
        
            
                
            
        

    
THE RAUNCHY ROOMMATES

©2025 Jessica Ackles

All rights reserved

Published: Jessica Ackles 2025

Cover photography by Fotoro (used with permission)

This story is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, locales, or businesses is purely coincidental.

CONTENT WARNING

This story is not suitable for readers under the age of 18 due to its graphic sexual content. The story contains scenes of bondage and BDSM. All characters portrayed are over 18 years old.


Diana sat cross-legged on her bed, her laptop balanced precariously on her knees as she typed away at her assignment. Various books and loose pieces of paper were strewn across the bed. The soft glow of the screen illuminated her face, casting shadows across the room. Her dark-rimmed glasses slid down her nose, and she pushed them back up with an absentminded gesture. The faint hum of her roommate Brian’s music drifted through the walls, a low bassline that seemed to thrum in time with her thoughts. She paused, chewing on the end of her pen, when a light knock at her door pulled her from her focus.

“Hey, Diana?” Helena’s voice was cheerful, almost musical, as she poked her head into the room. Her blonde hair shimmered in the dim light, falling lazily over her shoulder, and though the oversized T-shirt she had borrowed from Brian covered her upper body, a hint of red lace could be seen at the bottom.

“Oh, hey,” Diana replied, closing her laptop slightly, welcoming a distraction that was not of her own making. Diana had been reluctant at first when Brian had aired the idea of letting his girlfriend move in, but she had not been able to resist Helena’s bubbly charm. She suspected that few people could. “What’s up?”

Helena stepped inside. She perched on the edge of the mattress, one leg tucked beneath her, and tilted her head as if considering how to broach something delicate. “I was just wondering... you’re not busy, are you?”

“Just working on this paper. Nothing urgent,” Diana said, though she could not shake the feeling that this was not a casual visit. There was a subtle weight to Helena’s tone, a quiet intensity that made Diana’s stomach flutter.

“Good, because I wanted to ask you something,” Helena said. She toyed with the worn edges of the old, yellow T-shirt that Diana had seen Brian wear so often back in high school when they had first become friends. “This might sound a little out there, but... have you ever been … restrained?”

Diana blinked, caught off guard. “Tied up? Like... with rope?” she asked, her voice wavering slightly. She could feel a faint heat creeping into her cheeks, though she was not entirely sure why. The question felt loaded, though Helena’s expression remained calm and open.

“Well, yeah. But with handcuffs,” Helena replied, her lips curving into a small, knowing smile. “It’s something Brian and I do sometimes. It’s... fun.” Her gaze lingered on Diana for a moment, as if gauging her reaction. Helena bit her lower lip. “You seem like someone who might enjoy it.”

Diana’s heart skipped a beat. The thought of being restrained sent a strange thrill through her. She had not considered it before, but now that Helena had brought it up, the idea clung to her mind and refused to let go. “I’m not sure, Helena … I’m not the most adventurous type.”

Helena leaned in slightly, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Well, maybe it’s time to change that.” She paused. Her smile grew wider. “And I know someone who’d be more than happy to help you explore it.”

“Brian?” The name slipped out before Diana could stop it, and she immediately regretted it. Her crush on Brian had been a quiet, unspoken thing, something she had not even fully admitted to herself until now. But the thought of him being involved in something so intimate made her pulse quicken.

Helena chuckled softly, clearly enjoying Diana’s flustered reaction. “Yes, Brian. We figured we’d offer to make you … join us.”

Diana’s mind raced. She tried to stay focused, tried to cling to the rationality she prided herself on. But her brain betrayed her. She instead imagined Brian’s hands moving over her skin, commanding her as she gave up all semblance of control.

“I don’t know...” Diana said again, though her protest sounded weak even to her own ears. She was not sure if she was trying to convince Helena or herself.

“Think about it,” Helena said. She gave Diana one last lingering look before heading toward the door. “No pressure. We’re right across the hall if you change your mind.”

As the door clicked shut behind Helena, Diana let out a breath she had not realized she had been holding in. Her mind buzzed with possibilities, each one more tantalizing than the last. She opened her laptop again, but the words on the screen no longer seemed important. All she could think about was the promise of what Helena had suggested.

She fell back on the bed and stared at the ceiling. The room felt too quiet, too still, as if it was waiting for her to act. Slowly, Diana let her hand drift down her body. She trailed her fingers over her thigh, up across the thin fabric of her panties. It felt good, yet it was not even close to the intensity of what her mind was fabricating with every touch. She let out a shaky exhale as she touched herself through the thin fabric, her hips lifting slightly off the bed. The image of Brian flashed in her mind; his dark eyes watched her as he tied her wrists together.

Her fingers dipped beneath the waistband of her panties, sliding through slick folds that betrayed how much she wanted this. The soft gasp that escaped her lips was involuntary, her body arching as she circled her clit with slow, deliberate strokes. She bit her lip to stifle the sounds threatening to spill out, but it was no use. The fantasy of being used and dominated by Brian fueled her pleasure like she had rarely experienced. When she came shortly after, the orgasm crashed over her like a wave, leaving her trembling and breathless. She let out a long, satisfied sigh, her chest rising and falling as she tried to steady herself. But even as the aftershocks faded, the desire lingered. She wanted this. Wanted to feel Brian’s hands on her, wanted to hear Helena’s voice guiding her. Wanted to give herself over to them completely.

