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Chapter 1

Aspen

A ray of sunshine sneaks through the blinds and lands on the thin blanket covering my half-naked, trembling body. I can hear birds chirping outside and the sound of chatty students walking to class, and I know I should be going too. But I am not ready, not yet. A muted gasp escapes my full lips as my fingers explore the wonders between my legs. A bolt of pleasure shoots through my body as I massage the clit, and I have to bite my lip to keep myself from moaning so loud that it can be heard through the open window. The shiny steel handcuffs fastened around my wrists dig into my sensitive flesh as I rub harder, and the sound of the metal chains rattling creates a delightful symbiosis with the sound of the birds outside. In my mind, a gorgeous, tall blonde is fucking me with a strapon as I am tied to the bed. The woman’s hands close around my neck, choking me, and the thought drives me ever closer to the edge.

Almost there. I take a short break and rummage through the pile of clothes next to my bed. I find the wide leather belt and loop it around my neck. It feels good, dirty, and exhilarating. The belt tightens around my throat as I pull it, and the moment my cuffed hands return their focus to my nether regions, every touch feels enhanced. I arch my back in anticipation.

So close now. I try to focus on the feel of the sharp steel around my wrists, the tight belt around my neck, the voluptuous blonde dominating and fucking me in my fantasy, but what pushes me over the edge is the moment when I switch roles with her. Where I suddenly become the leather-clad goddess choking a moaning, willing slavegirl while my thick strapon pounds her into blissful ecstasy. All worries about people walking past outside disappear the moment my body erupts in an amazing explosion of pleasure. I give myself fully to the orgasm and slow my frantic rubbing to gently guide my body out of the delightful ending to my morning meditation.

“Huh …” I whisper to myself when I open my eyes and return to the real world. “Maybe I’m more domme than sub.” I sit up in my bed and stare at the handcuffs on my wrists. A tinge of loneliness accompanies the pleasant aftershocks from the orgasm as I unlock my handcuffs and return them to my bedside drawer. I remove the belt from my neck and get out of bed, invigorated and ready to start the day.

The start of a semester always comes with an air of intense expectations and excitement coupled with the sadness of the holiday being over. Young freshmen arrive, their eyes shining with wonder and a hint of anxiety. College is a fresh start for most, and seeing how they try to reinvent themselves from the beginning is both cute and amusing. With no parents to frown at them before they leave the house, the skirts are suddenly shorter, the tops more revealing, and the sight of endless tanned midriffs warm my loins as I walk through campus. I steer clear of the large groups, walking in quiet solitude in my business-like outfit; as a senior, I am more focused on what awaits me later, and I have never been good at engaging with the social aspects of college life.

Some of these girls are hot, I think to myself as I walk past a giggling group of juniors heading to class. Their fragile perfumes hang in the air behind them, and I drink in the scent. I stand there and watch them disappear into a nearby building before I sigh and move on, but my mind does not get to linger on the sight of the young girls before my body goes rigid and my heart begins to race. A tall girl, roughly the same height as me when I am wearing heels like I am now, comes toward me. The short auburn hair is shaved on one side, and the expressive, dark brown eyes narrow with disdain when she sees me. A loose-fitting T-shirt covers her tanned, tattooed body, revealing her shoulder, and the torn jeans and combat boots fulfill the ensemble of a tomboy who wants everyone to know how little she cares.

No words are exchanged when she walks past, but a snort of derision escapes her full lips when she walks past me, and if years of experience had not taught me to jump aside whenever she comes near me, she would have bumped into me.

I grit my teeth and take a deep breath. Fucking Mel … Though the torment she put me through in high school and the first years of college have passed, I still get a physical reaction whenever I see my old bully. My skin tingles, my stomach aches …

… and my loins catch fire. I hate that she has that effect on me, it was not always like that. But part of me cannot handle the confidence she exudes, and her face occasionally haunts my dreams and my fantasies.

“Looks like someone got out on the wrong side of the bed this morning,” Lucas says when I sit down next to him. He pushes his laptop aside and looks at me.

I look at my wrists and notice that the marks from the handcuffs are still visible and smile. “I got out on the right side, trust me. I just happened to run into Mel on my way here.”

Lucas scoffs. “That bitch? Who cares, she can’t still bother you this much.” He takes a sip of his coffee and leans back in his chair. “You sure you don’t have a little crush on her?”

I look at my friend and roll my eyes. “No, don’t be stupid.”

He shrugs and goes back to work, but I am not blind to the hint of disappointment in his eyes, the lingering looks when he thinks I am not looking. He is the one with the crush, always was.

“We need to get a lot done on this project today, but are you up for a round of 40k tonight?” Lucas scratches his beard. “I just finished painting a dreadnought, I’m going to steamroll your Necrons.”

I chuckle. “You can try. But I can’t tonight.”

“Why?” He looks up from his computer. “Got a date with Mel?”

I adjust my glasses and feel blood rush to my cheeks. “Will you just let it go? I gotta blow off some steam.”

“Ah, so kickboxing?”

I nod. I know that Lucas could never dream of asking to tag along to kickboxing, which I have never gone to, but it is a good excuse for some of the bruises I have had to explain in the past. For a brief moment, I feel some regret that Lucas is likely my closest friend, but he has no idea what I do. What I am into.

What I need.

The faces are familiar, and I receive many nods on my way in. The first time I visited the club, I was terrified, but it has become a safe place, a place where I can recharge. I do not know their real names, nor do they know mine, and the loud music does not encourage conversation.

Which is fine. I am not here to chat.

A woman with long blonde hair wearing a red corset and heels that could puncture an elephant eyes me across the room. My heart pounds in my chest as she walks toward me, past a latex-clad man who is busy being pegged by his mistress. The room smells of leather, lube, and debauchery, and just watching the woman’s confident strides makes me wet with desire. I have had sessions with her before, and though I nod when she gestures towards one of the side rooms, something tells me that this is not what I need right now.

The noise from the music dies down as we enter the small room packed with BDSM tools and furniture. The space is familiar to me as is the sensation as the woman blindfolds me and begins whispering commands to me.

“Kneel … slave.” Her warm breath tickles my ear, and I obey without question. I tremble with excitement when the handcuffs close around my wrists, digging into my young flesh, and I moan with desire when she bends me over a bench and lets her flogger rain pain down upon my exposed skin. I have done this a dozen times before, and I have enjoyed it, but my revelation from this morning remains in my mind as she penetrates me with a massive strap-on.

I should be the one on the other end of that strap-on.

I am resting my head on the woman’s warm shoulder after a glorious, comforting orgasm. My hands are still cuffed behind my back which calms me, but my mind keeps racing.

“Was it too much?” she asks.

I shake my head. “No, it was wonderful.”

“And yet you seem distracted?”

I raise my head from her shoulder. “I … I don’t think I’m a sub. I love being restrained, I do it all the time. And I should be a sub, shouldn’t I?”

“Why?” The woman smiles.

I ponder the question. I always took it for granted; I love bondage, I love being tied up, and I figured that my role would be submissive since my personality in general leans in that direction. “I … don’t know. I think I want to try and dominate someone.”             

“No shame in that.” The woman kisses me on the forehead. “I can help you find someone here if you want?”

The thought is intimidating. “Maybe. I guess it can’t hurt to try.”

“Of course not! Do you want me to uncuff you now?”

