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“You’re serious about this, aren’t you?” Alice’s voice trembled as she stared at the steel collar resting in Rick’s hands. The cold glint of metal caught the dim light of their bedroom, and her stomach twisted with a strange mix of fear and curiosity.

Rick’s lips curved into a slow, deliberate smile. “Dead serious. I’ve been thinking about this for a while now.” He stepped closer. “I want to see you like this, Alice. Bound. Completely mine.”

Her heart fluttered, but not just from nerves. There was something about the way he said it, like he had imagined every detail, every moment, that brought weight and significance to the moment. She hesitated, letting her fingers brush against the cool chain that dangled from the shackles.

“This is… a lot,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

“It doesn’t have to be.” Rick’s tone softened as he reached out, his hand cupping her cheek. “We can take it slow. You can stop anytime. But… don’t you want to try something new?”

Alice sighed and nodded. Their lovemaking had become predictable, routine. The idea of letting go of control, of surrendering to him completely, was terrifying, yet part of her longed for it. For something to happen.

“Okay,” she said and lifted her long blonde hair to expose her neck.

Rick smiled and moved behind her. “Trust me … I’ll take good care of you.”

The first touch of the steel collar against her skin sent a chill down her spine. It was heavier than she imagined, the cold metal pressing against her throat as he closed it. The faint click of the locking mechanism was scary, and though it was not too tight, the collar caused her breathing to quicken. Her fingers touched the cold steel and caused her to shudder.

“Get onto the bed,” Rick said, and picked up a pair of shiny steel shackles from the inconspicuous bag he had presented to Alice when he came home. His voice was darker now, more assertive. “And place your hands above your head.”

Alice obeyed, lifting her arms and allowing him to secure the steel shackles around her wrists. The chain rattled softly as he attached it to the bedframe, pulling her body taut. She felt exposed, vulnerable, but also strangely alive.

Rick stepped back, his gaze raking over her with an intensity that made her cheeks burn. “We should’ve done this ages ago. You look … stunning. Helpless. All mine.”

Alice’s skin tingled under his scrutiny, her body responding to the raw hunger in his eyes. She could feel the heat building between her legs, a steady thrum of desire that she had not felt in years.

He moved closer again, his hands trailing down her arms, her sides, and finally settling on her hips. His fingers slid beneath the hem of her dress, slowly pushing it up until it pooled around her waist.

“Rick …” she said, her voice trembling as he leaned in, his lips brushing against the sensitive skin of her neck right above the collar.

“Don’t speak. You’re not in control now.”

His hands explored her body with a practiced ease, tracing every curve and dip as if memorizing her anew. She could feel the warmth of his touch everywhere; on her thighs, her stomach, the swell of her breasts. It was not much different than his usual routine during foreplay, but it all felt more intense now, like they were making love for the first time all over.

Alice moaned softly, her body aching for more. The restraints heightened every sensation, every touch feeling sharper, more vivid. She was completely at his mercy, and she was loving every second of it.

Rick’s hands moved lower, sliding between her thighs. She tensed instinctively, but he did not push further. Instead, he pressed a kiss to the inside of her thigh, teasing her sensitive skin. She tried to push closer, to get him to touch her aching pussy, but the shackles prevented it.

The room fell into a heavy silence, the only sound the faint rustle of the silk sheets beneath Alice’s trembling body. Rick pulled away and once again found something in the bag that had held the collar and shackles. Her eyes followed his hand as he revealed a sleek black blindfold. Her stomach twisted, not with fear, but with a deep, aching curiosity that surged through her like electricity.

The blindfold slipped over her eyes, plunging her into darkness. Instantly, her other senses sharpened. The sound of his breathing grew louder, and the scent of his cologne mixed with the musky warmth of the room. The cold steel against her neck and wrists felt more imposing, more significant, and she could not help but pull at the shackles to enhance the experience.

His lips found her neck first, trailing soft, deliberate kisses along the curve where her collar met her skin. She felt the scrape of his stubble, the warmth of his breath against her throat. Her back arched involuntarily, a soft whimper escaping her lips. “Rick … please …”

“Shh,” he whispered, his tone commanding yet soothing. “Just feel.”

