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Content Warning


This is a story of erotic fiction, full of bondage, consensual non-consent and dark and disturbing themes that may be upsetting to some readers. This book is intended only for those eighteen and up. Please proceed with caution.

This concludes the story started in Part One.


1
Days Ago


When you read about places like Pleasure Pointe, they're always somewhere tropical where people spend their time naked on the beach. I'm sure in the summer months the water here is wonderful, but now, in October, I had to bundle up for the ferry ride from the mainland. It was in the low sixties, but the wind whipping off the waves made it feel much colder.

I'm too excited to care. I'd thought of nothing else for the past few weeks, but nothing else mattered now because I was finally on my way. They'd said the ferry ride would only take forty-five minutes, and it'd been at least thirty because I'd been checking my watch far too often. I practically vibrate with excitement as I count down the minutes, my single backpack brushing the small of my back with every movement.

The instructions had said to pack light, so I only brought the essentials: toothbrush, toothpaste, clothes for the ride home, my ID, and a credit card. The incredibly thorough documentation I'd been sent assured that everything else would be provided.

To distract myself from the clock that didn't seem to be moving forward, I start people watching. I am one of ten passengers. None of us look like people you'd expect to be heading to a sex resort on a private island, except for the couple wearing what seems to be all leather. As soon as the boat pulls away from the dock, he put her collar on and forces her to all fours. They barely draw more than a few curious glances. A few of the others look younger than me at twenty-six, but the rest are all older. I didn't dress any differently than I normally did in a sweatshirt and jeans. I had my shoulder length black hair twisted up in a bun, but the wind pulled a few strands loose.

I count two couples, including the man who now has his woman crawling the length of the deck for his amusement, a trio, and two others who are alone like me. One male, one female. I'm grateful no one is attempting to make small talk. I'm not here to make friends. With any luck, I'll be doing very little talking while I'm here.

Suddenly, I feel the boat slow down, and my head whips around. The sight of the dock just a few hundred yards away has me sitting up straight like a puppy who's spotted its owner returning from a long day away. I quiver eagerly.

It takes what felt like forever for the hands to rope the boat off and lower the small gang plank. I hesitate, letting the others rush ahead. There is no advantage to being off first since I don't know where I'm going just yet.

The island is beautiful. No tropical paradise, but dense wooded forest that leads down to a sandy and rocky beach. It looks like the kind of place that would be home to moose and bears if a brilliant entrepreneur hadn't opened up a sex resort in this location.

Gripping the handrail, I trot down the gangplank. After all the excitement, I'm hit with an abrupt case of nerves. What if it didn't live up to my expectations? Had I dumped all my money and I was going to go home as dejected as ever?

I spot a man wearing khaki pants with a white shirt. He holds a sign that read: Simone Ellis.

My heart sinks. This wasn't the kind of welcome I had hoped for. I almost want to turn around and get back on the boat rather than face another disappointment. But I suck it up and walk up to the man, trying to put on a bright smile. He is handsome in a classic sort of way. Dark brown hair and eyes the color of amber. He stands nearly a head taller than me and is probably a few years older.

"That's me," I say, pointing at his sign.

"Excellent. I'm Tanner. Come with me and we'll go over your paperwork so your experience can get started."
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We sit down at a conference table in a small room that could comfortably seat four or five people. I recognize my signature on the paperwork waiting on the table. He'd printed out copies of the forms I'd signed and spent hours going over.

"Now Miss Ellis, I must tell you this is being recorded for liability purposes. I'm going to ask you some questions and I just need you to say yes or no. It's important you say your answer out loud and shake or nod your head."

"Okay," I say, glancing around the room until I spot the camera in the corner. I bob my head at it to show I understand.

"Do you understand you will experience all the things you checked on the preferences list while you are here at the resort?" Tanner asks.

"Yes," I say, nodding my head.

"And do you understand that while you will experience them, you have no control over in what order, how often, or for how long you will experience these things?"

"Yes," I say with another nod. I start to feel just the tiny bit more hopeful that maybe I would get what I was seeking after all.

"Do you understand you will have no safe word while you are here? And that by your own request, you will spend most of your time unable to speak?" Tanner asks.

"Yes, I do," I answer. My throat has gone dry and I nearly forget to nod.

"My, you have a very long list. But I have to go through them all. You checked off: total bondage, partial bondage, predicament bondage, domination, use of restraints, use of blindfolds, use of hoods, use of gags, use of dildos, use of anal plugs, use of chastity belts, use of clamps, orgasm denial, forced orgasms," he breaks off to shoot me a bemused look that I such conflicting requests. "Humiliation, restricted bathroom use, restricted food, and you selected both multiple partners and group play."

I have to swallow before I can answer. The wetness is already building in my core. I'm going to be soaked before this meeting was through.

"Yes." I give the tiniest nod. My cheeks burn at hearing him speak all of this out loud. Having someone read your personal fantasies out loud is like stepping into an alternate reality.

"Under the special request section, it says, 'I don't want to submit. I want to be someone's toy or plaything or slave. I don't care what you call it. I want to be locked up and used and then put away until I can be used again. I don't want any freedom. I don't want to have to ask for what I want. In fact, I don't want to talk at all. I don't want to have to thank someone for every little thing or have to ask permission for things. I don't want to be told what to do. I want to have no other choice. I want to surrender everything because I have to."

God, I really should have read over that a few times before I submitted it. I'd just been so excited and it'd been the middle of the night. I'd been in such a hurry, I should have taken more time with it. It was all true, but I could have worded it better. He probably thought I sounded like a nutcase.

"Is that correct, Ms. Ellis?" Tanner asks. I give a shaky nod.

"Yes," I croak, and he chuckles.

"There's no need to be embarrassed. We just need to be sure we're all on the same page, so you get what you want out of your time here. There's no shame in it, except for when you want to be ashamed, but that comes later. Just two more questions. You didn't check whipping, canning, or spanking, so you're okay with the alternative punishments like orgasm denial?"

"Yes," I whisper.

"And you consent to both the necessary blood tests and the birth control implant the lab will give you?" Tanner asks.

"Yes," I say, gripping the edge of the table so hard my knuckles turn white. I can't believe it. This is really happening.

"Excellent. Well, Ms. Ellis, that includes the safety discussions. If you'll please place your bag on the table, it'll be safely locked away until the end of your stay. I hope you enjoy your time with us."

I watch Tanner push a button on the wall as I lower my backpack onto the table in front of me. In what seemed like no time at all, two younger men in all white stride into the room. I barely have time to register their presence before one grabs me by the shoulders, holding me still as the other slides a needle neatly into my neck.

Things immediately grow fuzzy, and then there is only blackness.


2
Present


Consensual-Non-Consent has never felt so good.

“Don’t worry, Doll, the playroom opens in less than an hour. You’re going to love what I have planned for you.”

He tugs on my leash, and I stumble across the room. I try to remember what furniture I saw in this direction, but before I can form a picture in my mind, I’m bent over on my belly, cold leather against my skin. It’s a padded bench of some sort, running from my rib cage to my hips. I groan into the gag as I’m fastened down, my ankles locked into place far apart so my ass and pussy are exposed.

“I don’t think that blindfold is enough. I think you need a hood, don’t you?” he taunts and all I can do is moan, nodding my head. He doesn’t take the blindfold off, he just tugs the leather over my head entirely. There’s thick padding over my ears, and a tiny hole at my nose so I can breathe. The hood connects to my collar, and then the collar latches onto the bench. I’m strung up, exposed, and unable to move.

I’m dripping. I know it, even before he drags his hand through my folds.

“Get comfortable. It’s going to be a long night.”

His footsteps stalk away, leaving me to simmer.

