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Chapter 1

Aspen

My hand rests on the doorknob. My entire body is trembling, aching to open the door. I know that she is down there, waiting helplessly for me in the basement, and I want desperately to go to her. It takes every scrounge of self-discipline I have, and I possess a lot of it, to not give in to my desires and descend the stairs to visit my slave. Patience, Aspen, I tell myself. You have her for the entire weekend. I smile and remove the hand from the doorknob with a sigh.

I walk through my small house, enjoying the bright afternoon sun shining through the windows. Everything is tidy and spotless after a delightful morning of watching a handcuffed and gagged Mel cleaning up. Even though she has submitted to me, even though she has agreed to become my slave, the rebel within her is still struggling to accept her new situation. She still objects, and her current predicament is just one in a long string of punishments for her insubordination.

I do not mind it. I love punishing my old bully.

I enter my bedroom and remove the silk robe before crawling onto the bed. I love my house, but apart from a few exceptions, we have only explored our new dynamic in these familiar surroundings. Safe. Comfortable. Private.

But I want more. I want to push her. I want to punish her for all the grief she has caused me over the years while showing her new depths of perverted pleasure. I want to mold her into the perfect submissive, and I am not sure it will happen if we stay in my house.

I open my laptop and connect to the wireless camera in the basement. Seeing her in the darkened boiler room, naked and chained with her hands raised behind her back in a nasty strappado, makes me wet, and I cannot help but smile. I’m not sure Mel would agree that she is not being pushed enough. I can see her body shaking, hear her muffled groans through the speakers as the drool hangs from the large ballgag. I can see lust, panic, and frustration in her eyes. She hates it and loves it at the same time. I know the feeling – I have endured similar positions before. I am surprised at how much I am enjoying being the dominant, but who would not relish the experience of humbling their old bully? The old frustrations find their way into every lash of the whip, and I feel vindicated whenever she begs me to stop.

The perfect revenge. That is why I am doing this. At least, that is what I am trying to tell myself; that my relentless quest to turn Mel into my willing, submissive slave is something she brought upon herself, something she deserves. That I am justified in subjecting her to one grueling torture after another, that she is getting just as much out of it as I am.

I push my persistent thoughts aside for a bit and focus on the video feed from the basement. Fuck, she looks hot. I slide my hand in under my pillow and find a pair of handcuffs. There is always a pair lying around within reach. I watch the sunlight reflect in the shiny steel for a moment before clapping them onto my wrists. The effect is immediate; the feel of cold steel against my skin makes my body sizzle with desire, and the sensation of the sharp edges scraping gently against my inner thigh when I moments later let my fingers slide into my black lace panties only makes the sight of Mel’s predicament even more enticing. I want to go down there and hurt her. I want to be her. The two sides of me struggle for control, but none of them prevents my touch from driving me ever closer to the edge.

More. I need more. I look around me. My toys are too far away in the closet, and I do not want to get up. I smile when my eyes fall on the pile of clothes I wore yesterday, still strewn across the side of my large bed that I do not sleep on. The wide, black leather belt that I wore on top of my feminine, red dress calls to me, and even with cuffed hands, it does not take many seconds before the leather has been looped around my neck and tied to the rail on my headrest. I pull against it, feeling it tighten – the choking sensation gives me the final push I need, and my fingers soon find their way back inside my soaking wet pussy.

“Oh, fuck yes …” I mutter to myself. I stare at Mel’s desperate struggle, smiling as I do so. I press my palm against my clit, and the jolts of pure pleasure shock my body. The bedframe creaks as I cut off the air supply by pulling against the belt, and my body soon erupts in a gigantic orgasm. For a moment, I cannot breathe at all as the leather belt presses hard on my throat, and the luscious, forbidden danger of it all prolongs the orgasm even further. I gasp for air when I finally wrestle my hands away from my pussy and loosen the belt. It is still tied around my neck as I lie there, smiling sheepishly while I stare at the ceiling.

“You’re a little messed up, Aspen,” I whisper to myself with a sigh when the last twitches remaining from the massive orgasm subside. I always feel a hint of shame and guilt after climaxing while being tied up, and the feeling remains for a bit when I am once again drawn to the image on screen. A tiny voice in the back of my mind tells me to let her go, to apologize for this entire charade before I lose control of it all.

The voice still lingers as I walk toward the stairs leading to the basement. The loud sound of my heels against the hardwood floor echoes in the corridors. I am used to walking in heels, but I am still getting used to corsets. I stop in front of a full-length mirror, smiling at the sight of the quiet, reserved girl playing at being a dominatrix. The leather pants I have put on after my little bout of self-love look good on me, but the corset might be going a bit too far. Isn’t this all just for fun, anyway? I wonder for a second before my smile fades. No. This is deadly serious. I have a woman shackled and struggling in my basement. Voluntary or not, that is no joke. I am not blind to what I am doing to Mel, but it still feels like the burden and responsibility that comes with my new role hits me as if I just had an epiphany.

I take a deep breath and open the door to the basement. The wooden stairs creak beneath me, and I can hear the sound of rattling chains and whimpering groans. I push my insecurities away as I near her; she is naked, trembling from the strenuous position. The athletic body is glistening with sweat, with all of her fascinating tattoos, some of them quite graphic, on full display. The dark brown eyes stare at me with a mix of anger and exhaustion, and I can understand why. Thick steel shackles keep her hands close together behind her back, pulled toward the ceiling by a chain. It forces her to lean forward in an unpleasant position, and the chain connecting her steel collar to her ankle restraints ensures that she has to stay like that. Drool hangs from the large ballgag, and a pair of nipple clamps is the final, sadistic touch.

A work of art.

“My beautiful slave,” I say in my domme voice, a voice that is deeper than my normal one. I let my soft hand run down her quivering body. “Are you enjoying yourself?”

“Mmmmph …” she groans.

