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A siren blared in the distance, and a growling dog could be heard somewhere in the dark. The sound of high heels on steel echoed in the alley as she ran down the metal stairs, threatening to alert her captors to her presence. The thought of being captured again drove her forward, and she kept looking over her shoulder, expecting to see their grim, sadistic smiles behind her.

It had been months. Months of torment and hormone injections. They said they were ‘preparing’ her for their buyer, that Sara would make them rich. She had tried escaping numerous times, but this time, she would not get caught.

He had been kind when Sara had met him at the bar. She had not been looking for more than a one-night stand, but as it had soon turned into a nightmare.

Sara had to take a break. Running in heels after more than a month in a small, locked room was exhausting. The alley was dark and creepy, but at least the darkness made her harder to find. She shuddered at the thought of running into the street, naked and tied, but she knew it was her best chance of getting help, despite the humiliation.

The cold air hit her naked, trembling skin, and she started shivering. Of course I managed to escape on the day they’ve had fun tying me up. Her shoulders ached from the tight ropes that tied her hands and elbows behind her back. A long strand of drool hung from the huge ballgag that forced her jaw wide open, and every time she struggled against her bonds, the rope around her neck tightened, choking her. Despite the terror and fear of being captured, she had to admit that it turned her on; the knotted rope between her legs, tightly pressed against her pussy, sent jolts of arousal through her cold body. It was an odd mix of emotions and sensations, and it clouded her mind as she tried to think of what to do next.

Just my luck, she thought. She had never been treated well by others, who tended to see her as nothing but a pair of huge breasts with a person attached. Men had always taken advantage of her, women had looked down on her, and now she was naked, apart from suspender stockings and high heels, tied and gagged in the middle of the city. The ultimate humiliation. Can’t sink much lower than this.

The hormone injections had caused her breasts to start lactating, and the steady drip of milk from her udders onto the pavement only added to the degradation. Sara had no idea what the men and their mystery ‘buyer’ had in store for her, but she imagined being used as a human cow on a farm somewhere – she cringed at the thought.

She took a deep breath. It was time to face the humiliation and step into the streetlight. The rope between her legs rubbed against her clit as she walked, and a muffled moan escaped her gagged mouth. Sara did not know this part of the city and had no idea what she would find as she neared the street. Sara knew that she should feel safer in public, but how would people react to a tied-up, lactating, drooling woman with no clothes on?

It looked like she had stumbled into the northern part of the city, near the expensive hotels and the park. A few cars drove by, but Sara did not dare to step into the flickering streetlight. Instead, she hugged the wall, tried to stay in the shadows, hoping that an opportunity would present itself. She considered walking into one of the hotel lobbies to ask for help, but she was scared off by the number of people and the likelihood of being filmed by dozens of camera phones.

After walking for a few minutes, Sara saw a gray-haired woman in a fur coat, likely a woman staying at one of the hotels. The woman was standing to the side, smoking while checking her phone.

Sara approached the woman slowly. She was cold, and despite her horniness, she wanted to be untied. Her breasts ached, desperate to be milked, and drops of breastmilk mixed with her drool on the sidewalk.

“Mmmhmmm …” Sara tried as she neared the woman. The large gag prevented her from forming any sound that could resemble words.

The woman turned. The dark eyes widened as she saw the naked woman.

“What the fuck are you doing?” she said, her face contorted in disgust.

Sara begged with her eyes.

“Get away from me, you pervert!” The woman took a step back. “Is this some sick fetish thing? Can’t you do that twisted shit in your own home?” She pulled a pepper spray from her bag. “If you get any closer, I’ll make you regret it!”

Sara froze. Tears streamed from her eyes at the sight of the angry woman.

“You people make me sick.” The woman turned around and ran into the lobby of a nearby hotel. Sara soon heard the woman call for security.