I smile and rattle the handcuffs to hear the sound and feel the steel against my skin. “Not yet.”

***

My body has been buzzing all day. Last night was full of laughter and more than one awkward moment as I struggled to settle into a dominant role, but the blonde woman was an amazing tutor, and the submissive girl she had picked was patient and easy-going. I have found my calling, I am a domme, but it has not prevented me from spending the entire morning in shackles. It is like a dam has broken, flooding my mind with ideas and fantasies that were either suppressed or non-existent before. This morning, I opened the closet where I keep my substantial collection of restraints and tools, ones that have usually been used on me by the few lovers I have had in the past, but now, they take on a whole new dimension. I imagine them on other women, imagine how I will use them to bring them both pleasure and pain.

“Kickboxing must have gotten you fired up last night,” Lucas says and pulls me out of a pleasant daydream that involved me shackling the cute girl sitting at the other end of the study room in my basement.

“What?”

“You’ve been smiling ever since you got here.” He raises an eyebrow. “If I didn’t know any better, I’d say you got laid last night.”

I cough and look around. “Geez, shut up! I … I haven’t been with someone for a while.” Apart from at the club.

Lucas smirks. “Then go to a party. You’re fucking hot, Aspen, and you know it. You think those dark-rimmed glasses hide it, but you’re not fooling anyone. Any gu… girl would be lucky to have you.”

“Thanks.” I squeeze his hand. “But I don’t really do parties.”

“Why not? The campus is a nonstop party zone at this point in the semester. Hundreds of girls got dumped over the holiday, looking to feel appreciated. I bet you could turn any one of them if they’re not already gay.”

“You’re horrible.”

He shrugs. “I’m going on the prowl tonight myself. I’ve had good luck so far.”

No shit. Despite Lucas’ penchant for nerdy T-shirts and leaving his thick dark hair messy, he is a good-looking guy. And I happen to know that the rumors about his endowment are quite true.

What am I doing here? I adjust the cute red dress and check my reflection. A shy girl looks back at me, puts her glasses back on, and sighs. Part of me just wants to dash home, turn on my Playstation, and cuddle up under the blanket, but I force myself back out into the cacophonous chaos of the party. A drunk frat boy hands me a cup that smells like it contains beer, but the thought of how many roofies can have been dissolved in it causes me to just pour it out in a tired fern the moment he moves on. The sorority house is packed with people, but I have a hard time shaking the feeling of loneliness. I stand in a corner and watch people while I sip from a bottle of water.

I look at the cute, dolled-up coeds and groan to myself. Even if I had the confidence to approach one of them, how would I even do it?

“Hi, I’m Aspen. You want to come back to my place and be my slave? I’ll cuff you to my bed and have steamy lesbian sex with you.” I chuckle to myself as I listen to the corny dialogue in my head.

“Look who we have here,” a familiar voice sounds behind me. Years of bullying have conditioned my body to tense up whenever I hear that voice, but I force myself to turn around and face Mel.

“Melody.” I smile. “What a pleasant surprise.”

Mel rolls her eyes. “You know I hate that name.” Mel empties her cup and attempts to put it down on the table nearby but misses it. She stands there, swaying for a moment before turning back toward me. “Never thought I’d see you at a party like this.”

I shrug. “I … I don’t usually attend them, no.”

“Because you’re a friendless, geeky lesbian who can’t hold a conversation to save her life?”

Yes. “Shut up.” Something bids me to stand up to Mel for the first time. My body is tense, but I am tired. I will be going to graduate school next year, it cannot be right that I still need to deal with bullies. “Your night can’t be going too well if you’re wasting your time on me.”

“Is that so?” Mel steps closer. Her breath smells like vodka, but it cannot overpower the intoxicating and surprisingly feminine perfume. She is wearing a low-cut T-shirt and a pair of tight jeans which goes well with the black Converse sneakers. Simple. Unassuming. Hot. “Are you saying you don’t enjoy my company, Aspen? I bet you want to fuck me, don’t you?” Her voice takes on a breathy, sensual tone that is meant to mock me but manages to get me a little wet, much to my regret. “I bet you want to fuck every girl here.”

I am about to reply with a snarky comment when something causes me to pause. Being a quiet type, I have spent many years observing people – it is one of the things that has driven me to apply to become a psychologist – and for the first time since I met her, I suddenly see through Mel’s well-crafted mask. Past the confidence, the rudeness, the devil-may-care attitude. The alcohol has washed away the sharpness, and what is left in front of me is an insecure girl seeking a connection – any connection.

“You think you’re better than me, don’t you?” I ask.

Mel scoffs. “Well … yeah!” She laughs. “I’m killing it!”

I cross my arms. “Is that so? I think you’re faking it, Melody.” I bare my teeth in a confronting smile. “I don’t think this act of yours can withstand any sort of challenge. I don’t think this is the real you.”

“Do you want me to punch you?” Mel clenches her jaw.

“No.” Go for it, Aspen. What is the worst that can happen? “I want you to prove that you’re woman enough to submit. To me.”

Mel blinks a few times, seemingly confused. Her hazy eyes try to focus, but the control she is grasping for slips away. “W… what are you talking about?”

“Well … I’m looking for a slave.” My heart is pounding, my palms are sweaty. If Mel was not drunk, she would have looked right through my confident veneer. “Become my slave for a few weeks. Show me that you’re self-assured enough in yourself and your sexuality that you can manage a few weeks under the heels of a friendless, geeky lesbian – with a kinky streak.”

Mel cocks her head to the side. “Why the fuck would I do that?” Something is stirring within her, but she does not know that I can see it.

I shrug. “Because it’d be fun. Because it’d show me that you’re the badass you pretend to be.” I lean against the wall and lick my lips. “I just want to handcuff you and make you do whatever I want, Mel. It takes a strong woman to handle that.”

“Fuck you.” Mel looks at me with fury in her eyes. “You’re … you’re fucked up, Aspen. I always knew you were.” For a moment, I wonder if I have gone too far as she clenches her hands into fists, but in the end, she just turns around and leaves. I watch her stumble into the next room where she pushes past a couple making out.

I sigh and adjust my glasses. “What the hell are you doing, Aspen?” I whisper to myself and head for the front door.


Chapter 2

Melody

Istare at my ceiling for what feels like hours while my hungover mind tries to piece together last night’s antics. My mouth is dry, and it feels like a percussion band is using my poor head as a rehearsal space. It is a familiar feeling after years in college, but it is never a welcome one.

You’re a fucking mess, Mel, the voice in my head that sounds not quite like my own says. I am not going to argue with it, it speaks the truth. For a moment, I regret that I did not drink even more last night, enough to black out completely. That way, I would not have to be haunted by the memory of my conversation with Aspen. Perfect, annoying Aspen. Always top of her class, always immaculate with her designer clothes and bangs. Those fucking bangs. I usually feel good after pushing that obnoxious do-gooder down a few notches, but the knot in my stomach tells me that I was not the one on top last night.

Be my slave, she said. I have never felt so insulted in my life. So why does the idea keep lingering in my mind?