She lay there for a moment before making up her mind. With unsteady legs, she stood and adjusted the button-down shirt she had worn to school earlier that day. She took a deep breath before she walked out of her room toward Helena and Brian’s door. Every step felt heavy with anticipation, and she hesitated for a moment before knocking softly.

The door opened almost immediately, revealing Helena’s radiant smile. “Diana,” she said, moving aside to let Diana in. “I was hoping you’d come.”

Brian was sitting on the bed. His piercing eyes locked onto Diana’s as she stepped into the room. He looked effortlessly confident, his athletic frame relaxed as he leaned back on his elbows. Fuck, he is gorgeous. Diana felt a fresh wave of nerves wash over her, and she had to remind herself that this was still her friend, the guy she had known for five years now.

“Hi,” Diana said awkwardly, her voice barely above a whisper. She crossed her arms over her chest, suddenly every aware of every inch of her body and the fact that she only wore panties and a T-shirt.

Panties that were soaked in her juices.

Can they smell it?

Helena stepped closer. Her hand brushed against Diana’s arm in a gesture that was both reassuring and electrifying. “You don’t have to be nervous,” she said and smiled. “It’s just us. It’ll be fun!”

Diana nodded, though her heart was still racing. Helena reached up to caress her face, her thumb brushing over Diana’s cheekbone in a way that made her shiver. “You’re so beautiful,” Helena whispered before leaning in to kiss her.

The kiss was soft at first, tentative as if testing the waters. But when Diana responded, leaning into it with a quiet moan, it deepened. Helena’s lips were warm and insistent, and Diana found herself melting into the sensation. Her hands moved to Helena’s waist, pulling her closer as their bodies pressed together.

“That’s … beautiful,” Brian said. Diana glanced at him to find him watching them intently, his hand already working the buttons of his jeans. The sight of him touching himself sent a jolt of pleasure through her, and she whimpered against Helena’s mouth.

Helena pulled back just enough to meet Diana’s eyes. “Let me help you,” she whispered as her hands unbuttoned Diana’s shirt. The bra joined the shirt on the floor soon after, leaving her in nothing but her panties. The air felt cool against her skin, but the heat in Brian’s gaze kept her warm.

Helena’s soft hands guided Diana’s arms behind her back, and Diana soon felt cold steel against her wrists, followed by the sound of handcuffs being closed. The sound sent a thrill through her, a mix of fear and excitement that made her pulse race.

“How does that feel?” Helena asked, stepping back to admire her work.

Diana flexed her wrists slightly, testing the restraints. “Good.” She glanced over her shoulder at Helena. “Surprisingly good.”

Helena smiled and turned to Brian, who had stripped himself completely while they were distracted. His cock stood at full attention, thick and tantalizing. He was a muscular man with thick, dark hair, but it was his smile that Diana found the most attractive. Or it had been until now; she could not pull her eyes away from his cock.

“My turn,” Helena said and removed her T-shirt. She turned her back toward Brian and winked at Diana.

Brian wasted no time securing Helena’s hands behind her back, his movements efficient but careful. It was obvious that the two had done this dance countless times before. Brian stepped back and let his fingers run through the thick hair as he studied the two chained women in front of him.

“Alright,” he said, his gaze shifting between them. His smile was warm and promised great things ahead. “You two are going to explore each other. No hands. Go slow. Make it count.”

Diana’s breath caught in her throat. She glanced at Helena, who was already stepping closer, her lips curling into a soft smile. Diana had never been with a woman before, had not even considered it, but the way Helena looked at her now, all confidence and curiosity, made something stir deep inside her.

Helena tilted her head, her golden hair falling over her shoulder as she leaned in. “Relax, Diana,” she whispered. “Just follow my lead.”

Their lips met tentatively at first, a gentle brush that sent a wave of pleasure through Diana’s body. It was soft, almost innocent, but the restrained helplessness of having her hands cuffed behind her back made it feel anything but. She could feel Helena’s warmth against her, the slight curve of her body pressing closer.

“Very good,” Brian said, leaning forward from his place on the bed. “Keep going.”

Helena deepened the kiss, her tongue brushing against Diana’s lower lip, coaxing her mouth open. Diana hesitated, then let herself sink into it, the sensation both foreign and exhilarating. Her heart pounded as Helena’s tongue slid against hers.

Helena pulled back slightly, her lips hovering just above Diana’s. “Fuck, your lips are magic.” Her breath was warm against Diana’s skin. “You’re doing great.”

Helena shifted her weight, moving to Diana’s neck, her lips grazing the sensitive skin there. Diana gasped and tilted her head back as Helena left a trail of soft kisses down to her collarbone. Every touch of Helena’s lips was deliberate, teasing, and Diana could feel herself growing more aware of every inch of her body.

Brian’s voice cut through the haze of sensation. “Diana, your turn. Explore her.”

Diana blinked, her mind struggling to catch up. She glanced at Helena, who was watching her with an encouraging smile. Diana hesitated for a moment, then leaned forward, her mouth finding the curve of Helena’s shoulder. She kissed softly at first, unsure of how much pressure to use, but as Helena sighed contentedly, Diana grew bolder. She moved up to Helena’s neck and let her lips brush against the delicate skin there.

“Shit, this is hot,” Brian said, unable to hide his excitement, but the words seemed distant as Diana let herself be overwhelmed by Helena’s warmth and scent.

