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Chapter 1

Aspen

Itake a deep breath, filling my lungs with the crisp air while I allow the shimmering sunlight to warm my body. I am used to spending spring break with my parents, reading to pass the time until I can once again delve into my studies, but this year is different.

Very different.

“The view from up here is amazing, isn’t it?” I say and shield my eyes from the sun as I look out over the gorgeous lake at the foot of the majestic mountains.

“Mmmhmmm …”

I look back over my shoulder at the source of the muffled, unenthusiastic acknowledgment with a smile. A surge of power and lust electrifies my body at the sight of my reluctant trekking partner. The naked body is glistening with sweat as the midday sun pummels it with its warm rays, and the sunlight reflects beautifully in the restraints that are holding her captive. A wide metal collar grips her tattooed neck tightly, a matching steel belt is locked around her slender waist, and a pair of steel shackles keep her wrists firmly secured to the sides of the belt. Her elbows are pulled together behind her back by heavy elbow manacles, and her ankles are connected by a heavy chain.

She is mine. My slave. My Mel.

I pull her closer by yanking at the chain connected to her collar. “You look warm, my slave,” I say and wipe a bead of sweat off her forehead. I lick the salty sweat off my finger before sliding my hand down her toned body along the river of drool coming off of her harness gag, lubricating my fingers. I insert them into her quivering, wet pussy. “Oh, you’re wet … I think you’re enjoying this.”

Mel closes her eyes. I know that expression, that inner fight between her rebellious side and the submissive. She is loving it. She hates that she is loving it. Her juices soak my fingers, and as I press my palm against the clit, she can no longer keep the moans from escaping the large ballgag. I study her twitching body, embracing the feeling of total power and control. Over the six months that Mel has been my slave, she has changed – and so have I. There was no hesitation when I suggested spending spring break together in a remote cabin, five days as my obedient, shackled slave, and the past few days have been blissful. Not for a single second have the collar or shackles been removed, and though Mel plays at struggling against them, I know that she enjoys every second.

“Mmmmmhmmm …” Her legs begin shaking. She is close. Close to the orgasm that I have denied her for three days now. She opens her eyes; they beg me for release, but part of her knows that this will not happen. The moan turns into a frustrated groan when I remove my hand.

I take a step back, watching in amusement as her chained hands desperately try to reach her clit, even though she knows it is not possible. “Pitiful,” I say with a grin. A bird chirps nearby, seemingly to agree with me. The moment is perfect, and I make sure to etch it into my long-term memory for eternal safekeeping. The sun is shining, there is no one but us around, and I have my old bully shackled and naked in front of me, willing to obey my every command. I tell myself that it no longer is about revenge, that we are long past that. It is all about pleasure now, mine and hers.

Unfortunately for Mel, however, my pleasure is often dependent on her suffering.

“Let’s move on,” I say and pull her down the path toward the cabin. We have walked for hours; the pace is slow due to Mel’s restraints, but the sound of her chains makes every second a joy. I am wearing a pair of short shorts, a tank top, and proper hiking boots, making the trek easy and pleasant for me, but even though I have graciously allowed Mel to wear her black Converse sneakers, she is huffing and groaning with every step, struggling to keep up with me.

She should be more grateful, I think to myself and chuckle as I look at her. I could’ve forced her to do the trek barefoot.

The cabin soon comes into view through the trees. It exudes rustic charm and blends seamlessly with its natural surroundings. The structure is built from sturdy, weathered logs, but despite this, it is obvious that this is an expensive home. At first glance, the logs make it come off as old, but when you get closer, the modern windows and doors hint at the modern interior. A stone pathway leads from the porch to a small, private dock on the lake, where a large, luxurious boat is tied up.

Thank you, Gwen, I think to myself as we climb the wooden stairs to the porch. I could have never known that a casual conversation with Gwen and her slave Harper at a BDSM club would lead to me borrowing one of Gwen’s many properties without charge. Mel was dumbstruck when we first got here, but so far, she has not gotten to enjoy many of the cabin’s luxuries.

“That was a wonderful walk,” I say and lock Mel’s collar chain to the chunky steel ring bolted to the porch. I remove her gag and wipe away the long strand of drool connecting her lips to the rubber ball. “Don’t you agree?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Mel says and coughs. “Please … please, Mistress, can I get out of these restraints? Every part of my body is hurting.”

I shake my head. “No. These stay on until the evening.” I pull her in closer and plant a kiss on her trembling lips. She kisses me back. It is a fairly new thing; none of us have tried to define our relationship as anything other than that of a mistress and slave, but I can no longer deny the affection I am feeling for Mel, and I sense that it is mutual. Would she stay if I released her? I do not know, and I am afraid to find out. Keeping her in chains is easier. “Enjoy the view for a bit while you get something to eat.”

I pour a can of ready-made meatloaf into a bowl. Mel groans when she sees the unappealing meal, but she does not protest. Not anymore. A few severe canings can make any slave appreciate eating from a bowl on the floor, I think as I watch her dig in. She is on her knees, bent over the bowl, wincing whenever she swallows due to the tight collar. She drinks from the large wooden bucket nearby that I filled with water earlier today. The toned, tattooed body looks amazing, enhanced by the wide steel restraints, and I can feel my control slipping. I want her. Badly.

She does not notice me leaving.

She does not look up when I return.

But she does notice when the giant, lubricated strapon I went inside to get rubs against the edge of her pussy. She looks back at me. Her eyes are shimmering with lust and a hint of fear. None of us speak. Instead, she raises her ass, inviting me in before she presses her forehead against the porch in anticipation.