His hands moved down her body, pulling her bra down, skimming over the swell of her tits, fingers brushing against her nipples until they hardened under his touch. She gasped, her hips shifting restlessly against the sheets. Every movement was amplified in the darkness, every sensation more intense, more consuming.

Then came the first touch of his tongue against her clit. “Fuck!” she cried out as her thighs instinctively tried to squeeze together. Rick’s strong hands held her legs in place while his tongue worked in slow, deliberate circles. She could feel herself growing wetter by the second.

“You’re so wet, my love,” Rick whispered against her sensitive flesh. “My … slave.”

Her moans grew louder, more desperate, as he intensified his pace. His tongue flicked rapidly over her clit, teasing and tormenting her until she was writhing against the bed, her fingers clutching at the restraints. The pleasure was overwhelming, a relentless tide threatening to pull her under. She could feel herself teetering on the edge, and her breath came in shallow gasps.

And then he stopped.

Alice whined in frustration, her body still quivering with need. “No … don’t do this …” She tore at the restraints, but the shackles were unrelenting.

He chuckled, his breath warm against her inner thigh. “Patience,” he said. “The night is still young.”

She felt his fingers replace his tongue, two of them sliding easily inside her soaked pussy. She cried out as he thrust them deep, rubbing the wall of her pussy just right. He fucked her with his fingers, slow and steady at first, then faster, harder, until she was grinding against his hand, desperate for release.

“I love it when you get desperate.” A third finger was added, driving Alice even further toward the abyss.

She was close, but he pulled his fingers out, leaving her gasping and trembling. A frustrated sob escaped her lips. “Why are you torturing me?” she whimpered. She wanted release, but the experience was so intense that she did not want it to stop either.

“Because I can,” he replied, and she could hear the grin in his voice. His hands moved to her tits again, squeezing and kneading them roughly until she once again moaned in ecstasy. Then his mouth was back on her clit, sucking and licking with a ferocity that had her screaming his name.

This time, he did not stop. The pressure built and built inside her until she could not hold it anymore. Her orgasm hit her like a freight train, crashing over her in wave after wave of blinding pleasure. The collar suddenly felt tighter, restricting her breathing, and it prolonged the orgasm even further.

When it finally subsided, she was left panting and trembling, her body slick with sweat. Rick removed the blindfold, and she blinked up at him; her vision was still blurry. He smiled down at her with a triumphant expression on his face.

“You’re incredible,” he said, caressing her cheek, but he made no move to release her from the restraints just yet. “Did you like it?”

She nodded. “I did. It was … amazing.”

“My friends are coming over tomorrow …”

Alice raised an eyebrow. “Why do you mention that now?”

“I want you like this tomorrow. Chained. Collared.” He smiled, and there was no hesitation in his voice. “I want to share you with them. As my slave.”

Her eyes widened. A fresh wave of arousal shot through her, which surprised her. “Rick… I…” she stammered, unsure how to respond.

“Just trust me,” he interrupted gently. “You’ll love every fucking second of it.” His hand slid between her legs again, teasing her sensitive folds until she moaned softly. “You’re already wet again – don’t tell me you don’t want it.”

She could not deny it. The idea of being used by him, by all of them, was terrifying and thrilling in equal measure. And as she lay there, bound and exposed, she felt like there was no turning back.

“Okay,” she whispered finally, her voice barely audible. “Okay.”

“Excellent.” There was a dark edge to his voice that made Alice uneasy, but only for a moment. His fingers slid inside her again. “And I want you to wear that collar until they get here.”

The next evening came quickly, the hours slipping by in a blur of anticipation and nerves. Alice stood before the full-length mirror in their bedroom, her reflection staring back at her. She was dressed in black lingerie, the fabric hugging her curves in all the right places, the collar glinting ominously at her throat. Her hair was styled to perfection, her makeup dark and sultry, but her hands trembled as she smoothed the lace over her hips.