I sit on the edge of my bed and let out a sigh of exhaustion and frustration. The tiny dorm room is flooded with unwashed clothes and permeated by a stench of desperation. I pick up my phone to try and get my mind off it all, but the first thing that greets me is an email from one of my teachers with the title “Concern about …”

I do not read the rest. I throw the phone onto the bed and get up, unwilling and unable to face any challenges or overcome any of the problems piling up in my life today. I bet an upper-class bitch like Aspen doesn’t have to deal with stuff like this, I think to myself and try to ignore the bitter taste in my mouth that follows. I stare at the used condom lying next to my trashcan; I guess the fratboy I brought home last night did not have the best aim after we were done, nor did he have the best aim during the act.

“Another notch on the bedpost, Mel,” I sigh and rub my eyes. “You should be proud.”

But I have nothing to be proud of.

A slave. Part of me regrets not punching those expensive glasses clean off Aspen’s face when she suggested it. Who would willingly give away control of their body and mind to someone else? It just goes to show how much annoyingly perfect Aspen lives in a different world than mine. People like me are beneath her, worthless scum for her to own. She does not even live on campus, her parents’ money has ensured that she can have her own little house nearby.

I know the address. I have thrown eggs at the windows a few times.

Get … out … of my head … Aspen. I shake my head in a desperate attempt to leave the awkward encounter from last night behind. I need a distraction. I need to get out of this stuffy dorm room. I put on the least smelly T-shirt I can find and the same pair of jeans I wore last night while grinding many a crotch on the dance floor. After a while, I give up on finding my second Converse sneaker and put on a pair of Dr. Martens boots instead, even though it is a warm day.

“Time for some fresh air.”

I walk for a while without purpose or destination. I managed to sleep in my own bed last night, yet I feel a connection to the frazzled girls doing the walk of shame through campus. Our eyes meet, knowing smiles and nods are exchanged. I wander aimlessly through campus, allowing the morning sun to warm my tired body. My head is still pounding and the haze clouding my mind refuses to lift.

Where … am I? I have walked for a while, letting my feet dictate the direction, and I realize that I am far from my dorm. I am in an area with rows of small houses right outside the campus grounds, and it takes a minute before I recognize the house in front of me.

“Fuck …” My body is flooded with an intense sense of loathing, but I am unable to tell if it is directed at myself or the name on the mailbox of the small house.

Aspen Woods. Her house is annoyingly nice and cute, showing off her family’s money in a way that I find insulting. As I approach the small townhouse, a surge of annoyance prickles at my skin. The exterior of the house oozes affluence, with its flawless facade sporting a pristine coat of pale cream paint that shimmers under the morning sun. The windows, framed in intricate trim, glint with cleanliness that speaks of regular upkeep, likely at the hands of underpaid workers.

I can feel myself being drawn toward the front door, drawn to confront the person haunting me. I want to tell her that she is an obnoxious, spoiled high-achiever and that her offer of slavery is an insult. My entire body is seething when I press the doorbell.

But all the curses and swear words lined up in my mind vanish when the door opens. Gone are the expensive designer outfits and the tall heels that usually make her tower above me, but even barefoot and barely clothed, Aspen makes me feel clumsy and crude. Her petite body is only covered by a pair of black panties and a dark blue, button-down shirt. The dark brown hair is tied into a loose knot, and her blue eyes widen in surprise when she sees me.

“M… Mel?” Aspen adjusts her glasses and takes a deep breath. A subtle smile appears. “Here to take me up on my offer?”

I open my mouth to reply, but nothing comes out. A gentle whiff of fragile perfume reaches my nose and throws me off course. “I … I don’t know.”

“Why don’t you come inside while you figure it out?”

I step inside the frustratingly elegant and simple home. My mind yells at me to take control, but I am unable to do so.

“Do you want a cup of coffee? You look like you could use one.”

I groan. “Fine.” Fuck, this is a nice house. I want to tell Aspen off, but her calm, disarming demeanor makes it impossible, and when she returns from the small kitchen with a steaming hot cup of coffee I am only able to mutter a pitiful “thank you”.

“So … do you want to know how being a slave works?” Aspen asks and sits down on the red sofa in her living room. She gestures for me to sit in the chair across from her.

“I …” I take a sip of the coffee. Best coffee I ever tasted. “Sure.” Hear her out. Then you can yell at her afterward.

Aspen leans back and crosses her slender, pale legs. “You’d have to do what I tell you. No objections. If you don’t obey, I’ll punish you. Hard. You can go to classes, of course, but apart from that, you belong to me.” Aspen’s cheeks begin to redden. “I’m going to tie you up. I’m going to humiliate you, degrade you, use you. I’m going to cause you pain – and great pleasure.”

Is this turning her on? I pause for a moment and try to decode the signals from my body. Is this … turning ME on?

Her honesty and underplayed confidence confuse me. I have always seen her as a submissive type, the type of person who will apologize if you bump into her, even if she is not at fault. And now she is talking about tying me up and humiliating me.

It is absurd.

“Why … why would someone agree to that?” I ask.

“Because there is great freedom in giving up control.” Aspen smiles at me. A genuine, warm smile. “I’ve tried it. Several times.” She absentmindedly rubs her wrist; I only now notice red grooves on them. “But now I want to … broaden my horizon. I want to be the dominant one.”

“Why me? You hate me.”

Aspen ponders the question for a bit. “I … I believed I did, yes. You certainly seem to hate me, though I’ve never understood why. But I … I think this could be good for us. Both of us.” She fiddles with one of the buttons on her shirt and stares out the window. “I want to humiliate and hurt you, Mel, maybe partly because of our … history. But I believe it would be pleasurable for us both.”

“It sounds insane.” I hate that part of me wants to say yes right away. This is not who I am.

Aspen nods. “And it is, in many ways. It scares me too, to be honest. But why don’t we just … give it a trial run? Two weeks?”

An idea appears in my mind. A way for me to justify going into this preposterous experiment without admitting to myself that I might enjoy it. “I’ll do it on one condition,” I say and smile.

“Which is?”

“If after two weeks I don’t want to continue being your slave … you’ll become mine. Until the end of the semester.”

Aspen moves in her seat. “Your slave?” Her eyes narrow as the blue eyes stare at me, into my very soul. “Fine. I accept.”

“Wait … what? You do?”

She nods. “Yes. I do enjoy submitting, but I don’t think it’ll be needed.” She leans forward and looks me in the eye. “I think you’ll be begging me to continue as my little pet.”

She is challenging me. I suck at rejecting challenges. “Very well, I guess … I guess I’m your slave now?” I look around me as an awkward tension fills me. “What … happens now?”

Aspen seems confused for a bit as if she never thought it would come to this. “Why don’t we start slow today? A short session, then I’ll have more planned tomorrow.”

I nod and put my cup down on the coffee table nearby. “Alright.” My palms are sweaty, and I get a sudden urge to just run away, but the stubbornness that has led me into trouble more times than I can count causes me to stay. There’s no chance I’d want to stay on as her slave, I think to myself and smile as I follow Aspen into her bedroom. She’ll regret agreeing to this. When she’s my slave, I’ll have her do every single one of my assignments.

The bedroom is bright and welcoming, though the dozens of pillows in pastel colors and the floral bedsheets make me want to throw up a little. Aspen walks up to an unseemly closet in the corner and opens it to reveal a side of herself I never knew existed.

“Wow …”

Aspen smiles. “I know. I’ve been … collecting for a while.”