The audio in the room changes as time marches on. People filter in. I can feel them around me, even though the sounds are muffled. I squirm pitifully, desperate for someone to touch me, unable to stand the feel of so many eyes on me.

Then I feel a hand on my breast, lifting and feeling the weight. Somehow I know it’s Axel’s.

“Gentleman, ladies, as you can see, I brought my favorite Doll to the playroom tonight, and I’m happy to share. The game is simple. If you can edge her for ten minutes without her coming, you can fuck the hole of your choice.”

He slaps my ass and a delighted shudder runs through me even as I bite down on my gag.

“Who’s first?”

A hand immediately grasps my hip, fingers digging into my flesh. I can tell it's not Axel - the grip is different, more tentative. Whoever it is trails their fingers down to my pussy, barely grazing my folds. I arch my back, seeking more contact, but they pull away. I'm so worked up already that I know I'm not going to last ten minutes. Not even close.

"Ah ah," Axel chides, his hand pinching my nipple harshly so I squeal. "No moving, Doll. You take what you're given."

I whimper but force myself to stay still as the stranger's fingers return, lightly circling my clit. It's maddening - not nearly enough pressure to get me off, but just enough to stoke the fire building inside me. They tease me mercilessly, sometimes dipping inside but never for long. I'm panting into my gag, desperately wishing I could beg for more.

Just when I think I can't take it anymore, the fingers dance away, moving to play with my tight ring. I groan as the globes of my ass are spread and it takes everything I have not to move. Fingers drag through my sopping folds, using my own arousal as lubricant.

I gasp as a finger breaches my ass, gently probing and stretching. The stranger works me open slowly, adding a second finger. The fullness is exquisite and I can feel myself clenching around the intrusion, desperate for more.

Just as I hope I might come from this alone, the fingers withdraw. I whine in frustration, my hips instinctively trying to follow. A sharp slap to my ass reminds me to stay still.

"Five minutes left," Axel announces. "Better make it count."

The stranger redoubles their efforts, fingers returning to my clit with renewed vigor. They rub tight circles, occasionally dipping inside to gather more of my wetness. I lose all sense of time as they play with me, bringing me right to the edge over and over, but never quite letting me fall. My thighs quake with the effort of staying still. I'm so close, teetering on the brink, when suddenly all contact stops. I whine pitifully into my gag, desperate for release.

"Three...two...one...time!" Axel calls out. “Well done. Which hole do you want to fuck?”

There’s no verbal answer, but I feel a hard cock between my legs, probing at my entrance.

“Don’t let her come,” Axel orders just as he slips inside.

“No problem,” a harsh voice says. He grips my hips harshly, his fingers bruising as he pins me down before he begins to power into me like a pile driver.

I cry out into my gag as the stranger pounds into me relentlessly. His cock stretches me wide, hitting spots deep inside that make me see stars. I'm already so worked up from the edging that I know it won't take much to push me over the edge. But true to Axel's orders, the man doesn't touch my clit or do anything to help me climax. He uses me for his own pleasure, his grunts and groans filling the air as he chases his release. He buries himself to the hilt and I feel his hot seed spilling inside me. Then he stays there for a long moment, panting, before slowly withdrawing. I whimper at the loss, feeling painfully empty and unfulfilled.

"Who's next?" Axel asks, his voice thick with amusement. "Remember, edge her for ten minutes and you can have any hole you want."

Another hand reaches for me, playing with my breasts roughly before this new person takes their place between my spread legs.

I feel a new presence between my legs, hands gripping my thighs as they spread me wider. Cool metal presses against my entrance and I shudder, realizing it's some kind of toy. It vibrates to life, teasing along my folds but never quite where I need it. I whimper and squirm, desperate for more direct stimulation.

"Careful," Axel warns. "She's close already. Better take it slow if you want to last the full ten minutes."

The vibrator retreats, trailing down to tease my inner thighs instead. Fingers ghost over my skin, tracing patterns that make me shiver. They dance back up to my breasts, pinching and rolling my nipples until I'm gasping into my gag.

Just when I think I can't take anymore, the vibrator returns to my aching pussy. It circles my clit incessantly, making my eyes roll back in my head.

The vibrator circles my clit relentlessly, bringing me right to the edge over and over. Just when I think I'm about to tip over into blissful release, it pulls away, leaving me trembling and desperate. This torturous cycle repeats again and again. I’m lost in a fuzzy haze of desire. My entire world narrows down to the sensations between my legs and the burning need for climax.

"Time," Axel calls out finally. "Well done. Which hole do you want?" I sob in relief, hoping this means I'll finally get to come.

But the person wielding the vibrator has other ideas. Without warning, the toy plunges deep inside me, filling me completely. I cry out at the sudden intrusion, my back arching as much as my bonds allow. They fuck me hard and fast with the vibrator, the intense vibrations making my legs shake.

Just as I'm about to come, they pull it out completely, leaving me sobbing.

"Aww, poor little toy," Axel croons mockingly. "So desperate to come. But that's not what you're here for, is it? You're here to be used."

His words send a fresh wave of arousal through me. He's right - I don't want to be pleasured, I wanted to be a plaything. An object for others to use for their own enjoyment. But fuck, I want to come more than anything right now.

The vibrator disappears and I feel the weight of someone climbing onto the bench, straddling my back. Hands grip my shoulders as a cock slides between my ass cheeks. I whimper, realizing they intend to take me there.

"Relax," a low voice murmurs as the blunt head pushes against my tight ring. I try to obey, but I'm wound so tight from all the teasing that my muscles clench involuntarily.

They press forward slowly but steadily, stretching me open. There's a burning sensation as the thick head breaches me. I gasp and pant through the intrusion, grateful for the earlier prep work. Inch by agonizing inch, they sink deeper until I'm filled completely.

"Fuck, she's tight," the voice groans. Hands grip my hips as they start to move, slowly at first but quickly speed up.

I moan into my gag as the stranger pounds into my ass, each thrust sending shockwaves of pleasure through my overstimulated body. The fullness is incredible, bordering on too much after all the teasing. My neglected pussy clenches around nothing, desperate for attention.

"Look at her," Axel says, his voice dripping with amusement. "Such a greedy little toy. Getting fucked in the ass and she still wants more."

As if on cue, fingers brush against my clit, making me jerk in surprise. The person fucking my ass doesn't slow down, continuing their relentless pace as someone else plays with my pussy. I'm overwhelmed, caught between the thick cock stretching me open and the skilled fingers teasing my most sensitive spots.

"Don't let her come," Axel reminds them. "She hasn't earned it.”

The hand in my pussy immediately pulls away and I outright scream into the gag, earning me a sharp slap on my breast.

“Behave,” Axel says harshly. “Or I will make this so much worse, little Doll.”

I want to be good. I want to do what he says, but my hips buck desperately as I seek the stimulation I need. I’m out of my mind.

I don’t have time to form another thought before the man on my back stills, moaning his own release as he dumps a load into my ass, filling me up. He stays there for a long moment, catching his breath before slowly pulling out.

I lay there for maybe a minute, panting heavily and whimpering my desire before another set of hands grasps my hips. These fingers are smaller, more delicate. A woman, I realize with a jolt of excitement. She wastes no time, dragging her fingers through my folds and gathering the mix of my arousal and the previous cum.

"My, you're a messy little thing, aren't you?" she purrs, her voice low and sultry.

I whimper and nod as best I can in my restraints. Her touch is light, teasing, as she explores every inch of my pussy. She pays special attention to my clit, circling it with feather-light strokes that have me trembling before pawing at my ass, dragging her fingers through the cum left there.

The woman's delicate fingers explore every inch of me, teasing and tormenting. She spreads my ass cheeks, humming appreciatively at the sight of cum leaking from my well-used hole.

"Such a dirty little toy," she coos. "I think you need to be cleaned up."