“You look incredible,” Rick said from behind her. He stepped closer and let his fingers trail down over her shoulders and arms until he reached her wrists. With swift, deliberate movements, he locked the steel shackles around them, the cold metal biting into her delicate skin. He knelt to secure a set of matching ankle cuffs as well.

“Can you walk?” he asked, standing back to admire his work.

Alice took a tentative step forward. The shackles restricted her movement slightly, forcing her to take shorter, more calculated strides. It was awkward at first, but she managed to find a rhythm and even make her movements sensual, aided by the tall heels that she was used to walking in. The shackles were seamless and elegant and could almost pass for bold jewelry, had it not been for the chunky chains connecting them.

“My beautiful slave,” Rick said and kissed her on the cheek. “I think you should wear all this every time you clean the house.”

Usually, she would be insulted. Yes, she did not work and kept the house in good shape, but she had never seen herself as beneath Rick, and he had never treated her as such. Until now. And yet, no part of her wanted to protest. It felt … right.

Downstairs, the doorbell rang, causing a flash of nervous energy through Alice’s body. She followed Rick to the foyer, her heart pounding in her chest. He opened the door to reveal three of his friends, men who had frequented their house for years. But though she was used to them eyeing her flawless body when they thought she was not looking, there was no such care taken now. The lust in their eyes at the sight of Alice in shackles and lingerie reminded her of hungry beasts.

“Welcome,” Rick said with a smirk, stepping aside to let them in. “You all know Alice. She’ll be serving us tonight.”

The men exchanged glances, their expressions a mix of surprise and thinly veiled hunger. Jake, a tall man with a rugged jawline and piercing blue eyes, let out a low whistle. “Damn, Rick, you’re really treating us tonight.”

Alice forced a smile, though her cheeks burned with embarrassment.“Can I get anyone a drink?” she asked, her voice steady despite the storm of conflicting emotions raging inside her.

“Scotch for me,” Jake said, his gaze never leaving hers. The others nodded in agreement.

Alice smiled and turned toward the bar, the shackles clinking softly with each step. She could feel their eyes on her as she bent to retrieve the glasses; she made sure that her movements were slow and deliberate to entice them further. Her hands trembled slightly as she poured the drinks. It was all very degrading and humiliating, but to her surprise, it made her wet. Soaking wet.

When she returned with the tray of scotch glasses, she handed one to each man, her eyes downcast. Jake grinned as he took his drink and made sure to brush his fingers against hers for a bit longer than expected.

“Thank you,” he said, but the politeness was undercut by the dark tone in his voice.

She handed out the other glasses and then stood there like a statue, barely able to put together a coherent thought. The shackles weighed on her ankles, the heels just made it worse, and the collar seemed tighter.

Rick nodded at the floor next to the couch he was sitting on. “Kneel, slave.”

She obeyed. There was no hesitation; she just acted.

The air in the room was thick with anticipation, the low hum of conversation barely audible over the pounding of Alice’s heart. She could feel the weight of the men’s eyes on her, their gazes tracing the curve of her back, the swell of her hips, the way her lingerie clung to her skin.

“Crawl,” Rick ordered, grabbing her hair and pushing her forward and down. Her hands dug into the plush carpet to the sound of rattling chains and approving grunts from the other men.

“That’s it, Alice,” Rick said, a smirk playing on his lips. “Show them what you’re made for.”

She crawled in a slow in front of them, her large breasts swaying with each movement, the fabric of her lingerie teasing her nipples into hardened peaks. The breasts had been a gift from Rick, and though she liked them, the gift had been more for his benefit. The men watched in silence, their breathing growing heavier as she passed by them. She could feel their desire like a physical force, pressing against her skin, wrapping around her like a vice.

When she reached the center of the room, Rick’s voice cut through the silence again. “Lie down. Present yourself.”

Alice’s cheeks burned with shame as she lowered herself onto her back, her legs spreading instinctively to expose her pussy. The cool air kissed her wetness, making her shiver. She could see the predatory gleam in Rick’s eyes as he stepped closer.