Diana’s gaze dropped to Helena’s breasts. She leaned in, her lips brushing against the soft swell of flesh. She hesitated for a moment, then closed her mouth over one nipple, sucking gently. Helena groaned softly as Diana continued, her tongue swirling around the sensitive bud.

Brian let out a low chuckle. “I’ve never seen anything like this …” He could not help but stroke himself on top of his pants. “Helena … lie down on the bed. On your back.”

Helena obeyed without hesitation. Her movements were graceful even as her wrists remained cuffed. She stretched out on the mattress, her blonde hair spilling around her like a halo.

Diana’s heart drummed in her chest as Brian turned his attention to her. His gaze pinned her in place, and she felt a flush of heat rush to her cheeks. He stepped closer, undoing his belt with a slow, unhurried pace. The leather slid free, and he looped it around her neck, tightening it just enough to feel its presence, but not enough to choke. The metal buckle rested between her collarbones, cool against her skin.

“You’re my slave now, Diana.” His voice was firm but laced with a tenderness that sent shivers down her spine. She nodded, swallowing hard. The presence of the belt around her neck was both humiliating and exciting. He tugged gently on the leash, leading her toward the bed where Helena lay waiting. “Get up. On your knees.”

Helena spread her legs to make room and sent Diana an encouraging smile. Diana felt far from elegant as she crawled onto the bed without the aid of her hands and with Brian holding her leash. She stared at Helena’s pussy; it beckoned her, glistening with arousal. The sight made Diana’s mouth water, but she hesitated, unsure of how to begin.

Brian’s hand rested on the back of Diana’s head, guiding her forward. “Start with her clit. Don’t overthink it, you know what to do. Take it slow.”

Diana leaned in, her breath hitching as she pressed her tongue against Helena’s sensitive nub. The taste was salty-sweet, intoxicating, and she licked softly, following Helena’s soft moans of guidance.

“That’s it,” Helena whispered. Her voice trembled with pleasure. “Just like that. A little harder now.”

Diana obeyed, swirling her tongue in small circles, feeling Helena’s body tremble beneath her. The sensations were overwhelming; the warmth of Helena’s skin, the slickness of her arousal, the faint scent of her perfume mingling with musk.

Brian’s fingers traced the curve of Diana’s spine, sending ripples of anticipation through her. “You’re doing so well,” he said approvingly. His hand slid lower, slipping between her legs to explore her own wetness. Diana gasped against Helena’s pussy as Brian’s fingertips brushed her clit. “Keep going. Don’t stop.”

Diana moaned against Helena’s skin. Her tongue moved faster as Brian’s fingers pressed into her, teasing and stroking in rhythm with her movements. Her entire body felt like it was on fire, caught between the heat of Helena’s pussy and the electrifying friction of Brian’s touch.

Helena arched her back, a low moan escaping her lips. “Oh fuck, Diana … just like that. Oh … FUCK, that’s … that’s good!” Her words spurred Diana on, and she licked harder, nipping gently at Helena’s clit before sucking it into her mouth. Helena cried out, her thighs squeezing around Diana’s head as pleasure overtook her.

Brian’s fingers moved faster, curling inside Diana as he pressed his thumb against her clit. “You’re so wet,” he growled, his voice raw with desire. “You love this, don’t you? Being controlled, being used.”

Diana whimpered, nodding desperately as pleasure coiled tighter in her belly. She was close, but she couldn’t stop, not when Helena was trembling beneath her, not when Brian’s fingers were driving her to the edge.

“Come for us,” Brian commanded. His voice was like velvet. “Let me feel you fall apart.”

Diana cried out as the orgasm ripped through her, waves of ecstasy crashing over her body. Her tongue faltered against Helena as she rode out the intensity, every muscle trembling with release.

Helena was not far behind. With a shuddering gasp, she came too, her hips bucking against Diana’s mouth as pleasure consumed her.

When the tremors subsided, Diana slumped forward, her forehead resting against Helena’s thigh. She was breathless, her body deliciously exhausted, but she knew this was not the end. Brian’s grip on the leash tightened slightly, pulling her upright.

“We’re just getting started, dear,” he said and unbuttoned his jeans, freeing his hard cock. He stroked himself slowly, his gaze locked onto hers.

“Open your mouth,” he ordered, and Diana obeyed without hesitation. The tip of his cock brushed her lips, hot and insistent, and she parted them wider to take him in. Brian groaned as she sucked him deep, his hand tangling in her hair to guide her movements.

Helena watched from the bed. She had rolled onto her side, still trembling from her own orgasm, and Diana could hear the sound of Helena’s handcuffs rattling as she moved on the bed, seemingly aching to touch herself as she watched her boyfriend having his cock sucked by Diana.

“Take him deeper, Diana,” Helena said and bit her lower lip.

Brian thrust into Diana’s mouth, his rhythm steady but unrelenting. She struggled to keep up. The taste of him was overwhelming, salty and masculine, and she could feel herself growing wet again despite the lingering exhaustion.

He tightened his hold on the belt. Diana felt the black leather tighten around her neck, restricting her breathing, and it drove her insane with lust. She had never tried something like that before, and she was surprised at its effect. Brian had full control over her; she could do nothing to stop him from fucking her mouth, and no part of her wanted to.