“Oooh … fuuuuck,” she mutters as the gigantic dildo penetrates her. She clenches her hands into fists and presses against the strapon. She knows that I will not allow her to come, but she cannot resist it. Any scrap of pleasure she can milk from the experience is like a drop of water to her thirsting body. I hold on to her steel belt as I press in deeper and deeper until the dildo can go no further.

Her breathing accelerates. The rattle of the chains creates a gentle rhythm along with my slow movements. This is teasing, torture even, not an actual fucking, and I revel in the control I have over Mel’s strong body. I grab hold of her hair, the hair that she has continued to grow since she became my slave. There is now enough of it for me to properly grab, and I take advantage of it to yank her head back.

“Aaah,” she screams as the movement causes her tight collar to press even harder against her throat. She struggles, but the restraints leave her no room to wriggle, and she can do nothing to prevent me from dunking her head into the bucket of water. Whenever I let her up to breathe, she begs me to stop, but I know her now. I know what her begging means. Mel relishes the powerlessness, and begging me amplifies it. Whenever I go too far for her, and it still happens on occasion, her voice changes, but the voice pleading for release belongs to my submissive. My slave.

“Pl… please stop!” she sputters, every syllable laden with desire. “I can’t …”

I push her head under the water again before pulling the dildo out of her soaking-wet pussy. I push it inside her exposed, tight asshole, grinning as I hear her muted screams under the water. Every muscle in her body tightens, and I have to focus on every signal from her body to avoid pushing her over the edge. It would not be the first time Mel has come from being fucked in the ass.

“Haaaaahh!” Mel gasps for air when I pull her out of the water and removes the rubber cock from her asshole. I leave her lying on the porch for a bit, sputtering and whimpering, once again left on the edge of the orgasm she so desperately craves. Part of me wants to hug her, to tell her she did well, but I decide against it and instead go inside the cabin to take a warm bath. 

Later that day, as the sun begins to set, I once again join Mel on the porch. She has been alone for hours now, and she is slumped against the wall with her eyes closed.

“Mistress …” she says with a smile when I approach. She opens her eyes. “What … what do I need to do to be allowed to come? I’ll do anything.” There is a playfulness in her voice, but also something else that turns me on like nothing else.

True submission.

I crouch in front of her. “I’ve spent some time perusing our hostess’ impressive collection. I think I’ve found something you’ll like. Maybe I’ll even let you come before I put you in the cage for the night.”

The smile dims. “Please, Asp… Mistress. Not the cage again.”

I resist the urge to slap her. “If you behave, I might allow you to sleep in one of the cells in the basement tomorrow.”

She does not answer, she just pouts. I unlock her collar from the porch and pull her inside the cozy interior of the cabin, where plush chairs and leather couches tempt with their softness. Mel lets out an exaggerated sigh when we continue past them, toward a door at the end of the living room, leading to the cabin’s basement. Normally, one would expect to find wine racks or something similar, but Gwen had different priorities when she had this cabin built. The basement is small, but it still manages to hold a nice selection of cages and pillories, as well as two small cells with steel-barred doors. But it is the delightful contraption in the middle that draws my attention. It looks like a smaller version of the vaulting horse I dreaded in gym class, clad in black leather. Protruding from the middle of it are two dildos, one slightly smaller than the other.

A fucking machine.

“What the fuck is that?” Mel exclaims, staring at the device with a terrified expression. “Are you …?” She looks at me and sighs. “Fine …”

I smile, amused at Mel’s bratty side that still occasionally surfaces. I remove the chain connecting her ankle shackles and lube up the two dildos before lowering Mel onto the device. She moans loudly as the two dildos enter her pussy and asshole, and a hint of a smile nestles on her red-cheeked face. She kneels astride the machine, and I lock her ankle shackles to anchor points on the floor, preventing her from standing up. I tether her steel belt to the device as well, just to be sure.

“How does it feel?” I ask and take a step back.

“It’s … intense,” Mel says, moving a bit in her seat to feel the dildos inside her. She looks up at the chain hanging from the ceiling above her. “Please, Mistress … can you lock my collar to the chain?”

A warm sensation spreads from my loins and throughout my body. “You … you want me to make it more uncomfortable?”

She nods. “I want to choke, Mistress. Just a little.”

How can I say no to that? I oblige my willing slave, forcing her to sit up straight to still be able to breathe. Her body is tense, rigid, unable to move. I feel a tinge of jealousy at the sight; I would love to be in her position right now, but I love tormenting Mel even more.

“I’m going to let this machine fuck you, slave,” I tell her. “And I’m going to let you come.”

Her eyes light up. “Oh, thank you, Mistress!” Her smile and gratitude are so sincere, so pure, that it almost causes me to change my plans. “Thank you so much!”

I press a rubber bit-gag in between her teeth and tighten it behind her head. I push her hair aside and caress her cheek as I press the remote and turn on the dildos that begin to move inside her. Her eyes roll back with pure joy as her pussy and ass are fucked. Her entire body trembles and only a few whimpers join the moans when I find a leather flogger and begin pummeling her breasts. The pain joins the flood of sensations, but the machine is still going too slow for her to achieve orgasm.

“Do you want me to turn it up?” I ask after a while.

She nods, her face glistening with sweat. “P… pwhhheasee …” she tries, her words muffled and distorted by the gag.

I increase the intensity. Half strength. Her moans increase in volume and the whimpers turn into screams of pain and pleasure when I exchange the flogger for a thick cane. It takes less than a minute before she starts shaking.

She is close. The experience has pulled her away from this reality, left her in a blissful, orgasmic state of intense pleasure. In a moment, she will explode in a scream of pure lust.

I turn the fucking machine to its highest setting.

Then I lean in and whisper those cruel words in her ear, the words that make my body electric with sadistic glee.

“See you in a few hours.”