Before I can process her words, I feel her hot breath against my sensitive flesh. Her tongue laps at my pussy, gathering the mixture of arousal and cum. I cry out into my gag, overwhelmed by the feeling. She takes her time, thoroughly cleaning every fold and crevice.

Just when I think I might finally explode, she moves higher, her tongue circling my puckered hole. I've never experienced anything like it before. The taboo nature of the act, combined with her skilled ministrations, has me trembling uncontrollably.

"Look at her shake," Axel laughs cruelly somewhere near my head.

I'm reduced to a quivering, whimpering mess. My hips strain against my bonds, desperately seeking the friction I need.

The woman continues her thorough "cleaning," her tongue delving inside both my holes as I shake and moan. Just when I think I can't take anymore, she pulls away. I whine pitifully at the loss.

"Time," Axel announces. "Well done. Which hole do you want?"

"Mmm, I think I'll take that pretty little pussy," the woman purrs.

I feel something hard and smooth press against my entrance. A strap-on, I realize with a rush of shame and excitement. She pushes inside slowly, giving me time to adjust to the sizeable toy. Once fully seated, she grips my hips and starts to move.

Her thrusts are deep and purposeful, angling to hit all the right spots inside me. I'm so worked up that I know it won't take much to push me over the edge. But true to the rules, she's not going to let me come. No, she takes me hard and fast, with no concern for my pleasure or her own. No, she sets a punishing pace that leaves my head spinning.

“Oh Axel, she’s perfect,” she grunts as she fucks me. “You have to let me try her mouth sometime.”

“That can be arranged. Come see me tomorrow.”

She cackles gleefully before pulling out, slapping my ass harshly as she leaves me wanting all over again.

I groan, and someone in the crowd laughs.

“How does she feel about being spanked?”

“This one isn’t big on impact play. Keep it light,” Axel orders and the man laughs again.

“I can do that.”

A big warm hand spanks me lightly directly on my pussy and I recoil as heat spreads through me. I’ve never been one for hitting or whipping, but maybe it’s because I couldn’t find the right partner. Then his fingers slide deep into my cunt, giving me the stimulation I’ve been looking for. Just as I start to ride him, he pulls himself free and smacks me again, this time on my bare thigh.

The man alternates between light spanks and teasing touches, never letting me get too close to release. My skin tingles and burns under his ministrations. I'm surprised to find myself enjoying the sting of each slap, craving more even as I flinch away. He focuses his attention on my inner thighs and pussy, occasionally reaching up to pinch and twist my nipples.

"Look how wet she is," he marvels. "Such a dirty little slut."

His words send a fresh wave of arousal through me. I've never been so humiliated before, but it's intoxicating. I want to be used and degraded. To be nothing more than a toy, wanting nothing more than to be reduced to a set of holes for others' pleasure. This is what I’ve always wanted and I’ve finally got it.

"Time," Axel calls out. "Which hole do you want?"

"I think I'll take that tight little ass," the man replies.

I whimper eagerly as I feel the man position himself behind me. His cock presses against my already well-used hole, still slick with the saliva of the woman who cleaned me so thoroughly. He pushes inside slowly but steadily, stretching me open once again. I moan into my gag at the delicious burn and fullness.

Once fully seated, he grips my hips tightly and starts to move. His thrusts are deep and purposeful, each one sending shockwaves of pleasure through my overstimulated core.

Each thrust drives the air from my lungs, leaving me gasping. The obscene sound of skin slapping against skin fills the air, along with his grunts of pleasure.

"Fuck, she's still so tight," he groans, picking up the pace. "Such a good little toy, taking cock after cock in all her holes. Taking it so well in that greedy ass."

His words send a thrill through me. That's exactly what I want - to be a perfect fuck toy, existing solely for others' pleasure. I clench around him, drawing a strangled moan from his lips. He groans in response, his rhythm faltering slightly before he releases, flooding my ass with his cum as he empties himself into me.

It continues for what feels like hours. Person after person takes their turn with me, driving me out of my mind with desire before flooding my body with cum. I’m sticky, covered in the stuff, too spent to move, but my hips keep humping the air desperately. I’m a single-minded animal, driven solely by need.

An eternity has passed when Axel asks the crowd.

“What do you think? Should we let her climax?”

Cheers ring out, and I nearly sob in relief.

“Who wants the honors? Edge her for ten minutes, and then fuck her until she comes.”

A new set of hands grips my hips, fingers digging into my flesh. I can tell immediately this is someone skilled - their touch is confident and practiced as they begin to tease me. Fingertips dance along my inner thighs, ghosting over my aching core, but never quite where I need them. I whimper and squirm, desperate for more direct stimulation.

"Shhh," a low voice soothes. "Be patient, little toy."

"Remember," Axel warns, "ten minutes of edging first. Make her earn it."

A deep chuckle rumbles from the stranger as his fingers trace lightly over my swollen, aching pussy. He takes his time exploring every inch of me, mapping out all my most sensitive spots. When they finally brush against my clit, I nearly scream into my gag. Even that fleeting touch is almost enough to send me over the edge after being denied for so long.

They pull away quickly, chuckling at my frustrated whine. "Not yet, greedy girl. We've got all the time in the world." His voice is deep and gravelly, sending shivers down my spine. Fingertips trail along my inner thighs, ghosting over my folds but never quite where I need them. I'm trembling, shaking with need and desperation.

Suddenly, I feel the teasing feel of a vibrator pressing against my entrance. I whimper eagerly as it slowly sinks inside, stretching me purposefully. But just as I think I might finally get some relief, it pulls out again. This torturous cycle repeats over and over - the toy plunging deep inside only to retreat moments later, never letting me build towards release. I sob into my gag, my whole body shaking.

"Look how desperate she is," the man taunts. "Dripping all over herself, humping the air like a bitch in heat."

"Time," Axel announces. "Now make her scream."

I feel the blunt head of his cock pressing against my entrance. He slides inside slowly, inch by agonizing inch, until he's fully sheathed. I moan at the delicious stretch and fullness, finally getting what I need.

"Fuck, she's still so tight," he groans. "Such a perfect little fuck toy."

He sets a punishing pace, picking up speed as he pounds into me. His thumb finds my clit, circling it relentlessly.

"Come for me, little toy," he growls. "Show everyone how desperate you are."

It's like a dam breaking. After being denied for so long, the pleasure crashes over me like a tsunami and I’m helpless as it sweeps me out to sea. I scream as I come, the world going white hot around me until I sink into the waiting blackness, finally fucked so hard I pass out.
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Icome to under the feel of a hose. I blink blearily until I realize I’m laying on a metal grate in the ground and Axel is spraying me down. I’m completely naked, held only in place by my collar. There’s still a thick gag in my mouth, and I moan into it as I come back to myself.

“Good, you’re awake. Present for me,” Axel orders.

It takes me a moment to realize what he means and I turn around obediently, giving him my pussy for him to spray down. He cleans me thoroughly, ever inch until I’m squeaky clean.

“Squat. I want you to pee in the drain,” he orders, and I duck my head, suddenly embarrassed. I go to do as I’m told. My gaze focuses on the floor, but Axel grabs my chin, forcing me to look up at him as I relieve myself. He waits until I’m done before removing my gag.

“Don’t speak if you want to orgasm today,” he orders, and I nod like a good girl. He plants a bowl of food in front of me.

“Eat up,” he commands and I do as I’m told, shame burning through me until the bowl is empty. “I’ve got something special planned for you this morning,” he promises.

He holds up a familiar ball gag and I open my jaws quickly, eager to obey. He fastens it around my head, reducing me to a dumb creature that can only moan once more.

Axel leads me out of the shower room by my collar, not bothering to dry me off or give me any clothing. We walk down several hallways before entering a new room. This one is smaller than the playroom, with padded walls and floors. In the center is some kind of metal frame.