“No?” I touch her pussy. It is exposed, waiting. I can do whatever I want to it. Any doubts I might have felt are washed away by the feeling of power and control. I slide two fingers inside her. “You’re soaking wet, slave. I think you’re enjoying yourself more than you’re willing to admit.”

She tenses up at first, reluctant to accept my invasive touch, but she soon relaxes as I slowly finger her, and the defiant groans soon turn into submissive moans. Her gaze flickers, and I can tell that she is fighting the rebel inside her that wants to resist and tell me to go fuck myself. I can see the toned muscles in her arms tense up, straining from the predicament she is in, but she does not want me to stop fingering her. Not yet.

I still can’t believe this is happening, I tell myself and smile. I am hypnotized by the sight of my fingers sliding in and out of her, glistening with her juices. Her body betrays her, pushing against my touch in an attempt to get me to go deeper, even if the movement creates more pain in her arms. When Mel was at her worst, tormenting me every day, I would cry myself to sleep, fantasizing about my revenge, I never imagined I would have her like this.

I hate her.

I care about her.

I … what? I pause. A frustrated groan escapes her as my fingers stop. Fuck. I stare at the gorgeous, chained body in front of me for what feels like an eternity. Part of me has known for a while that I have feelings for Mel, but it is as if I have refused to acknowledge it. The hatred is still there, complicating it all further. I shake my head and force my attention back to the present.

No matter what, she’s still your slave, Aspen. I smile. That is true.

I unlock her shackles from the ceiling chain. Mel arches her back, and I can make out a string of muffled curse words spoken into the large gag before I remove it.

“Fuck …” Mel sputters and spits on the floor. “That was … fuck.”

I slap her. Hard. It feels good. ”Did I give you permission to speak, slut?”

“Slu… I …” She winces when I raise my hand again. “No, Mistress. Sorry.”

I smile at her. “It was supposed to be rough. If you keep talking back, you’ll spend a lot more time like this.” I unlock the collar from her ankle restraints, but I leave the chain attached to the collar. “How was it?”

“Torture. I …” Mel struggles to find the words. “I hate it. But … I don’t know how to explain it.”

“You hate the pain but love what it does to you? To your mind?”

Mel ponders the words for a bit before nodding. “Yeah, I think that’s it. It’s kind of fucked up.” She tilts her head to the side and looks at me. “What happened to your neck?”

I let my fingers trace the bruise on my neck from the belt. “None of your concern.” I look down, eager to change the subject. “Looks like you drooled on my shoes, slave.”

“So?”

I stare at her. She is still not good at remaining submissive for long, which gives me plenty of opportunity to punish her. “Lick them clean.”

Mel frowns. “Seriously?”

I grab hold of the collar chain and yank her closer. “Do it, slave.” My other hand pulls at the nipple clamps.

“AAAAH!” she screams, her entire body twitching with pain. “You BITCH!”

Another slap. It brings tears to her eyes, but it shuts her up.

“S… sorry, Mistress,” she says. Mel looks like she just remembered where she is. She winces as her pride shatters and she clumsily gets on her knees before leaning forward to clean my black pumps. The shackled hands open and close, likely to cure the numbness from the strappado. Her tongue travels across the black leather, and the initial reluctance soon disappears. I remove my shoes, and without being ordered to do so, Mel begins licking the top of my feet. When I raise one of my feet, she takes my toes in her mouth one by one.

“There might be hope for you yet, my slave,” I say, trying to hide the gentle waves of pleasure emanating from my toes. “But you still need to learn that being chained in my basement is a luxury. Something to appreciate. It can all get a lot worse than what you’ve experienced so far.” My mind races to figure out how to make it all worse; I am still new to this, and though I do have experience with being on the other end of punishments and predicaments, it is still fairly limited.

She looks up at me. “That position was a luxury?”

I nod. “Oh yes. And I’m going to show it to you.” An idea forms in my mind. It does not have to be painful to be grueling. Mel is used to being in control. She is a social creature.

Isolation is what she needs. I pull her to her feet by her collar, and I can see her skepticism fade when she sees my sadistic smile. I rummage through the box of toys standing on the floor of the basement and find the two things I need.

“Not the gag, Mistress,” Mel says as she stares at the panel gag with multiple straps. The rebel is completely gone; she hates being silenced. “I’ll … no … MMMPH!” The red ball fills her mouth, and she groans in frustration as I tighten the many straps around her head.

“I’m going to leave you here for a while,” I say. I remove the clamps, making sure to pull them a bit first to elicit a delightful, muffled squeal from my prisoner. “These won’t be needed. It won’t be painful for you. Not in the physical sense, at least.”

She looks at me. “Mmmh?”

I pick up the other item from the box. “This is a leather hood.” I let my fingers run across the thick leather. “You won’t be able to see a thing. You’ll barely be able to hear. Complete darkness, isolation – submission.” I smile. “I envy you a little bit, to be honest.”

Mel looks scared as I pull it over her head and tighten the hood. I know from experience the terror that comes from feeling the leather tightening around you, feeling like you are suffocating as the outside world disappears. Two small holes under her nose deliver the only air she will get, and I can hear her breathing accelerate as the panic begins to set in.

Oh, we’re not done yet, I think to myself and pull over a small stool to stand on. I pull the chain to her collar up above her head until she is forced to stand on her toes, and I lock it to an anchor point in the ceiling.

She screams. The gag and the hood muffle most of it, but it still sounds like music to my ears. I could leave her now, leave her to choke in the darkness, leave her to scream desperately for me to let her out, but something stops me. The small part of me that wants to hug her instead of torture her.

I press my body against hers. It calms her a little to know that I am still there, and when I once against slide my fingers up between her legs, the panic gives way to pleasure. She is still forced to stand on her toes, and the veins in her neck are clearly visible from the pressure caused by the narrow steel collar, but being fingered overrides it all, turning it from torture to titillation. This is how you get a stubborn girl addicted to bondage, to submission. I can tell that my fingers and the feel of my soft palm gently rubbing against her clit is sending pleasant waves through her body, and a revealing, barely-audible moan manages to escape through the layers of leather covering her mouth.