She knew that she should stay. Explain herself. But instead, she panicked and ran down the street. Sara rounded a corner and saw a group of four young men standing outside a convenience store drinking. They were laughing and joking, having a wonderful time, yet the sight of them made the blood turn to ice in her veins. Maybe they would have turned out to be kind and helpful, but a lifetime of being mistreated and used caused Sara to flee across the road towards the park. A car honked its horn at her, yet the driver did not bother to get out to help her.

Story of my life, Sara thought as the darkness of the park enveloped her, shielding her from curious glances while amplifying her loneliness. She felt helpless and miserable; she had finally escaped her kidnappers, the men who had treated her like shit for so long, and now she felt more alone than she had done in the tiny, cramped room that had been her home throughout her captivity. Desperation started to drown out the lust she was feeling as she stumbled through the park. The rope in her crotch no longer felt arousing, and the rope around her neck seemed to tighten, making it harder for her to breathe. She was not used to walking in heels, and she sat down on a park bench. The experience finally overwhelmed her, and she broke down crying.

What is going to happen to me?

The chill air felt refreshing after a long day at work, and Scott could feel his mood improve as he walked through the park. He put in his earbuds and continued the audiobook he had started the day before to drown out the traffic and shouting from the street.

First, a shower. Then an evening on the couch with a good movie. Not a bad night to look forward to.

There were hardly any people in the park at this time of the day; most were home, eating dinner, and apart from a few dog-walkers, Scott met no one on his way – until he neared the northern exit.

Is that … crying? He removed his earplugs. Someone was crying nearby. He followed the sound, slowly, and saw a figure sitting on a bench under a tree, hidden from view by a large bush, barely illuminated by one of the lampposts nearby. As he approached, Scott could not believe his eyes. The figure turned out to be a woman, naked apart from the suspender stockings and heels, and her hands and elbows were tied tightly together behind her back. The long, dark brown hair hid her face as she sat hunched on the bench, but it looked like milk was dripping from her huge breasts.

Scott did not know how to react, he had never experienced anything like this, but he could not bring himself to ignore a crying woman sitting alone, tied up or not.

“Miss, are you alright?”

The woman turned her head towards him, her eyes wide in shock and fear, like a deer caught in the headlights of a car. She looked terrified.

“I’m not going to hurt you,” he said, slowly approaching her. “Do … do you need help?”

She nodded, hesitantly. “Mmhmm …” A massive ballgag prevented her from speaking and caused her to drool. She looked vulnerable and cold, her body shivering and twitching. Despite the drool and the trickle of milk from her massive breasts, she was a gorgeous woman.

Scott removed his jacket and placed it over the woman’s shoulders before he carefully unbuckled the ballgag.

“Th… Thank you,” the woman said as if the words struggled to get out.

“Who did this to you?”

She shook her head. “I don’t know who they were.” She winced at the thought. “They kidnapped me a while ago.”

Scott looked around but saw no one. “Let me untie you, then we can call the police. I live nearby, we need to get you somewhere warm.” He paused at the sight of her frightened eyes. “If you are okay with that, of course!”

She mustered a tired smile. “It’s fine. Just … just get me away from here, please. You can untie me later.”

“Are you sure?” Scott raised an eyebrow. “It looks uncomfortable.”

“I’m fine, I’ve had worse.” She bit her lower lip. “I’m Sara, by the way.”

“Scott. Come this way.”

As Scott placed his comforting hand on her shoulder and led Sara out of the park, she could not help but feel an odd warmth in her chest. Even though she had given up on ever finding a person that wanted what was best for her, she could not help but let her guard down near Scott. He seemed kind and selfless, and though Sara knew she should be skeptical of his intents, she could feel the arousal build once more; she struggled slightly against her bonds, just to feel the rope around her wrists and neck tighten.

Scott took her to a nearby apartment building. The crotch rope made the stairs a diabolical mix of discomfort and stimulation.