I hear her intense scream when I walk up the stairs, leaving her behind in the dark basement. It is a violent, blissful release from the frustration that has built within her for days, but there is terror there as well. I smile and lock the door behind me before nestling into the comfortable sofa and turning the gigantic television to the custom channel that shows me a lovely video feed of Mel’s experiences in the basement.

Best holiday ever, I think to myself and grab a handful of nuts from the bowl on the table. I watch as the fucking machine turns from a tool of pleasure into a tool of torture, causing Mel to scream and thrash, unable to escape her bonds. When she’s been put in her cage for the night, I’ll have to try that machine for myself.


Chapter 2

Melody

Professor Layton smiles and nods approvingly. “Very good, Melody, that’s an elegant solution you’ve come up with!” He studies my model from all angles once more, unable to wipe the smile from his face. “I can’t believe how far you’ve come in less than a year. Great job.”

“Thank you, Professor,” I say with a child-like grin. I am not used to praise, especially not from teachers. “I’ve … been working hard.” Aspen whips me if I get too relaxed about my studies. Part of me is almost tempted to tell the aging professor that I built the model while collared to the wall of Aspen’s house, receiving electric shocks to my nipples and pussy whenever I took a break. I do not think Aspen’s approach to motivating students will catch on, but I cannot argue with her results.

I find my phone in my purse and text Aspen immediately, pausing for a moment to ponder why the first person I want to tell about my academic achievements is my mistress and not any of my friends.

Is she my friend? The question lingers for a bit, scratching at the door in the back of my mind that I have refused to open. Is she … more?

The phone buzzes, showing a text message with a plethora of hearts and the promise of a reward for my hard work. I put the building I designed away at the back of the classroom for now and begin gathering my things.

“Melody, isn’t it?”

I look up at the voice. “Huh?”

A handsome man stands in front of me. Peter. The mandatory hot guy in class. He puts his fingers through his thick hair and nods at my project. “That thing is amazing. I could’ve never come up with a solution like that.”

“Thanks,” I say. I do not recall anyone from this class ever having approached me before. “And it’s just ‘Mel’.”

“Mel it is.” He smiles. “I’m Peter. A few of us are going to get a drink to celebrate having survived this project, do you want to join us?”

I tilt my head to the side and study the annoyingly good-looking man in front of me. “Why now? You guys haven’t spoken to me all year.”

Peter grins. “To be honest, you haven’t come off as very … approachable.”

“Can’t argue with that. What changed?”

“Well …” He looks me up and down. “You did? You smile a lot more, you stopped dressing … how can I say it …”

“Like an aggressive tomboy?” I should be insulted, but it is refreshing to talk to someone who is not Aspen for a change. “Yeah, I’ve gone through a few … changes.” I catch a glimpse of my reflection in the window. My tattoos are barely visible under the long-sleeved, dark blue dress, and my hair now reaches my shoulders. I look … normal. Feminine, even. I am still not sure I am comfortable in my new skin, but watching the smile on Aspen’s face when I dress like this makes it all worth it.

Aspen’s smile …

“So … you in?” Peter looks over his shoulder at his friends. “If you’re busy, maybe you and I can grab a cup of coffee some other time?”

A year ago, I would have jumped at the opportunity to get with a guy like Peter. I have always enjoyed ruining the handsome ones who wanted to rebel against their upper-class parents by bringing home a tattooed, angry chick for dinner once or twice before dropping the doomed rebellion. But not anymore.

“Sorry, Peter, I’m … not available.” I push my hair behind my ears and smile at him. “You guys have fun.”

“No worries,” he says and winks at me before leaving. I sit down and ponder what just happened, what drove me to reject a handsome man like Peter.

I do not mention my thoughts to Aspen; I am afraid that it could change our dynamic, which has found a nice rhythm. Our relationship is that of mistress and slave, and even if we walk together in public and I am unrestrained, she is in charge. Besides, the restraints are never far away. I do truly feel like her pet sometimes, the way she orders me around yet treats me with affection. She has all but tossed out my old wardrobe and replaced it with skirts and dresses – I always hated clothes shopping, but adding a vibrator inside my pussy held in place by a chastity belt has changed that, and Aspen has handcuffed me and fingered me inside a changing room on more than one occasion.

“I’ve made plans for us tomorrow night,” Aspen says without looking up from her computer. Her slender fingers travel quickly across the keyboard as she writes her paper, and whenever she pauses to read what she has written, the fingers absent-mindedly begin combing through my hair. I am lying hogtied on her dining table, my hands and ankles connected by tight cuffs, and a narrow metal collar is connected to my ankles by a chain, ensuring that I cannot move without choking. There is a medium-sized puddle of drool underneath the large ballgag, but even though my shoulders are beginning to hurt, I do enjoy the position. It is humiliating, strenuous, and madly arousing. Every time Aspen’s fingers touch my hair, it sends a jolt of affection and lust through me.

“Mmmhmm?”

Aspen looks at me. “You enjoy being humiliated, don’t you, my slave?”

I nod as much as the restraints will allow. I do enjoy that, even though I cannot explain why.

“Well, you have something to look forward to, then,” Aspen says with a smile and kisses me on top of the red ballgag.

I struggle to focus during the following day’s classes. I know that there is an inventive sadist hidden behind Aspen’s unassuming, mousy exterior, and my loins throb with desire at the thought of what she might put me through. Though it has been several weeks since our cabin trip, the cruel punishments and hours spent in cramped cages still linger in my mind. I had screamed when the fucking machine pummeled my helpless pussy and asshole way past the point of pleasure, cried in my cramped cell or uncomfortable cage, yet I ache to do it all again. There were no expectations in the cage, no worries about grades, assignments, social pressure, nothing. It was just me, the chains, and time. A freedom in enslavement that I now yearn for whenever I am unbound.

