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Monica stood in front of her mirror, flexing her biceps and admiring the definition of her muscles. The light from the overhead bulb caught the curve of her shoulders, the lines of her abs, and the strength in her thighs. She was a powerhouse, a woman who took pride in her independence and physicality. It had taken untold hours of sweat and hard work to get to this point, but she was ready – the competition was only a week away, and she was in peak physical condition.

A knock at the door interrupted her thoughts. She pulled on a tank top before answering, revealing her neighbor Ross standing there with a coy smile and a glint in his eye. He was not what anyone would call intimidating—lean, bookish, with glasses that framed his sharp features.

“Hi Ross!” Monica said with a smile.

“Monica,” he said, his voice low and steady. He leaned against the doorframe. “I’ve got a proposition for you.”

She raised an eyebrow, arms crossed over her chest. “Oh? And what’s that?”

Ross stepped inside without waiting for an invitation, closing the door behind him. He placed a bag on the floor. “I’ve been watching you. Not in a creepy way,” he added quickly, as if sensing her hesitation. “But I see how strong you are. How… independent. And I can’t help but wonder what it would be like to see you… submit.”

Monica’s pulse stirred faintly, a warmth flickering in her chest. She laughed, but it came out softer than she intended. “Submit? You think you could handle me?”

Ross shrugged, stepping closer. “I don’t know. Maybe. But that’s not the point. It’s not about me handling you. It’s about you letting go, even if just for a little while. I won’t pretend there won’t be a great deal of pleasure in it for me, but I think you’d enjoy it too.”

The air between them thickened, every word hanging like a challenge. Monica tilted her head and looked at him. She’d never thought of herself as someone who could be controlled, let alone dominated. But there was something about the way Ross spoke, the quiet confidence in his tone, that sparked something inside her.

“And what exactly are you suggesting?” she asked, her voice steady despite the heat creeping up her neck.

Ross reached into his bag and pulled out a set of heavy steel shackles, the metal gleaming faintly in the dim light. They looked cold and unyielding, far more severe than what would ever be needed to hold a person. He held them up, letting them dangle from his fingers. “Let me restrain you. See where it goes.”

Monica’s breath faltered as she stared at the shackles. Her mind raced, torn between curiosity and pride. The idea of giving up control, of letting someone else take charge, sent a shiver down her spine that had nothing to do with fear. She was always in control, it was who she was, but she could not wrestle her eyes away from the shackles.

“You’re serious,” she said flatly, crossing her arms again, though her voice lacked its usual edge.

Ross nodded, his expression unreadable. “Completely. But only if you want to. It’s your call.”

The silence stretched between them, heavy and electric. Monica’s eyes flicked from the shackles to Ross’s face, searching for any hint of hesitation or insincerity. There was none. Just that same calm confidence that made her stomach tighten in a way she could not quite explain.

Finally, she uncrossed her arms and stepped forward, holding out her wrists. “Fine. Let’s see what you’ve got.”

Ross’s lips curved into a slow smile as he stepped closer, the shackles clinking softly in his hands. He fastened them around her wrists with surprising ease, the cold metal pressing against her skin. The sound of the locks clicking into place sent a jolt through her, a mix of anticipation and unease.

“How does that feel?” he asked, his voice smooth as velvet.

Monica tested the restraints, tugging lightly against them. They held firm, impossible to escape without the key. “Solid.”

Ross chuckled, running a finger along the edge of the shackle where it met her skin. “Good. Because I’m not done yet.”

He reached back into his bag and pulled out a heavy steel collar. It was thick and imposing, and her hand instinctively reached for her neck at the thought of having the collar on. Her breath hitched as he stepped closer.

Ross did not say a word as he slipped it around her neck. The icy metal pressed against her throat, sending a shiver through her entire body. She felt the pressure immediately, the collar’s height restricting her breathing just enough to make her chest tighten. His fingers brushed her skin as he fastened the lock, the click echoing in the small corridor.

“Ross … it’s …” she started, her voice barely above a whisper, but he cut her off with a firm grip on the collar, tugging slightly on the O-ring to remind her of its presence.

“Just enjoy it,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “You’re mine now.”