She felt like a slave. A true slave. And the fact that she was loving every second of it shifted something inside her.

There was no time to dwell on it, though. Soon, Brian pushed in deep, flooding her mouth with warm cum. Diana swallowed obediently, the bitter taste mingling with the sweetness of Helena still lingering on her tongue.

When Brian finally pulled away, Diana was trembling again, her body aching for more. She looked up at the man who had just filled her mouth, her eyes brimming with desire, adoration, and a hint of impatience.

“That was … wonderful,” Helena said from her place on the bed, letting a purring sound escape her throat. She moved on the soft sheets as if she could barely contain the lust inside her.

Brian turned toward her. “Ready for the next part?”

Helena’s cheeks flushed instantly, her lips parting slightly as she looked at him with a mix of anticipation and submission. She nodded eagerly.

Brian glanced at Diana. “You’re not done either,” he said and pulled her to her feet by tugging on the belt. “But you get to take a little break.” He led her to a sturdy wooden chair in the corner and signalled for her to sit. He undid one of the cuffs, only to put it back on after pulling her hands behind the chair. There was no chance of escape, nothing to do but watch as Brian walked toward Helena and pulled her to a standing position.

My juices are ruining the upholstery on this chair, Diana thought for a brief moment before the lust and curiosity pushed the thought away. She watched as Brian cuffed Helena in front and raised her arms until she stood on her toes. He used a padlock to attach the cuffs to an unseemly anchor point in the ceiling, one Diana had never noticed despite spending many hours in the room watching movies or chatting.

Helena let out a whelp of pain as her weight pulled on the handcuffs. Her feet barely grazed the floor, and Diana could see the tension in Helena’s muscles as she adjusted to the new position.

Brian stepped back, admiring his work for a moment before picking up a black ballgag from a drawer in the nightstand. He approached Helena, who opened her mouth willingly, letting him slide the gag between her teeth and fasten it behind her head. Helena’s eyes fluttered closed for a moment, a soft moan escaping around the gag.

“You’re going to watch,” Brian said, turning to Diana as he picked up a leather whip from the table. Diana’s eyes widened as she realized what was about to happen. Her stomach twisted with a mix of fear and something else, something that made her pulse quicken. She could not look away.

Brian moved back to Helena, standing a few feet behind her. He ran his fingers down her back, his touch light and teasing. “You know you love this,” he said, his voice barely audible. Helena nodded eagerly, her restrained body trembling with anticipation. She looked Diana in the eye as if to tell her friend that she wanted this, that everything was as it should be.

The first strike was gentle, the leather whip landing softly against Helena’s lower back with a quiet thwack. Diana jumped slightly in her chair, her breath catching at the sight. Helena let out a muffled moan; her body arched slightly as she savored the sensation.

Brian kept his movements slow and deliberate, each strike slightly harder than the last. The sound of the whip cracking through the air filled the room, mingling with Helena’s muffled sounds of pleasure. Diana’s heart raced as she watched, her own body growing warm despite the restraints. She could feel a strange heat building inside her, a mixture of fear, arousal, and fascination that she could not quite understand. This was all new to her, a new world of pleasure and pain that she had never expected she would enjoy.

As the strikes grew harder, Helena’s moans grew louder, her body writhing against the chains holding her in place. Diana could see the faint red marks forming on Helena’s skin, and yet, Helena seemed to be enjoying every second of it. Her eyes were half-lidded, her breath coming in ragged gasps around the gag.

Brian paused for a moment, running his hand over Helena’s back where the whip had struck. “You’re taking it so well,” he said, his voice dripping with love and admiration. Helena whimpered in response.

He stepped back again, raising the whip once more. This time, the strikes came faster, harder, each one eliciting a sharp cry from Helena. Diana pulled at her restraints just to feel the helplessness that she saw Helena enjoying so much. She could feel herself growing wetter with each strike, with each tremble of Helena’s tormented body.

Brian continued, the rhythm of the whip becoming almost hypnotic. Helena’s cries grew more intense, and Diana could see the way Helena’s muscles tensed and relaxed with each strike, the way her hips rocked slightly as if seeking relief.

When Brian finally stopped, Helena’s body went limp in the restraints, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. Brian stepped closer to her, running his hands over her marked skin with a gentleness that contrasted sharply with what had just happened.

“My beautiful Helena,” he muttered, pressing a kiss to Helena’s shoulder. He reached up and undid the ballgag, letting it fall to the floor.

Helena gasped for air, her voice hoarse as she whispered a quiet ‘thank you’.

The padlock was unlocked, and Brian’s gentle hands guided Helena down until she found her footing. Next, he turned to Diana. She sat rigid in the chair, her wrists still cuffed behind her, her breath coming in shallow bursts.

“It’s your turn now, Diana,” Brian said and released her from the chair, but still kept her hands cuffed behind her back. He kept a firm grip on the belt still tied around her neck. “Do you want to continue? Do you want to feel pain?”

She hesitated for a moment before nodding. She wanted to experience just part of the intense emotions she had seen drawn on Helena’s face.

“Get on your knees and open your mouth,” Brian ordered and gently stroked the cock that was once again ready and fully erect.

Once again, Diana took him in her mouth, the taste of cum still lingering on his tip. Helena stood next to them, letting her fingers gently caress the smooth steel of her handcuffs. She picked up the whip Brian had discarded, snapping it experimentally. The sound made Diana flinch, and Brian smirked.