“Ehm … good evening, Mrs. Cole,” Scott said as an old woman walked past them on her way down. His cheeks blushed as the woman stared at Sara in disgust, and Sara could only look at the ground, unwilling to meet the condemning gaze of Scott’s neighbor; though Scott’s jacket did cover most of her torso, it could not hide the fact that she was tied up, and one of her breasts were peeking out from under it, leaving a trail of milk stains on the stairs.

The woman did not speak, but merely shook her head and grunted.

Scott opened the door to his apartment and led Sara inside. He tried to calm himself, to ignore the arousal he was feeling, but the sight of the beautiful, tied-up damsel in distress was a major turn-on. She’s vulnerable and exhausted, he thought and pushed his dirty thoughts aside; she needed his help.

Sara looked around and sighed; her body had stopped shivering, and she seemed to relax, at least as much as the ropes allowed. “A nice place you have here,” she said as if they had just returned from a first date.

Scott nodded. “Thanks. Let me take those ropes off, then I’ll find you some clothes.”

He removed the jacket and reached for one of the knots when Sara took a step back and shook her head. “Don’t you like how I look when I’m tied like this?”

“Eh … yeah, you look amazing, but …”

Sara smiled. “Then leave them on. You saved me, I think you deserve a reward.” She knelt on the floor in front of Scott. “Pull your pants down.”

“Sara, you really don’t need to do this,” Scott said, even though a voice in the back of his head told him to shut up.

“It’s okay. I want to.” Sara licked her lips. “I have been tied like this for hours, and I have to admit that it has made me very horny.” She looked up at him. “Please.”

Scott scratched the back of his head as his mind turned into a tug-of-war between his primal brain screaming for him to take his pants off and his conscience refusing to take advantage of the vulnerable girl before him.

“I’m … I’m not sure it’s a good idea …” he said.

Sara smiled. “Scott, this is what consent sounds like. Take your pants off so I can suck your cock.”

Scott had barely unbuckled his belt and revealed his cock before Sara had closed her red lips around it. He was already partially erect from just being near the gorgeous, naked woman, and the feel of her tongue dancing up and down his shaft as she sucked it soon made him rock hard. He looked down at the brown-haired, tied-up woman as she started moving her head back and forth in a slow, sensual motion. The whole situation seemed surreal; less than half an hour earlier, he had expected to spend a quiet night on the couch with a movie, and now he was receiving an enthusiastic blowjob from a restrained, naked woman he had only just met. He could hear the ropes creak as she moved, and though he wished she could have used her hands to assist, the sight of her predicament turned him on.

She’s amazing! He had to support himself against the dresser behind him as Sara increased the pace. His cock pushed against the back of her throat, but she merely moaned in response as drool mixed with breastmilk on his carpet.

Sara enjoyed the feel of Scott’s smooth-skinned cock on her tongue. She had been forced to give several blowjobs since her abduction, but she wanted this. With every movement, the rope between her legs pushed against her clit, and she soon started feeling the pleasant, intoxicating desire pump through her veins once more. She looked up at him with submissive eyes, finding great joy in the satisfied grin on his face – it made her feel desired, wanted, appreciated. Her arms were aching from being tied for hours, but it also added to her arousal, and she kept pulling at the ropes to feel the rope around her neck choking her.

Scott had saved her. She wanted to return the favor, to please him. For the first time, she felt like she had met a man that she could trust.

She could feel the muscles in his body tighten as he started edging. His large cock filled her mouth, and she awaited his ejaculation – but it did not come.

Instead, Scott pulled his cock out of her mouth and smiled at her. He wanted more. She could see it in his eyes.

So did she.

“I seem to have lactated on your carpet,” she said and bit her lower lip. “I believe I deserve to be punished for that.”

Scott looked into the deep, brown eyes. He was still hard; it had taken every bit of willpower he could muster to pull his cock out of her mouth. He wanted to tie her up, to dominate her, and she was practically begging him to do so.

“Are you sure?” he said. “I would love to tie you up.”