I stare at the countless handcuffs, shackles, leg restraints, gags, collars, and everything else one might need to thoroughly subdue a medium-sized group of people and punish them. I have no experience with BDSM apart from letting one of my ex-boyfriends tie my wrists together with a belt. I am both repulsed and fascinated by what this means, what this says about Aspen; the timid, quiet rich girl I have always thought to be a boring prude is a voracious vixen with more toys than a well-stocked sex shop.

Aspen grabs a pair of normal police-style handcuffs. “I’ll start you off easy, but I suspect you’ll get to experience many of these wonderful items before our little trial period is over.”

I cannot help but be mesmerized by this side of Aspen. She seems more confident and assertive than I have ever seen her before, and I feel an odd tingle in my body when she takes my hand in hers. Her fingers are soft, the red nail polish alluring, and the gentle touch momentarily comforts my starved body.

Then she snaps the handcuffs shut around the wrist. The loud sound of the ratchet lock snaps me back to reality, and I instinctually pull my hand back.

Aspen laughs. “No experience with handcuffs? I figured you’d have had run-ins with the police before.”

I haven’t. “You just caught me by surprise.” I stare at the shiny steel cuffs hanging from my right wrist. They look so innocent as they reflect the sunlight cascading through the large windows. “Sorry.”

Aspen gently pulls both my arms behind my back and fastens the cuffs to the other wrist. The sense of helplessness is immediate, and I am not sure I like it. I value my freedom, I revel in it, but in a flash, it has been taken from me.

“How does it feel?” Aspen lets her soft fingers run down my arm, tracing one of my many tattoos.

“I’m … not sure.” I rattle the cuffs for a little, testing them, but there is no chance of escape. Pulling them hurts my wrists, and I let out a surprised groan. “I can’t get out.”

“That’s the point,” Aspen says with a hint of condescension in her voice. “Embrace it. You’re not getting out until I decide to release you.”

Why does the thought of that turn me on a little? My body seems to be fighting my mind – it is not a new sensation for me, but it has never felt like this before. I watch as Aspen takes another pair of cuffs, bigger this time, and locks them onto my ankles.

“There. My little prisoner.” Aspen takes a step back to enjoy the view. “They look good on you, Mel.”

“I never was a fan of jewelry,” I say sarcastically.

“Shut up, slave.” The reply is fast and snappy. I am taller than Aspen, but she seems to grow in front of me. A quick reply appears on my tongue but something stops it from escaping my lips. “And you’ll address me as ‘Mistress’ when we’re together, do you understand?”

I am almost paralyzed by the harsh tone. Whenever a teacher or one of my awful parents has taken this type of tone with me, I have talked back or at least rolled my eyes. But something about the situation and the restraints hold me back.

Instead, I reply in a meek, submissive voice that I do not recognize.

“Yes … Mistress.”

“Good.” Aspen smiles. “I said we’d start slow, but you did just talk back at me. I think you need a light punishment.” She walks closer. I can feel the heat from her body; it is like a furnace. She looks me in the eye as her hands unbuckle my belt and unzip my jeans before pulling them down to my knees. “Do you object?”

“No, Mistress.” I am torn. I want to tell her off, but part of me wants to see what she is capable of. The situation is so absurd to me that it disarms any protests I might have. A girl that I loathe has just handcuffed me and pulled my pants down, and I am just going along with it. Despite her commands, there is a tenderness to her touch that my body has seemingly been aching for. A tenderness that was sorely missing in last night’s nude and crude encounter with the frat boy.

Aspen removes my belt from the jeans and places it neatly on the edge of the bed before she sits down next to it. “Get over my knee, slave.”

I do as I am told. It is not real, after all. None of it is. It cannot be. I did not just walk into Aspen Woods’ home and let her handcuff me and boss me around. I am tempted to laugh at it all, but I cannot bring myself to sully the moment. The handcuffs rattle in anticipation as her hand gently strokes my exposed, firm asscheeks. I feel exposed and vulnerable, feelings that I hate, but I do not yell at Aspen when the first hit lands.

I … moan?

What the hell? It is not a hard strike, yet I can still feel the impact of her hand sizzling on my skin seconds later.

“Did you like that, slave?”

I should hate that Aspen is in control. The rebellious side of me keeps me from answering. I do not want to give her the satisfaction. In a few weeks, she’ll be my slave. This won’t …

“AAAH!” The next strike is a lot harder. “FUCK!”

“You didn’t answer me.” Aspen strokes the spot where she just hit me, and the contrast makes her touch even more intense.

“Don’t you … I … FUCK!”

It is like a dance. Pain, then tenderness. It messes with my mind, as does the constant feel of the handcuffs keeping me in place. Part of me knows that Aspen would release me in an instant if I truly protested, but my body refuses to allow it. It wants more. The explosive cocktail of punishment and affection is making me wet, more wet than Simon Sixpack’s generous cock did last night. Occasionally, the edge of Aspen’s hand rubs against my labia, and whenever it happens, it is like a jolt of pleasure that teases me of greater pleasures to come. I do not know if she is doing it on purpose or if it is by accident, but it is driving me insane.

“I think you’re ready to take this up a notch,” she says after a while. My ass is burning from countless hits and though I hope that it means she is going to finally slide those fingers into my throbbing pussy, it is not what happens.

“What th…” A momentary panic grips me when Aspen tightens my wide leather belt around my neck. I feel the buckle press against the back of my neck as she pulls it and the panic turns into lust.

“Do you want me to stop, slave?”

She is taunting me. Asking me if I have already had enough. I know she will stop if I say yes, but being put on a leash like this triggers something within me. I am no stranger to a little choking during sex, but it usually serves to make me wilder, more ferocious. Now, it subdues me.

“No … Mistress.”

She continues the spanking. One hand has a firm grip on the belt, masterfully toying with my breathing while the other hand rains pain down on my asscheeks.

Why am I enjoying this so much?

My entire body is shaking and tingling when Aspen finally gestures for me to stand up. Tears stream from my eyes, partly from the pain, but mostly from the shock of what I have just experienced. She smiles at me, a genuine, warm smile, affirming that we have just shared something unique.

And I have no idea how to feel.

“I think this will do for today.” Aspen removes the belt from my neck, and for a moment, the timid girl returns as she places her hand on her lips and blushes. “Oops … I didn’t think this through. You might have to borrow a scarf to cover up those marks.”

My mind begins to escape the haze of submission that I have been lost in for the last half hour. “What?”

“The belt left marks on your skin.” Aspen unlocks my ankle and wrist restraints as well. “On your wrists as well.”

“Oh …” I look at the red grooves on my wrists. “You had these too when I arrived. Were you …?”

“Cuffed? Yeah, I do that sometimes to calm myself.” There is a hint of embarrassment in her voice, but I do not push the issue.

“Now … now what?”

Aspen smiles. “You show up here again tomorrow after class. I want you to ring the doorbell, then walk inside, get on your knees with your hands behind your head, and wait for me.”

“What, just like that?”

“You’re my slave now, Mel.” Aspen walks to a nearby closet and pulls out a scarf. “Here. You can keep it.”

The fabric is soft in my hands as I let the thin, colorful scarf run through my fingers. It has probably cost more than half my wardrobe combined. “Eh … thanks?”

“One thing though …” She smiles. “You’re not allowed to masturbate from now on, not unless I give you permission.”