I walk up the path to Aspen’s house, dwelling on the now-familiar surge of excitement and nervousness. I never know what awaits me when I enter, I never know if there is pain or pleasure in my immediate future.

It is usually a bit of both.

I ring the doorbell and step inside, kneeling on the floor as I usually do, placing my hands behind my head. Aspen soon appears in the doorway leading to the kitchen, and my heart skips a beat at the sight. Her perky breasts are barely hidden beneath a black leather corset, and the black leather pants fit her lovely legs like a glove. She looks confident and sexy, sending me a playful, somewhat sinister smile. Her ruby lipstick beckons and I resist the urge to jump to my feet and kiss her.

“My slave …” she whispers, barely audible.

The words give me goosebumps, triggering something inside me. My mind closes off parts of my personality, opening other doors, turning me into the true submissive I often become in Aspen’s presence.

“Mistress …”

She smiles and nods at my body. No more words are needed, and she stares ravenously at me as I slowly remove my clothes and fold them neatly. Seconds later, Aspen locks a pair of hinged handcuffs onto my wrists, forcing my hands behind my back.

I am home. The sound of the ratchet lock gives me shivers, and I cannot help but smile as she leads me into the bedroom. I usually have to endure harsh punishments or strenuous bondage positions for hours before I end up in the bedroom, and my pussy tingles at the thought of what might happen next. The voice in the back of my mind keeps reminding me that Aspen promised me humiliation, but whenever I enter her bedroom, all rational thought becomes but a whisper.

I see the heavy shackles and the shiny collar lying on her red silk sheets, but she does not lead me to the bed. Instead, she keeps hold of my arm and pulls me toward the foot of the bed, toward the wall. The paintings that usually adorn it are gone, replaced by a set of steel anchor points with shackles hanging from them. For a moment I wonder if the anchor points were always there, hidden behind the paintings, or if Aspen installed them for this occasion.

She’s probably going to whip me while I stand here as warm-up, I tell myself, but the words ring oddly hollow in my mind as she removes the handcuffs and locks me into the shackles, leaving me standing with my arms spread.

“Hmm …” Aspen cocks her head to the side and observes me for a bit before letting her hands run through my hair. “I love how long your hair has become.”

The fluttering heart in my chest causes my heart to beat faster. “Thank you, Mistress.” I smile. “So do I.”

“Good.” Her hand moves down across my face, grazing my bare neck. “You need a collar, don’t you agree?”

I nod. I love being collared. I stare at the collar on the bed, but Aspen walks past it and opens the closet that now houses an even larger collection of restraints than when I first visited her. She pulls out one of the heaviest she owns, one that always feels like pure, delightful torture to wear. The moment it closes around my neck it affects my breathing, and when she pushes a large ballgag into my mouth a moment later, the feeling becomes even more intense.

Fuck, this is hard, I think as she locks chunky steel shackles onto my ankles to finish off. My arms are stretched, the collar weighs on my clavicle, and drool is already dripping onto my breasts. As always, I both hate and love the chunky steel restraints holding me, love and hate that I am without control, without influence, without a say in anything that happens to me. Will Aspen stop if I get pushed too far and I scream into my gag, screaming no with my entire body? The doubt always lingers, even though I have rarely needed to.

Not that she has not pushed me. She has, on multiple occasions, but something inside me refuses to throw in the towel in most cases. I am not sure why – do I fear what would happen if she ignores my pleas? Do I fear that she will oblige and maybe never go as far again, even if I want her to?

Or am I simply so addicted to Aspen that I will endure anything to keep her in my life?

I do not have time to dwell on the last thought.

Is that … the doorbell?

Aspen’s face lights up in a smile. “Ah, right on time. I’ll be right back!”

Did she invite Gwen and Harper over? I am not opposed to the idea, but I have hoped to keep Aspen to myself for tonight.

What’s going on? It must have been ten minutes by now. It is not unlike Aspen to leave me chained like this for hours, but she usually informs me of it when that is the case.

“In here,” I hear Aspen’s voice saying right outside the bedroom, and soon, a young girl appears in the doorway. Her eyes widen when she sees me, and she stops in her tracks. I recognize her as Jenna, a girl from one of Aspen’s college classes. She is naked, her pale, voluptuous body trembling slightly. Her hands are handcuffed in front, and her fingers keep fiddling with the restraints.

“Jenna, meet Mel. My slave.”

Jenna does not speak and I am not able to. Her eyes flicker, nervously seeking Aspen, who smiles at her before looking at me.

“I caught Jenna looking at BDSM porn in the library and we got to talking,” Aspen says in a breezy tone and puts a hand on Jenna’s shoulder. “So I invited her over for a little session. You still up for it, Jenna?”

Jenna nods hesitantly and smiles. “Y… yes, Aspen, sorry. It’s all new to me, but … exciting. I’ve never been handcuffed before or …” She glances at Aspen’s body, and I notice that Jenna’s chest becomes flushed. “… been with a woman.”

Is Aspen going to … in front of me? I have a hard time figuring out how I feel about the whole situation. I certainly feel humiliated as I watch my mistress put the shackles and collar from the bed onto Jenna’s ankles and neck before gently helping the nervous girl onto the bed. She lays Jenna down with her head toward the foot of the bed, toward me, and Aspen makes sure to look up at me as she locks Jenna’s hands to a steel bar that is part of the bed frame. Jenna pulls at her restraints, and I notice that she is smiling.

Her first time in bondage … I understand how she feels. But it is not happiness that fills me. It is an unwelcome sense of dread.