I am in control. Of her body. Of her pleasure. Of her mind.

It is intoxicating.

She is close. Her abs are tensing up in preparation, leaving me with two options, both of them delightfully cruel. Do I grant her the orgasm, then leave her here for a few hours, her mind clear of the perverted fog that lust can cause?

I decide against it. I am not sure giving Mel clarity of mind and time to think is a good idea right now. Instead, I opt for pulling away a moment before her body erupts.

“MMMMPH!” She thrashes wildly, as much as the restraints will allow her. The angry, frustrated shout soon turns into a whimper, a plea. No words come out, but I know that she is begging me to continue.

I stand there for a bit, watching her hope die before I leave.

This is turning out to be a great weekend.


Chapter 2

Melody

Darkness. Total, mind-altering darkness. The hood presses against my head on all sides and my jaw is locked in a fully open position due to the massive ballgag. The smell of leather is intrusive, and the feel of the collar pressing hard against my neck terrifies me. I try to take the weight off my shaking toes, but I cannot do so without choking. The heavy shackles holding my ankles hurt, and my arms are still aching from the brutal position Aspen left me in earlier. Even though she pulled her fingers out of me a while ago, I am still wet. I hate the discomfort, the choking, the isolation, and I struggle to accept the fact that it turns me on like nothing else ever has. I cannot hear or see anything; is she still in the room with me? Did she leave? The uncertainty plays with my mind, a part of Aspen’s devious torture.

She’s good at this, I think to myself and groan. No rational person would agree to be treated like this, but rational thinking was left behind a while ago.

“Mel? Are you even listening?”

Ally’s voice forces me out of the intense memory of the weekend’s adventures and back to the present. She looks at me across the table with a frown and rolls her eyes.

“What?” I say and sit back in the uncomfortable plastic chair. The noise from the rest of the cafeteria suddenly seems deafening, and for a moment, I long to be back inside that tight hood. “Sorry, I was … somewhere else.”

“Were you seriously reading that book?” Ally nods at my architecture book and smirks. “I figured you were just pretending to come off smart. I’ve done that a few times.”

“Did it ever work?”

“Of course not, I don’t understand half of the shit going on here.” Ally picks up her phone and snaps the twentieth selfie since we sat down. “By the way, you have to tell me who you’ve been paying to write your papers.”

“What do you mean?” I keep half an eye on the book in front of me, knowing that Aspen is going to tie me up later today and grill me on the contents. I feel a pleasant warmth in my loins at the thought of how she will reward me if I do well.

“Your grades have gone through the fucking roof, Mel. You must be cheating.”

“I just got my shit together, Ally.”

“Fine, don’t tell me,” Ally says. “But we don’t usually keep secrets from each other.”

We do now. I zone out again when Ally continues her usual bitching about the curriculum and the ‘loser geeks’ walking by our table. I usually join in the mocking and have thrown my share of insults at girls like Aspen when they have walked past me on campus, but it no longer feels right. I glance at my friend as she mocks our fellow students, wondering if she could ever understand what I am experiencing. How would she even react if I told her? If I revealed that I’ve spent evenings, even whole weekends, chained in Aspen’s house? That I let a girl I used to bully tie and torment me? That I licked her shoes clean – and liked it? I shudder at the thought of the mocking that would ensue. The friendship would be over in a heartbeat.

I suddenly feel empty inside when I realize that can never reveal to my supposed friend what has completely taken over my life. It was just supposed to be a silly thing, letting Aspen tie me up, but now it is all I can think of. I stare at the wide leather bracelets on my wrists that I have to wear to cover up the marks left by handcuffs and shackles. I smile at the thought of what caused the marks, and for a moment, I regret not having annoyed Aspen enough for her to force me to wear a buttplug, dildo, or chastity belt. It usually brings some spice to my day, even if I often end up hating it.

You’re changing, Melody.

She is in a good mood tonight, whistling as we walk down a darkened alley in a part of the city I am not familiar with. While I flinch at every imagined movement in the dark shadows, Aspen looks relaxed – and more casual than usual. The white designer sneaks and the short, blue skirt is a far cry from the titillating dominatrix outfit she wore a few days ago, and a confident, secretive smile rests on her full lips.

“Where did you say we were going?” I ask again, hugging myself as the lump in my throat grows. I am expecting her to stop at any moment and handcuff me to a fire escape or tell me to strip naked and find my way back to the car while shackled, but she is not carrying a handbag big enough to hide any sort of restraints, which makes me even more nervous than if I could hear the rattle of chains that usually accompany her.

“I didn’t.” She looks at me. “But we’re nearly there. I figured we needed a change of scenery.”

“Mission fucking accomplished,” I say with a sigh. Why am I even here? A part of me wonders why I do not just walk away. What is she going to do? Aspen is thin as a twig, it is not like she can handcuff me unless I consent. And yet, it is as if a huge, red stop sign in my mind prevents it. I go where she goes, I do what she tells me.

She smirks at me and stops at a worn, inconspicuous door. There are no signs to indicate what hides behind it, but the state-of-the-art keypad next to it looks out of place. Aspen types in a code before opening the door. “I rented this place for the evening. Get inside.”

I stare at the darkness inside. The lump in my throat feels like a grapefruit at this point, and I hesitantly step over the threshold before Aspen closes and locks the door behind me. Muted, red lights flicker on, revealing black leather furniture and a giant mural of a latex-clad woman stepping on the back of a naked and bound man. There are no other people present, yet I can almost smell the sweat and other bodily fluids that must have been spilled as a result of the deprivation that has happened here. It both terrifies and excites me to be in a place like this, and I shudder as my eyes travel across the crosses, pillories, cages, and other BDSM-related furniture and tools. Until now, I had thought that Aspen’s collection of floggers and restraints was extreme, but I now realize that I have only seen a small sample of what this world has to offer.

I let my hand run across a sturdy cage and feel a pleasant tingle down my spine. “This place is … wild.”