The world seems strange to me when I walk outside and hear Aspen close the door behind me. The scarf around my neck reminds me of the belt that was there moments ago, and my burning asscheeks refuse to let me forget what just happened. I begin the slow walk back to my dorm, trying to sort out the conflicting emotions inside me. I try to convince myself that I hated every moment of it all, that I am only doing this for a chance to get back at Aspen when it is all done, but the wet stain in my panties betrays me.

It was just because it surprised you. You’ll show her tomorrow.


Chapter 3

Aspen

Istand in the window for a while, watching her leave. I have always refrained from drugs and I have barely touched alcohol, but I have a feeling that this is what it must feel like to be high. I get why people get addicted, I think to myself and smile. I smell the edge of my hand, smell the fragile scent of Mel that still lingers. I never intended to touch her pussy, not like that, but this is still new to me.

She was here. She was in my home. My old bully was handcuffed and chained, completely at my mercy. The rush of seeing her like that, of choking her with her own belt, was intoxicating. Every strike of my palm painted her tanned buttocks red, and I loved pouring my frustrations and every memory of her torment into them.

But it is not enough. I want more. Much more. I walk back into the bedroom and stare at the handcuffs and leg irons still lying on the floor. When the two weeks are done, I want Mel to be my willing slave. Not because she wants to show me that I am ridiculous but because she wants to.

“There is a lot at stake,” I mumble to myself as I take off my shirt and panties. If I fail at turning Mel into a slave, the tables will turn. I sit on the edge of my bed and lock the leg irons onto my ankles, feeling the pleasant tingle in my body as the steel tightens. “Maybe I’ll enjoy being her slave.” I click the handcuffs shut around my wrists and lie down on the bed, allowing my hands to wander down to my soaking-wet pussy. I need release. “But probably not.”

With only two weeks to turn Mel into an obedient slave, there is no time to waste. I spend the entire evening going through my collection, jotting down scenarios and ideas as I test every restraint and every toy on myself. The thought of turning my bully into my slave is an effective motivation, and I do not sleep until I collapse on the bed in a pile of chains, gags, and dildos.

I watch from my bedroom window the next day, waiting anxiously for Mel to arrive. I have been tired and distracted all day during my classes, but I am wide awake now. Yesterday, she caught me by surprise, but today I am ready for her. Mel wants everyone to know that she does not care, but I cannot help but smile when I see her cross the street to my house. The subtle makeup enhancing her cute features, the tight crop top, the white Converse sneakers – she has made an effort, even if she has gone to great lengths to hide it. She pauses outside my house, unaware that I am watching, and I can see the internal conflict play out on her face. I can feel my heart sink when she turns around and takes a step away from the building, but my disappointment is turned to joy when she changes her mind and rushes inside. I hear the door slam downstairs and fight the urge to go to her immediately. I half expect to hear her yell for me to get on with it, but there is only silence.

I check myself in the mirror before I leave the room. Everything has to be perfect. The red lingerie, the red heels, the hair – it is more risqué than anything I would usually wear, but I want to make an impression. I want to catch her off guard.

She is waiting for me. On her knees, as ordered. Her eyes widen in surprise when she sees me, but she says nothing. My heart beats faster with every step as I approach; she is still Mel, still the girl I have feared for so long, and I have to force myself to put on the mask of a confident domme.

“You came back, slave,” I say.

She clenches her jaw. “Yes … Mistress.” I can tell that keeping her snarky remarks to herself is hard for her.

I let my fingers run gently through her hair as I circle my prize. “Good. Have you masturbated since you were here?”

“What?” She looks up at me, taken aback by the question.

I slap her on the cheek. It is a risky move, but she needs to learn the rules. “That is not an acceptable answer.”

“I … no … Mistress. You told me not to.”

“Very good. Now … take your clothes off.” I sit down in a plush chair nearby and cross my legs. “All of it.”

Mel lets out a groan of frustration, but the slap seems to have worked. The first piece of clothing to go is the crop top. There is no bra underneath, none are needed to keep the small, but firm and full breasts in place. Her nipples are pierced, just like her nose, and my eyes map every part of her body as it reveals herself. Her beautiful tattoos enhance the toned, lightly tanned body, and when she is finally naked in front of me, I cannot help but smile.

Mel hugs herself in a rare showing of vulnerability. “There. I did it.” She winces when I raise an eyebrow. “… Mistress.”

“A lovely body,” I say and get up from the chair. “Get on your knees again.” I grab the collar with an attached chain that I have hidden in a drawer near the door. The collar is not wide, but the stainless steel is unforgiving. I hope it fits.

“Are … are you going to put that on me?” Mel stares at the collar as I approach. There is a hint of fear in her eyes.

“A slave needs a collar,” I say, deciding against commenting on her disrespect. “Behave, and I’ll even remove it before you leave.”

The thinly veiled threat works. I can feel her tremble as I close the cold steel around her neck, hearing it lock with a satisfying click. For a brief moment, I feel jealous; I love being collared, but I manage to force my mind back to the present.

“Do you like your new collar, slave?”

Mel shakes her head. “No, Mistress.” She pouts. There is a playfulness hidden under the visible discomfort that I welcome.

“Too bad.” I tug at the chain connected to the collar. “Follow me into the bedroom. On all fours, of course.”

“This is humiliating … Mistress,” Mel comments when we enter the bedroom.

“That’s the point. But don’t worry, you won’t have to crawl any further.” I pull her onto the queen-sized bed. “I denied you pleasure yesterday. We’re going to rectify that.”

Mel looks conflicted as I shackle her limbs to each of the four bedposts using thick steel shackles. When I am done, she is spread as wide as possible, her pussy exposed for me to play with. Just as I want it.

“How are you feeling?” I lie down next to her and let my finger run across her belly.

“Ehm … I don’t know.” Mel looks at the shackles. “These are intense. Where do you even get this stuff?”

I smile. Mel is trying to come off as unaffected, but she is not fooling me. She is scared, but she is too stubborn to back out. If she asks me to release her, I will do it in a heartbeat. But she won’t. “The web. Have you ever been with a girl, my slave?” I let my fingers slide down across her pelvis.

Mel shudders at my touch. “N… no.”

“You’re going to.”

She bites her lower lip and fights the urge to tell me to go fuck myself. “If you say so, Mistress.”

This will be fun.

“I believe you enjoyed choking yesterday,” I say and pull the chain to Mel’s collar above her head. I hear a revealing, muted moan escape her lips when I pull it tight and lock it to a small anchor point on the headboard, hidden behind the edge of the mattress. “Perfect.” I get off the bed and look at my slave as she lies there, struggling against her bonds. The skin is tight against her visible abs, and her small breasts rise and fall with her rapid breathing. She is beautiful in her vulnerability, and I can feel some of the resentment I have toward her evaporate at the sight. Even so, I have to fight the urge to grab one of my nastiest floggers and just go crazy on the naked body lying in front of me. I want to punish her, but I decide against using pain.

Pleasure can be just as efficient.

I make her wait. The sound of my heels against the hardwood floor echoes in the bedroom as I walk around the bed, observing her body from every angle. The contrast of the wide, shiny steel shackles against her lightly tanned skin lights a fire within me, but I do not act on it. Not yet. She watches my every move with a mix of anticipation and frustration, but she is very aware of her helplessness. It keeps her from talking back.