She could feel the weight of the collar with every breath, each inhale shallow and labored. Her pulse raced, her body caught between panic and exhilaration. The metal bit into her skin, told her that he was speaking the truth. There was no way back now, or so it felt.

Ross stepped back, admiring his work with a satisfied smirk. “You look good, Monica. You’re my prisoner, my slave – for a while, at least.”

The words sent a thrill through her, sharp and electric. Monica felt the weight of the collar and the shackles grounding her in ways she had not expected. Her body felt alight with tension, every nerve on edge as she met Ross’s gaze.

“So what now?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Ross stepped closer again, his hands grazing her shoulders before trailing down her arms. His touch was light but deliberate, sending sparks dancing across her skin. “Now,” he said, “we see how far you’re willing to go.”

His lips brushed against hers. It was soft at first, teasing. Monica froze for a moment before melting into the kiss, her body responding almost instinctively. The taste of him was intoxicating, a mix of mint and something darker, more primal. She wanted more, needed more, but Ross pulled back just enough to whisper against her mouth.

“Not yet,” he murmured, his breath warm against her skin. “We’re just getting started.”

Ross’s fingers tightened around Monica’s arm as he led her out of her apartment and across the hall to his. The heavy steel shackles around her wrists clinked with every step, their weight a constant reminder of her submission. Her heart pounded in her chest, not from fear but from the electrifying realization that she was no longer in control. She glanced nervously down the hallway, terrified that someone might see her like this: restrained, vulnerable, walking obediently behind him. But she did not protest. She could not. That was the point.

The moment they stepped inside Ross’s apartment, he shut the door behind them with unsettling finality. Monica’s breath faltered as he turned to face her, his eyes dark and commanding behind his glasses. The two had often had short chats in the hallway, occasionally with a hint of flirting, but nothing more than that. Now, she looked at him in a whole new light; he was assertive, confident, and even though she was likely far stronger than him, the shackles and collar made her feel vulnerable and weak in his presence.

“Kneel,” he ordered.

Monica hesitated for a fraction of a second, her pride warring with the growing heat between her legs. But the weight of the restraints and the intensity of his gaze broke her resolve. Slowly, she sank to her knees on the floor, the cool hardwood pressing into her skin. The shackles made the movement awkward, but she managed, her wrists resting heavily on her thighs. She looked up at him, her lips parted slightly, her pulse quickening beneath the steel collar.

Ross stepped closer, his lean frame towering over her. He unbuckled his belt, the sound of leather sliding through loops making her shiver. His zipper followed, and moments later, Monica was staring at his cock, already half-hard and thick. Monica’s mouth watered at the sight of it, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.

“Open your mouth.”

She obeyed without hesitation, parting her lips wide. Ross gripped the base of his cock and guided it to her mouth, the tip brushing against her bottom lip before sliding inside. She closed her lips around him, her tongue swirling as she took him deeper.

Ross let out a sharp exhale, his fingers tangling in her curly red hair. “Good girl,” he muttered, his voice tinged with approval. “Now take it all.”

Monica’s eyes widened slightly, but she did not resist. She relaxed her throat and let him push forward until the tip of his cock nudged the back of her mouth. She gagged slightly but did not pull away, forcing herself to breathe through her nose as he filled her. He kept growing inside her mouth, stretching her lips and pressing against her tongue in a way that sent sparks of pleasure curling through her body.

Ross tightened his grip on her hair and began to move, fucking her mouth with ruthless precision. Each thrust drove him deeper, his cock sliding past her lips and into her throat with a wet, obscene sound. Monica’s hands balled into fists against her thighs, the shackles digging into her skin as she struggled to stay still.

Her eyes watered as Ross picked up the pace, his hips snapping forward with increasing urgency. She could feel every inch of him; the thick veins, the smooth head, the way his cock pulsed with heat as he neared the edge. Saliva dripped from her lips, pooling on the floor beneath her, and she could hear the wet, sloppy sounds of him using her mouth echoing in the room. It was filthy, degrading… and she loved it.

“That’s it,” Ross growled. “Take it like a good little slut.”

Monica moaned around his cock, the vibration making him curse under his breath. Her pussy throbbed in response, aching for touch, but she knew better than to ask for more. Right now, she was here for his pleasure, not hers. The thought made her squeeze her thighs together, desperate for some kind of relief.