"Up you go," Axel says, guiding me towards it.

He positions me so I'm standing upright in the frame, then starts fastening restraints around my ankles, knees, waist, chest, and wrists. By the time he's done, I'm completely immobilized. My legs are spread wide, leaving me exposed and vulnerable.

"Now for the fun part," he grins, reaching for something out of my line of sight.

I feel cool metal pressing against my entrance, and I realize it's some kind of toy or plug. He pushes it inside slowly, letting me adjust to the fullness. Once it's fully seated, he fiddles with something at the base.

"This is a special toy," Axel explains. "It's remote controlled, and I've set it to respond to sound. The louder the room gets, the more intensely it will vibrate."

My eyes widen as I process his words. Before I can react, he's pushing a similar toy into my ass, spearing me and leaving me full.

"Same deal for this one," he says with a wicked grin. "Now, let's see how you handle it."

He steps back and claps his hands loudly. Both toys spring to life, vibrating intensely for a moment before settling down as the sound fades. I moan into my gag, squirming in my need. Axel fixes me with a wicked grin, pinching my nipple so I jump and squeal, spurring the toys to life inside me once more.

Axel circles me slowly, his eyes raking over my bound form. I can see the hunger in his gaze as he drinks in the sight of me - helpless, exposed, and at his mercy. He reaches out, trailing his fingers lightly down my side. I shiver at his touch, the toys inside me humming to life once more.

"You're going to be here for a while," he says with a smirk. "I've got some work to do, but I'll be back to check on you later. In the meantime..."

He pulls out his phone, tapping at the screen. Suddenly, music starts playing from hidden speakers. It's not overly loud, but it's enough to keep the toys buzzing at a low, constant level. I whimper into my gag, already feeling overwhelmed.

"Oh, and one more thing," Axel adds, holding up what looks like a small clip. "Can't have you getting too greedy now, can we?"

He reaches between my legs and I gasp as I feel the clip fasten onto my clit. It's not painfully tight, but the pressure is intense. I squirm in my bonds, overwhelmed by all the sensations - the vibrators humming inside me, the clip on my most sensitive spot, and the music keeping everything at a constant low buzz.

"Perfect," Axel says, stepping back to admire his handiwork. "Now, be a good little toy while I'm gone. You won’t get to climax after you leave this room, so you better make it count. Come hard, and come often.”

I nod my head frantically. He grins, clearly pleased by my frantic eagerness.

"That’s my good little doll,” he taunts. With that, he turns and walks out of the room, leaving me alone with the music and the relentless vibrations inside me. I close my eyes, trying to steady my breathing, but it's no use. Every inhale, every tiny movement sets the toys buzzing more intensely. The clip on my clit throbs in time with my pulse, sending shockwaves of sensation through my core. I’m climbing higher and higher. I moan into the gag and the toys pick up speed. The louder I get, the more intense it becomes.

When I scream out my first orgasm, they pick up to a new speed.

I lose all sense of time as waves of pleasure crash over me again and again. Every climax triggers the toys to vibrate even more intensely, sending me spiraling into the next orgasm before I've even come down from the last. My legs shake uncontrollably, held up only by the restraints. Sweat drips down my body as I writhe and moan.

The music keeps playing, ensuring a constant low-level stimulation that never lets me fully come down. Then a particularly loud song comes on, sending the vibrations into overdrive. I scream into my gag as the most intense orgasm yet rips through me.

My vision goes white and for a moment I think I might pass out. But the relentless stimulation keeps me teetering on the edge of consciousness. I've never experienced anything like this before - the pleasure is so intense it takes me from my feet, the restraints the only thing keeping me upright.

Just when I think I can't take anymore, that I'll surely die from the intensity of it all, the door opens. Axel strolls in, a wicked grin on his face as he takes in the sight of me - sweaty, trembling, and utterly wrecked.

"My my, you've been busy, haven't you?" he chuckles. "How many times have you come, little doll? Ten? Twenty?"

I can only whimper in response, too far gone to even attempt to count. He reaches out, running his fingers through the wetness dripping down my thighs. He reaches for his phone, shutting off the music. The silence is deafening and my head drops, unable to keep it up any longer. Axel pats my head almost tenderly before he pulls the toys out, leaving me empty and gaping, but he leaves the clamp on my clit, fixing me with a wicked grin before he pulls a new toy out. I shudder as I take in the shaped metal, my brain unable to form the words until he’d wrapped it around me.

A chastity belt.

He locked it into place, preventing access to my pussy and my ass. I stare at him wide eyed, unsure what’s about to happen next.

The grin he gives me is positively devilish.
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Axel unchains me, letting me fall at his feet in a daze. He gives me a long moment to recover before clipping a leash to my collar and nudging my ass with his foot until I shift to hands and knees. I crawl after him as he guides me down the empty halls. My surroundings look vaguely familiar and my heart leaps into my throat when I recognize the door to playroom. Apparently, that’s all the recovery I’m going to get, and the thought makes me soak the metal between my thighs as he takes me inside.

I eye the rows of toys and furniture eagerly, wondering what fate awaits me tonight. Axel takes me to a padded leather mat on the ground. He gives me no warning, lifting me with ease and positioning me on my back before he straps me down. The cool material sends a shiver through my body as he secures my wrists, ankles, waist, and chest before locking my collar into place.

Axel smiles at me before he goes to retrieve a device I’ve only seen used in clubs. It’s a queening stool. He lets me get a good look before he sets it beside my head. I’m confused for half a moment, then he fastens a thick blindfold over my eyes.

“Open up,” he commands, easing the ball gag out of my mouth. My reprieve isn’t long before he’s spreading my jaws wide again, forcing a thick metal ring inside instead. There’s a thud as he settles the chair above my head, leaving me open and ready for business.

“You ready to put that mouth to good use, Doll?” he taunts, and I nod even though I’m not sure he can see me. Rough hands paw at my breasts, tweaking my nipple painfully so I gasp, spurting drool on my chin.

“We’ve been neglecting these, I’d say. I’ll make sure they get lots of attention tonight.”

His hand slides down my chest, between my breasts, and he palms me hard over the shaped metal locking up my pussy.

“Everyone will be able to look at that pretty cunt but not touch. You’re going to feel so empty aren’t you? But tonight’s not about you. You’re just the furniture, the toy for other’s pleasure.”

His words have my hips bucking up, straining against the straps. He laughs, a cold, hollow sound, and he slaps my thigh lightly.

“Be good, or you won’t come tomorrow either.”

I go still instantly, which makes him just laugh harder as he walks away.

“I’ll be back soon. Just gotta let everyone know you’re open for business.”

[image: image-placeholder]

The door opens and closes many times. I can feel the room getting hotter as more people enter. They’re hovering around me, talking and laughing, but no one touches me. It’s enough to make me squirm.

Then a hand comes down on my covered cunt, pressing hard, a taunting of promise of what I can’t have. It’s enough to make my hips roll and my whole body strains against my restraints as the fingers trail upwards to my breasts.

“You ready to play?” Axel taunts.

I nod eagerly like a bitch in heat.

“Ladies and gentleman, I have a doll who needs someone to play with her. Would anyone like a turn?” he announces to the room and it falls silent before footsteps ring out on the cold floor, crossing the distance in an instant.

“Rules?” an eager voice I don’t recognize asks.

“No hitting. She doesn’t get to climax. Anything else goes.”

“I can work with that.”

The wood around my head creaks as weight is added to it. That’s all the warning I have before a hard cock forces its way into my mouth, my mouth held perfectly open by the ring.