“We’re all going to have a little fun tonight,” Aspen says. She is sitting astride Jenna’s quivering body, gently stroking the girl’s cheek. She looks at me. “I’m going to fuck Jenna. And you, my slave, you’re going to watch. But don’t worry. You’ll be part of it … in a way. See, Gwen lent me a brilliant device she’s had made.” Aspen gets off of the bed and opens a bag next to the door. She pulls out what looks like a normal ballgag, except it has a small switch on the front that she fiddles with before gagging Jenna. Next, Aspen pulls out two large steel dildos, larger than most of the ones she has made me endure, and lubricates them before pushing them inside my pussy and asshole. My body can barely accommodate them, and my entire body tenses up as they fill and stretch me, but they do feel good after a little while. Aspen ties a rope around my waist and between my legs to keep the dildos in place before attaching wires to the base of the dildos.

Is she going to shock me? I have some experience with electric shocks – and I am not a fan. The thought of having such massive dildos shock my pussy and ass terrifies me, and it is not helped when Aspen attaches painful steel clamps to my nipples and hooks them up to the same device as the dildos, a small black box with various dials.

“Perfect,” Aspen says with a grin. “See, the gag inside Jenna’s mouth has a microphone inside it. The more noise she makes, the more painful the shocks will be. Isn’t it great? Pleasure for one means pain for the other.”

Fuck …

Despite my predicament, I cannot help but be fascinated and mesmerized by Aspen. Since she became my mistress, she has grown in confidence, and she even seems taller and more fierce now. Her presence is radiant and intimidating.

She is so fucking hot I cannot stand it. I want her. I want her so badly, and a knot forms in my stomach as I watch her get in bed with another woman. The first innocent lick of Aspen’s tongue against Jenna’s nipple causes the inexperienced girl to moan, and a sharp pain explodes in my body as my genitals, ass, and nipples are shocked. The pain is excruciating, but my whimpers only seem to encourage Aspen. She looks up at me again and again, staring me in the eye as she explores Jenna’s innocent body, smiles as her cunning, experienced fingers reach Jenna’s pussy, causing even louder moans to crawl past the effective gag and more pain to ravage my body.

I cry. I scream. I am tormented by the shocks while Jenna is in heaven.

I should be loving it. It is humiliating, demeaning, and painful. Everything should be perfect, but even though the shocks do manage to arouse my shaking body, the tears streaming down my cheeks are not just from the pain.

Something feels off. Something feels wrong.

This is torture, I think to myself, a thought I have had many times before, but I would gladly endure even more pain than this to avoid watching the scene playing out in front of me: The sight of my mistress Aspen licking another girl to a violent climax, a climax that makes the dildos inside me cause me unspeakable pain.

Get … away … from my Aspen …

Aspen looks up at me as if she is reading my thoughts. She smiles at me from her place between Jenna’s legs.


Chapter 3

Aspen

Even though I am nearing the end of my education, the classes no longer grip me the way they did in the past. I am not having any issues keeping up, but my mind often wanders as I fill my notepad with graphic drawings of the bondage positions and sexual torture. I am constantly thinking about the next session, the next time I can get that jolt of adrenaline and arousal I get whenever I see Mel’s face contorted in a mix of ecstasy and pain. I have molded her into the perfect submissive, just as I set out to do, and I do not want to let her go, let her slip back into her old ways. The rude, crude tomboy is gone, replaced by a gorgeous, humble girl who turns heads when she walks through campus in her short, elegant dresses and high heels.

Maybe I should get Jenna involved again, I think to myself and look at the shy redhead sitting a few rows in front of me. We exchange smiles daily, but I have not felt any need to engage with her again apart from the occasional pleasantries. I know that she had a wonderful time and is looking for a mistress of her own now, but I do not wish to keep two permanent slaves at the same time.

I get an incoming video call on my phone and smile. I look around me; everyone is half asleep, I am sitting way in the back, and even the lecturer seems to be unaware that there are people in the room with him. I slowly slide my finger up under my skirt and accept the call to reveal the image of a bathroom down the hall. Mel stands in front of the camera with a smile. She strips naked and puts on a ballgag before handcuffing herself above her head to a pipe inside a tiny stall.

That’s my girl. Doing as she’s told.

She smiles at the camera and wriggles her perfect, round breasts at me. I stare at my watch and sigh. Ten more minutes. At least I know she is not going anywhere; the keys to the handcuffs are in my pocket, after all.

“That … was fun,” Mel says half an hour later as we walk across campus together. Her cheeks are flushed and have visible marks from the ballgag’s strap, and the handcuffs have left lovely grooves on her wrists as well. She looks amazing, and I have to stop myself from kissing her in public.

“It was,” I say and sigh with a smile. Despite the intense sex in the bathroom stall, my mind is still filled with inventive ways to push Mel even further. I have noticed that she walks closer to me now whenever we are together around college, a stark contrast to the first months were she refused to be seen anywhere near me. I feel like we are growing closer, but I have refrained from talking about my complex feelings toward my old bully. It is so much simpler to just stick to the dynamic where I am in charge and can do whatever I want with her lovely body.

We sit down at a café outside of campus and order two cups of coffee. We do not exchange many words, we just sit and watch the people walk by. The silence is pleasant – we both know that the afternoon and evening will be anything but quiet.

“Summer break is coming up,” I say after a while.

A flicker of a smile appears at the edge of Mel’s lips. “Yes?”

I move in my seat. What I am about to ask of her is a lot, maybe too much. “I … I found a place. Down south.” I fiddle with the handle on my coffee cup. “It’s like a prison. Made for one person. Proper cells, solitary … stuff like that.”

Mel nods hesitantly. I can tell that she is conflicted. “How long?”

“I’m thinking two weeks.” I meet her nervous gaze. “Just you and me.”

The words seem to calm her a bit. “You … you want to keep me in a jail cell for two weeks?” Mel leans back in her chair and lets one of her fingers trace the marks on her wrist. “That’s a lot, mist… Aspen.”