Ross’s movements became erratic, his thrusts harder, faster. He was close, she could feel it in the way his cock swelled, in the way his fingers tightened painfully in her hair. She braced herself, her throat clenching around him as he reached his peak. With a low groan, he came, hot bursts of cum flooding her mouth and spilling down her chin. Monica swallowed as much as she could, her throat working to accommodate his release, but some of it escaped, streaking across her cheeks and dripping onto her tank top.

Ross pulled out slowly, his cock glistening with saliva and cum. He looked down at her with a satisfied smirk, his breathing ragged. “Look at you,” he said, his voice dripping with condescension. “Covered in my cum like the dirty little whore you are.”

Monica’s chest heaved as she tried to catch her breath, her lips swollen and slick with spit and cum. She could feel the sticky mess on her face, cooling against her skin, and it only made her want him more. She looked up at him with wide, pleading eyes, silently begging for whatever came next.

Ross reached down and wiped a finger across her cheek, scooping up a smear of cum. He held it up to her lips, and without hesitation, she opened her mouth and let him feed it to her. The taste was salty and bitter, but it made her moan anyway.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his voice softer now. Ross tugged roughly on the shackles, pulling Monica to her feet. Her knees wobbled slightly, still shaky from the intensity of what had just happened, but she steadied herself quickly, her muscular thighs flexing under the strain. He stepped back, his eyes raking over her body with a predatory hunger that made her pulse jump.

“Strip,” he commanded, his voice low and firm, leaving no room for argument. “Tear that tank top off and remove those shorts.

Monica paused for a moment. She liked that tank top, but her mind was turning more submissive every second. Then she ripped the tank top apart with her bare hands, quivering as she felt the cold steel chain connecting her shackles run across her breasts. Ross’s gaze lingered on the curve of her biceps, the way her muscles rippled under her skin as she moved. She could see the appreciation in his eyes.

“Keep going,” he said, his tone sharp.

Monica slowly took off her shorts and panties, kicking them aside. She stood naked before him, her muscular body glistening faintly in the sunlight washing in through the large windows. Ross stepped closer, his fingers trailing down her arm, tracing the lines of her muscles before moving to her collarbone and then sliding lower, brushing over one of her nipples. She bit her lip to stifle a moan, her body already responding to his touch.

“Arms out,” he ordered, stepping back again.

Monica obeyed, holding her arms straight out in front of her. The shackles were heavy, their weight pulling at her wrists, but she was used to far heavier weights than this.

Ross circled her slowly, his footsteps deliberate and measured. She could feel his eyes on her, scrutinizing every inch of her body. He stopped behind her, and she tensed, waiting for whatever came next.

“You’re so fucking strong,” he murmured, his voice low and husky. “But let’s see how much you can take.”

She heard him reach for something, and then the sharp whoosh of air as he brought the cane down hard against her back. The pain was immediate, a searing line of fire across her skin that made her gasp. Her arms trembled slightly, but she forced herself to hold still, her muscles straining against the weight of the shackles.

He swung again, the cane biting into her flesh with a loud crack. Monica hissed through her teeth, her body instinctively trying to recoil from the pain, but she forced herself to stay in place. The weight of the shackles made it harder, her muscles burning as she struggled to keep her arms outstretched. Monica had trained for size and bursts of strength, not endurance.

Ross moved around to her front, his eyes locked on hers as he brought the cane down across her tits. Monica cried out this time, the pain radiating through her chest and making her nipples harden even more. Her breathing was ragged now, her body trembling with the effort of holding position, but she did not dare disobey.

“Good girl,” Ross purred, his voice laced with approval. “You’re taking it well.”

He stepped behind her again, and Monica braced herself for another strike. The cane came down hard on her ass this time, the sharp crack echoing through the room. She let out a choked moan. The pain was intense, but there was something exhilarating about it too, a strange thrill that made her skin tingle and her pussy clench with need.

Ross swung the cane again and again, the strikes landing across her back, her ass, her thighs. Each one left a fresh sting, the pain building and blending together until it was overwhelming. Sweat dripped down Monica’s body, her muscles screaming from the effort of holding the position, but she did not dare move. She could feel the heat of Ross’s gaze on her, his satisfaction evident in the pauses between strikes.