I walk over to my closet full of toys and pull out a red ballgag with a black leather strap. “I’ve wished for years that I could shove one of these in your mouth whenever you called me names,” I say with a smile. “It’d be a shame to not use the opportunity now.”

Mel tries to pull away from the gag, but it is no use. She stares angrily at me as I push the ball in between her teeth, and the choking caused by me lifting her head to tighten the strap makes her cough.

“There. Beautiful.” I kiss her on her lower lip. “Do you like it?”

“Mmmmph …”

“I like it too.” I lie down on the bed, pushing my body against hers. I begin by gently caressing her perky nipples, fiddling with the piercings, licking the sensitive skin. Her body is tense at first, reluctant, but it slowly warms to by touch. Her breathing slows, and the muffled groans turn into revealing moans. I have been in her place many times, I know how the restraints and the pressure on her neck enhance the feel of my tongue and fingers against her skin.

My lips stay on her nipples as my fingers move across her stomach. Mel lifts her pelvis slightly, inviting me to visit; she is probably not aware that she is doing it. Her entire body shudders as I graze her clit, causing the chains holding her to rattle delightfully. I am getting wet myself, wet from the intoxicating feeling of total control. Our history does not matter at this moment, we are just two warm bodies close together.

“Mmmm …” No protest. I am well aware that she is not yet a submissive, not yet a slave; most people would enjoy being tied to a bed while someone else touches and licks them, but that does not make them truly submissive. But this is a gateway experience, a way to open her mind to the wonders of giving up control.

My fingers meet no resistance as they slide inside her. Mel may pretend that nothing affects her, that this is all silly, but her pussy betrays her. It is wet. Soaking wet. She arches her back and pulls at her restraints – she is not fighting me, not really, she is embracing the experience.

Good. This is how it begins.

She is getting close. I can tell. Her body is tense as she prepares for the massive orgasm that awaits.

I pull my fingers out.

“Mmmmph?” She looks down at me with a panicked, disappointed expression.

I remove her gag and allow myself to smell my glistening fingers. “You’re my slave now. You don’t get to orgasm without permission.” I wipe a drop of drool away from her lips. “You have to beg for it.”

Mel clenches her jaw as the rebellious spark within returns. “No … I …” She has trouble catching her breath. “I don’t beg. Mistress.”

“That is your choice, slave.” I get up from the bed and find a large vibrator. I press it against her pussy and clit before turning it to its lowest setting. Mel moans loudly in response. “This will keep you on edge, but I doubt it’ll be enough for you to come.” I leave it there and sit next to Mel with a smile. “Enjoy.”

“Fuuuuck …” Her frustration blends with the waves of pleasure. Her hands open and close, she bites her lower lip – I touch myself as I watch the pleasure become torture. She is edging badly.

You will beg, my slave.

How long has it been? Her stamina is impressive. Sweat is pouring from her, her entire body is shaking. With trembling lips, she looks at me, defeated, frustrated – angry.

“Pl… please …” The words are but a whisper.

“Louder.”

“Please …” The words seem to hurt her physically. “Please, Mistress … please let me come.”

“All you had to do was ask.” I turn the vibrator to its highest setting and press it against her clit as my fingers slide inside her again. “You may come.”

“FUUUUUUUUUCK!” she screams as the orgasm tears through her. The veins on her neck are clearly visible as she pulls against the collar, choking more than before. She thrashes on the bed, squirting wildly onto my sheets, and I feel an immense sense of pride and accomplishment as I watch my slave come.

I pull the vibrator away, but Mel is still shaking for minutes after the orgasm subsides.

“Can you … can you please take these fucking shackles off?” Mel whimpers. “Mistress?”


Chapter 4

Mel

Ifeel like I have experienced much in my relatively short life. But none of the things I have tried before has left me in a state like this. I stop my walk across campus and sit down on a bench in the shade of a large tree; I am afraid my legs will collapse beneath me if I keep going. The moment I sit down, I begin to cry. The tears stream and refuse to stop while my body trembles and shakes.

“Hey, are you okay?” a girl my age asks as she passes.

I look up at her with a smile. “I’m … fine. Don’t worry about me.”

She looks at me for a bit before shrugging and moving on. I sit and stare at the marks on my wrists, trying to come to terms with what I am feeling. I feel different, changed, and the tears are simply a way for my body to relieve some of the pressure inside. At this moment, I hate Aspen for making me lose control like this. I can still see her cute, smiling face whenever I close my eyes, feel her soft fingers on my clit or inside my pussy, and I hate that I ache for her to do it again. I have never felt so vulnerable as I did on her bed, tied up and helpless. I completely gave in at the end. I have never begged in my life.

I have never come so hard, either.

I open my purse and stare at the ‘present’ Aspen gave me on the way out. The steel buttplug glimmers in the sun. You don’t have to do this, Mel. She can’t force you. The voice is weak, buried behind an intense desire to continue on this weird path. I sigh and close my purse before forcing myself to continue my long trek back to the dorm.

A full day of classes. Yesterday’s intense experience in Aspen’s bedroom still lingers in my body, and my mind keeps wandering despite my best attempts to focus on the lecture.

The buttplug is not helping. It makes its presence known every time I move just a little in my seat. It is not the first time I have had something in my ass, but the plug is massive and heavy, and it distracts me again and again.

I like it, though.

This is so wrong, I think to myself. My tight jeans keep the plug firmly in place, and I have to bite my lip to keep from moaning in the middle of class. I look around me, look at the tired, bored faces, and I cannot stop smiling; this is my little secret, my little rebellion, and I love the surge of adrenaline it gives me to know that none of the people in the room are aware of it.

When the class finally ends, I rush toward the bathroom – I need to relieve the pressure, I need to touch myself. The vivid images playing in my mind from yesterday and the pressure from the plug are driving me insane, and I will not be able to think straight during the next class if I do not at least attempt to take the edge off.

“Hi, Mel,” a familiar voice sounds behind me just as I am about to enter the bathroom. “I’ve waited for you to finish your class.”

Fuck. “Hi … Mistress?” I add the last word as a whisper, looking around me to see if anyone heard me.

Aspen laughs. “No need for that here, Mel. Just don’t forget who’s in charge.”

How can I? I’m wearing a fucking buttplug because of you. Aspen is wearing a short skirt, nylons, and a white, button-down shirt. The bangs frame her youthful face, and the thin, black heels make her taller than me. She looks good, serious, business-like. I notice that none of the snarky, demeaning comments that usually flow from me whenever I see her manifest themselves in my mind, even if the sense of jealousy and loathing remains.

“You were not going to masturbate in there, were you?”

“What?” I clear my throat. “N… no?”

Aspen opens the door to the bathroom. “Get in.”

She leads me inside and pushes me into a vacant stall before locking the door behind us. Just the smell of her perfume is enough to trigger arousal in me, and I hate it. Aspen pushes me against the wall and unzips my jeans, pushing her hand down into my panties.

“The plug is still in place.” She smiles. “Good slave.” She rubs my clit for a bit.

Fuck, that feels good. I want to stop her, but I do not feel like it is even an option.

“You’re wet, my slave,” she says with a superior, confident smirk. “I think you enjoy being bossed around.”

“N… no, I … fuck …” My body undermines my resilience, and I groan in frustration when she removes her hand.

“I’ve got a present for you,” Aspen says and finds a thick dildo in her purse. She hands it to me. “Put this inside your pussy. It’ll keep you company for the rest of your classes today. I’ll be waiting when you’re done.”