“Tell them what you are.”

Alice swallowed as her throat went dry. “I’m… I’m just a slut for your pleasure,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

“Louder.”

“I’m a filthy whore, only good for serving your cocks,” she said, louder this time, her voice breaking slightly. The men chuckled; the humiliation sent even more heat to her loins.

“Now … touch yourself.”

Alice’s fingers trembled as she reached between her legs and under the edge of her lace G-string. Her breath caught in her throat as her fingers brushed against her swollen clit. She circled her clit slowly, the pressure building with each stroke.

“Faster,” one of the men said in a rough, commanding voice. Alice obeyed and let her fingers move quicker, her breath coming in short gasps. She could feel the wetness dripping from her cunt, soaking the carpet beneath her. The sound of her own arousal mixed with the low groans of the men watching her.

“Now this,” Rick said, holding up his golf trophy, a gleaming phallic shape that made Alice’s stomach twist with a mix of dread and excitement. He placed it on the floor beside her, his eyes daring her to take it. “Use it.”

Alice looked at her husband, the question evident in her eyes.

“You heard me,” he said, answering her silence.

With trembling hands, Alice picked up the cold metal trophy. She pressed the smooth tip against her entrance, biting her lip as she pushed it inside. The sensation was strange, the coldness of the metal a stark contrast to the heat of her body.

The men watched intently as she began to move the trophy in and out of her pussy, their eyes dark with lust. Alice’s movements were slow at first, but the men encouraged her to go faster.

She quickened her pace, the cold metal sliding in and out of her wetness with an obscene squelch. Her body was alight with sensation, every thrust sending waves of pleasure coursing through her. Her tits bounced with each movement, the fabric of her lingerie rubbing against her sensitive nipples.

“Don’t even think about coming,” Rick said, his voice cutting through the haze of pleasure clouding her mind. Alice whimpered as she fought to hold back the orgasm threatening to overtake her. The men cheered her on with a mix of encouraging words and degrading verbal abuse.

“Look at that fucking slut,” one of them said and laughed. “She’s nothing more than a hole to fuck.”

Alice’s humiliation burned bright, but it only fueled her arousal further. Her cunt clenched around the cold metal of the trophy, her body betraying her desire for more. Alice’s hand moved frantically now, driving the trophy in and out of her dripping pussy with reckless abandon. The sensation was brutal and raw, every nerve in her body screaming for release. But she held back, obeying Rick’s command even as her body begged for relief.

The room was filled with the sounds of her heavy breathing and the wet slap of metal against flesh. Alice’s vision blurred as she teetered on the edge of orgasm, her grip tightening on the trophy as she fought to stay in control.

“That’s it,” Rick said, his voice thick with satisfaction. “Show them what you’re really made for.”

Alice’s body trembled violently, her thighs quivering as she stared up at him with pleading eyes. “Please …” she gasped, desperation leaking into her voice.

“No. You don’t deserve it. Pull it out. Now.”

Alice whimpered, but obeyed.  She lay on the floor, her body trembling from the denial of release. The trophy was slick with her wetness, and the cold metal glistened under the dim light of the room. Rick got up from the couch and towered above her, barely recognizable as the man she loved.

“Clean it.”

Her hands shook as she lifted the trophy to her mouth, her tongue darting out to lick away the evidence of her desperate arousal. The taste of herself mingled with the metallic tang of the trophy, a combination that sent a shiver through her. She could feel the eyes of the other men on her, their gazes burning into her skin as she obeyed Rick’s order.

“Such a good, submissive cunt.” Rick reached down, his fingers tangling in her hair as he pulled her up onto her knees. Alice’s breath caught in her throat as he guided her toward the sofa table, pressing her down until her chest was flat against the cool surface. The steel collar around her neck dug into her skin, reminding her of her position.

Rick stepped behind her, his large hands spreading her cheeks apart. The cold air hit her sensitive flesh, and she tensed instinctively. “Relax,” he said, but there was no kindness in his voice. Only authority. Alice forced herself to comply, her muscles loosening under his command.