Finally, he stopped, stepping back to admire his work. Monica’s skin was marked with angry red welts, the evidence of his dominance etched into her flesh. Her breathing was ragged, her body trembling with exhaustion, but she felt alive in a way she never had before.

Ross stepped closer again, his fingers trailing lightly over the marks he had left. Monica flinched at the touch; her skin was hypersensitive now, but she did not pull away.

“You’re perfect,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire. “Strong and beautiful and … mine.” He leaned in, his lips brushing against the shell of her ear as he whispered, “And now I’m going to make you come so hard you scream.”

Monica’s breath caught in her throat, her pussy clenching in anticipation. She could feel his cock pressing against her ass, hard and ready.

“Lie down,” he commanded, his voice low but firm, leaving no room for hesitation.

Monica slowly lowered herself onto the floor, her muscles flexing as she moved. The cold hardwood pressed against her back, a stark contrast to the heat radiating from her skin. Ross watched her every move, his gaze lingering on the way her tits bounced slightly as she settled into place.

“Spread your legs,” he ordered next, his tone sharp enough to make her obey instantly. Her thighs parted, revealing her slick, glistening pussy. She was already wet, her arousal evident. “Now show me how bad you want it. Touch yourself for me.”

Monica’s eyes widened slightly, but she did not protest. She reached down, her fingers brushing against her swollen clit before sliding lower, dipping into her soaking wet cunt. A soft moan escaped her lips as she began to finger herself, her knuckles brushing against her inner walls with each thrust. Ross watched as she worked herself open, her movements slow and deliberate.

“Faster,” he said while he stroked his cock. Monica obeyed, her fingers moving faster, curling inside of her as she hit that spot that made her gasp. Her hips rocked against her hand, chasing the pleasure. She was close, and her body tensed. The shackles clattered with every movement, and the collar restricted her breathing and made her touch far more intense.

“Stop,” he said, and Monica froze immediately, her fingers still buried inside of her. He removed his pants and climbed on top of her, his knees bracketing her hips as he positioned himself at her entrance. He did not wait, did not tease, he just slammed into her in one brutal thrust, burying himself to the hilt.

Monica cried out, her back arching off the floor as he filled her completely. Ross grabbed the chain to her shackles and pulled them over her head as he began to fuck her in earnest, his cock pistoning in and out of her with a punishing rhythm. Her cunt clenched around him, hot and tight, and Ross groaned, the sensation almost too much to bear.

“Fuck, you feel incredible,” he muttered, his hands moving to cup her tits. He squeezed hard, his thumbs brushing over her nipples before pinching them roughly. Monica whimpered, her body writhing beneath him as pain and pleasure collided.

“More,” she gasped, and Ross obliged, slapping her tits hard enough to leave red marks on her skin. She cried out again.

“You like that, don’t you?” Ross taunted as he slapped her tits again and again. “You love being my little pain slut, don’t you?”

“Yes!” Monica moaned, her voice trembling as Ross continued to pound into her. His pace was relentless, each thrust driving her closer to the edge. Her entire body was on fire, every nerve ending alight with sensation, but it still was not enough. She needed more. Needed him.

Ross leaned down to capture her lips in a searing kiss. It was bruising and possessive, his tongue claiming her as he continued to fuck her with abandon. Monica moaned into his mouth, her hips bucking up to meet his thrusts as the pressure inside of her built to a crescendo.

“Come for me,” Ross demanded against her lips, his cock hitting that sweet spot deep inside of her with every stroke. Monica’s body stiffened as the pleasure finally overwhelmed her, waves of ecstasy crashing through her as she came hard around his cock. Ross did not stop, fucking her through her orgasm until she was writhing beneath him, desperate for release.

“That’s a good slave.” With a final thrust, Ross buried himself deep inside of her, his cock pulsing as he came with a guttural groan. Hot cum flooded her cunt, filling her completely as he collapsed on top of her, both of them spent and trembling.

For a moment, they stayed like that, their bodies tangled together as they caught their breath. Then Ross pulled out slowly, his cum dripping from her well-used pussy as he leaned back to admire his handiwork.