The thick cock slides deep, hitting the back of my throat. I gag reflexively but there's nowhere for me to go, trapped as I am. He gives me the barest moment to recover before the man above me groans in pleasure as he begins to thrust, using my mouth for his own gratification.

I gag and choke, drool spilling down my chin as I struggle to breathe through my nose.

At the same time, hands grasp my breasts roughly, kneading and pinching. Sharp nails rake across my nipples, making me gasp and squirm. The sensations are overwhelming - the cock pumping in and out of my mouth, the hands playing with my chest, the metal chastity belt pressing against my aching core. We’ve gone from zero to sixty so fast I can’t keep up, but there’s nothing I can do except lie there and take it.

I moan around the cock in my mouth, the vibrations drawing another groan from the man using me.

"Such nice tits," a female voice purrs. "I bet they'd look even prettier all marked up."

I feel something cool and metallic press against my nipple. Clamps, I realize with a jolt of excitement and panic. They tighten slowly, sending shockwaves of pleasure-pain through my body. I arch my back as much as my restraints allow, silently begging for more.

The woman obliges, fastening clamps to both nipples and tugging on the chain connecting them. The sharp pain makes me gasp and choke around the cock still thrusting into my mouth. He picks up speed, hitting the back of my throat. I gag and try to pull away, but there's nowhere for me to go. Tears leak from beneath my blindfold as I struggle to breathe. Just when I think I might pass out, he pulls back, giving me a moment to gasp for air before plunging back in, just as fast and hard as before. Then he picks up the pace even more, his thrusts becoming more erratic. With a guttural groan, he buries himself deep in my throat as he comes. I struggle not to choke as he empties himself down my throat, forcing me to swallow frantically. He pulls out slowly, leaving me gasping for air.

"Look how wet she is," another voice comments. I feel fingers tracing along the edges of the chastity belt, gathering the arousal that's leaking out. My hips buck in response. "Such a shame we can't play with this needy pussy."

I can’t keep count of the hands on me, lost in the dark and overwhelmed by desire.

"Who's next?" Axel calls out. "Her mouth is free."

I barely have time to catch my breath before another cock is shoved between my lips. This one is thicker than the last, pulsing against the sides of the gag. The woman playing with my breasts doesn't let up, tugging on the clamps and rolling my nipples between her fingers.

The new cock in my mouth wastes no time, thrusting deep and fast. I gag and choke, tears streaming down my face out from under the blindfold as I struggle to breathe around the thick intrusion. The woman tugging on my nipple clamps laughs cruelly at my distress.

"Look at her squirm," she taunts. I realize I know that voice. She’s the woman from last night.

Hands roam all over my body - pinching, stroking, scratching. I lose track of how many people are touching me. Someone slaps my inner thigh, right next to where the chastity belt covers my aching pussy. I jerk in my bonds, desperate for more direct stimulation.

The man fucking my face picks up speed, each thrust hitting the back of my throat. He drives into me over and over again until I’m certain I’m going to choke, death by cock, before he stills, spilling into me and down my throat with a moan. It’s all I can do to breathe as he empties himself.

“You said no hitting,” the female asks Axel. “But what about a little… heat?”

The way she pauses scares me, but Axel’s answer scares me more.

“That’s fine. She could use a little color.”

I don’t have time to process their words because the man on top of me is pulling out of my mouth, but before I can blink, he’s replaced by another. My chest heaves as I fight to catch my breath, but it’s too late. He’s already begun to power into me, fucking my mouth like his life depends on it.

That’s when something hot splatters on my breasts. I cry out around the cock in my mouth, my body jerking involuntarily against my bonds. The woman lets out another high-pitched laugh as she continues her assault. The hot liquid drips down my chest, leaving fiery trails in its wake. I realize with a jolt that it's wax - she’s dripping hot candle wax onto my sensitive skin. Each drop sends a shock through my system, the heat and slight pain mixing with the pleasure in a heady cocktail.

More droplets fall, covering my breasts and stomach in a patchwork of heat. She creates intricate patterns dancing over my breasts and stomach.

Meanwhile, the cock in my mouth continues its unrelenting pace, racing towards the finish line. I'm overwhelmed by it all - the burning of the wax, the ache in my jaw, the constant throbbing of my clit trapped beneath the chastity belt. Tears stream down my face as I struggle to breathe.

Nothing about this pleasurable… except I’m getting used the way I’ve always wanted. Debased, reduced to a plaything… Something is wrong with me because I love it.

The man fucking my mouth pulls out suddenly as he comes, spraying my covered face with his cum. He hits my mouth, my throat, my hair. Every inch of me is covered in his seed. His deep laugh echoes through my whole body.

“My turn,” the woman says and settles over me. When I fail to move, unsure what to do next, someone slaps my breast hard, causing the clamp to bite deep into my skin so I squeal.

“Get to work,” Axel orders.

I strain to lift my head as high as the straps will allow, blind and awkwardly seeking with my tongue until I find her soft core. She’s already dripping, turned on by what she’s done to me.

“You heard him,” she snaps, dumping more wax onto me, right above the belt so I shriek, inadvertently pushing my face against her core. I lick and reach and struggle, hindered by the gag and restraints, but I do as I’m told.

I strain toward the woman above me, my tongue flicking and lapping as best I can. The metal ring keeps my mouth wide open, making it difficult to create suction or use my lips. I have to rely solely on my tongue, flicking and swirling as best I can in this awkward position.

She grinds down against my face, riding me for her own pleasure. I can barely breathe, my nose pressed tight against her as she uses me.

"That's it, you little slut," she pants. "Make me come with that filthy mouth of yours."

Her words send a jolt straight to my core, making me throb against the unforgiving metal of the chastity belt. I redouble my efforts, desperate to please. My jaw aches from being held open for so long, but I don't dare stop. I focus on her clit, circling it with the tip of my tongue before flattening against it. She moans above me, rocking her hips faster. I lick and lick, flicking my tongue over and over, swirling it inside her pussy.

Suddenly, she tenses above me, and I know I’ve done my job when she comes with a shuddering moan. She grinds against my face through her orgasm, smearing her wetness all over me as she rains down on me.

I slump exhausted, but Axel just laughs.

“Oh little doll, we’re not through with you yet.”

I’ve given a ten second respite before there’s another cock in my mouth.
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Iwake back in my cell. The only restraints are the heavy collar around my neck and the chains holding my hands behind my back. There’s no gag. It feels wrong.

I get up and do my business in the bucket in the corner before I spy a bowl of food on the ground. Eager to get started on my day, I sink to my knees and begin to eat. I’ve lost track of my time here. I’ve been in the playroom at least five times now. My stay has to be approaching its end, with only a few days left.

The thought is enough to make me want to cry. I’ve been searching for this my whole adult life. I’d be saving every penny until I could make it back here.

The door opens as I’m finishing my food, revealing Axel standing there. The look he gives me is strange. It’s hungry, heated. He can’t wait to get started anymore than I can, but it’s almost fond. Like he’s happy to see me. I don’t know what to make of that.

“We’re going to have some fun today,” he promises. He holds up a familiar hood, and I sit up obediently, opening my mouth. In no time at all, I’m sealed in darkness with the ball gag seated in my mouth. The thick pads are back over my ears, making everything muffled.

Rather than forcing me to crawl, Axel hauls me up into his arms and throws me over his shoulder before carrying me out the door. It’s almost like he’s too eager to play to wait for me to get there on my own.

I hear two doors shut, though the sound feels far away, and there’s no warning before Axel dumps me on the cold stone floor. I sit still, afraid to move without direction.

Axel's hands roam over my body, checking the restraints and adjusting the hood. I shiver at his touch, my skin hypersensitive after days of constant stimulation. He tugs on the chain connecting my wrists behind my back, ensuring its secure.

"Stand up," he orders, his voice muffled through the hood.