“Ready?” he asked Helena, who nodded with a wicked grin.

The first lash came without warning, the leather striking Diana’s back with a sharp crack. She gasped around Brian’s cock, her body jerking forward, but he held her firmly in place. The pain was sharp but fleeting, quickly replaced by a warmth that spread through her body. She could feel herself growing wetter, the sensation only intensifying as Helena delivered another strike. She had no idea how Helena managed to swing the whip so effortlessly with cuffed hands, leading her to think that this was not the first time she had done so.

Brian tightened the belt around Diana’s neck slightly, just enough to make her breathing more labored as she continued to suck him. Her movements became more frantic, her tongue swirling around him as if desperate for his approval.

Helena increased the intensity of the strikes, each one sending a torrent of pleasure-pain through Diana’s body. She could feel the welts forming on her skin, each one a mark of her submission, and it only fueled her arousal further. Her moans grew louder, muffled by Brian’s cock, and she could hear Helena’s breath quickening behind her.

“She’s taking it well,” Helena said. “She is so wet that she is dripping on our carpet.”

Brian chuckled, his fingers tightening in Diana’s hair. “She’s a natural,” he said, thrusting deeper into her mouth. Diana gagged slightly, tears pricking at the corners of her eyes, but she did not pull away. Instead, she focused on the feeling of him filling her mouth, the pain in her back blending with the pleasure in a way that left her dizzy.

Helena’s strikes came faster now, each one landing with precision, and Diana could feel herself teetering on the edge. Her body was alight with sensation; the stretch of Brian’s cock in her mouth, the sting of the whip on her back, the tightness of the belt around her neck, it all combined into something overwhelming.

Brian groaned, his hips jerking forward as he approached his limit. But just as Diana thought he might let go, he pulled out abruptly, leaving her gasping for air. He stepped back, his chest rising and falling as he regained control. “Not yet,” he said with a strained voice. He smiled. “Not yet … there’s still so much to do.” He nodded toward the bed. “Get on it. Both of you.”

Helena acted immediately, dropping the whip to crawl onto the bed. Diana was still recovering from the intense experience, and she did not move until Brian tugged on the belt around her neck. She positioned herself next to Diana, who smiled at her, her cheeks and chest flushed with lust and excitement.

Brian stepped closer, his presence dominating the room. He reached into a drawer beside the bed and pulled out a black leather dog collar with a leash. Diana watched as he fastened it around Helena’s neck. The collar fit snugly, emphasizing the delicate curve of Helena’s neck, and Brian gave the leash a gentle tug, testing its hold.

“A suitable fit for a submissive little bitch,” he said with a smile. Diana had once seen Helena slap a guy three times her size for calling her ‘baby’ while they were out drinking, but she positively purred when she heard the degrading words coming from Brian, who now turned toward Diana. He tightened the belt around her neck another. “Perfect. Turn around, both of you. Present yourselves.”

Diana glanced at Helena, not sure what Brian was asking of her. She watched Helena turn around on her knees and lean forward, pushing her perfect, round ass into the air while spreading her legs slightly. She looked up at Diana and winked at her. Diana copied what she had just seen, but it was far less sensual when she did it; Helena was handcuffed in front, making it far easier for her to do it. Diana’s head slammed into the mattress when she tried to lean forward, but her ass was soon up in the air just like Helena’s.

Brian’s fingers traced Helena’s spine before gripping her leash tightly. “I’m a lucky man, having two beautiful slaves present themselves to me like this.” He positioned himself behind Helena first, his cock already hard and ready. With a firm grip on the leash, he guided himself into her, sheathing himself fully in one smooth motion.

Helena’s sharp intake of breath filled the room, her body trembling as Brian began to move. He started slow, each thrust deliberate and measured, his control over her absolute. Diana watched, mesmerized by the way Helena’s body responded to him, the way she arched into his touch and moaned softly with every movement.

But then Brian switched his focus, pulling out of Helena and turning to Diana. Her pulse quickened as he stepped behind her, his hands gripping her hips tightly. “Your turn.” He grabbed hold of the belt and pulled it, choking her. He positioned himself at her entrance, teasing her briefly before thrusting into her with a force that made her gasp.

The sensation was overwhelming; his size, his heat, the way he filled her. Diana’s hands clenched behind her back as she tried to steady herself, but Brian’s rhythm was relentless. He held the belt around her neck firmly, using it to guide her movements as he fucked her with a possessive intensity.

He alternated between the two chained women, switching seamlessly from one to the other, each thrust sending waves of pleasure crashing through their bodies. The leash tightened around Helena’s neck as Brian pulled her back onto him, her cry of pleasure mingling with Diana’s own gasps.

The room was thick with the scent of sweat and sex, the sounds of skin against skin and muffled cries creating a symphony of raw desire. Brian’s breathing grew heavier, his movements more urgent as he neared his climax. He held the leash in one hand and the belt in the other, making sure to choke the woman he was not busy fucking.

“Fuck … FUCK!” he cried out in a strained voice as he thrust into Diana one last time before pulling out and spilling himself across their backs. The warmth of his release spread over Diana’s skin, mixing with the sweat and heat of her body. She felt Helena shudder beside her, her own moans soft and satisfied.