“That … was amazing,” he said, his fingers tracing lazy circles on her stomach. Monica shivered at the touch, her body still buzzing with aftershocks.

Ross smirked, his eyes dark with promise. “That was round 1, my little muscle mommy.” He put a finger through the ring on Monica’s collar and led her to the bed, the heavy steel shackles clinking softly in the quiet room. The thrill of surrender had already taken up residence deep inside her, a low, insistent thrum that made her pulse quicken. He pushed her down onto her back and locked her shackles to the frame of the bed, fixing her hands above her head.

“Comfortable?” he asked.

Monica nodded, her breath catching slightly as he reached for a soft black blindfold. He slipped it over her eyes, plunging her into darkness. The world narrowed to the sound of his breathing, the faint rustle of fabric as he moved, and the anticipation that tightened every muscle in her body.

For a moment, there was nothing but silence. Then she felt his fingers brush against her collarbone, feather-light, tracing the edges of the heavy steel collar that still encircled her neck. God, how does something so cold and heavy feel so fucking hot? Her chest rose and fell rapidly as his touch drifted lower, skimming over the swell of her tits. His fingertips grazed her nipples, teasing them into stiff peaks, and she could not suppress the soft moan that escaped her lips. His hands cupped her tits, squeezing firmly before rolling her nipples between his thumb and forefinger. The sensation was electric, sending jolts of pleasure straight to her cunt. She squirmed against the restraints, her hips lifting slightly off the bed as if seeking his touch.

But Ross was not in a hurry. He alternated between gentle caresses and sharp pinches, each flick of his fingers making her gasp. Then, without warning, he leaned down and took one nipple into his mouth, sucking hard while his tongue flicked over the sensitive bud. Monica cried out as the heat of his mouth sent waves of pleasure crashing through her.

Just as quickly as it began, it stopped. She heard the faintest sound of movement, the unmistakable swish of leather through the air. Her heart skipped a beat as the first strike of the whip landed across her chest. The pain was sharp and immediate, followed by a lingering burn that only amplified her arousal. She gasped, her body trembling as he struck again, this time lower, across her abs.

“Fuck!”

The next strike landed on her inner thigh, and she cried out, her legs instinctively trying to close. But Ross’s hand was there, holding her open as he delivered another blow to the same spot. The pain was intense, but it only heightened the need building between her legs. Her cunt was soaked, and she could feel her own wetness drench the sheets beneath her.

Ross’s fingers returned to her clit, sliding easily through the slick heat as he rubbed tight circles around the sensitive bud. Monica whimpered, her hips jerking against his hand as the pleasure and pain mingled into one overwhelming sensation. He alternated between teasing her clit and delivering sharp strikes with the whip, each movement calculated to drive her closer to the edge.

When he finally lowered his mouth to her cunt, she nearly came undone. His tongue lapped at her folds before settling on her clit. Monica’s moans grew louder, more desperate, as he worked her with relentless precision. Her orgasm built quickly, crashing over her like a wave as she cried out his name, her body shuddering with release.

But Ross did not let up. He continued to lick and suck, drawing out every last shuddering aftershock until she was writhing beneath him, oversensitive but still hungry for more. Finally, he pulled away, leaving her trembling and spent.

For a moment, there was silence save for the sound of their breathing. Then Ross’s hand brushed against her cheek, his touch surprisingly gentle.

“Do you want me to release you?” he asked, his voice soft but laced with challenge.

Monica hesitated, her mind still foggy with pleasure and exhaustion. But the thought of giving up this feeling did not feel like an option. She shook her head slowly, a small smile tugging at her lips.

“No.”

Ross chuckled. “Good girl,” he said before standing up and moving away. She heard the clinking of chains and felt him attach something heavy to the collar around her neck. A cold chain soon touched her chest, making her shudder. He unlocked the shackles from the bedframe and helped her to sit up.

He removed her blindfold and smiled at her. “This will do for today, my slave. Come.” He tugged at the chain now locked to her collar and forced her to her feet before leading her into his small bathroom. There, he locked the end of the chain to a radiator – and left.

For a moment, she felt a pang of vulnerability; she was naked and chained in someone else’s bathroom. But the unwelcome sensation did not last long. Instead, a sense of contentment washed over her as she curled up on the floor, spent and satisfied but already eager for whatever Ross had planned for tomorrow.