I struggle to my feet, unsteady without the use of my arms. Axel's hand on my elbow steadies me as he guides me forward. After a few steps, he stops me and pushes down on my shoulders. I sink to my knees obediently.

"Spread your legs," he commands. I comply immediately, widening my stance.

There's a metallic click as something attaches to the chain between my wrists. Then

I feel tension as the chain is pulled taut, forcing my arms up and back. At the same time, something hooks onto my collar and pulls forward, arching my back. I'm left balanced precariously on my knees, unable to move without toppling over.

Axel's hand trails down my spine, coming to rest on the small of my back. "Perfect," he murmurs. "You've been such a good little doll for everyone else. Now it's my turn to play with you. I want you all to myself for a little while."

Axel's hands roam over my body, checking the restraints and adjusting the hood. I shiver under his touch, already feeling my arousal building.

I hear him move away, then the sound of a drawer opening. My heart races in anticipation, wondering what he has planned.

Suddenly, something cool and smooth presses against my entrance. I gasp into the gag as Axel slowly pushes a sizeable dildo inside me, sliding easily through my arousal. He works it in and out a few times before leaving it buried deep. He drags something else I can’t see through my slick folds. Then I feel a similar pressure at my other hole. I whimper as he eases a butt plug into place.

It's larger than anything I've taken before, filling me completely. Stuffed.

"There we go," Axel says, patting my ass. "Nice and full."

God, I am never going to get used to being empty again.

Axel's hands roam over my body, caressing and teasing. I shiver under his touch, already feeling my arousal building despite being so thoroughly filled.

"You've been such a good little doll," he murmurs. "Taking everything we've given you so beautifully. But I wonder how much more you can take?"

There's a soft click, and suddenly both toys inside me spring to life. I cry out into my gag as intense vibrations course through me. My body jerks involuntarily, but the restraints hold me firmly in place.

Axel chuckles darkly. "That's it, squirm for me. Let me see how desperate you are."

His fingers trail up my inner thighs, deliberately avoiding where I need him most. His touch is feather-light, barely grazing my aching clit. I whimper, desperately trying to shift my hips to get more pressure as he works his way up my body. Instead, he focuses his attention on my breasts, rolling them between his fingers until they're painfully hard. I arch my back, pressing into his touch as much as my bonds allow.

"Such a greedy little toy," he taunts. "Always wanting more. But today I’m going to take my time with you.”

He pushes my heavy breasts together. There’s a rustle of fabric, I feel him stand up, and the next thing I know, he’s sliding his hard dick between my breasts. He holds them tighter, giving himself the friction he needs.

“I’m going to fuck every inch of you. You’re only going to leave this room when you’re covered in my cum and so spent from orgasms that you have to crawl on your belly.”

My heart pounds in my chest. Why do I love the sound of that?

I moan into my gag as he continues to slide between my breasts, working himself slowly. This wasn’t a fantasy I knew I had, but Axel has taught me all sorts of new things about myself. He takes it slow. He’s in no rush. The toys do their job, sending me skyward as he takes his own pleasure. Every movement is deliberate and calculated. I’m trembling all over, quivering with need, my hips rocking uselessly as I seek the friction I require. He gradually gains speed until he’s gripping my breasts so tight it borderlines on painful.

With a roar, he lets go, painting his cum all over my chest and hooded face. I’m a moaning mess, bucking my hips as I try to reach him, seeking the stimulation I need so desperately.

Axel chuckles darkly as I squirm and whimper, mindless with the need to come. "Oh, you poor little thing. So needy, aren't you? But we're just getting started."

He steps away and I hear him moving around the room. The toys inside me continue their relentless assault, keeping me right on the edge. My thighs tremble with the effort of staying upright in this precarious position.

Suddenly, something cold and metallic presses against my nipple. I gasp as Axel attaches a clamp, the sharp bite of pain mixing with pleasure. He does the same to the other side, then gives the chain connecting them a sharp tug. I cry out into my gag, my back arching even further.

"Beautiful," Axel murmurs. His hand trails down my stomach, finally, finally brushing against my aching clit. The slightest touch has my eyes almost rolling back in my head, and I moan. He flicks my clit again, the barest teasing.

Axel's fingers dance over my swollen clit, teasing and tormenting. I'm so wound up that even these light touches have me trembling on the edge of orgasm. But every time I get close, he pulls away, leaving me whimpering and desperate.

I whine in frustration, straining against my bonds. Axel laughs cruelly.

"Not yet, little doll. I want to see how long I can keep you on the edge before you break. I want you out of your mind with how bad you need it."

He steps away and I whimper at the loss of contact. The toys inside me continue their relentless assault, keeping me right on that precipice of pleasure. My muscles strain against the restraints as I fight the urge to thrash and writhe. Suddenly, something cool and smooth presses against my entrance alongside the dildo already inside me. I gasp as Axel slowly works a second toy into my pussy, stretching me even further.

"That's it, take it all," Axel growls. "Such a greedy little cunt, always wanting more."

Once both toys are fully seated, he turns up the vibrations. The fullness is almost overwhelming. It’s too much. I whimper and groan, squirming in my restraints as I try to reach him.

There’s the audible click of a camera phone and suddenly I still.

“That’s right, doll. Don’t worry. I won’t show anyone else. This is just for me. I want to remember this sight forever. You stuffed full. Desperate for more. Wanting to be fucked like the toy you are. I’m going to jerk off to this when you’re gone.”

A distraught wail escapes my throat. I don’t want to think about being gone. I don’t know how I’m going to go back to the real world after this. This is where I want to be. Here with him. Getting used.

Axel comes around to my backside, and I gasp as his bare chest presses up against my flesh. His hands snake around me, coming to tease at my clit again.

“You don’t want to leave, do you, doll? You want to stay right here, don’t you?”

I nod feverously, wanting that more than anything.

“You don’t want to go back out in the world where you have to think, do you? You want to stay here where you can get used the way you need?”

It's enough to make me cry, tears trapped under the hood as I nod again.

Axel's words send a fresh wave of arousal through me, mingling with the ache of knowing this can't last forever. I nod desperately, wishing I could beg him to let me stay.

"Oh, my sweet little doll," Axel purrs, his fingers still teasing my clit. "If only you knew how badly I want to keep you here. To lock you away and use you whenever I want. To make you my personal fucktoy."

He presses closer, his hard cock sliding between my ass cheeks. I moan into my gag, pushing back against him as much as my restraints allow. Axel's words cut straight to my core, laying bare my deepest desires. I nod frantically, desperate for him to understand how badly I want to stay. To be used. To be nothing more than a toy for his pleasure.

"But that's not how this works, is it?" he continues, his voice low and dangerous. "You have to go back to your real life. Back to being a person instead of just a set of holes to fuck."

I shake my head as much as I can, with a desperate energy that’s usually reserved for trying to move my hips. That’s the last thing I want. I don’t want to be a person anymore. Life as his doll is everything I ever dreamed.

His fingers circle my clit with more purpose now, no longer teasing. The toys inside me buzz relentlessly as he works my sensitive nub. I'm trembling all over, so close to the edge I can taste it.

His free hand slips into my pussy and adjusts something on the toys inside me. Suddenly, the vibrations intensify, making me cry out and buck my hips.

"That's it," Axel growls. "Let go. Come for me, doll."

His fingers speed up on my clit as the toys buzz inside me. It's like a dam breaking. After being denied for so long, the pleasure crashes over me like a tsunami. I scream into my gag as I come, my whole body shaking. The orgasm crashes over me with breathtaking intensity, wave after wave of ecstasy cascading over me. It’s almost more than I can take, but it’s absolutely what I need.

I fall over the edge, lost in the sea of pleasure. My head lolls, only supported by my chains, and I’m still coming back from the haze as Axel pulls the plug out of my ass. I’m still in a daze, sated and blissed out, when he forces his hard cock into the tight hole.