Brian’s breath was still heavy as he looked down at Diana and Helena, their bodies glistening with sweat and his cum. He reached out, running a finger along Diana’s back, collecting the warm mess he had left there. “Don’t let it go to waste,” he said, and presented the finger to Helena, who took the finger in her mouth without hesitation. “Clean her, slave.”

Helena turned toward Diana and let her tongue drag slowly along Diana’s spine. The sensation made Diana gasp; her body was still sensitive from everything that had happened. Helena’s tongue moved with purpose, lapping up the sticky trails of Brian’s release, her lips brushing against Diana’s skin in a way that sent shivers through her.

Brian smirked at the sight, stepping around to kneel behind Helena. His hands slid down her back, cupping her ass before he gave it a sharp spank. Helena let out a soft moan and arched into his touch.

When Helena was done, he pulled Helena up to her knees and turned her back toward Diana. “Now it’s your turn, Diana,” he said, his voice firm but not unkind. Diana stared at Helena’s back, still glistening with the traces of Brian’s cum. She leaned in and stuck her tongue out, soon tasting the salty warmth. The flavor was foreign but not unpleasant, and something about the act felt oddly intimate. She pressed her lips more firmly against Helena’s skin, licking and sucking until every trace was gone.

Brian’s hands found Diana’s hips as she worked, his fingers sliding between her thighs from behind. He teased her entrance, slipping a finger inside and curling it just enough to make her gasp against Helena’s back. He added another finger, thrusting them in and out of her while his other hand spanked her ass. Each smack was a spark of pleasure and pain, making her clench around his fingers.

Helena turned her head to look at Diana, her eyes dark with desire. “See how good it feels to be used?” she whispered. Diana could only nod. Her mind was foggy with arousal as Brian continued to finger her.

After a while, Brian pulled Diana away from Helena and unlocked her handcuffs. He pushed her down onto the bed and locked her hands above her head to the metal frame at the end of the bed. Diana had never wondered why the couple had chosen this type of bedframe, but it made sense to her now as she pulled at the steel restraints, relishing the helplessness and finality. Then he moved down, attaching heavy legcuffs to each ankle and spreading her wide open before chaining her feet to opposite bedposts. Diana felt completely exposed, vulnerable in a way that should have scared her, but instead only heightened her arousal.

Helena climbed onto the bed beside Diana and let her fingers trail lightly over Diana’s stomach. “I’ve always loved your body. So firm … so … pristine.” She leaned down, pressing soft kisses along the edge of the belt still placed tightly around Diana’s neck before moving lower, her tongue flicking over one nipple and then the other. Diana moaned, her back arching as Helena’s mouth worked its magic.

Brian joined them on the bed. His large hands roamed over Diana’s body as if claiming it for his own. He kissed her deeply, his tongue tangling with hers in a way that left her breathless. When he pulled away, he moved down her body, his lips and tongue exploring every inch of her. He nipped at the sensitive skin of her inner thighs before finally reaching her aching pussy. His tongue swirled around her clit, teasing her mercilessly as Helena continued to kiss and suck at Diana’s breasts.

Diana writhed on the bed, the dual sensations overwhelming her. “Please …” she begged, though she wasn’t even sure what she was asking for. “Please … don’t … just … please …”

Brian chuckled against her, but did not answer. His tongue delved deeper, licking and sucking with a precision that had her toes curling and her hips bucking against his face.

Helena moved down to join Brian, her mouth meeting his over Diana’s pussy. The two of them worked together; their tongues danced over Diana’s folds in a way that made her feel like she might explode. She could feel the tension building inside her, coiling tighter and tighter until it finally snapped. Her orgasm crashed over her like a wave, leaving her gasping and trembling on the bed. She pulled hard at her restraints, felt the metal dig into her quivering flesh as the waves turned into a tsunami. It was violent and visceral, and for a moment, her mind was wiped clean. There was nothing, no thoughts, only pure emotion and a depth of pleasure that she had never experienced before.

But she was not afforded a break to recover. Helena moved away, watching as Brian moved his muscular body on top of Diana’s. His body pressed her into the mattress with a possessive weight that sent shivers rippling through her.

“You’ve done well so far,” he said with a smile. “But now it’s time for me to fuck you properly.” His hands slid up her thighs; even if she had wanted to, the legcuffs prevented her from closing her legs. Diana’s heart pounded as she felt the tip of his cock brush against her slick entrance, and she instinctively arched her back, craving more.

Helena’s soft laughter floated through the room as she knelt beside Diana, her fingers already teasing at her nipples. “Take him, Diana. All of him.” Helena’s nails grazed the sensitive peaks until they hardened under her touch. “It’s so hot to watch him fuck you ...” She leaned down, her lips capturing Diana’s in a fierce kiss that left her breathless. Diana moaned into Helena’s mouth, her body trembling with anticipation as Brian pressed forward, filling her in one slow, deliberate stroke.

The stretch was intense. Brian’s hips rolled against hers with a rhythm that was both punishing and intoxicating, each thrust driving deeper and deeper until Diana could feel him in every fiber of her being.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” Brian groaned. “Tight … and wet. Wet for me.” He glanced at Helena and smiled. “For us.”

Helena’s hands continued to wander, her fingers pinching and twisting Diana’s nipples as she whispered filthy encouragements into her ear. Diana could only whimper in response, but the whimpers turned into a muted cry of pleasure when Diana grabbed hold of the belt and pulled it tight. Diana could feel the veins in her neck strain against her skin, and it made every thrust from Brian’s massive cock feel like an explosion.