She nodded. “As I said, this turns me on too.” She playfully licked his cock to underline her point. “I want you to dominate me, Scott. Please. It would help take my mind off everything I have been through.”

“I promise I’ll take good care of you afterward.”

“I expect nothing less from you.” A warm, genuine smile lit up her youthful face. “I submit to your will … Master.”

The words hung in the air between them and made Scott even hornier than he already was. He had engaged in BDSM with women before, but Sara was on a whole new level. Her sensual lips, the fit body, the huge breasts, all of it made her incredibly attractive to him, and her submissiveness only enhanced it.

“Wait here … slave,” he said and smiled.

Sara’s heart pounded as Scott left her and entered a nearby room. The fear she had felt earlier that same evening, the fear that had been a constant companion through her captivity, faded into the background. She felt safe with Scott, and she wanted nothing more than to submit to him; she knew in her gut that he would not be blind to her needs and her pleasure.

A good man, she thought and smiled. A rarity indeed.

Scott soon returned with a wide, black leather collar with a leash.

He has done this before. Her pounding heart sounded like a drum in her body.

He untied the rope around her neck and replaced it with the collar. The leather was soft against her skin, and she could not help but moan as he tightened the strap and pulled her to her feet by the leash.

Scott leaned in and whispered: “You have a beautiful body, slave.” His warm breath in her ear made her shiver.

“Thank you, Master.”

His hands slowly explored her breasts; his touch was electric, and every touch seemed to send jolts of pleasure through her body. Scott wiped a drop of milk from her nipple and put it in his mouth with a coy smile.

“You keep making a mess, slave.” He pinched her nipple, sending a jet of milk onto the wall. “Are you a cow or a slave?”

She smiled. “I am whatever you want me to be, Master.”

Scott took one of her breasts in his hand and put it in his mouth. A wave of relief washed over Sara as the milk poured from her strained, aching breast. It was intimacy on a whole new level, and for the first time since her kidnappers had started the hormone injections, she did not mind lactating. She was nourishing her new master, and it brought her both joy and pleasure.

After feeding a while on both breasts, Scott wiped his mouth and pulled the leash, leading Sara into the living room. It was not a large apartment, but it was tastefully furnished.

“Are you ready to be punished?” he said and sat down on the edge of the couch.

Sara nodded. “Yes, Master. Please, punish me.”

He yanked the leash, pulling her down and over his knees. “Do you deserve to be spanked?” He untied her crotch rope with one hand while the other still had a firm grip on her leash.

“I do, Master.”

“Then count them.”

The first hit was light, barely grazing the lower part of her butt, but it felt amazing.

“One.”

She was exposed and vulnerable, but it was not the unpleasant kind that she had experienced while running naked through the city.

Another hit. This time harder.

“Two.” She bit her lip and closed her fists, pulling against the tight ropes that still held her.

More hits. Harder and harder.

“You are handling it well, slave,” Scott said.

She smiled to herself. “Thank you, Master.” Another hit. “Six.” Every compliment made her heart swell.

Scott’s hand lingered on her butt, caressing it gently. Hit touch was light, like a feather, and she desperately wanted him to touch her pussy. She wriggled her butt slowly, tried to inch closer to his fingers, but instead of granting her pleasure, he delivered three quick strikes in a row.

“Are you horny, slave?” Scott asked. She could not see his face, but she could hear the smile in his voice.

“Yes, Master! Aaah, ten!” She winced as the hit grazed her labia.

“Do you want me to finger you?”

“I do, so bad!”

“Then beg.”

He was in complete control, and Sara was loving every second of it.

Scott let his fingers dance over the perfectly rounded butt, enjoying the feeling of power brought on by the submissive, beautiful woman lying across his knees.

“Please, Master, please touch my pussy,” she said, her voice dripping with lust.

He let his fingers trace the outer part of her pussy and felt her entire body shiver with every touch.

This girl loves being dominated.