Monica awoke on the cold bathroom floor, her muscles aching as though she had spent hours in the gym. The heavy shackles still clung to her wrists, their weight pressing into her skin, a constant reminder of her submission. She shifted slightly, the chains clinking softly against the tiles, and winced at the dull soreness that radiated through her body. Her abs were tender, her thighs throbbed, and her back - well, she did not even want to think about her back. But despite the pain, or maybe because of it, a slow, smoldering heat began to build between her legs.

She glanced around the dimly lit bathroom, her mind still hazy from sleep. Why am I here? The question floated through her thoughts, but she did not linger on it for long. Instead, her hand drifted down her toned stomach, her fingertips brushing against the damp curls between her thighs. The touch sent a jolt of electricity through her, and she bit her lip to stifle a moan. Her cunt was already slick, her body craving more of what Ross had given her last night.

Her fingers slid lower, parting her folds with a practiced ease. She shuddered as she traced her entrance, the cool metal of the shackles contrasting sharply with the heat of her skin. She teased herself slowly at first, circling her clit with light, feathery strokes. But it was not enough. She needed more. Her fingers dipped inside, burying themselves deep in her wetness as she curled them just right, hitting that spot that made her eyes roll back in her head.

The sound of the door opening snapped her out of her dark fantasies. She froze, her fingers still buried inside her pussy, as Ross stepped into the bathroom. He was holding a bowl of oatmeal in one hand, his gaze raking over her bound form with a predatory gleam. “Good morning, Monica,” he said with a confident smile. “I see you’ve started without me.”

She blushed deeply, her cheeks burning with a mix of embarrassment and arousal. But she did not pull her hand away. Instead, she kept it there, her fingers still lightly stroking her clit as she met his gaze. “I could not help it,” she admitted, her voice trembling slightly. “I woke up… wanting.”

Ross smirked as he knelt beside her, placing the bowl of oatmeal on the floor within her reach. “I understand,” he said, running his fingers through her disheveled red hair. “But I think we can do better than that.” He leaned in closer, his breath hot against her ear as he whispered, “Before you eat, I’m going to make you come.”

Her heart skipped a beat at his words, and she nodded eagerly, spreading her legs wider to give him better access. Ross trailed his fingers down her body, tracing the lines of her abs before sliding them between her thighs. He brushed against her clit, making her gasp, before slipping two fingers inside her cunt. She moaned softly as he began to fuck her with them, his movements steady and deliberate.

“You’re so fucking wet. Do you like this, Monica? Do you like being my little fuck toy?”

She nodded, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps as he continued to finger her. “Yes,” she whimpered, her hips bucking against his hand. “Please… please don’t stop.”

Ross chuckled and began moving faster, working her closer and closer to the edge. “I’m going to make you come - and then I’m going to watch you eat your breakfast like the obedient slut you are. But first … pull on your collar chain. Choke yourself for me, Monica.”

She obeyed. She moved her shackled hands above her head and took hold of the thick chain.

She pulled it. The heavy collar pressed against her throat, and her body responded immediately.

“Harder,” he ordered.

Monica pulled until breathing became a struggle – and she loved it. Ross’ touch suddenly felt more intense, more vivid. Her orgasm built quickly, a tight coil of pleasure winding tighter and tighter in her belly until it finally snapped. She cried out as it hit her, her cunt clenching around his fingers as waves of pleasure washed over her. Her juices spilled out onto the floor beneath her, and Ross grinned as he watched her come undone.

When the last tremors of her orgasm had faded, Ross pulled his fingers out of her and held them up to her lips. “Lick them clean,” he commanded, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Monica leaned forward and wrapped her lips around his fingers. She sucked them clean, tasting herself on his skin as she looked up at him with wide, pleading eyes.

“Next, lick your juices off the floor.”

It was humiliating. Degrading. But it turned her on like nothing else. Monica got on all fours and licked the tiles free of her juices. She could feel his eyes on her; knowing that it made him hard to watch her humiliate herself brought her great pleasure.