Then, without warning, Helena shifted, straddling Diana’s face and lowering herself onto her waiting mouth. “Lick me,” she commanded, her voice firm but laced with desire. Diana hesitated for only a second before obeying, her tongue darting out to trace Helena’s folds. The taste was intoxicating, and Diana found herself craving more, her tongue swirling and probing as she sought to make Helena come undone. Helena’s cuffed hands grabbed the top of the bedframe to steady herself.

Brian’s pace quickened, his thrusts becoming more erratic as he watched the two women together. “This is so hot,” he groaned, pulling the belt to choke Diana until she was close to passing out. “You’re such a good slave, taking us both at once.”

Diana whimpered around Helena. The combination of Brian’s cock pounding into her and Helena’s pussy grinding against her mouth was almost too much to bear.

Helena’s fingers tangled in Diana’s hair, guiding her movements as she moaned with pleasure. Diana could feel the edge of Helena’s handcuffs scrape against her scalp.

“That’s it, Diana. Just like that. Make me come.”

Diana’s tongue worked faster, her breath coming in short pants as she focused on pleasing Helena. She could feel the tension building in Helena’s body, the way her thighs tightened around her head as she edged closer to climax. At the same time, Brian’s thrusts became more urgent.

“I’m close,” Helena gasped, her hips jerking forward as she reached the edge. Her orgasm hit hard, and she cried out, her fingers tightening in Diana’s hair as waves of pleasure washed over her. Diana felt Helena’s wetness flood her mouth, and she drank it in greedily, eager to take everything Helena had to offer.

Brian’s movements grew frantic, his breathing ragged as he neared his own release. “Fuck, I’m going to come,” he grunted.

Diana felt him spill inside her, the warmth spreading through her as his cock pulsed with each wave of his climax. His grip on the belt loosened for a bit until he collapsed on the bed next to Diana.

Helena slid off Diana’s face, her body trembling as she caught her breath. She looked down at Diana with a satisfied smile, and her fingers brushed a strand of hair away from Diana’s face.

“That … was amazing,” she said softly. “You’ve got a real talent for this.”

Diana lay there, utterly spent but still buzzing with arousal. Her body felt like it was on fire, every nerve alight with the intensity of what she had just experienced. She could feel Brian’s seed spilling out of her and onto the soft sheets. Her mind was hazy, a swirl of pleasure and exhaustion, but when Helena leaned over her, that familiar playful glint in her eyes, Diana’s pulse quickened all over again.

“I hope you’re not too spent yet …” Helena bit her lower lip. “Have you ever tried … anal?”

The question lingered in the air like a spark waiting to ignite. Diana’s eyes widened, her lips parting slightly as she processed the words. She had never considered it before, never even dared to imagine it. But the heat in Helena’s gaze and the weight of Brian’s presence beside her made her stomach twist with a mix of fear and desire.

“I… I haven’t,” Diana admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. She glanced at Brian, who was already moving to retrieve something from the drawer beside the bed.

“Good,” Helena said and smiled. “I’m going to enjoy this.” She looked Diana in the eyes as she stood up and allowed Brian to fasten a large strapon to Helena’s waist. A large dildo was fitted on the inside of the harness, and Helena moaned loudly when Brian gently inserted it into her pussy. Helena’s cuffed hands slowly stroked the purple dildo on the front while Brian released Diana before locking her wrists behind her back once again.

“Face down, ass up,” Brian said.

Diana obeyed. Brian used a pair of legcuffs to connect Diana’s ankles to her wrists, pulling her arms under her body and preventing her from moving.

She felt exposed and dirty; Brian’s seed still spilled out of her, joined by her own juices, and she could do nothing to prevent what was coming while restrained like this. The cool air brushed against her skin and asshole, raising goosebumps as she waited, her breath shallow and uneven. Behind her, she heard the faint sound of Helena applying lubricant to the strap-on, the slick noise only heightening Diana’s anticipation.

“Ready?” Helena’s voice was soft but firm, her hand resting on the small of Diana’s back. Diana nodded and pressed her cheek into the mattress as she tried to steady her breathing. She felt the tip of the dildo press against her entrance, and her body tensed instinctively.

“Relax,” Brian said and gently stroked Diana’s hair. “Just breathe.” His voice was calm, reassuring, and Diana let out a shaky exhale as she forced herself to loosen up. Slowly, carefully, Helena began to push forward.

The sensation was overwhelming, foreign, and painful, but also intoxicating. Diana’s fingers clawed at the chains holding her as Helena eased deeper, inch by excruciating inch. Every movement sent a burst of pleasure and pain through her body, her moans muffled by the mattress beneath her.

“That’s it,” Helena said. “Take it. Take all of it.” She began to move in a slow, rhythmic motion, each thrust sending waves of sensation crashing through Diana. The fullness was unlike anything she had ever felt, each stroke igniting a fire that burned hotter with every passing second.

Brian moved around to the head of the bed and pulled the belt around Diana’s neck to raise her head off the bed, towards his erection. Her mouth parted to take him in as Helena continued to fuck her from behind.

The dual sensations were almost too much; the steady thrusting in her ass, the thick warmth of Brian’s cock filling her. Her body was alight with pleasure, every nerve ending on fire as she surrendered completely to their control.