“Oh doll, we’re just getting started.”

He begins to fuck my ass with a face that is sure to leave bruises in its wake. I rock in my chains, unable to keep myself still under Axel’s pounding. All I can do is take. It’s enough to shift the toys in me, forcing me back up to the precipice as I march towards another orgasm. Right after the first, it’s too much, and I cry out as his fingers come down on my clit again.

Axel pounds into my ass relentlessly, each thrust pushing the toys deeper inside me. The dual stimulation is overwhelming, sending shockwaves through my core. I'm lost in a haze of sensation, unable to focus on anything but the feeling of being so thoroughly used.

"That's it," Axel grunts, his fingers working my clit furiously. "Come for me again. Come from me fucking your ass. Show me how much you love being my little fucktoy."

His words push me over the edge once more. I scream into my gag as another intense orgasm rips through me. My body convulses, clenching around Axel's cock and the toys still buzzing inside me. The pleasure is almost unbearable, bordering on pain as it crashes over me in waves.

Axel doesn't slow down, fucking me through my orgasm and pushing me towards another.

“This is what you are isn’t it? This is what you want to be. A thing that gets fucked and used. A toy.”

He slams deep inside me, pumping a load of seed into my ass, filling me up. I feel him still behind me, his breath coming harsh on my neck as he grips me so tight I can’t even breathe.

One hand yanks at the chain between my nipples. The other comes down on my clit. That’s all it takes and I am screaming out my next orgasm. It hits like a bolt of lightning, every nerve in my body on fire. It tears through me, and I go slack as it passes, the chains the only thing keeping me upright.

There’s no time for recovery as Axel replaces the plug in my ass, stopping his cum from leaking out. A whimper escapes as it turns back on.

“One more hole to fuck,” Axel says, pacing around to my front. His fingers my pussy, adjusting the toys so I cry out before he removes them, leaving a trail of arousal down my thighs. “Show me how badly you want to be used, doll.”

I feel the blunt head of his cock pressing against my entrance and I whimper eagerly into my gag. He pushes inside slowly, inch by agonizing inch, until he's fully seated. I moan at the delicious stretch and fullness. Somehow, he still fills me up.

The pace he sets makes his taking of my ass feel like a walk in the park. Axel sets a punishing pace, his hips slamming against mine with bruising force. Each thrust lifts me off my knees, the chains pulling taut as I'm impaled on his cock. I'm helpless to do anything but take it, my body singing with pleasure and pain as I’m fucked. It takes my breath away.

"This is what you were made for," Axel grunts, his fingers digging into my hips. "To be used. To be fucked. Nothing but a set of holes for me to play with."

His words send another jolt of arousal through me. I moan into my gag, nodding frantically. Yes, this is exactly what I want. What I need. To be reduced to nothing but a plaything, a toy for his pleasure.

God, I can’t go back. I won’t survive.

Axel's hand snakes around to my front, fingers finding my oversensitive clit. I cry out at the touch, but I’m limp, pliant, there’s nothing I can do. The sound of skin slapping echoes throughout the room. The plug in my ass picks up in speed, and I moan weakly.

Axel's relentless pace and skilled fingers on my clit have me hurtling towards yet another orgasm. My entire body feels like a live wire, every nerve ending sparking with intense pleasure. I'm trembling, shaking, straining against my bonds as the pressure builds.

"Come for me one last time, doll," Axel growls. "Show me how much you love being my fucktoy."

His words push me over the edge. I scream into my gag as the most intense orgasm yet crashes over me. My vision goes white, my body convulsing as waves of ecstasy roll through me. I clench around Axel's cock, milking him as he continues to pound into me. My pussy walls flutter, clamping down around him.

Groaning, Axel buries himself deep inside me as he comes, his hands on my hips in a bruising grip as he holds me off the ground. I feel his hot seed flooding my pussy, marking me as his. I try to stay present, try to stay with him, but it’s too much. My body can’t take it anymore.

I black out.
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Iwake in the strangest environment. I’m fully clothed, sitting in a chair in… a conference room? My hair is freshly washed, and I go to feel it, startled when I realize my hands aren’t restrained. It all comes rushing back.

No, no, no! It can’t be over yet! I need more time. I’m not ready to go home. I can’t.

The door opens, and the man who walks through is vaguely familiar.

“Welcome back, Ms. Ellis. Do you remember me?”

“Tanner?” I say after a moment. The words feel strange on my tongue after not speaking for so long.

“That’s right. I trust you enjoyed your stay with us,” he says, taking a seat across the table.

My cheeks turn bright red as I nod.

“There’s no need for embarrassment, Ms. Ellis. I actually saw you enjoying our facilities first hand. That’s actually why I’m here to talk to you.”

That’s so much worse. Did he fuck me?

Arousal floods me along with shame. I have no idea how many people fucked me in my time here.

“Oh?” I manage to say.

“You were quite popular. You enjoyed your time here, but you also brought a lot of enjoyment to our other guests. So, I’m here to make you an offer.”

My brain is not processing in real time. I’m having such a hard time working through what he’s saying to formulate a response.

“What kind of an offer?” I finally ask, feeling stupider by the minute.

“We’d like to make you an employee here at Pleasure Pointe. We’d sign a new contract that extends your stay here, and reevaluates any requests or limits you might have. For one year’s time, you would become resort property, so to speak. You’d continue just as you have for the past ten days. All your needs will be provided for, and you’ll go for monthly health checks in our on site clinic. You’ll be in the playroom nightly for guests to use. Are you interested?”

My jaw is hanging open.

“What about my job? My apartment?” I ask, because I can’t think of anything else.

“You’ll sign a power of attorney as part of your contract. Our lawyers will take care of you resigning from your job. They’ll buy out your lease, and your belongings will be moved to a storage unit at our expense. You’ll also draw a generous salary which will be maintained in an account for when your contract is up.”

I don’t hesitate.

“Where do I sign?”
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One Month Later


“Axel, is this really necessary?” the doctor’s voice asks as Axel lifts me into the exam chair. He positions my feet in the stirrups, spreading my legs wide before chaining my hands above my hand. The thick leather blindfold stays over my eyes, and a thin ball gag sits in my mouth.

“It’s in her contract, Conrad. She asked for this. The only face she sees is mine, and the gag is in unless her mouth is being used for eating or fucking. Now make with the exam so I can play with my doll.”

It’s a quick process. Vaginal exam. Blood draw. He checks my heart, my lungs, my ears, my breathing, and my reflexes. Axel makes him leave the speculum in, even as the doctor leaves.

“Clean bill of health doll, you know what that means,” he taunts.

I shiver with anticipation as Axel's hands trail up my inner thighs. The cold metal of the speculum keeps me spread open and exposed. I can feel his hot breath against my core as he leans in close.

"Such a pretty pussy," he murmurs. "All clean and healthy, ready to be used over and over again. And all mine to play with."

His tongue flicks out, teasing my swollen clit. I moan into the gag, my hips bucking involuntarily. Axel chuckles darkly.

"Eager little thing, aren't you? Don't worry, I'll take good care of you."

He delves in, licking and sucking at my sensitive flesh. No one’s touched me since last night in the playroom. I writhe in the chair, straining against my bonds as pleasure builds rapidly. Axel doesn't let up, working me higher and higher with his skilled mouth.

“My perfect little fucktoy,” he mutters against my flesh.

I buck my hips, silently begging for more.

"Patience, doll," Axel scolds, pinching my inner thigh sharply. "I don’t have to have you to the playroom for a few hours. And I intend to use every minute.”


Get Your Free Book


Cheralee started out writing The Hucow Ranch, and has branched into other realms of taboo and erotica. You can sign up for her newsletter and get a free novella from the Pleasure Pointe series. 