“It’s ours for the evening,” Aspen says. She is leaning against the wall with her arms crossed, watching me with a confident smile on her lips. “I’ll give you a tour, but not until you’ve taken your clothes off.”

I remove my clothes and place them on a couch nearby. The air in the room is warm and inviting, caressing my naked body. “You’ve been here before?”

Aspen nods and grabs a large steel collar from the wall. “A few times, though not in the dominant role.”

I wince when the cold steel touches my neck. The collar clicks in place, hugging my neck tightly. Even though I have been collared several times now, the experience still makes me slightly uncomfortable, as if it turns me into something lesser, something subhuman. I guess that is the point. But the collar also has another effect; it makes me more submissive. As soon as Aspen locks a long chain to the ring and tugs at it, a part of my mind is silenced, numbed. It is liberating and scary, and my body offers up no resistance when she handcuffs my hands behind my back. She leads me through the various rooms, explaining the functions of the various devices to me, one more daunting than the other. It is overwhelming, and for a moment I wonder if this is moving too fast, especially when I lay eye on a selection of industrial-looking fucking machines – giant dildos connected to what looks like power drills.

Aspen laughs at my shocked expression. “I think we’ll leave those alone this time, my slave,” she says. She cannot stop smiling as she looks around her, and I feel a strange, unfamiliar warmth in my chest at the sight of her visible happiness.

What is she waiting for? I had expected to be strapped to an X-shaped cross and whipped by now, but Aspen keeps checking her watch and looking back toward the entrance.

“We’re waiting for someone,” she says, answering my unspoken question.

“Who?” The knot returns.

“You’ll see.” Aspen sighs. “Fuck, looking at all this makes me horny.” She pulls me toward a nearby leather couch. She sits down and leans back, pulling her blue skirt up to reveal her pussy. “Get on your knees and lick me, slave.”

“I … I’m not sure I …” I say, expecting to receive a slap as an answer to my hesitation, but Aspen just smiles.

“You’ll learn. Just … do what comes naturally, what you’d like yourself.”

I get on my knees and stare at my mistress’ exposed pussy. She pulls the chain, forcing me closer. My heart beats faster as I slowly extend my tongue and softly lick her. Her legs tremble, and she holds my chain fast, ensuring that I cannot back away.

This is not so bad, I think to myself. It is not the first time I have tasted the juices of pleasure, a woman can get curious after fingering herself, and I push myself to go harder and deeper, relishing the feedback I am getting from my moaning mistress. The hand not holding my collar chain runs its fingers through my hair, and the surprising display of affection causes warmth to spread from my chest throughout my body. But just as I begin to find a rhythm, I hear the door to the dungeon open.

“Great, they’re here,” Aspen says and pushes me away. “We’ll have to continue this some other time.” She looks me in the eye and smiles. “It was wonderful.”

I lick a bit of drool off my lip and nod, not sure how to respond. Before I have time to reflect on how I feel about being used as a masturbatory tool, Aspen pulls me to my feet just as two women enter the room.

“Aspen, my dear!” a tall, black-haired woman says and wraps her arms around my mistress in a warm hug. There is a hint of wrinkles near her eyes, but they do not detract from the gothic beauty emanating from the woman. She is wearing a black leather dress and boots with pointy heels, and her very presence commands the room, a room she seems very familiar with.

Aspen smiles. “Thank you so much for coming, Gwen!” She hugs the woman next to the imposing woman. “And you too, Harper. You look well.”

The other woman, a platinum-haired, pale girl, nods. “I am. Living the dream.” She fiddles with the chunky, shiny collar around her neck. I shudder at the sight; I cannot see any locking mechanism, and something tells me that the collar is permanent. It has several scuffs and scrapes, but it looks good on the girl’s fit, slender body. She smiles at me. “Who is your … slave?”

Aspen yanks my chain and pulls me forward. “This is Mel. She is … new to all this, as am I, so I appreciate that you wanted to come by and … help us out.”

Gwen’s piercing eyes swallow every inch of my body. “It’ll be our pleasure.” She glances at Harper. “Strip naked, my slave. Let’s get started.”

“Yes, Mistress.” Harper’s voice and demeanor change in an instant. With no effort, she slides into the role of a submissive; I can see it in her eyes. The oversized T-shirt is removed, revealing both a brand on her shoulder and a tattoo saying “Property of Gwen”.

These people are hardcore! Is this … what Aspen wants for me? I suddenly feel very exposed and insecure, but Harper’s reassuring smile calms the worst of my fears, at least for a moment. Harper takes off her tattered jeans and black Converse sneakers before turning toward her mistress. The two kiss passionately, telling me that they are more than just a domme and her slave.

“Do you mind if I take command of your slave for a bit?” Gwen asks Aspen and looks at me with hungry eyes.

“Not at all.” Aspen lets go of my chain. She smiles at me. “Gwen is a master at this. Do as she tells you, okay?”

I nod. Gwen’s alluring presence draws me in, and the hairs on my neck stand up whenever she so much as glances at me.

Gwen handcuffs Harper behind the back and pushes her to her knees. “New slave, on your knees. Kiss my slave.”

I kneel, but I instinctually pull away when Harper comes closer.

“I …” I glance at Aspen who just nods. I lower my voice to a whisper. “I’m not … I haven’t …”

Harper smiles. “It doesn’t matter. Just go with the flow, sweetie.” Her lips touch mine. They are soft and gentle, allowing me to ease into it for a bit. A surge of pleasure washes over me, and I soon open my mouth to let her in. Our mistresses watch us while engaged in conversation, but I cannot hear what they are saying, and Harper’s cunning tongue soon distracts me from Gwen and Aspen.

Shit, this girl is an amazing kisser! I return the favor, and our pleased moans soon join the clattering of chains from our handcuffs.

“That’s enough,” Gwen says in a cold, stern voice, causing Harper and I to immediately disentangle our tongues. “Stand up.”