“You can’t be serious,” I say and stare at the dildo. It is black and veiny, thicker than anything I have in my dorm room drawer.

The eyes behind the black-rimmed glasses narrow. “Are you objecting, slave?”

I sigh. “No.” I pull my pants down and slowly insert the massive dildo. It fills and stretches me, but it feels good. The base rests against my clit, and as I pull up my jeans, it pushes even further inside me. “Fuck, it’s so big …”

“Exactly. And it has an extra function.”

I squeal when the dildo whirs to life inside me and begins vibrating. I have to steady myself against the bathroom stall door to not fall over. “Shit!” I stare at my mistress. “No …”

Aspen almost jumps in place with excitement and suddenly looks five years younger. “Oh, this will be fun!” She checks her watch. “I’ll see you in … four hours?”

She’s insane! “Aspen, I can’t …”

“You can and you will.” She finds a small padlock in her purse and uses it to lock one of the holes in my belt to the buckle, ensuring that I cannot pull my pants down to remove the plug and dildo. “There, just in case.”

I reluctantly have to admire Aspen’s diabolical inventiveness. I did not think the librarian-looking quiet mouse had it in her. The rest of my classes are pure torture as the dildo starts inside me at random intervals; it is quiet, luckily, but I struggle to contain the torrents of intense arousal that wash over me every time it happens. Even when it is turned off, the massive dildo rubs sensually against the walls of my aching pussy.

I love it.

I hate it.

The conflict rages inside me, and when the last class finally ends, I do not know if I want to punch Aspen or kiss her. I can see her waiting right outside the door to the auditorium wearing a smug smile, but before I can get that far, my teacher blocks me from exiting.

“Miss Brown, can I have a word with you?” The voice is as dry as his lectures. He pushes the thick glasses back up onto the crooked nose and sighs.

“Can … can it wait?” I look at Aspen over the lecturer’s shoulder. The dildo suddenly feels even bigger inside me.

“No.” He crosses his arms and looks at me with a mix of frustration and annoyance. “Your work is slipping, Miss Brown. You haven’t handed in the last big assignment.”

“I know, I …” I whimper as the dildo begins vibrating inside me. Shit, not now! “I … fuck …”

“Watch your language around me, young lady,” he snarls. “That assignment better be in my inbox within two weeks, or you can kiss your dreams of becoming an architect goodbye.”

He steps aside and lets me pass. I stagger into the hallway, barely able to walk straight as the vibration pushes me close to orgasm. Aspen is grinning when I reach her, but the smile vanishes when she notices the anger burning in my eyes.

“What the fuck, Aspen!” I yell. “I’m already close to failing my fucking classes and you choose to turn that device when my lecturer is threatening to ruin my life?”

The hallway is mostly empty, but Aspen still looks around her with flickering eyes. “I … I’m sorry. I didn’t know.” She cocks her head and looks at me. “I didn’t know you were struggling. Why didn’t you tell me?”

I take a deep breath and try to calm the rage inside. I am not truly mad at Aspen, I am just horny, tired, and frustrated with myself. “I … we’re not friends, Aspen.” I sigh. “Can you please, please remove these devices now?”

She nods. “Of course.”

Aspen seems rattled as she leads me into a nearby bathroom and unlocks my belt. I pull my pants down and slide the soaking wet dildo out, along with the buttplug. A weird emptiness remains, and part of me regrets removing the dildo. What is happening to me?

“I’m still new to this, sorry it went so far,” Aspen says. She observes me for a bit. “But you still yelled at me.”

Now that the dildo is out, my mind begins to clear. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay. But I’m still going to punish you for your behavior.”

I sigh. “Fine.” I cross my arms and lean against the wall. “What do you have in mind?”

She smiles. “You’ll see. I’ll text you the details.”

Why am I even doing this? This is insane! I dodge behind a nearby bush when I hear a bickering couple approaching. A muted gasp escapes me when one of the branches scrapes against my upper arm, causing the couple to freeze in their tracks.

Fuck! Don’t look over here. I bite down on the massive ballgag in my mouth, ignoring the drool that has already left a wet stain on my white T-shirt. Every movement causes the chain connecting my ankle cuffs to rattle, and I try to stay completely still. The campus is huge, covered in darkness save for the lights near the paths, yet I feel exposed. If they see me I’m going to die of shame. I can hear my heartbeat in my ears as I watch the two shrug and return to their ridiculous argument. Just like the experience with the plug and dildo earlier today, I cannot help but enjoy the rush of adrenaline – I feel more alive than I have in a long time, even though I am walking with my hands cuffed behind my back, leg irons hobbling my walk, and a large gag stuffed inside my mouth with no way of removing any of them.

There’s still a long way to Aspen’s house, I think to myself and groan. The thick dildo is once again lodged inside my pussy, vibrating constantly, and I can feel the wet stain in my panties grow with every minute. Knowing that the only way to get rid of the cuffs is to reach Aspen drives me forward, away from my safe, dark hiding spot.

I dart from cover to cover like a marine under fire. There are only a few people out at this time, but it does not prevent the constant sensation of fear and excitement to keep a stranglehold on my body.

I know what she is doing and I hate that it is working. My mind is already beginning to associate the thought of Aspen with arousal; I am feverishly horny, and she is the only one that can bring me release, either by uncuffing me or by bringing me to a climax herself.

Fuck you, Aspen.

***

The two weeks go by in a daze. More challenges, more sessions where I am shackled to the bed while she makes me beg for release. Pleasure and punishment are now tangled together inside me, and I can feel my mind transforming little by little.

But not enough. The experiment is almost at an end, just one more day. And I will have my revenge on Aspen. I am grateful, in a way, but the thought of shackling Aspen and putting her through the same humiliation that I have endured is too strong to resist.

“Welcome, slave,” Aspen says when she opens the door. It is noon, it is a gray day, and I cannot help but smile as I enter her house. She is wearing a sleeveless, expensive-looking black dress that fits her slender, pale body like a glove. There is a hint of nervousness in her demeanor; it is a big day, and I cannot help but feel a bit smug knowing that our roles will soon be switched.

I remove my clothes and kneel in front of her before placing my hands behind my head. “Mistress.”

“Follow me. On all fours.”

I do as I am told. I can endure a little more humiliation. I follow her into one of the living rooms where an open laptop is waiting on the table. A heavy chain is locked to the nearby radiator, ending in a massive steel collar.

“Today will be a little … different.” Aspen opens the collar. “Have you done the assignment your teacher demanded you make?”

I stare at the open collar. “N… no, Mistress.” What is she planning?

She smiles. “I figured as much. You’re my slave, at least for a little longer. This means that I have some responsibility for your well-being.”

I shiver when she closes the collar around my neck. It is heavy and wide, weighing on my clavicle. It triggers something within me, pushing me to become more submissive than I intend to be.

“You’ll be finishing your assignment now. You won’t be released until I’m satisfied with your work.” She locks a pair of shackles onto my wrists and a matching set onto my ankles. The restraints are heavy, much heavier than handcuffs, but part of me likes how they look. The cold steel feels good against my skin, and I cannot help but stare at my distorted, surprised reflection on the shiny surface.

I am at a loss for words. I hate writing papers like this one, and I would rather endure one of Aspen’s whippings than write; it all makes me want to punish her even more. One more day.

