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Tessa’s Key

"Are you ready for the inspection?" Tessa asked.

Julie stood there. Technically, she wore red sneakers, jeans, and a dark gray T-shirt. She had her hair tied back into a ponytail, and she stood there with her arms crossed behind her back. Her pants were a little bit looser than she normally picked, but that was a requirement for Julie, especially since she didn't have on simple and sleek panties underneath the denim. Instead, she wore metal.

She hated it.

Even as she stood there, she kept her expression neutral. She stared forward, and she had her arms pulled tight behind her back, her wrists crossed. In that moment, she wasn't shackled. Perhaps that would have made it easier. Even now, some part of Julie tensed before the relaxation that came from being bound and helpless. It was an absurd impulse, of course. It was one that sent little sparks of rage shooting through her veins, all because of the young woman in front of her.

Tessa.

Tessa was supposed to be her bratty roommate, the aggressive and obnoxiously confident and charismatic girl who had all of these friends. As far as Julie was concerned, Tessa was basically a mean girl. Even though they were both adults, Tessa still carried herself with the cruel overconfidence of a high school cheerleader. With a sneer or a roll of her eyes, she knew how to cut down those around her. Both women and men were intimidated by her. Maybe it was the shape of her face, the contours of her body, or simply the way she carried herself. Deep down, Julie suspected it was a combination of all three elements. Then again, there could have been more. Maybe it was the tone of her voice, the way she picked out words, or the ease with which she seemed to stare through other people.

With Julie, Tessa hardly had to try anymore. After all, Julie was in the process of being trained. Julie didn't want to think about that. She didn't want to acknowledge it, but she didn't know how to push that truth aside either. She couldn't bury it, burn it, or even run away from it, not while she wore that singular piece of equipment between her legs.

"Yes, Mistress," Julie said. He practically growled out the words. "I'm ready for the inspection." Every word came out late and clipped.

"Good," Tessa said as she strode forward. Walking past Julie, Tessa casually reached out and brushed her fingers along her face and down her neck. Then she brushed her knuckles over Julie's back before giving her ass a squeeze.

Tensing, the slave girl itched to call out some sharp rebuke. It should have been so easy to snarl back at the girl, but Julie also understood what the consequences would be if she messed up.

Tessa began to wander around the apartment. She sauntered into the living room first. She leaned down, and she casually traced the tip of her pinky along the glass surface of the coffee table. Casually, she raised her hand and held up her fingertip. "Acceptable," she said. She walked over to the couch. Then she glanced down at the corner of the carpet.

"Acceptable," she said again.

Watching, Julie stood there with her hands still crossed behind her back. Although her wrists burned, this young woman felt as though she couldn't move. Worse, she resented that combination of hope and fear pumping through her stomach. It flared into the rest of her body. Anxiety coursed along her limbs, and all the way to the tips of her toes and fingertips. Energy seemed to sparkle on the back of her neck, all because Julie understood what could happen if she had messed this up.

On some level, Julie also understood that she could take that opportunity to be obedient and deferential. She could have followed after Tessa like some eager little puppy dog, yapping for attention, and for the chance to impress this young woman.

If Julie did that, she knew exactly what she would be giving up. She understood how she would be surrendering more than just her dignity.

"How long did you work on everything?"

"I'm not sure,, Mistress," Julie said. "A couple of hours?"

"From now on, you will keep a record. I want you to keep a diary dedicated to your enslavement."

"What?"

"Yeah," Tessa said, glancing over her shoulder as she walked toward the dining table. Again, she ran her fingers along the surface. Tessa had been careful to wipe down and polish the faux, wooden surface. "This way, you can reflect on your training."

"You're joking," Julie said. She blurted out the words. She couldn't help it. But then, she tried to say, "I'm sorry, Mistress. I didn't mean that."

Too late. Tessa had stopped. Slowly, she glanced over her shoulder again. Then she turned around altogether, and she slipped back toward Julie. She moved with serpentine grace, striding forward with one quick and easy step after another. Compared to Julie, Tessa moved like a ballerina. And suddenly she was right there in front of her slave. "Julie, what kind of tone did you just use with me?"

"It was an inappropriate tone,, Mistress. I'm sorry," she said.

"Are you? Are you really?"

Julie gulped. She couldn't help it. Again, she resented that flash of fear. She wasn't supposed to feel like some middle school or high school girl. She wasn’t supposed to worry about what the most popular girl thought! When Julie had first met Tessa, she had known that this girl was beautiful. Even so, Julie had thought she could handle it. Of course, the two girls had never really gotten along. Then again, Julie had also promised herself that she could handle this. As long as this other girl paid her half of the rent and utilities, everything would be fine. Only then, Tessa had discovered Julie at her most vulnerable moment. She had found her, but she was tied up and enjoying what was supposed to be a private moment of indulgence and fantasy.