Her heart pounded in her chest as Rick pressed the tip of the trophy against her tight asshole. She gasped, curling her fingers into fists as he began to push it inside. The metal felt alien and unforgiving, stretching her in ways she had never experienced before. “Fuuuuuuck,” she whimpered, her voice trembling with a mix of fear and unexpected pleasure.

The men in the room erupted into cheers. “Take it all, slut!” one of them shouted. Another man stepped forward, his hand connecting with her ass in a sharp slap. The sting only heightened her arousal, and she moaned loudly, the sound echoing in the room.

Rick pushed the trophy deeper, inch by agonizing inch, until it was fully seated inside her. Alice cried out as her body struggled to adjust to the intrusion. He began to move it in and out, each thrust sending waves of intense sensation through her. She could feel every ridge and groove of the trophy as it stretched her, the coldness of the metal contrasting sharply with the heat of her body.

“You like that, don’t you?” Rick taunted, his voice dripping with sadistic pleasure. He increased the pace, driving the trophy into her with more force. “I always knew you had this in you, that you’re just a submissive, miserable slut, waiting for someone to take control.”

Alice cried out, her nails digging into the wood of the table as she tried to anchor herself. The men continued to cheer and jeer, their hands smacking her ass and thighs, each slap adding to the overwhelming mix of pain and pleasure.

Her mind was a whirlwind of conflicting emotions: humiliation, desire, and desperation. She had never imagined she would enjoy being used like this, but her body betrayed her, reacting with undeniable arousal, turning Rick’s harsh words into undeniable truth. Her cunt was soaked, the wetness dripping down her thighs as Rick continued to fuck her ass with the trophy.

“Please …” she begged, her voice breaking. “I need to come.”

Rick chuckled. “Not yet,” he said. “You don’t get to come until I say so.”

Alice groaned in frustration, her hips bucking involuntarily as he drove the trophy even deeper. The sensation was almost too much to bear, and she could feel herself teetering on the edge of orgasm yet again.

But Rick was merciless, letting go of the trophy just as she was about to tip over. Alice let out a sob of frustration, her entire body trembling with need. He attached a leash to her collar and gave it a sharp tug to get her to stand up.

She struggled to her feet, the trophy still buried deep inside her ass. The weight of it made it difficult to walk, but she forced herself to move, following Rick’s lead as he dragged her into the kitchen. The men followed close behind, their laughter and crude comments filling the air.

“Serve dinner,” Rick said, his tone leaving no room for argument. Alice nodded shakily, her legs barely able to support her as she moved toward the counter. She could feel the trophy shifting inside her with every step, humiliating her, and she felt relieved, yet oddly empty, when Rick pulled it out shortly after.

The men gathered around the kitchen island, their eyes never leaving her as she worked. One of them reached out to grab a handful of her ass, squeezing roughly as she bent over to retrieve a plate. Alice gasped, but did not stop what she was doing. She knew better than to disobey.

Alice moved between the men, her heels clicking loudly on the tiled floor along with the rattle of chains as she served plates of food and refilled glasses. The clink of silverware and low hum of conversation filled the room, but all Alice could focus on was the way their hands brushed against her, lingered on her skin, groped her ass, and cupped her breasts. She felt their greedy fingers digging into her flesh, marking her, claiming her, and she could not suppress the shiver that ran through her body.

Rick watched her like a predator, his sharp eyes following her every move. He reached out, grabbing her shackles as she passed him, and pulled her close. “You’re being such a good little slut,” he said. He held up a black ballgag, the leather strap dangling from his hand. “Open up.”

Alice hesitated, her eyes flickering to the gag, then back to Rick. His gaze was hard, unyielding, and she knew better than to argue. She opened her mouth obediently, and he slipped the gag between her lips, securing it tightly behind her head. The taste of rubber filled her mouth, and she felt a trickle of saliva escape, sliding down her chin. The sensation was humiliating, degrading, and yet it only made her feel hotter, wetter.