Once she was done, Ross opened his jeans and freed his stiff cock. “Now it’s my turn,” he said, stroking himself slowly as he looked down at her. “I want you to eat your breakfast while I jack off. You’re not allowed to use your hands. And when I come, I want to come on your face.”

She nodded eagerly, her eyes locked on his cock as she reached for the bowl of oatmeal. “Yes, sir,” she whispered obediently and pushed her face into the bowl without caring about the mess she made. She ate slowly, savoring each bite as she watched him stroke himself.

Ross groaned behind her. “My perfect little slave.”

Monica moaned softly around another bite of oatmeal, her cunt throbbing with renewed desire as she looked over her shoulder and watched him get closer and closer to his climax.

“Now … take it all …”

She got onto her knees and obediently opened her mouth. Most of his hot, sticky cum landed on her face, chest, and in her hair, but a few salty drops entered her mouth.

Ross stepped back, his eyes raking over Monica’s cum-streaked body with a hungry satisfaction. “Stand up,” he said. She obeyed immediately, her legs trembling slightly as she rose from the floor. He reached down and unlocked the collar chain from the radiator, the cold steel clicking as it fell loose in his hands. “On all fours.”

Monica lowered herself to the floor, her hands and knees pressing into the tile. The shackles around her wrists clinked softly as she moved, the sound echoing in the quiet apartment. Ross wrapped the collar chain around his fist, giving it a sharp tug that forced her head to jerk forward. “Crawl,” he said, his voice dripping with authority.

Monica’s heart pounded as she began to move, her body swaying with each motion as she crawled across the floor. The chain jingled with every step forward, the sound mingling with the soft huffs of her breath. Ross walked beside her, his grip on the chain firm but not painful, guiding her through the apartment as if she were nothing but a dog.

He led her to the dining table, the hardwood surface gleaming faintly in the light. “Up,” he said, tugging the chain to signal her to rise. Monica got to her feet slowly, her body trembling. Ross wasted no time; he grabbed her by the shoulders and bent her over the table, forcing her chest flat against the cool wood. Her shackled wrists were yanked forward and locked to the legs at the other end of the table, leaving her stretched out and vulnerable.

Ross’s hands traced the curve of her back, his fingertips skimming over the marks left by the cane from their previous session. “I could look at you all day like this,” he said. “Mine. All mine.”

Monica shivered, her nipples hardening under his words. She could feel his cock pressing against her ass, already hard and ready. Ross reached between her legs, his fingers sliding through her slick folds. “So fucking wet for me,” he said, spreading her juices over her cunt and asshole. “You’ve been waiting for this, haven’t you?”

“Yes, sir,” Monica breathed, her voice trembling with need. She arched her back, pushing her ass toward him in silent invitation.

Ross did not make her wait. He positioned himself behind her, the head of his cock brushing against her entrance. With one sharp thrust, he plunged into her cunt, filling her completely. Monica let out a shocked gasp, her fingers curling into fists as she tried to steady herself against the table. Ross grabbed hold of the collar chain, pulling it taut and forcing her head back as he began to fuck her with relentless force.

The sound of their bodies slapping together filled the room, each thrust driving Monica closer to the edge. Ross’s grip on the chain tightened as he pulled it harder, the pressure on her throat making her dizzy with pleasure. “Take it,” he groaned. “Take every fucking inch of me.”

Monica’s cunt clenched around him as she moaned, the sensation of being completely dominated sending waves of ecstasy through her body. Ross pulled out suddenly, his cock glistening with her arousal, before lining himself up with her asshole. He pressed the tip against her tight entrance, applying just enough pressure to make her gasp. “Relax,” he ordered, his voice firm but not unkind. “Breathe.”

Monica took a deep breath, forcing herself to relax as he pushed inside. The stretch was intense, but the pain quickly melted into a delicious fullness as he buried himself to the hilt. Ross groaned, his hips pressing flush against her ass as he paused to let her adjust.

“Fuck, you’re so tight.”

He began to move again, his thrusts slow and deliberate as he fucked her ass. The chain around her neck jerked with each movement, the pressure on her throat adding a dizzying edge to the pleasure coursing through her body. Ross reached forward, his fingers finding her clit and rubbing it in time with his thrusts. Monica cried out, her body trembling as the dual sensations overwhelmed her.