So far, the experience has been quite pleasurable, but I cannot help but notice the many marks on Harper’s body; some are recent bruises, but several scars on her body tell the story of sessions far more intense and brutal than anything Aspen has put me through, and knowing that it is likely Gwen that caused them makes me shudder.

“Aspen, why don’t you gag your slave and place her inside the cage over there while I get this miserable cunt ready?” Gwen grabs Harper by the hair; the warmth and affection the two shared when they entered are completely gone.

“Of course,” Aspen says. She is my mistress, but in Gwen’s presence, she is almost submissive. She uses a bitgag to silence me before she pulls me toward a tall, narrow cage in the corner and pushes me inside. The steel bars press against my body from all sides when she closes and locks the door, leaving me unable to move. It is intense and claustrophobic but in a different way from the time I spent hooded in Aspen’s basement. Any trepidation is soon forgotten, though, when my attention turns toward the three other women. Harper is standing in the middle of the room; leather shackles connected to a steel bar keep her legs spread wide, and her hands have been firmly shackled above her head. Drool streams from the impossibly large ballgag in her mouth, yet she manages a hint of a smile when our eyes meet.

Aspen has whipped me before. I have been sore for days, struggling to hide the bruises, but I soon realize that she has been going easy on me. Gwen picks out a whip from the wall with menacing knots at the end of each tail, and the loud crack that follows when she lands a menacing strike on Harper’s exposed back causes my entire body to tense up. More follow, and the large gag can only do so much to mute Harper’s screams of pain. Gwen showers the slender body, and though Harper cries and thrashes, she keeps smiling at me whenever there is a short break. I can see the passion and lust in her teary eyes, but I fail to understand how anyone can derive pleasure from this.

Gwen hands the whip to Aspen and begins instructing her.

“That’s better,” Gwen says with a smile after Aspen has landed a devastating blow on Harper’s breast. “Don’t hold back, put everything you have into it. She can take it. She has to.”

I can tell that Aspen is reluctant to go all in, likely unwilling to hurt Harper, but every strike gets harder and more precise. The two dommes soon switch to using canes, and before long, Harper’s body looks like an expressionist painting.

God, I hope they won’t try it on me, I think when Aspen comes to get me out of the cage. Harper is almost hanging from her wrists, sobbing loudly. Several of the cane strikes have drawn blood.

Gwen walks over to me and uncuffs me, only to lock the cuffs back on in front. “My slave deserves a little break, don’t you think, Slave Mel?”

I nod. The gag prevents me from answering, and I am overwhelmed with sympathy for the tortured slave.

“We’re going to whip you until my slave comes, do you understand?” Gwen says with a smile. “Don’t worry … we won’t be as rough with you.”

I glance at Aspen who merely nods. Despite what I have just witnessed, I feel oddly safe with Gwen. She exudes integrity and power, and something inside me tells me that she would never truly hurt me.

I kneel in front of Harper, who winks at me before closing her eyes. My fingers are shaking when I near her pussy, my body tense as it waits for the first lash of the whip. Gwen and Aspen are both standing behind me, I can sense them, and I let out a muffled squeal when the first strike hits me. My fingers slide effortlessly inside Harper, who moans in response – she is wet, soaking wet, and her juices soon trickle down her legs as I finger her.

I hate this. I hate this. I … My mind keeps trying to resist what is happening, but my body betrays me. The lashes start as unpleasant stings, but the burning sensation they leave behind soon begins turning into arousal, then lust. It feels like they are chipping away at the very foundation I have built myself on, and with every strike, every cry of pain, they get closer to my core, to where no one has ever been allowed access before. I look up at Harper with tears in my eyes, and the love and understanding that emanates from her kind eyes calm me.

What the fuck is happening to me?

When Harper finally comes in a loud, squirting orgasm, my back is burning and I feel spent. But the two dommes are not done with me. I am still sobbing when they pull me to my feet and drag me toward a wooden pillory in the corner. It looks worn and brutal, and they have to remove the collar and handcuffs before locking me in the medieval device.

“You’ve done well, slave,” Gwen says and lets her soft fingers run across my naked back. She removes the gag from my mouth and kneels in front of me. “Are you horny, slave? Answer truthfully.”

I wince as if the words cause me discomfort. “Y… yes, Mistress. I am.”

She smiles. “Then Aspen and I will reward you.” Gwen kisses me. “I believe you like cocks?”

“What?”

I stare in disbelief as the two gorgeous women put on large, black strapons. Gwen places Harper in heavy shackles and makes her sit beneath me. With her gag removed, she soon begins fondling and licking my breasts. It feels good, but I have a hard time enjoying it as I watch the dangling dildos approach me.

They’re too big!

Aspen walks up behind me and slowly slides the massive dildo inside me. Gwen’s goes in my mouth, and I am soon fucked from both ends by the giggling women. The dildo stretches my pussy, hurting it, but the pain soon subsides. Aspen is slow and meticulous, making sure that she pushes it all the way in, but never fast enough for me to get anywhere close to coming.

It … it feels good. I struggle to breathe with the other massive cock in my mouth, and the pillory creaks with every thrust from Gwen, but it somehow adds to my enjoyment of it all. I feel used, humiliated, dirty – and it is driving me insane with lust. The small voice in the back of my head that tells me that this is not who I am grows more distant with every second, and when Aspen begins picking up the pace, I cannot help but moan loudly, becoming a quivering mess of whimpers and pleas for more whenever Gwen allows me to speak. Harper’s soft touch beneath me only makes it better, and when I feel the experienced slavegirl’s tongue against my clit, I feel like I am ready to explode.

“You’re not allowed to come until your mistress gives you permission,” Gwen reminds me with a grin.

“God, PLEASE!” I scream. “Let me come!”

Aspen does not answer. She just fucks me harder.

“I can’t take it! Please! Mmmmmmmmhhaaaaaaaha …” My brain turns to mush. I have no will of my own, no wishes in life other than receiving the orgasm that seems to be just out of reach, waiting for permission to envelop me.

“You may come,” Aspen’s soft voice sounds behind me.