Rick grabbed her by the shoulders and bent her over the table, her face pressed against the cool surface. She could feel the plates of food shifting beneath her. He tore her G-string off. His fingers found her cunt first, sliding through her soaked folds with a rough, possessive touch. Alice moaned around the gag, the sound muffled but desperate. He pushed two fingers inside her, curling them just right to hit that spot that made her thighs tremble. Her hips bucked involuntarily, and she heard the men laughing.

A hand gripped her hip, and then something cold and hard pressed against her asshole; the smooth handle of a large ladle. She tensed, but Rick’s fingers kept moving inside her, coaxing her open, making her body relax.

The ladle pushed into her ass slowly, stretching her in a way that made her gasp. It was not painful, not after the large trophy, but it was intense, a strange mix of fullness and pressure that had her toes curling. The man behind her fucked her ass with the ladle in short, brutal thrusts, each one causing her body to shake with uncontrolled lust.

Rick’s fingers worked faster now, his thumb circling her clit in rough strokes. Alice could feel herself teetering on the edge once again, her body trembling with the need to come. But as she neared that peak, one of the men smeared potatoes on her face, and then another hand pressed gravy into her hair. The humiliation burned hot in her chest, but it only fueled her arousal, mixing with the pleasure until she could not tell where one ended and the other began.

“That’s it,” Rick said. “Take it like a good little whore. Come for us, you fucking slut.”

Alice could not hold back anymore. Her orgasm slammed into her with brutal force, wrenching a muffled scream from her throat as her cunt clenched around Rick’s fingers and her ass tightened around the ladle. Her body shook violently, waves of pleasure crashing over her, drowning out everything else. She bit down on the gag, her hands clutched the chain connecting her shackles, and she had never felt this alive, yet so helpless before.

When she finally came down, still panting around the gag, Rick pulled his fingers out of her with a slick sound and stepped back. The ladle was yanked from her ass, leaving her sore and empty, and she nearly collapsed onto the table. But Rick was not done yet. He grabbed a knife from the counter and sliced through the straps of her lingerie with practiced ease. The fabric fell away, leaving her completely exposed.

“Go shower,” Rick said in a tone that made Alice feel like she was nothing more than a dog to be commanded. He removed the ballgag and kissed her, but there was no affection or tenderness in the kiss; it was forceful, violent, and intrusive. She loved it. “Then come back. No, I won’t be removing your restraints.”

Alice nodded weakly, stumbling toward the bathroom on shaky legs.

The hot water cascaded over her body, washing away the mess they had made of her. But even as she scrubbed at her skin, she could still feel the ghost of their hands on her, their laughter echoing in her ears. Her fingers drifted between her thighs almost of their own accord, and she gasped as she rubbed her clit, still sensitive from her earlier orgasm. The edge of the shackles rubbed against her skin.

She leaned against the tiled wall, parting her legs wider as she fingered herself with slow, deliberate strokes. Her cunt was still slick, still aching for more, and she could not resist the temptation to slide two fingers inside herself, curling them just the way Rick had

Rick and his friends were waiting for her, standing in a semicircle around the dinner table. Rick’s sharp, intense gaze locked onto hers, and he gestured toward the table with a flick of his wrist.

“Bend over.”

She felt the weight of their stares, the heat of their desire burning into her skin. Slowly, she approached the table, her legs trembling with each step. She bent at the waist, resting her forearms on the cool surface, her ass exposed to the room.

Rick grabbed her shackled wrists and pulled them taut, securing them to the other end of the table with a chain and a lock. He then removed the ankle shackles and tied her legs to the table legs, leaving her spread wide and completely immobile.

“You’re going to take everything we give you,” Rick said. “And you’re going to love it.”

Alice’s breath caught as she felt the first strike. A sharp slap across her ass sent a bolt of pain radiating through her body. She gasped, her muscles tightening as another slap followed, then another, each one harder than the last. The sound of flesh meeting flesh filled the room, mingling with her muffled cries. Her ass burned with each strike, but to her surprise, she found that her body converted the humiliating spanking into pure arousal.