“You had a great time in the cabin, didn’t you?”

Mel smiles. “I did, but … that was five days.” She sighs. “I’ll do it if you want me to.”

“I do.” I can tell that she is uncomfortable, but part of me likes it. Part of me still wants to punish her for all the things she put me through, even if most people would argue that Mel has endured more pain and torture at my hands than was ever reasonable as punishment for her bullying. Maybe I just want to push her harder when I feel like she is getting too close to me, a voice sounds in the back of my mind, but I manage to close it down. I want Mel in a jail cell, at my mercy, far from everything else. And I am getting used to having things my way.

When we drive to the prison a few weeks later, my first impression is one of disappointment. Though the facility is delightfully remote, the approach is anything but impressive. It looks like a worn, derelict industrial building, nothing like the images that have haunted my fantasies ever since I found the website. We park in front of the large building and head toward the only door we can see.

“We’re staying here for two weeks?” Mel mutters while I open a large lockbox next to the door using the code I was sent. The lockbox opens to reveal a key for the door, an orange prison jumpsuit, and a set of handcuffs and leg irons. “I think I prefer the cabin.”

I try to hide my own disappointment behind a veneer of cold authority. “Don’t be snarky. Take your clothes off and put that jumpsuit on … prisoner.”

She sighs as she removes the light blue summer dress and the high-heeled boots. The jumpsuit is a perfect fit, managing to not look as baggy as I had feared, and Mel does not protest as I close the handcuffs around her slender wrists behind her back. She is used to it by now, after all. I tighten the leg irons around her ankles and push her inside, remembering a line from the website: We recommend storing your prisoner in the small cage in the first room while you take your time exploring the facility. The first room is small, but as promised, there is a small, upright cage in the corner. Mel pouts at me as I push her inside and lock the cage using the padlock hanging from it. I pocket the key and smile at her.

“Wait here. I’ll go inspect the facilities.”

I leave my handcuffed prisoner behind, and the moment I leave the small room, all my disappointment is washed away in an instant. I enter a narrow, dimly lit hallway with bare walls, except for huge block letters saying Cell Block 1. At the end of the hallway, I can see various cells waiting for me to explore them, but I choose to open the door labeled ‘Guard Quarters’ and is pleasantly surprised to find a well-furnished room with a comfortable bed, a few lockers, and a nice kitchen. The fridge is full of ready-made meals for the full stay, both for myself and Mel, and I find a prison guard uniform in one of the lockers.

“Better commit, Aspen,” I say to myself and put the uniform on. It is a nice fit, as are the heavy boots, and I can feel a surge of adrenaline as I strap the belt around my waist with a taser, truncheon, and several pairs of handcuffs dangling from it. I tie my long hair in a tight ponytail and exit the room.

The facility has everything. Normal-looking jail cells with barred windows and a toilet and sink, interrogation rooms with every piece of kit a sadistic jailer might want, dark cells for solitary confinement with no light and nothing but a bucket for relief, as well as a small yard out back with a tall fence for exercising.

“This’ll be fun,” I mutter as I stand in the yard and take a breath of fresh air. I don’t think I’ll be letting her out here.

At first, I do go easy on her. Mel spends a few days in the normal jail cell, and though she is handcuffed at all times, there is no torture involved, and we have sex on her uncomfortable bed countless times. But as the week goes on, something changes in my behavior. I am not sure if it is the surroundings, the uniform, the sight of Mel in a cell wearing an orange jumpsuit, or simply a defense mechanism after a few days of smiles and love-making. But I slowly become meaner, more sadistic – and yet Mel does not object to any of it. She has become so submissive by now that she never questions my commands or protests when I lock her in more and more strenuous positions.

I want to break her. The thought appears in my mind during the second week and refuse to let go. I have already turned Mel into a feminine, obedient submissive, but after putting her in solitary confinement, naked and shackled to the wall without any contact for two days, I want to take it as far as I can. I have spent the two days in the guard room, apart from a few delightful self-bondage experiences in the jail cell where I have cuffed myself and masturbated, and somehow, the isolation has brought all the memories of Mel’s bullying back to the forefront of my mind.

I want to hurt her.

I want to humiliate her.

I want to punish her.

My body sizzles with excitement as I open the heavy steel door to the dark cell. The light from the corridor illuminates the tiny, unpleasant cell. Mel is lying on the cold, concrete floor and shields her eyes from the light. Her body is bruised from the whipping a few days earlier, she is dirty, and yet there is a flicker of pure affection as she adjusts to the light and looks at me. Her hands are locked in heavy shackles, the brutal collar around her neck is connected to the wall by a long chain, and her ankles are weighed down by similarly cruel restraints.

“M… mistress,” she whispers, barely audible. She forces a smile. “Pl… please … can I come out of this cell now?”

I respond by slapping her hard on the cheek. “Shut up. You stink, prisoner.” I grab hold of her hair and yank her head back. “Are you thirsty, you worthless cunt?” The words are cold and cruel, far removed from the person I usually am, but the sadistic part of me has all but taken over.

She nods. Her lips are dry, her eyes red from crying.

“Lie down on your back and open your mouth.”

I remove my pants and squat over her face. I have never done anything like this before, but it seems fitting considering the surroundings. I feel confident and powerful as I watch my piss hit Mel’s mouth and face, drenching her, humiliating her even further.

“What do you say to that?” I ask after finishing.