My body responds before my mind does. It erupts in a volcanic, orgasmic earthquake that feels like it will rip my body in two. I pull at the pillory, feel the helplessness, the pain of the tiring position, embracing everything to drive myself further into oblivion.

I cry. I scream.

The dildos leave my body, leaving behind an odd, life-altering emptiness. I can hear the rattling of chains as Harper gets on her feet. She leans down and kisses my cheek.

“Embrace it, Mel. You won’t regret it,” she whispers in my ear.

Harper’s words still echo in my mind when Aspen and I walk down the dark alley toward her car. My body is still shaking, and now that my mind has been freed from the shackles of arousal, I am struggling to come to terms with it all.

“How was it?” Aspen asks.

“I … liked it. I can’t deny it.” I search my jumbled mind for the correct words. “I hate that I liked it. I hate you for doing this to me, but I … it’s complicated.” I stop and look at Aspen. “You can’t just turn me into a lesbian, Aspen. I agreed to be your slave, don’t … don’t try to change me.”

Aspen ponders the words for a bit. “That is fair.” She chuckles. “But you’ve already changed.”

“What do you mean?”

“It’s been weeks since you’ve truly objected to any of the things I’ve done to you. You’re far less abrasive, not just to me, based on what I hear from others, and your grades have improved immensely. How’s all that not a change? When’s the last time you went out drinking?”

I open my mouth to respond, but nothing comes out. She is right. She is absolutely right. Hatred and anger bubbles right beneath the surface, threatening to come out in a massive explosion to wipe the smug smile off the cute, beautiful face in front of me, but a deep-seated feeling of gratitude prevents it. I feel like I am being torn in two.

“Let’s just get out of here,” I mumble and continue to walk.

“One last thing,” Aspen says. She takes my hand and squeezes it, and to my surprise, I do not pull away. “There’s nothing wrong with being gay. Or straight. Or bi. And you just admitted to liking being fucked by two girls, just saying.”

“That’s just because it felt like you had cocks,” I say sheepishly, trying to ignore the trickle of arousal I feel as my mind replays the experience.


Chapter 3

Aspen

Ihave been walking in a bit of a haze since the dungeon experience with Gwen and her slave. Seeing Mel locked in a pillory, begging for more, has fueled many a nightly fantasy for me, and knowing that my plan is working is intoxicating. It felt odd to play the domme next to a woman who has turned me into a blubbering mess of a slave more than once, but it has given my confidence a welcome boost.

And I am not the only one affected by the experience.

Even though we have not tried anything as extreme since that night, Mel is becoming more and more submissive. I can tell that she is torn by it all, but no part of me wants to stop. I want to keep punishing her, to keep pushing her.

I want to see how far I can take this.

I look at her across the college cafeteria. She is sitting with Ally and a few others of the annoying, entitled bullies who would rather put others down than study. Before starting college, I had naively thought that I was done with bullies like these after high school, but I was mistaken. At least I’ve got one of them right where I want her, I think to myself and smile at Mel when she notices me. She smiles back, but the smile soon vanishes as she returns to the conversation.

I slide my hand into my purse and find the small remote. Mel sends me a look of pure frustration when the vibrator inside her turns on. Her eyes beg me to stop, but I have no intention to do so, and the chastity belt that I have ordered to her measurements will ensure that it stays where it is.

“Are we going to that dungeon again?” Mel asks and stares out the window of my car. The pouring rain dances on the roof, and the droplets on the glass turn the streetlights into mesmerizing figures on her tanned skin. There is a hint of trepidation in her voice, but she seems relaxed.

“No, not this time,” I say. “We’re going to a club.”

“A club?” Mel chuckles to herself. “I can’t imagine you at a club.”

“Not that kind of club. A BDSM club.”

Mel looks at me. “What, seriously? So a club full of people like Gwen and Harper?”

“Well, there’ll be men there as well, but yeah. Is that a bad thing?”

Mel shrugs. “I guess not. What … what do you have in mind for me there?”

I consider not telling her, but it would be too cruel to leave it a surprise. “I want to share you with whoever wants you. I want strangers to whip you, lick you … and fuck you.” I smile. “You’ve been deprived of real cock for a long time now, after all.”

Mel winces and begins rubbing her thigh nervously. “Wow, that’s … a lot.”

“Do you want to back out?”

Mel stares out of the window for a bit before shaking her head. “No. No, it’s fine. I think. Have you tried something similar?”

I smile at the memory of lying chained on the floor of a club. “I have. I liked it.”

”Even the cocks?”

I laugh. ”I do prefer female company, but male appendages do have their advantages, let’s leave it at that.”

An hour later, I am sitting on a comfortable sofa, watching while two muscular men fuck my naked, restrained slave. Mel’s hands are shackles, so are her ankles, and the wide steel collar I brought from home reflects the colored lights. Several others stand in a circle around her, cheering her on, and I can tell that Mel is enjoying the attention. We are far from campus, unlikely to meet anyone we know, and she has already had one massive orgasm. She sits astride one of the men, moaning loudly as she rides his large cock, and her hands enthusiastically aid her mouth in pleasing the other man. I know that Mel is no stranger to a little depravity and the odd gangbang, but seeing her like this, and in chains no less, is a huge turn-on. I am tempted to interrupt them all and force her to lick me, but I know that I will get my turn when they are done.

Our eyes meet. She is swimming in lust, and a subtle smile can be seen on her lips as the man pulls out and deposits his load on her face.

“She’s really going for it.” Gwen sits down next to me with a chained Harper in tow. The platinum-blonde slave kneels next to her mistress and bows her head. Harper is a trained slave, and she would never speak unless spoken to in a place like this; besides, the gag prevents it.

“Yeah, I didn’t think she’d get this much into it.”

Gwen nods. “Just be careful.”

“Why?” I glance at the latex-clad goddess beside me. “It’s going well.”