Aspen lets her hand run across my breasts, squeezing the nipples. “I’ll check in on you every thirty minutes and read what you’ve written. Your assignment is to write six pages, right?”

I nod, unable to ignore the pleasure stemming from her touch.

“Every thirty minutes, I’ll cane you. One strike for every page you’re missing. Do you understand the task, slave?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I sigh. I pull the seat out and only now notice that Aspen has fixed a large dildo and a buttplug to the seat.

“Can’t have you getting bored. Sit down, slave.”

It takes a while to get going. It is hard to focus on the work when heavy steel weighs on my body and I have a large dildo and a buttplug inside me. When Aspen returns after thirty minutes, I am still reading the material.

“That looks like six strikes, slave,” she says. “Get up, lean in over the table.”

“Mistress, this is hard, I …”

She slaps me on the cheek. It burns for a few seconds, but it is effective in silencing my protests. “Shut up. You wouldn’t be in this position if you had more self-discipline. I’m helping you with that. And I promise that you’ll be rewarded when you’re done.”

I hate it when she’s right. I slide off of the dildo and plug, moaning loudly as I do so. I bend over the table and clench my teeth in anticipation. The first strike is hard, and I cannot help but scream in pain. FUCK! She’s been holding back until now? I cry and scream as she canes me six times, and I sob when she is finally done.

“I’ll see you in thirty minutes.”

I wince as I slide back onto my new friends and my bruised ass touches the seat, but the pain causes me to attack the assignment with new energy.

Hours pass. My ass is raw from the canings, but the paper is coming along nicely. The strikes lessen in number, not in force, and my body begins converting them into pleasure and motivation when the pain subsides. There are no other distractions, and I find that I am more effective than ever before, even though my horniness is reaching alarming levels.

“You’re doing well, my slave,” Aspen whispers in my ear. I have not even heard her coming, the chains are rattling loudly from my frantic typing. I feel a surge of pride and achievement; I do not remember the last time anyone complimented my work. “When you’re done, I’ll make you come. Hard.”

I receive one cane strike with pleasure before getting back to it. It is the best assignment I have ever written. I sit back with a huge smile on my face and a giant wet puddle of vaginal juices on the seat when I am finally done, and I can feel tears of relief press on as I mail the finished paper to my teacher.

Aspen made me do this. She pushed me to do something I had given up on.

She does not speak as she unlocks the collar from the radiator and drags me to the bedroom. She does not speak as she leads me onto the bed and shackles my hands above my head. She just smiles at me before walking over to the closet of toys.

“Mistress … what are you doing?”

I watch Aspen put a thin steel collar around her neck before locking a pair of long-chained handcuffs onto her slender wrists. I have never seen her restrained before, and I have to admit that the shiny steel goes well with the elegant dress and the black ankle boots.

“When this session is over, you get to decide who stays in chains.” She smiles at me; I can tell that she is nervous. “You get to decide who will be the slave. That was the deal.” She grabs a large dildo and a vibrator from the closet. “But for now … just be quiet and let me reward you.”

I lay my head down on the bed and close my eyes, listening to the sound of Aspen’s chains as she approaches. There are no thoughts of revenge in my mind right now, just a deep satisfaction and excitement at the prospect of getting some release from the lust that has been built up within me throughout the last several hours. My ass is beyond sore, and though I have not had a proper chance to inspect the damage yet, I suspect that my ass will soon turn blue if it is not already.

I feel Aspen’s hand on my thigh. It is warm and welcome, and I shudder when the cold chain from her cuffs lands on my skin. I open my eyes and see her deepthroating the dildo meant for my pussy, lubricating it to ease its entrance.

She … looks hot. A voice in the back of my mind reminds me that I am not attracted to girls, but it has diminished in volume over the last two weeks. Aspen smiles at me as she slowly inserts the saliva-drenched dildo. It feels incredible, and I moan loudly when she begins moving it in and out and adds the vibrator to my clit.

“Mmm … that feels good, Mistress.”

She does not answer. She is gentle at first, wielding the dildo and vibrator as if she is a maestro conducting an orchestra. The dynamic is still there, even if she is restrained as well; she is fully in control, dominating my body with her tools, keeping me on edge. I press my lower body against the vibrator as my moans fill the room, and time seems to stand still around us. My mind is void of worries, I am fully in the moment – which is not something I usually excel at.

“Please … Mistress, please, I beg you … let me come,” I whimper. It is the only thing I can think of, the only thing my body wants.

“No, slave. Not yet.” She turns the vibrator to a higher setting. “Resist it.”

I scream. Every part of my body begs me to let go, but even now, even at the very end, something prevents me from disobeying Aspen. I do not know if it is the shackles holding my wrists, the heavy collar pressing on my neck, or just the torrents of lust dominating my body, but it feels like part of me is gone, wiped away.

“PLEASE! ASPEN, I … FUUUCK!” I arch my back, I scream, I beg, I thrash and turn, but she remains silent. She knows it might be her final act as mistress, and she wants to milk it.

“Now.”

“AAAAAAAAH!”

My body explodes. Light, warmth, and pure pleasure radiate from my loins and through my entire body. The collar feels heavier, tighter, enhancing the experience. It is without comparison the biggest orgasm of my life.

Aspen turns off the vibrator moments before pleasure turns to discomfort, but she leaves the dildo inside me for a bit. My entire body shakes, and the tears refuse to stop. A huge smile rests on my quivering lips, and for the first time after one of our sessions, I am in no hurry to have the restraints taken off.

The realization hits me like a hammer. I … I don’t want this to end. I open my eyes and look at Aspen. She is sitting between my legs, looking at me with her large, expressive eyes.

“So …” she says, breaking the silence. “What’s next for us … Mel?” She raises her hands, showing her handcuffs.

I take a deep breath and sigh. “I have to admit that I’m conflicted.” I look up at the shackles holding me. “Over the last two weeks, I’ve wanted to flip the tables on you so many times. I wanted revenge, I wanted to punish you.” I smile. “And I do like how you look in chains.”

Aspen smiles back. “If you stay on as my slave, I’ll make sure to chain myself from time to time.”

I close my eyes again and consider the implications for a bit, but I already know what I want to do. Aspen has helped me find a new purpose and has already helped me improve my studies and self-discipline more in one day than I have managed since starting college. And if the price to pay is mind-blowing pleasure, titillating pain, and adrenaline-pumping humiliation …

“I submit to you, Mistress,” I say. The words feel heavy, loaded with purpose. They bring with them a certain relief and calm that surprises me, even though the future is uncertain now. “I’ll be your slave for … as long as you want me, I guess?”

Aspen looks relieved and smiles. “I’m glad to hear it.”

A weird silence falls on the small bedroom as the uncertainty lifts.

“What happens next?” I ask after a while.

Aspen gets up and stands at the foot of the bed. She looks taller and more imposing than usual. She finds a small key and unlocks her handcuffs. “First, I’m dragging you to my basement and chaining you there for the night. No comfortable beds for you this time. Tomorrow … you’ll just have to wait and see.” Her smile darkens, and I feel a pleasant chill run down my smile. “Your journey into slavery has only just begun.”

Read the next part here
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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.

His Slave for the Summer

Sasha was just looking for a little fun over the summer break from college. Now, she is shackled and gagged in a cabin with two young men.

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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