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Chapter 1

Aspen

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ah, so kickboxing?”

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

What I need.

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

Which is fine. I am not here to chat.

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

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

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

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

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

“Was it too much?” she asks.

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

“And yet you seem distracted?”

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

“Why?” The woman smiles.

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

“What?”

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re horrible.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2

Melody

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

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

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

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

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

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

But I have nothing to be proud of.

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

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

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

“Time for some fresh air.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It is absurd.

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

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

“Why me? You hate me.”

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

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

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

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

“Which is?”

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

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

“Wait … what? You do?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Wow …”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes … Mistress.”

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

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

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

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

I … moan?

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

“Did you like that, slave?”

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

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

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

“Don’t you … I … FUCK!”

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

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

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

“Do you want me to stop, slave?”

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

“No … Mistress.”

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

Why am I enjoying this so much?

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

And I have no idea how to feel.

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

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

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

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

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

“Now … now what?”

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

“What, just like that?”

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 3

Aspen

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You came back, slave,” I say.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Do you like your new collar, slave?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mel shudders at my touch. “N… no.”

“You’re going to.”

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

This will be fun.

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

Pleasure can be just as efficient.

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

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

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

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

“Mmmmph …”

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

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

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

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

Good. This is how it begins.

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

I pull my fingers out.

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

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

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

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

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

You will beg, my slave.

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

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

“Louder.”

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 4

Mel

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

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

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

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

I have never come so hard, either.

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

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

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

I like it, though.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What?” I clear my throat. “N… no?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Exactly. And it has an extra function.”

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

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

She’s insane! “Aspen, I can’t …”

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

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

I love it.

I hate it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She nods. “Of course.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fuck you, Aspen.

***

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

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

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

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

“Follow me. On all fours.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Mistress, this is hard, I …”

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

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

“I’ll see you in thirty minutes.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Mistress … what are you doing?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Mmm … that feels good, Mistress.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Now.”

“AAAAAAAAH!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Aspen gets up and stands at the foot of the bed. She looks taller and more imposing than usual. She finds a small key and unlocks her handcuffs. “First, I’m dragging you to my basement and chaining you there for the night. No comfortable beds for you this time. Tomorrow … you’ll just have to wait and see.” Her smile darkens, and I feel a pleasant chill run down my smile. “Your journey into slavery has only just begun.”
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Chapter 5

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 6

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 7

Aspen

I have 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 8

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.
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Chapter 9

Aspen

I take 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 10

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 11

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 12

Melody

I lean 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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