“Thank you, Master! Please, more, I want … AAAH!” She moaned. “Fifteen.”

He kept switching between spanking her red buttocks and sliding his fingers ever closer to the center of her pussy, enjoying the feeling of her writhing body that seemed to be on fire with arousal and lust. The moment his finger entered her, she gasped.

Another finger. The moans became louder.

He explored her warm, wet pussy, slowly moving his fingers in and out; too slow to bring her anywhere near a climax, but enough to increase her arousal and drive her insane. His other hand pulled at the collar, lightly choking her; it soon elicited the response he was hoping for.

“It feels so good, Master,” she said with a whimper. Her hands opened and closed, and her entire body was quivering.

“I do not believe you deserve to come, slave,” he said, relishing the feeling of complete control.

She sighed. “If you say so, Master.”

He pulled his fingers out of her pussy and untied her hands and elbows. Deep, red grooves were visible on her tanned skin from the tight ropes.

“Kneel and put your hands behind your head.”

Sara climbed down from his knees and obeyed his command. She looked up at him; she could not hide the torrent of arousal ravaging her body, the lust that sparkled in her eyes. Her breathing was rapid, her huge breasts heaving up and down.

“Do you want me to fuck you?” he asked in a gentle voice.

She nodded and bit her lower lip. “Yes, Master, more than anything.”

“Do you deserve it?”

Sara paused. Her brow furrowed. “No … no, Master.”

“Correct. I believe you deserve more punishment first.”

She nodded. He could tell that she wanted it, that she was loving this as much as he was. He tied her hands in front of her, making sure that she would have no way of escaping. Their eyes met as he tied the knot; submission, trust, and lust beamed from her intense gaze. He grabbed an empty bowl from the nearby table and started milking her as she knelt on the floor, her hands tied and folded in her lap. She closed her eyes as the breastmilk flowed, bringing her relief. It was not a punishment, that was to come shortly, but he could tell that the strained, filled breasts were still causing her pain and discomfort, despite his initial breastfeeding.

Scott pulled Sara to the corner of the living room and tied her hands above her head to the exposed water pipes in the ceiling. He had never seen a woman being that turned on by bondage before, and he could feel his cock harden in his pants at the sight of Sara wriggling in her bonds, biting the inside of her upper arm out of sheer horniness.

I’ve never felt like this before, Sara thought as she watched Scott leave the room. Arousal still filled her body from his generous fingering, and she ached for his touch. Her breasts were still warm from his strong hands milking her; it had been a pleasant, unexpected gift. When he returned with a wooden paddle, she was not frightened or anxious; the spanking had been delightful, and she did not doubt that her endurance would eventually be rewarded.

“I’m going to paddle your breasts, slave,” he said as he turned the paddle in his hands.

“Yes, Master.” She could feel the hairs on her neck stand up in anticipation. “Thank you.”

“But I do not want you to make too much noise.” He found the ballgag that he had released her from in the park.

Sara hated the gag, but she loved that Scott took control. She sighed as the large, silicone ball found its way inside her mouth, knowing that she would soon start drooling uncontrollably again.

The paddle was fierce, compared to the spanking. Every whack caused her pain, but she could tell that Scott enjoyed it, and it only served to turn her on. She was helpless to stop the hits from coming, but the complete lack of control was liberating. Sara had been helpless while imprisoned by the cruel men, but knowing that she had consented, that she had given Scott the power to do this, gave her satisfaction.

A loud crack sounded as the paddle hit Sara’s breast and nipple. She cried into the gag, but Scott could tell that she was enjoying it, despite the tears in the corner of her eyes. He put the paddle aside and started caressing the breasts, switching between gentle, sensual strokes and pinching her nipples.

“Do you like this?” he asked as he softly rubbed her nipples between his fingers.

“Mmhmmmm …” she moaned, closing her eyes. A large wet spot had formed on the carpet from the constant drooling and the dripping milk.