I … like this? She was not sure how the revelation made her feel, but before she had time to reflect on it, a whooshing sound distracted her. The cane landed across her ass, causing her to cry out, her body arching against the restraints. The pain was sharp and intense, leaving a searing mark on her skin. But even as tears pricked at the corners of her eyes, she found herself craving more, the humiliation and submission sending waves of pleasure through her.

Rick stepped back, letting Jake take over. He gripped the cane tightly, bringing it down again and again on Alice’s ass and thighs. Each strike left a red welt, the pain mingling with the throbbing between her legs until she could barely think straight. She was panting, her body writhing against the restraints, but she could not escape the exquisite torment.

When the whip came next, Alice braced herself. The leather cracked against her skin with a force that made her scream. The whip landed again and again, leaving trails of fire across her back and ass. She was shaking, tears streaming down her face, but her cunt was pulsing with need, desperate for release.

“My little slave,” Rick whispered. Alice moaned as he leaned down, his breath hot against her ear. “You love this, don’t you? You love being humiliated like this. You do realize there is no going back now, right?”

She couldn’t answer, her voice was lost in a haze of pain and pleasure, but her body gave her away. Her hips rocked against the table, seeking any kind of friction to ease the ache between her legs.

Rick signaled to one of his friends. “Finger her,” he said. “Make her scream.”

A pair of hands spread her ass cheeks apart, and Alice gasped as a finger probed at her tight hole. She clenched instinctively, but the man pushed past her resistance, sliding his finger inside her ass with slow precision.

Another hand tangled in her hair, pulling her head back sharply. She opened her mouth instinctively, and a different man shoved his fingers inside, pressing down on her tongue and making her gag. Her saliva dripped down her chin as he fucked her mouth with his fingers, stretching her jaw wide.

Meanwhile, a third man knelt between her legs, his fingers finding her slick cunt. He teased her entrance, circling her clit with practiced ease before pushing three fingers deep inside her. Alice moaned around the fingers in her mouth, her body trembled, but the moans turned into a piercing scream when the fingers in her pussy became a fist. Her body was a mess of pain and pleasure, every nerve alight with intensity. She could feel herself teetering on the edge of orgasm, but Rick’s voice cut through the haze.

“Not yet. Don’t let her come.”

Alice whined in desperation, her body begging for release. The men kept fucking her with their fingers and fists, relentless in their assault on her senses. She was trembling, sweat slicking her skin as they pushed her closer and closer to the edge, only to yank her back every time she got too close. The fist was like a violent presence inside her, stretching her further than she ever thought possible.

And then they stopped and pulled out, leaving Alice a drooling, dripping mess. She cried and begged for them to continue, but they just laughed.

More … I need … more.

They pulled her through several rooms. Laughed at her. Spat on her. They mocked her horny moans, they insulted and degraded her, yet Alice never wanted it to stop – as long as they allowed her to come.

The cool night air hit her skin as they stepped onto the porch, the contrast sharp against the heat radiating from her body.

“On your back,” Rick commanded and pointed at the sunbed next to the massive pool. She lay her quivering body down, nervously glancing at the ravenous men surrounding her. The chain attached to her collar clanked as Rick pulled it taut, forcing her head back and exposing her throat. Her heart pounded, a mix of fear and arousal flooding her veins as she lay there, utterly vulnerable.

Jake was the first to step forward and positioned himself between her legs. Alice’s breath faltered as he shoved her thighs apart, the cool air hitting her soaked cunt. She could feel herself dripping down onto the sunbed.

“Fucking hell, she’s wet,” Jake said, running a finger through her folds before plunging two fingers inside her without warning. “Think she’s ready for us?”

“Make her ready,” Rick said. He tightened his grip on the chain, pulling it just enough to make Alice’s breath hitch. Jake smirked and pulled Alice onto her side, withdrawing his fingers and replacing them with the thick head of his cock. He rubbed it against her entrance, teasing her as he looked down at her with those piercing blue eyes. He raised one leg to give him even more access, placing his legs on either side of her bottom legs to get the perfect angle for penetration.