Also by Cheralee King


Standalones

Bound & Milked
After being found guilty of breast feeding rather than using formula, Ella has to serve as the town cow for the next eighteen months. A 43,000 word story.


Extra Credit: A College Professor/Student Bondage Erotica
Chloe Remington has been failing her Advanced Calculous class. Professor Newman agrees to help her pass. It just involves being bent over his desk. It quickly become Chloe's favorite part of the week. 5,000 words.

Pleasure Pointe

Pleasure Pointe–Take the vacation you deserve at our adults only all-inclusive resort. Whether you want to stay in our spacious rooms, the dungeons, the kennels, the stables, or our custom accommodations, we offer something for everyone and every kink you can imagine. For couples, groups, or solo travelers. Speak to one of our experience specialists and book your getaway today. 


Pleasure Pointe: a CNC Vacation
Part One
Simone Ellis has never been able to find what she's looking for, until she discovers Pleasure Pointe. 7,900 words.


Pleasure Pointe: a CNC Vacation Continued
Part Two
Pleasure Pointe is everything Simone has ever wanted and more. Axel is the man she's always needed. He takes her to new heights and lows, driving me to places she has never imagined. How on earth am is she ever going to go back to real life after this? 10,700 words.


Pleasure Pointe: Diapered in the Asylum
Callie Hayes has had a secret erotic fantasy for most of her life, involving a sex addiction and an orderly who keeps fucking her in secret. But what happens when he has her refuse all their attempts to help her? The Doctor has to find new ways to punish her. 39,000 words.


Pleasure Pointe: Kenneled
Sawyer blows her savings on a weekend at the resort with an elaborate roleplay involving a debt to be paid and a pet to be trained. 18,000 words.


Pleasure Pointe: Committed by the Mob Boss
Part One
Caitria has been living under a fake name for months, but her father's archenemy caught up to her, anyway. Now she's been committed to the care of a psychotic doctor and his orderlies as they teach her pleasure isn't something to enjoy, it's control. 24,000 words.


Pleasure Pointe: Committed by the Mob Boss
Part Two
What does Antonio Moretti have planned for her after group therapy? Caitria finds herself put into a diaper and dragged into the spotlight of his adult films. 29,000 words.


Pleasure Pointe: Under the Tree
As a special Christmas present, Annika's boyfriend has her wrapped up under the tree for everyone to enjoy. 41,000 words.


Pleasure Pointe: Committed by the Mob Boss Duet
Get part one and two in one volume.


Pleasure Pointe: Professor Knows Best
When she rejects her psychology professor one night after class, she has no idea the trouble she's about to find herself in. The next day, she's declared a danger to herself and others, and taken to a psychiatric hospital… under his care.


Pleasure Pointe: The New Star
When her boyfriend can't pay a debt, he gives her up to work it off. Next thing she knows, the cameras are rolling and she's performing alongside the hottest men she's ever met.

The Toy Factory

Three years ago, the Toy Factory opened its doors. Young adults can trade twenty years of sexual service for a lifetime of comfort. They have no say in their program selection, and if they are admitted, they may be assigned to anything from becoming a living doll to a trophy wife to a life as a Hucow.


The Toy Factory: The Office Hucow
Part One
Ejected from her foster home on her eighteenth birthday, Samantha heads straight for an Intake Center and finds herself living as a Hucow next to the water cooler. 7,000 words.


The Toy Factory: The Boardroom Hucow
Part Two
Bella easily adapts to her new life as the office pet, and soon the Boss is using her to close deals with prospective clients. 10,000 words.


The Toy Factory: The Doll
Desperate for a fresh start and a better future, Jynessa heads to the Toy Factory. She finds herself transformed into a living doll, complete with remote control. 60,000 Words.


The Breeding Hucow
Looking to escape an arranged marriage, Sylvia heads to the Toy Factory where she's selected for a custom order. Now she's a Hucow engineered to pump out offspring.

Heat Camp

A sanctioned facility for omegas without packs. One week. No permanent bonds. No claims that follow you home. Heat Camp doesn’t promise romance or forever—it promises management. And if you can afford the upgrades, it promises something more: the heat of your dreams.


Omega in Chains
Mika knows exactly what she wants—and what she doesn’t. Not silk. Not pillows. No soft nest. Leather. Chains. Restraints. And Alphas that like putting an Omega in her place. 53,000 words.


Shared by the Bikers
Kaylee has a secret fantasy for her heat. It involves a motorcycle club, leather, and a pack of alphas. And Heat Camp is going to deliver.


Bred by the Rival Alpha
Isabella has a fantasy she's always wanted, and Heat Camp is just the place. She's a princess, kidnapped by her father's rival. She's just a prize to humiliate her father—a princess to break, breed, and send back pregnant with enemy blood.


The Alpha Club
Wren gets what she's always wanted. She's the new omega house slave for a BDSM club and her heat is in full force.

The Fae Bargain Trilogy


Bound By Her True Name
Rowan makes a bargain and trades herself to the most powerful Fae in the Realm to save her beloved's life. The Princess has done the one thing everyone knows not to do, and now she's the plaything of a man who can walk through her mind like walking through a field.


Broken by His Command
She's falling further under his spell, and she's not hating it the way she should.


Bound by Her Desire
Fully under Thalanis's spell, she can't figure out what's wrong.



The Ranch Series


In a future where women are nothing more than property, society has replaced prisons with the Hucow Ranch: a place where they transform women into livestock for breeding and milking.


The Volunteer Hucow
Hucow #214 volunteers for a life at the Hucow Ranch in order to protect her family. It has been ages since someone volunteered for the Hucow Ranch, and they plan to make a fortune on their new virgin's first televised breeding. 30,000 words.


The Lobotomized Hucow
Framed for a crime she didn't commit, Hucow #347 ends up in the hands of the man who thinks she killed his parents. When he finds out she's innocent, her handler performs a secret lobotomy on her to save her from suffering. Soon, she's the happiest cow the Ranch has ever seen. 12,000 words.


The Bull
Most men avoid jail time by sending their slaves to the Broodmare Farm. But what happens to the men with no one to sacrifice? A 7,000 word short story.


The Broodmare Farm
Sentenced to a three-year sentence at the Broodmare Farm, Carly is subject to multiple breedings as they attempt to impregnate her. A 9,000 word part one of a duet.


The Infertile Hucow
After being sentenced to a three-year stay at the Broodmare Farm, they send Carly to the Hucow Ranch to see if a permanent transformation into Hucow #418 will fix her infertility. When it doesn't work, will they find another purpose for this cow? Or will they put her down? A 9,000 word conclusion to the duet.


The Compliant Hucow
After her father angers the wrong man, the Hucow Ranch chooses Elsie for their new experimental compliance project. Hucow #499 will be the first attempt at mind control. A 8,000 word short story.


The First Cow
Go back to the beginnings of the Hucow Ranch with their very first cow. 9,000 words.


The Virgin Hucow
Determined to avoid the life her father has planned for her, Isabella commits a crime to get herself sent to the Ranch. 18,000 words.


The Prized Cow
When he hears the crimes Hucow #572 committed, freeing other women and taking them overseas where there is no slavery, the Foreman's son decides this cow deserves a special brand of punishment. 16,000 words.


The Hucow Ranch Duet
Combines the Volunteer Hucow and the Lobotomized Hucow into one book.


The Hucow Ranch Box Set: Vol. 3 - Vol. 5
The Bull, The Broodmare Farm, & The Infertile Hucow in one book.


The Hucow Ranch Box Set: Vol 6. – Vol. 9
The Compliant Hucow, The First Cow, The Virgin Hucow, and The Prized Cow in one book.
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