“Th… thank you, Mistress.” Her voice is coarse and hurt. She is but a shadow of who she once was, and part of me relishes the fact that I got her to this point. I unlock her collar from the chain and drag her out of the cell and into the torture room next door. She is too weak and tired to protest, but I can see the tears begin forming in the corner of her eye as I lock her shackles to a chain in the ceiling and use a winch to raise her until her feet no longer touch the ground. The frail voice in the back of my mind, the rational part of me, begs me to stop, tells me that hanging like that hurts and can be dangerous, but I am drunk on power. Mel whimpers as she hangs there, struggling to take the weight off her wrists by holding onto the chain, but when I start pummeling her body with strikes from a thick cane, she soon dangles from her wrists as the screams tear through her body. I have never endured punishment on this level myself, yet Mel does not ask me to stop. Even the screams soon evaporate, and only her teary eyes staring at me tell me that she is still conscious.

When my arm becomes too sore to continue, I finally lower her onto the floor and watch my old bully collapse to her knees.

“Did you deserve that punishment?” I ask her, expecting her to say yes as she always does.

She does not answer. Mel just stares at the floor, unable to lift her shackled arms.

“Answer me, slave! Did you …”

“Yes!” She looks up at me. Tears stream from her eyes, her lips shake, and for the first time, I see Mel truly broken. There is no act, no rebellion, no defense. “Please, Mistress … do whatever you want to me. Beat me, whip me, torture me … I’ll endure any punishment, any pain, just … just …” The words struggle to cross her trembling lips.

A knot forms in my stomach. I kneel in front of her and take her hands in mine. “Just what, Mel?”

“Just … don’t fuck anyone else, please?” She sobs and lies her head on my shoulder. “I beg you … don’t fuck anyone else. It’s all I’ve been able to think of in the darkness. I can’t take it. Can’t it just be you and me?”

It is as if Mel’s words cause a fog to lift from my eyes. I finally see what I have put her through, how far I have driven her, and a crushing sense of guilt weighs on my heart. I hug her, kiss her hair, and let my hands run up and down her cold, bruised back.

“I’m so sorry, Mel,” I whisper. “I’m so sorry. I promise I’ll never do something like that again. I’ll make it up to you, I’ll release you, we can go home and …”

“No, don’t …” Mel pulls back and smiles at me while wiping her eyes. “I want to be your slave, Aspen, it’s all I want now. But I … I also want you, do you understand? I want to share this with you, but only you.”

I kiss her softly on her lips. “That sounds good to me.”


Chapter 4

Melody

Ilean back on the bench and close my eyes. The sound of the waves and the countless people out enjoying the beautiful day is like wonderful background music, and the smile that has barely left my lips since we arrived at our hotel widens just a bit. I take another bite of my ice cream and sigh.

“This place is wonderful,” I say and squeeze Aspen’s hand.

Her soft hand squeezes mine back. “It is. People tend to stare a lot, though.”

I chuckle. “Maybe they’re not used to seeing lesbian couples?”

“Maybe.” Aspen lays her head on my shoulder. “Or maybe it’s the handcuffs.”

I open my eyes and blow a kiss to the old couple walking by, staring at us with a mix of surprise and disgust. “That might be it.” Ever since our trip to the prison facility a month ago, Aspen and I have grown ever closer, to the point where we now kiss in public and call each other girlfriend. But it is no normal relationship. I look down at the long-chained Darby handcuffs connecting our wrists. The key is back in the hotel room, but we are in no hurry to get back. “This has to be the weirdest relationship I’ve ever been in.”

“Is that a bad thing?” Aspen asks and steals a taste of my ice cream.

“Fuck no.” I fiddle with the chain for a bit as the words that have brewed in my head for so long finally find their way across my lips. “Aspen, I … I’m sorry for what I put you through. The bullying and … stuff.”

She looks at me and smiles. “Thank you. That … means a lot. And I’m sorry too. I got carried away with punishing you for it.”

“Call it even?”

“Deal.” She kisses me, softly at first, but her tongue soon finds its way inside my mouth. “I …” She takes a deep breath. I know what is coming, I have been ready for it the whole trip. “I love you, Mel.”

My heart explodes in a firework of emotions. “I love you, too.”

The weirdest relationship ever. There is no doubt in my mind that it is true, but I would have it no other way. Even though we have cleared the air and professed our love, my relationship with Aspen is by no means one of equals, at least not in the traditional sense. I am her slave. She is my mistress. That has not changed, even if she is often chained along with me. I tear myself away from the movie playing on the large TV-screen in the hotel room and look up at my mistress. She smiles at me, and I feel a pleasant warmth spread in my body as she caresses my cheek with her cuffed hands. We are always cuffed when we watch TV, but as usual, my place is on the floor, kneeling next to her. I rest my head on her thigh and let out a sigh as she runs her fingers through my hair. Weird and perfect.

“I think we’ll go to bed early tonight,” Aspen says, smiling the way that usually promises me either pain or pleasure, often both. She looks down at me. “Come with me, my slave.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

We enter the gorgeous bedroom with huge windows overlooking the sea. Though I still get to sleep on the floor or in a cage when we are not on holiday, I appreciate the fact that Aspen allows me to sleep in a proper bed more often now. She takes my hands in hers and pulls me close for a kiss. Our handcuffs scrape against each other as our tongues intertwine, but before long, the handcuffs are removed, and we are soon naked, hugging and groping like the infatuated lovers we are. 

“You belong to me, Mel,” Aspen whispers, her warm breath on my ear causing every cell in my body to quiver. “Forever.”

“Forever,” I repeat.

“Wait here.” Aspen walks over to her suitcase, the one that contains a plethora of pleasurable toys. The sunlight causes her naked, lovely body to glow as she leans down and digs out a pair of matching steel collars and a heavy chain. She locks the chain to each of the collars and returns to me with a huge smile on her face. “I want us to be collared together. All night.” She chuckles. “It might be symbolic, but I don’t give a fuck. I just think it’d be hot.”