“You’re gonna take this cock, aren’t you, Alice?” he said. “Every fucking inch.”

Alice nodded, her mouth dry as she tried to form words. “Yes,” she managed finally, her voice trembling but eager. “Please…”

Jake did not wait for more. He thrust into her in one smooth motion, his cock stretching her wide as he buried himself to the hilt. Alice’s back arched off the ground, a strangled moan escaping her lips as he filled her completely. He wasted no time, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in, setting a brutal pace that had her gasping for air.

Rick let go of the chain and grabbed a fistful of her hair, pulling her face toward his cock. She parted her lips and welcomed the familiar cock inside. It was thick and heavy on her tongue, and the collar made it difficult to accommodate him.

The sounds of flesh slapping against flesh filled the air, mingling with Alice’s muffled moans and the men’s rough grunts. She could feel herself being split in two, her body overwhelmed by the intense pleasure and pain of being used so roughly. Jake’s cock pistoned in and out of her cunt, each thrust sending waves of ecstasy through her body, while Rick fucked her throat with a steady rhythm that left her gagging and gasping for air.

Another man stepped forward, his hands gripping her hips as he lined his cock up with her ass. Alice tensed, knowing what was coming, but there was no time to prepare. He pushed into her slowly at first, stretching her tight hole until he was fully seated inside her. The sensation was almost too much; her body was stretched to its limit, every nerve screaming in pleasure as both of her holes were filled completely.

“Fuck, she’s tight,” the man groaned and began to move in time with Jake’s thrusts. The dual sensations were overwhelming, each man driving into her with a rhythm that left no part of her untouched. Alice’s vision blurred as pleasure washed over her, her body trembling under the intensity of it all.

Rick pulled out of her mouth, letting her gasp for air as he watched the scene unfold. “Look at you,” he said, his voice dark with desire. “Taking all of us like a good little slut.” He leaned down to whisper in her ear. “You’re ours now. Remember that.”

Alice could only nod, her body quivering as the men continued to fuck her relentlessly. Every thrust sent another wave of pleasure crashing over her, and she could feel herself teetering on the edge of orgasm again. She fought to hold back even as her body screamed for release.

The third man moved to take Rick’s place at her mouth, his cock sliding past her lips as Rick stood and admired the scene. He watched as Alice was passed from one man to the next, each taking their turn with her holes until she was nothing but a trembling mess on the porch floor.

The night wore on. Alice lost track of how many times they came inside her, their cum coating her skin and pooling between her legs. Each orgasm brought a new wave of humiliation and pleasure, leaving her more desperate for the next. When they were done, they pulled away one by one, leaving Alice trembling and spent on the floor. Her body was a mess of sweat and cum, but she could not bring herself to care. The humiliation, the overwhelming sensations, it was all exactly what she craved.

“You did well,” Rick said and kissed her cum-stained face. “But I think it’s time for you to rest.”

He grabbed the chain attached to her collar and led her to the tree on the porch, securing it around the trunk before stepping back. “I’ll see you in the morning,” he said, his gaze lingering on her for a moment before turning away. “Though I’m not sure I ever want that collar to come off.”

As the men disappeared into the house, leaving her alone on the porch, Alice leaned back against the tree, her body still buzzing from the night’s events. Her hand slid down between her legs, fingers finding her swollen clit as she began to touch herself. The sound of Rick’s words echoed in her mind, and she realized with a start that she agreed with him. She wanted that collar to stay on. She wanted to be his slave.

Forever.

Her fingers moved faster as fantasies of what the next day might bring filled her mind. Would Rick let his friends have her again? Would he tie her up and use her himself? The possibilities were endless, and each one made her cunt clench with need.

There was no turning back now. No way of returning to how their relationship had been. She stared at the cold, merciless steel shackles locked around her wrists, clattering as she rubbed herself. Maybe they should stay on as well.

She smiled. What a delightful evening.

THE END
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Descent into Slavery

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

The Master’s Prisoner Slaves

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

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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