“Come for me,” Ross said. “Come on my cock.”

The words were all it took to push Monica over the edge. Her orgasm crashed over her like a tidal wave, her cunt spasming and her ass clenching around Ross’s cock as she screamed his name. Ross growled, his own release following close behind as he emptied himself inside her ass, his hips stuttering against her as he came.

He stayed buried inside her for a moment, both of them panting heavily as they came down from their high. Finally, Ross pulled out, his cock slick with a mixture of their fluids. He unlocked the shackles from the table and helped Monica straighten up, his hands gentle now as they smoothed over her skin. “You’re amazing,” he muttered, pressing a kiss to the top of her head. “My perfect little slave.”

Monica leaned into him, her body still trembling as she caught her breath. Ross’s arms wrapped around her, holding her close, showing an affection that was welcome and comforting.

“You did well,” he said softly, his fingers brushing against her skin. “But it’s time for you to go home.”

Monica’s heart sank as his words registered. She shook her head frantically. “Please,” she begged, her voice trembling. “Don’t make me leave. I want to stay. I want… I want to be yours.”

Ross regarded her for a moment. Then he leaned in closer, his lips brushing against her ear as he whispered, “You are mine. And I’ll come knocking when I want you again.”

He unlocked Monica’s shackles and collar. It felt weird, wrong even, as if everything had changed.

“Go home, Monica,” he said firmly. “And be ready for me.”

Monica stepped inside her apartment. The absence of the steel collar around her neck made her feel oddly exposed, as though a part of her had been stripped away. She ran her fingers along the smooth skin where the heavy metal had rested, her mind flashing back to the way he had pulled her collar chain to choke her into a life-changing orgasm. Her wrists felt naked too, the ghost of the shackles still lingering in her muscles, a faint ache that reminded her of every command he’d given her.

She moved to the mirror and stared at her reflection. Her body was a canvas of his marks; thin red lines crisscrossed her back and thighs from where the cane had struck her the night before. Her muscles were taut, defined, and yet there was something softer in her expression now, a vulnerability she had not seen before. His vulnerability, imposed on her but also gifted to her. She traced a finger along one of the welts, her breath faltering as the memory of his touch sent a shiver through her.

The bed called to her, and she fell onto it, the sheets cool against her heated skin. Her hand drifted downward almost instinctively, fingers brushing against the softness between her legs. She closed her eyes, and suddenly she was not in her room anymore. She was back in Ross’s apartment. The air was thick with the scent of lust and sweat, the metallic clink of chains echoing in her ears.

She imagined the cold bite of steel against her wrists again, the way he had secured her, entirely at his mercy. Her fingers moved faster, the pressure building as she pictured him standing over her, his glasses glinting in the dim light. His voice was low, commanding, sending sparks through her body. ”Kneel,” he’d say, and she would, without hesitation. ”Open your mouth.” She could almost feel the weight of his cock pressing against her lips.

Her breath came in short bursts now, her hips arching off the bed. She imagined the sting of the whip across her back, his hand smoothing over the reddened skin afterward. “You take it so well, Monica.” His voice was a purr, a caress that made her body burn. She wanted him to push her further, to test her limits and then break them. She wanted to hear him say it again.

“You’re mine.”

Her fingers circled faster, her other hand gripping the sheets as the tension increased. She imagined his mouth on her, hot and insistent, his tongue lapping at her cunt until she was trembling, begging for release. “Come for me,” he would demand, and she would, helpless to resist. The wave crested, crashing over her with a force that left her trembling.

When she finally stilled, her body was slick with sweat, her breathing uneven. She lay there for a moment, the fantasy fading but leaving its imprint on her skin, on her soul. Her phone buzzed on the nightstand, pulling her from her thoughts. She reached for it, her heart skipping a beat when she saw Ross’ name on the screen.

“Did you enjoy yourself?” The text was simple, but it carried a weight that made her stomach flutter.

She typed a response, her fingers trembling slightly. “I did… thanks to you.”

His reply came almost instantly. “Good. Be ready tomorrow night. Wear something that reminds you of who you are… and who you belong to.”

Monica set the phone down, a slow smile spreading across her face. She already knew what she would wear. And she could not wait to see the look in his eyes when he saw it.

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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