Helena’s pace quickened, her thrusts growing harder and more deliberate. Each movement drove Diana closer to the edge, her moans growing louder and more desperate.

The room was filled with the sounds of their passion; the slick slide of the strap-on, the wet sounds of Diana’s mouth on Brian’s cock, the low groans and sharp gasps that spilled from their lips. Diana could feel the pressure building inside her, a coil tightening until it threatened to snap.

And then it did.

The orgasm was different. Dirtier. More raw. It was painful in a way, but she found great pleasure in it. Her cries were muffled by Brian’s cock as Helena continued to thrust into her, drawing out every last shudder of pleasure until Diana was left exhausted and spent.

Helena pulled out slowly, then unlocked the legcuffs and gently helped Diana onto her side while Brian pulled his cock out of her mouth. He uncuffed her wrists before pulling her close, his arms wrapping around her in a protective embrace. Helena joined them, spooning Diana from behind, pressing her soft, full breasts against Diana’s back.

“You were amazing,” Helena whispered, pressing a soft kiss to Diana’s shoulder. “I knew you could handle it.”

Diana didn’t respond; she could not find the words. Her body was still humming with the aftermath of her orgasm, her mind floating in a haze of satisfaction and exhaustion. She nestled into their warmth, feeling safe in a way she had not expected. Diana let her eyes drift shut, the weight of their bodies anchoring her as she drifted into a deep, contented sleep.

The first thing Diana noticed was the warmth. It enveloped her, a cocoon of tangled limbs and soft breaths. She blinked awake, her dark eyes adjusting to the morning light filtering through the curtains. Brian’s arm was slung lazily across her waist, his chest rising and falling in a steady rhythm against her back. Helena was on her other side, her blonde hair splayed across the pillow, one hand resting lightly on Diana’s thigh.

For a moment, Diana allowed herself to bask in it; the closeness, the intimacy, the tenderness. But then reality crept in, and with it, a flicker of awkwardness. She was sandwiched in between two lovers – her roommates. The thought made her cheeks heat, and she carefully shifted, trying to extricate herself without waking them.

Brian stirred first, his grip tightening slightly as he murmured something low and incoherent into her shoulder. “Morning,” she whispered back, her voice barely audible. His response was a lazy smile pressed against her skin, and she felt a flutter low in her belly.

Helena was next, stretching languidly before propping herself up on one elbow. Her radiant smile was as warm as ever, but there was a shimmer in her eyes that told Diana that last night had not been a wet dream – and things had not just gone back to normal.

“Sleep well?” Helena asked, her voice still husky with sleep. She adjusted the leather collar still around her neck.

“Yeah …” Diana absentmindedly rubbed the red marks the handcuffs had left on her wrists. “I should … probably get up. I’ve got… stuff to do.”

Helena nodded. “Of course … I did interrupt your studies, after all. But before you go …” She let her finger run down Diana’s arm. “We have been talking about doing … all this … with you for a long time. And that if it went well, we would … ask you …”

Diana felt like something caught in her throat and only now noticed that Brian’s leather belt was still around her neck. “Ask me … what?”

Brian cleared his throat, causing Diana to turn around. “We want to ask you to make this more … permanent.”

Diana blinked, her mind struggling to catch up. “Permanent?”

Brian reached over to the bedside table and picked up something small and shiny. A steel collar, polished to a mirror finish, dangled from his fingers. “We want you to be ours,” Brian said. His tone was somber. “Not just for one night. Not just when it’s convenient. All the time.”

Diana stared at the collar. The idea should have terrified her. It did terrify her. But there was another feeling underneath the fear, something warm and electric that made her skin prickle. “I… I don’t know,” she stammered. “That’s a lot.”

“It is,” Brian said. “And we’re not asking for an answer right now. We just want you to think about it.”

Helena nodded. “We care about you, Diana. Not just because of what we’ve done together, but because of who you are. You’re special to us.”

Diana swallowed hard, her emotions a tangled mess she could not begin to unravel. “I’ll think about it,” she said finally, her voice barely above a whisper.

Helena leaned in, pressing a gentle kiss to Diana’s lips, softer than any they had shared the night before but no less intense. When she pulled away, Diana could still feel the warmth of her mouth lingering.

“Take your time,” Helena said. “We’ll be here.”

Diana nodded, her legs shaky as she climbed out of bed, removed the leather belt from her neck, and grabbed her clothes from the floor. She dressed quickly, her mind racing, and slipped out of the room without another word. Once she was back in her own space, her safe haven, she collapsed onto her bed, staring at the ceiling.

The collar. The idea of it. The weight of the decision. It was too much.

She rolled onto her side, pulling a pillow to her chest. Her room felt too quiet now, too empty after the warmth of their bed. She closed her eyes, trying to clear her mind, but images of the night before flooded in: the feel of Brian’s hands on her body, Helena’s lips against hers, the way they had both looked at her like she was the center of their world.

Could she do it? Could she give herself to them completely? The thought sent a shiver down her spine, but it was not fear. It was anticipation, curiosity, even… excitement.

She sat up abruptly, running a hand through her hair. She needed to distract herself, to focus on something else. But no matter how hard she tried, she could not shake the image of the collar or the thought of how it would feel locked permanently around her neck.

“Fuck …”

A few minutes later, she once again knocked on their door.

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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