“You’re pushing her, which is fine.” Gwen lets her fingers run through my hair and smiles. “But I can tell that being a slave does not come naturally to Mel, unlike this one.” She yanks at the chain connected to Harper’s collar. Harper groans in return, causing a bit of drool to escape the ballgag in her mouth. “Harper and I were in love from the beginning, which made everything easier. Mel isn’t there yet, unlike you, Aspen.”

It feels as if an ice-cold hand has taken hold of my intestines. “What do you mean?”

Harper and Gwen exchange knowing glances before Gwen continues. “The way you look at her. You’ll realize it in time, but she is not there. Not yet, at least.”

“I’m not in love with Mel. She’s an abrasive bully, she tormented me for years. I’m just getting a little payback – and pleasure – in return.”

Gwen kisses me on the cheek. “If that’s what you need to tell yourself, sweetie, then I won’t push the issue further.”

Mel is still shackled when she washes herself in the club’s bathroom after the long, filthy session. The chains clatter against the sink, and I can tell that she is exhausted. Exhausted, but satisfied.

“Fuck, that was intense,” she says and wipes her face with a towel. Her hands are shaking. “I haven’t been fucked like that in … well, you did pretty well with that strapon, but still.”

“I’m glad you enjoyed it,” I say. Gwen’s words still weigh heavily on my mind, and I am still fired up from watching Mel being pounded by one man after another. “I hope you still have a little left in the tank for me when we get home to my place.”

She frowns. “I’m really tired, Asp…” Mel sighs. “Of course, Mistress.” She pushes her hands forward with her wrists upward. “But I can’t get dressed until you remove these.”

I remove the shackles from her wrists and ankles and watch her put on the ripped jeans, cropped T-shirt, and worn Converse sneakers. I gotta get her into some other clothes some time, I think to myself.

“Let’s go,” I say and turn to leave.

“Hey, what about this?” Mel rattles the O-ring on her collar.

I should remove it, but the horny domme inside has taken over. “No. In fact …” I find a leash in my purse and attach it to the collar. “You’re still my slave. And that collar isn’t coming off until you’ve satisfied me at home.”

Mel stares at me with a furrowed brow. “I don’t … I don’t like this.”

“You’ve been chained in public before.”

“Yes, but this is a crowded neighborhood. Someone will see us!”

I slap her. “No more protests, do you understand?”

Mel rubs her cheek and nods with a hurt expression on her face. “Yes, Mistress.”

Mel was right. Countless people turn and stare at us as we walk the two blocks to where my car is parked. Mel hugs herself and stares at the ground, unable to find any pleasure in the humiliation, but I have never walked taller. I feel powerful and confident as I drag my slave by her collar through the busy nightlife of the city. I know that I would probably die if I met anyone I know, but the odds are almost …

“What the fuck?”

I watch in horror as Ally walks toward us. Perfect makeup, heels that would make any normal person trip, and an expression of surprise and disgust the perfect look for a bitch like her.

Mel freezes. The blood rushes from her face.

“What the hell are you doing with Aspen the Bookworm, Mel?” Ally asks and looks at me as if I was a slug crawling up her leg. “And what is … what the fuck is that around your neck? Are you her slave or something?”

“I …” Mel stutters, but she cannot find the words.

Ally laughs. It is a cold, menacing laughter. “Oh, this is precious.” She picks up her phone and snaps a picture of Mel before I have time to react. “Don’t worry, I won’t tell anyone. Yet.” She walks past us while laughing. “What a pathetic loser you’ve become, Mel.”

“I’m sorry, Mel,” I say when Ally is out of sight. I reach my hand out to touch her. “I didn’t …”

“Shut the fuck up, Aspen!” Mel pushes my hand away. Her eyes are shooting lightning, and her lips are trembling. “This … this is too far! Do you ever stop to think about what this can do to me? Do you think I’ll ever become a fucking architect if the first thing that comes up in an internet search on my name is a picture of me like this?” She begins clawing at the collar as tears stream down her face. “Fuck you, Aspen! Get this fucking thing off me! I can’t breathe!”

I find the key to the collar, but my trembling hands drop them twice before I manage to unlock it. Mel tears it off and throws it to the ground before running away crying.

Fuck …


Chapter 4

Melody

I  cry myself to sleep that night, ignoring the ten missed calls from Aspen. My entire body is still shaking when I wake up the next day, and I lie in bed for a while, staring at the marks from the shackles on my wrists. Ally’s mocking laughter haunts me, but so do the more pleasant experiences from last night. My pussy is sore, and I find several spots of dried cum in my hair and on my body when I finally manage to get out of bed and into the shower. My hands have a will of their own and caress my body as I replay the intense experience in the club in my mind, trying to force my thoughts away from the darkness, but Ally’s smiling face keeps returning.

What do I do now? I stare at myself in the mirror as I dry my body. The marks from the restraints are still visible, but they are fading. I am not sure I recognize the woman looking back at me, the woman who usually scoffs at any road bumps and just plows through them. The girl in the mirror is frail and concerned, aware that her social life just exploded, and is tumbling to the ground like a plane without wings. Ally will either tell everyone or blackmail me, I know it. It is what she does. It is what we do. There is no loyalty, no love between us.

My phone buzzes again. A text message this time.

We need to talk. Sort this out. Come over, please? -A

I lean against the wall and rub my eyes. Aspen took it too far, but the mousy girl that wants to punish me for the times I bullied her, who wants to whip me, restrain me, and let others fuck me, might soon be the closest thing I have to a friend.

I stand outside her house for what feels like an eternity. A soft rain falls, and I read her last message again from an hour ago again.

Door is open. In the basement -A

I sigh. Part of me wants to escape the complexity of it all by being chained and hooded in her basement right now, but it does not feel like the right time. I step inside and kick my wet sneakers off before heading slowly toward the basement. I move quietly down the old steps, but I am not prepared for the sight that awaits me at the bottom of the stairs.

“Hey, Mel,” Aspen says with a tired smile. “It took you a while.”

I stare at Aspen as she stands there. Naked. Collared. Shackled with her hands above her head. A small table is placed in front of her with a selection of floggers, whips, and canes.