Once more, Scott started sucking the milk from Sara’s breasts. The sweet drops tickled his tongue while he kept teasing her other nipple with his soft fingers. He had never breastfed as an adult before this night, and he found it both comforting and madly arousing. A strand of drool landed on his cheek, but he did not notice, nor did he care.

When Scott finally untied Sara’s hands from the pipes a while later, her arms were sore, but her entire body was buzzing from the intense nipple play. She was tired and spent, but she was not ready to stop. When Scott took her leash and led her to the bedroom, she felt both relief and excitement; she had not laid in a proper bed for months now, but she suspected that sleep was not yet on the agenda.

Scott untied her hands and gestured for her to lie down on the queen-sized bed. He then proceeded to tie her hands to the four bedposts, leaving her spreadeagled and vulnerable. It was not an uncomfortable position, but she could barely move. Scott tied the collar leash to the headboard, causing every slight movement to choke her. He smiled at her as he sat astride her torso, his face close to hers. She wanted to kiss him, but she could barely move her head, and the gag was still filling her mouth.

I’m all yours, she thought.

Scott got off the bed and looked at Sara lying tied to his bed. It was a beautiful sight, a piece of art. She tested her bonds, pulled at the ropes, but he knew that she could not escape; he was a master at tying knots. The large, brown eyes looked at him, begged him for attention, and he could see the desire build in them as he undressed. He was in no hurry. Scott did not know what would happen when this was over, and he wanted to get the most out of it. He grabbed his cock and looked at the helpless woman before him.

“You want this, don’t you?” he said and walked towards the head of the bed.

Sara looked at the cock and nodded, moaning slightly.

He leaned in, far enough for Sara to grab hold of his cock. Her soft hand started stroking it, as much as the ropes would allow. She tried to inch her head closer, but the collar prevented it, and her moaning only caused her to drool even more. She finally gave up and sent Scott a sulky, disappointed look.

She has had a rough time, he thought. She deserves a break from the harsh reality. He removed the gag and placed it on a small table next to the bed.

“You are a gorgeous woman,” he said and caressed her cheek.

The words seemed to bring tears to her eyes. “Thank you, Master.”

“I think you deserve to be rewarded for being such a good slave.”

Her eyes glowed with gratitude. “Oh, thank you, Master!”

Scott found a scarf and used it to blindfold Sara. He started by kissing her breasts, once again sucking a few drops of nourishing milk from her tits. He allowed his hands to explore every part of her upper body, teasingly tickling the sensitive skin under her arms, causing her to shudder, and tracing the outside of her areolas. At first, he was gentle, using a light touch on the massive breasts, but he soon started fondling them, massaging them with more pressure. He could hear Sara’s breathing accelerate, and she bit her lower lip as he pinched both of her nipples at the same time.

No words were needed. Her body responded to every touch, every slight lick of the tongue.

Scott took his time, moving slowly across the stomach, down towards the final prize. He soaked in every slight jitter, every pleased moan from his slave, knowing that her pleasure was his to control.

A gasp escaped Sera as she felt Scott’s fingers trace the outer lips of her pussy. Her legs were spread wide, completely open to his gentle touch. Her body tensed up at the intense sensation, but it soon calmed as the initial shock waned and gave way to maddening lust.

His touch was light and playful. Every time Sara thought he was going to enter her with his fingers, he moved further down her thighs. It was a masterclass of teasing, a game of cat and mouse, and it was driving her insane.

“Master, it feels amazing!” she said and pulled at the ropes. She wanted to embrace him, to hold him, but it was not her decision to make. The restraints made the whole experience even more intense, and she kept pulling at them, just to feel the ropes dig into her soft skin.

But Scott was only getting started. The feeling of a wet soft tongue started moving up her inner leg. Scott moved slowly, letting his tongue explore every inch of Sara’s legs as he inched forward. It felt amazing, and Sara’s moans filled the room. Part of her wanted to tell him to slide that wonderful cock inside her wet pussy, but she knew it was not her place. If it happened, it was because Scott wanted it.

