Diana’s pleasure than the vibrator she was using to get herself off. And all Lauren had to show for it were aches in her wrists, shoulders, neck, jaw, and tongue. The vibrator locked inside by the chastity belt scattered her thoughts as she was brought to another edge and denied. In a cruel coincidence, Diana screamed out in pleasure bucking her hips wildly as another orgasm ripped through her body in contrast to the aching need locked behind Lauren’s chastity belt. Diana pulled her vibrator away, but still Lauren obediently continued to do her best to please Diana stroking her tongue up and down Diana’s ass. After an aftershock ran through Diana’s body, she sat up breathing heavily and smirked down at Lauren while Lauren continued to lick. Wordlessly, Diana pulled away from Lauren finally letting Lauren rest her tired tongue and jaw. Lauren just met Diana’s eyes, still held in firmly in place with no movement between the chains at her collar and wrists.
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"WOW," DIANA SAID between pants. "That was amazing, toy. You did such a great job."

The praise filled Lauren with happiness. Though that happiness seemed at odds with what she had just experienced. She had been chained in a kneeling position and forced to pleasure her best friend's pussy and ass with her mouth, and now she was happy to be praised for doing a good job? Some small part of her knew that she should have been outraged to be treated like this, but that small part of her was engulfed by this feeling of happiness. This feeling that she had done a good job pleasing her owner.

Catching her breath enough to speak somewhat normally, Diana continued on, "If I counted correctly, I came five times." She pulled out her phone and started tapping on it. The vibrator in Lauren's pussy cut off mid-cycle. "For that performance I'll give you five hours of uninterrupted sleep. So giving us some time to finish getting ready for bed, I'll set the timer for six hours." Diana showed Lauren the phone with a timer that was now counting down from six hours. "Once that timer ends, your little friend will wake up and start teasing you all over again." Diana finished her explanation and smirked down at Lauren. The implication of what was going to happen sunk in as Lauren thought through everything Diana had just said. Was Diana really about to deny Lauren something as basic as a full night of rest? Once the vibrator locked inside Lauren turned on, she doubted that she would be able to get back to sleep.

Diana finally lifted herself up to release the leash attached to Lauren’s collar. She slid off the bed and walked around Lauren to release Lauren’s wrists from the chain anchoring her to the floor. “Go ahead and go get cleaned up in the bathroom while I get everything ready for bed.”

“Yes, Mistress,” responded Lauren as she stretched her aching limbs and padded to the bathroom. Usually at the end of an intense scene like this, Diana and Lauren would drop their roles. Lauren would be freed from her bondage, given some space to clean up and gather her thoughts, and then Diana would take care of her to make her feel whole again. This time, though, was different. The steel still locked around Lauren’s neck, wrists, ankles, and waist felt heavier than when they were first locked on. She was still just a toy then. Still just another one of her best friend’s many possessions.

Having already showered once that evening, Lauren did her best to briefly clean herself up and get ready for bed. Even after washing her face, the faint scent of Diana’s arousal seemed to cling to her skin. The thought of smelling Diana all night turned her on. It was not because she enjoyed the smell, but rather because she did not love the smell. She had no choice in the matter and the scent stuck in her nose was evidence that she had just been used by owner to get off. When Lauren made to leave the bathroom, the first thing she noticed was a long chain coiled on the bed. Next to the chain was an open padlock with no key in sight. One of the ends of the chain led to a ring on the bedpost where it was already padlocked in place.

“Wait there,” called Diana noticing Lauren. She finished pulling on her pajama pants, grabbed the padlock and the remaining end of the chain, and pulled the chain over to Lauren who was still standing in the entrance to the en suite bathroom. Diana hooked the padlock through the rings on the front of the collar and the end of the chain. Diana looked up and smirked at Lauren as she closed the padlock, locking Lauren to the chain and confining Lauren to wherever the chain could reach.

“Can you reach the bathroom with this length of chain?” asked Diana, pointing back into the large bathroom. Lauren did not say anything as she turned and walked back into the bathroom. The chain pulled taut, but Lauren could reach everything she could need in the bathroom. Lauren turned to look at Diana. “With this length of chain, you might be able to get a few steps out of the bedroom, but that can’t be helped. I wanted to make sure you could use the bathroom in the middle of the night if you needed.”

“Thank you, Mistress.” Lauren was touched by the thought Diana had put into this, though the feeling was perverse given that she was feeling grateful for being allowed to have enough freedom to use the bathroom if she needed in the middle of the night.

“One last addition and then bedtime.” Diana grabbed the chain and led Lauren back into the bedroom. Diana led Lauren to the side table and pulled out a small length of chain and two padlocks. She threaded the chain through the ring in Lauren’s collar and used the padlocks to attach the chain to either of Lauren’s wrist cuffs in front of her. With this setup, Lauren could not reach down to her waist without bending over, but she still had the use of her hands if needed.

Diana pulled back the sheets of her bed for Lauren. Lauren glanced around the room hopeful for something for her to wear. She was still naked while Diana was clothed in pajamas. Diana caught Lauren’s eye and smirked, “I will give you clothes if and when I decide I want you to wear anything.”

“Yes, Mistress,” answered Lauren. She climbed into bed and tried to get comfortable while Diana went to get ready in the bathroom. It was not easy with the collar locked around her neck, but she eventually found a position that was tolerable. Diana returned from the bathroom and turned off the lights. She slipped into bed next to Lauren and wrapped her arms around her.

“I’m glad to have you. I love you so much, my beautiful toy,” Diana whispered into Lauren’s ear. She kissed Lauren softly, causing a warmth to spread in Lauren’s chest. Held in her owner’s arms, Lauren was asleep within minutes, her last thoughts before drifting off were of what the rest of the weekend would bring.
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