“What … did you do this to yourself, Aspen?”

She nods. “I knew you’d come.”

“What if I didn’t?”

“Then I’d have had a long weekend ahead of me and an awkward conversation with the cleaning lady on Monday.” She sighs. “Seemed like a fitting punishment no matter what.”

“You … you want me to punish you?” The sight of her slender body shackled like this does ignite a spark inside me, but I am too surprised to really notice it.

“I pushed you too far, and I’m sorry. I’m … still new to this, too.” Aspen leans her head against her arm to push her glasses up. “I understand if you want to stop this, and I won’t hold it against you. I’ll never tell anyone about what we did. I’ll even pay Ally to keep her mouth shut if you want. Just … I want you to forgive me. And I know from experience that giving the object of your frustrations and anger a good thrashing can be very cathartic.”

“Just … be quiet, Aspen. I need to think.” I stare at the tools in front of me, then at her. I do want to punish her. My hand closes around a cane, and I take a deep breath before I step behind her.

I hit her. Hard. Aspen screams in pain, and the sound does manage to quell a fraction of the anger inside. I tear into her, striking every inch of her back, bottom, and legs. I take out all the frustration I feel toward her as well as toward Ally on the frail body in front of me. Her screams echo in the small room, and at no point do I stop to wonder if she derives any pleasure from it. Tears stream from my eyes as I let it all out, and I soon realize that it is not just Aspen I am angry with. It is myself. I put myself in this position, I chose to hang out with Ally and the other vapid bitches. I chose my path, and it has led me here.

I stop and drop the cane. Aspen is sobbing, hanging from her wrists; her legs gave out a long time ago.

“Thank you, Aspen.” I wipe my eyes and go to get the keys from a nearby table.

“Y… you’re welcome, Mel,” she mutters and smiles at me as I release her from her bonds.

“I don’t want this to end, Aspen,” I tell her and help her stand. “And it’s not that I don’t want you to push me, to … take control. I just want you to respect me more, alright?”

She nods. “I will. And I’m sorry.” She takes the keys from my hand and unlocks her collar and ankle restraints. “Are we good?”

“Yeah.” I take the collar from her hand and lock it onto my neck with a smile. “Back to normal … Mistress.”

She smiles and grabs a pair of handcuffs and a padlock from a shelf. “Go upstairs and handcuff yourself to my bed after you’ve undressed. I just need a bit to recover, then I’ll be right with you … slave.”

She looks invigorated and confident when she walks into the bedroom. She has kept me waiting, but the wait has only helped me gain some clarity.

I do not know what it is I have with Aspen, but I do not want it to stop. I would rather spend the rest of my time at college as her shackled slave than hang out with dumb girls who give me nothing but negativity and scorn in return.

My breathing accelerates when I see her put on a large strapon. I have known for a while that she owns one, but apart from the experience in the dungeon with Gwen and Harper, she has never used one on me before. It is big, with an equally big dildo on the inside of the harness that she slides inside her own pussy. She lubes the outer dildo thoroughly and looks at me with a smile.

“On your knees,” she commands.

I obey, struggling to get in position with my hands cuffed to the anchor point on the headboard. I can feel her getting onto the bed.

Is she going to …?

I get my answer when I feel the tip against my asshole. I clench my jaw in anticipation.

“Mmmmmmh …” I lean my head against the headboard as I feel her push inside. The dildo is big, and I whimper as the pain and pleasure wash over me. She grabs my hair and pulls my head back, causing the tight collar to choke me harder. She knows what I like by now.

She pushes in deeper. Deeper. It fills me, stretches my poor asshole, but she is gentle, taking her time, allowing me time to adjust to the sensation.

“You belong to me, Mel,” she says. To my surprise, it is not her domme-voice, but just Aspen talking.

“I do, Mistress.” It does feel right to say, underlined by the massive rubber cock dominating my entire body. “I’m your … slave.”

She begins thrusting into me. Slow at first, but firm. All my worries fade away as the petite girl behind me fucks me in the ass. My squeals contain both pain and joy, and our moans soon join together in a blissful choir. I feel truly submissive, and I find that hearing Aspen’s moans of pleasure brings me an odd sense of joy.

“Mistress, can I …?” I ask after a while. My body is on fire, so is my asshole, but it is all worth it.

“Yes.” She pushes in deep and leans in over me. Her small breasts press against my back, and she wraps her arms around me and rubs my clit as I climax. I ram my head into the pillow and scream as I come.

We stay like that for a bit while the last echoes of the orgasm leave me. The cock is still buried inside me, and I collapse on the bed. Aspen unlocks the handcuffs from the anchor point, but she does not remove them. She slowly pulls out and lies next to me.

“That was fun,” she says and smiles at me.

I nod. “It was.” I smile back at her and sit up before moving down beneath her legs. “Don’t move.” I want to give her something. I am not good with words, but I can let my actions speak. I want to show her that I submit, and that I am willing to let her take me wherever this leads.

“What are you … Mel, that was just inside your …” Aspen says as she watches me take the rubber cock between her legs in my mouth. She laughs. “God, you’re so … dirty.”

I am.

A few hours later, I leave Aspen’s house with a smile on my face just as a message from Ally ticks in. Attached is the picture she took of me last night, showing a scared, collared girl.

Hi slave-cunt! We better talk about what you can do for me to prevent this from spreading on all social media platforms. I can’t hang out with you now that I know that you’re a freak, of course …

I stare at the message and laugh. I look back at Aspen’s house and smile to myself.

Fuck you, Ally. I have enough dirt on you to get Mark to break up with you, to get you expelled, and for your parents to disown you. Fuck with me and see where it leads.

I let out a sigh of relief as I send the message. Without any hesitation or second thought, I block Ally on my phone and every possible messaging service she can use to contact me. An immense weight lifts from my shoulder, and I take a deep breath of the crisp air before heading home.

It’s going to be a great day.

Read the final part of the story 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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