I agree. I bite my lower lip as I watch Aspen lock the collar onto her neck before doing the same to me. It is not the first time we have both been chained for sex, but this feels more intimate, more intense. Soon, we are both handcuffed in front again.

“There,” Aspen says as she puts the keys into a small lockbox with a timer. “The keys won’t be available until noon tomorrow.”

Perfect. We stand there for a bit, looking at each other. We both laugh at the absurdity of the situation, but the light mood soon turns red hot when Aspen grabs hold of the chain and pulls me in for a kiss. The feel of cold steel around my neck makes her kiss and her touch feel fantastic, like small bubbles of pure joy and arousal prickling on my skin. The handcuffs limit our movements, force our creativity, and I cannot help but pull against them to feel the helplessness of the steel digging into my flesh. We may both be in chains, but Aspen directs the pantomime with small tugs of the chain. She pulls me toward the bed and lays me down on my stomach. Her tongue travels down my spine, and I shudder as the heavy, cold chain lands on my naked skin. I stretch my cuffed hands out above my head and grab hold of the edge of the bed, biting the inside of my arm when Aspen reaches my buttocks and begins spanking me. It is soft and playful, but I know my mistress; soon, the open palm slaps increase in force, and since I first became her slave, Aspen has become increasingly proficient at finding just the right spots to hit. I let out a whelp of pain and desire as the burning sensation increases, especially when the edge of her handcuffs occasionally graze my skin.

Then she pauses. One of her hands grabs the chain connecting our collars and begins pulling it. Tighter. Tighter. I am forced to raise my head off the mattress as the choking sensation drives me further into subspace and her other hand moves down between my legs.

Shit, that is hot. The steel presses hard against my throat, causing a lustful smile to appear on my lips. I have become such a slut for pain, humiliation, and torment. No part of me fights it anymore. I moan loudly when Aspen’s fingers reach my labia, teasingly grazing them, toying with me. She cuffs and collars herself because it turns us both on, not because it makes her relinquish any control. She is in charge.

She owns me.

One finger slips inside. I am already wet, soaking wet, and even though my pussy has gotten used to some massive dildos by now, it embraces the visitor. Aspen continues to pull at my collar chain as more fingers find their way inside me, causing the handcuff edges to dig into my buttocks. Her fingers slide in and out of me, faster and faster, with more and more force. My vision blurs a bit as my breathing becomes more labored, and for a moment, I wonder if I am going to pass out from asphyxiation or pure arousal first.

“I love how wet you are, my lovely slave,” Aspen says behind me before pressing her entire fist inside my pussy. I scream in surprise, she has never done it before, and I wonder if my pussy can take it. It is stretched to its breaking point, but the pain that follows turns me on to an extreme extent.

“C… can I come?” I whimper, overwhelmed by the experience.

“No. We’re not done.”

“Fuuuuuck …” My muscles begin to shake to keep the orgasm at bay, but the restricted breathing does not give them much to draw from. I am so close. Fuck, fuck, fuck …

Aspen removes her fist. I cry out with both relief and frustration; my body aches for the orgasm, but I have been conditioned to obey Aspen’s commands, and I do not wish to endure the punishment that would follow if I came early.

Aspen loosens her hold of the chain and crawls up onto my back. She leans down over me until her mouth is right next to my ear. “I want you to fuck me, Mel. I want you, my slave, to fuck me. Hard.”

Before I can answer, she grabs a strapon from the bedside table. I know it well, I have been on the receiving end many times, but the look in her eyes tells me that we are about to try something new.

“Lie on your back,” she says.

I am still trembling when I roll over. Our eyes meet, and we smile lovingly at each other while Aspen gently slides the dildo on the inside of the strapon inside my wet, aching pussy. She tightens the strap around my hips. The thick chain still connects our collars, connects our souls, and Aspen pulls it to get me onto my knees.

“Fuck me.” The words hang in the air while Aspen gets down on all fours, seductively wriggling her perfect ass at me.

Don’t mind if I do. My cuffed hands hold the giant dildo, gently pushing it against the outside of her pussy before pressing it inside. I feel a rush of joy at the sound of my mistress’ moans, encouraging me to go deep. I push until I can go no further, resting my hands on buttocks. I dare to take hold of the chain lying on Aspen’s back, pulling it slightly to asphyxiate her, and no protests leave her quivering lips.

Oh, I like this. I begin fucking her. Hard. I ram the large cock hard inside her again and again, pulling the chain harder and harder. Aspen screams with lust, ordering me to go even faster. Even now, even in this position, she is still the one in control. But it feels right. Pure. Ecstatic.

She looks back at me after a while. Her smile is brimming with lust and love, and with nothing but a slight nod of her head, I understand what she wants.

I pull out of her and lie down on my back, raising my cuffed hands above my head. Aspen appears above me, slowly lowering herself onto the soaked dildo without losing eye contact. Every cell in my body belongs to her, and I am mesmerized by her beauty and power as she rides the dildo. She pulls my nipples and chokes me by pulling the chain, all while she drives herself into a loud, screaming orgasm. The other dildo moves inside me, pleasuring me along with her movements, but she soon stops and collapses forward with a smile, the dildo still warm in her pussy’s embrace.

“Fuck yeah,” she whispers and kisses my cheek. She slides off the dildo and lies down next to me. She looks at me with a smile. “Do you want me to finish you off, slave?”

I shake my head no and swim in the lust and affection warming my body. “There’ll be plenty of time for that.” I rattle my handcuffs. “The night is still young.”

THE END
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Descent into Slavery

A shy young girl is introduced to a world of pain, submission, and unbelievable pleasure by an older, dominant woman – and loves every second of it. A series of 9 stories.

The Master’s Prisoner Slaves

When Abby is sent to prison to serve her unjust sentence, she has no idea that the prison hides countless secrets. A series of 8 stories.

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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