Every worry, every bad experience she had ever had seemed to wither away. Nothing else mattered but this moment of arousal and lust. Every touch was like a raindrop in the desert, making up for all her hardships and disappointments.

He started licking her pussy with long, wet strokes, occasionally peeking inside with the tip of his tongue. Every moan was like fuel for the fire, and he had to resist the temptation to start fucking her right there and then. He wanted to tease her, to keep her on the edge for as long as possible, even if it means postponing his own pleasure, just for a little longer.

She was getting close; he licked her harder, deeper, pushed her towards the edge of the cliff. Her legs shivered in anticipation and her moans increased in volume.

Then he pulled back. The bed creaked as Sara pulled at the ropes in frustration.

“Please, Master! Let me come, I beg you!” she whimpered.

Scott got up from the bed and looked at her while stroking his cock. It was a delight to watch her battle her restraints, writhing her body, groaning with sexual frustration.

"Master?” she asked, unable to see him. “Please … I’ll do anything.”

He smiled as he put on the condom. This was better than he could have ever dreamed. She was ready, aching for his cock, and he wanted her. Badly.

Sara held her breath when she felt Scott climb back onto the bed. He moved up between her legs. Closer.

Then she felt it. The tip of his cock grazing the outside of her pussy.

Yes! Finally!

It was hard as a rock as it slowly entered her. Painfully slow. This was another kind of domination; the cock was his tool, an instrument of torture more efficient than any words, cane, or whip could ever be. It filled the entrance to her wet, hungry pussy, only to pull out a moment later. Sara was already close, teetering on the edge of an infinite, orgasmic abyss, but Scott refused to let her throw herself into the chasm of lust. He kept her standing right on the precipice, causing every second to feel like hours.

She felt his mouth on her breast, his tongue teasingly licking her nipple, while the lips occasionally created a vacuum to suck a few more drops of milk from her.

“Please, Master,” she said, moaning loudly. “Please fuck me.”

The words were music to Scott’s ears. He wanted to, but he was addicted to watching her squirm, to see the power he wielded over her. He pushed in deeper, taking his time. It felt amazing, warm, inviting as he entered her.

Scott had only delivered a few gentle thrusts before a powerful orgasm rocked Sara’s body. She cried out in ecstasy as she was finally released, and hours of pent-up arousal and lust tore through her.

“YES!” she screamed, so loud that Scott was certain his neighbors heard. “Thank you, Master!”

But Scott was not done. He kept fucking her, slowly, allowing her to milk every bit of pleasure from the orgasm. As her body calmed and her breathing slowed, he started increasing pace; it had the intended effect. At first, it seemed like it caused Sara some discomfort, but the small whimpers soon turned back into moans as his thrusts became harder and deeper.

He unlocked the leash from the headboard and pulled it hard as his cock pummeled Sara’s dripping wet pussy. His upper body rubbed against her breasts, and he could feel the milk on his chest, as well as her pounding heartbeat.

“Please, choke me harder, Master.” Her breath was shallow, her words barely a whisper as her entire body drowned in the sea of pleasure.

He obliged, and together they rode the wave of desire, lust, and arousal as their bodies became one, intertwined in pure joy, that eventually ended in an earth-shattering, mutual orgasm like nothing he had ever experienced before. He collapsed onto her warm, sweating body with a pleased groan as he came, panting and grinning.

Sara struggled to handle the overwhelming chaos of emotions that washed over her as Scott untied her from the bed. She looked at the marks on her wrists and suddenly felt cold and alone. Tears streamed down her cheeks as she pulled her knees up against her chest.

Then she felt him. His warm, comforting body against her back as he laid an arm around her. He kissed her neck. “Don’t worry,” he whispered. “I’ll take care of you now. If you’ll let me.” The words calmed the storm inside her, told her that everything was going to be alright.

She smiled. “Thank you. Master.”
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