"Yes…" Julie said, yet even as she spoke, her tone hardened. She couldn't help it.

"Julie, Julie, Julie," Tessa said with a slow shake of her head. "I don't think you really mean what you're saying to me. I think you're confused. I think, deep down, you want to believe that you're my equal."

"I can't be your equal," Julie said quickly. "Mistress, I'm locked in a chastity belt." Even as she uttered those words, she could sense the weight and tension of stainless steel beneath her pants. Unconsciously, Julie reached down, and she brushed her fingers along her hip. She traced the pad of her thumb all the way to that spot just beneath the small of her back. That was the belt.

The chastity belt.

Worse than that, she could still feel the contours of the built-in dildo. She sensed it wherever she went; whether she was in bed, showering, or just walking around, there was that constant pressure, the gliding sensations. Again, Julie tried so hard to block out those sensations, only she couldn't really do it. She couldn't deny the impulses lodged right there between her legs and along her most sensitive spot. Still, it wasn't enough!

It wasn't enough to get her off. Instead, she gulped, and she hoped she had just said enough.

She hadn't. It wasn't good enough to satisfy Tessa.

This girl was supposed to be Julie's roommate. Even if they didn't get along, that should have been fine. All told, there were roommates all over the world who didn't really like one another. Only now, Tessa owned this girl. Julie didn't like to think about it. She didn't want to believe it, yet she constantly came back to the chastity belt.

More than that, she came back to her own desires.

"No, you can't. Then maybe you need a quick little reminder. Maybe you need a reminder of your inferior status. Because deep down, you know that you're just a slut and a slave, don't you?"

Julie opened her mouth to answer, only then Tessa took out the controller. Julie recognized that small tool instantly. Her breath caught in her throat, and she brought her hands up. She was begging, her knuckles held together as she started to cry out, "No. Please. Please, don't! Please, not that!"

Tessa flashed a wide grin that revealed at the edges of her teeth.

Casually, like it meant nothing to her, Tessa hit the button. All at once, the dildo built into the chastity belt activated. Mechanical thrumming vibrated between her legs, making Julie squirm. She fell to her knees, yet she kept wiggling her hips. Hot humiliation washed over her. She couldn't help it.

Distantly, she could hear Tessa laughing before she said, "You look like such a slut right now. I mean, you want to touch yourself so badly, don't you? I bet you would be willing to do anything for the chance to get off!"

"Please, Mistress! Please, stop this! Please, I can't take it!"

Julie tried to remember her last orgasm. Despite her best efforts, she couldn't come to a concrete conclusion. Instead, there was just that vibrant need stretching through her body.

She had never been horny like this before. She had never experienced this kind of desperate thirst. Although there had been those moments when she had wished to indulge in her different fantasies, she had always been able to wait. But now, that nervous heat played down her chest, stretching from the base of her throat to the bottom of her sternum. She kept squirming. Not only that, she pressed against her crotch, her hand rubbing along her pussy.

She couldn't feel it; Julie simply couldn't get the sensations she needed to experience that hot rush of bliss.

Then it stopped.

Before the vibrations began, Julie had been aroused. That fuzzy heat always permeated her body, making it harder for her to think. More importantly, it put her in the proper frame of mind, reminding this girl that she needed to obey.

"What are you?"

"I'm a slut and your slave," Julie said.

"Perfect," replied Tessa. "Follow me."

"Sit," Tessa commanded. "Right there." She pointed to Julie's bed. "Be a good slut and do as you're told."

Face hot, Julie tried to resist. Ultimately, she moved into position and sat like a trained girl. Cross-legged on her bed, Julie now nervously chewed the inside of her cheek. Across the room, Tessa was rifling through the closet, yanking hangers aside with sharp metallic clicks. The tension in the room was thick enough to choke on, the only sounds the steady hum of the mini-fridge and Tessa’s irritated sighs as she flipped through clothes.

Julie hated this—the feeling of being a puppet in someone else’s twisted game. Tessa always had a way of getting what she wanted, and somehow, Julie had become her latest project. No, not a project. A victim. A slave.

Somehow, someway, Julie would break free. She didn't know what it would take, but she could do it.

“Get up,” Tessa snapped, finally pulling a sleek black dress from her closet and tossing it onto Julie’s bed. “We’re going out.”

Julie frowned, brushing the silky fabric off her lap like it burned. “Where are we going?”

Tessa grinned—a smile that wasn’t warm or friendly but predatory. “Does it matter?

Julie’s heart skipped a beat. This was what Tessa did—kept her guessing, kept her scared. Since that first night when Tessa discovered her roommate in bondage, Julie had become property. The rules were simple: do what Tessa said or face the punishments. Tessa had demonstrated her playfully cruel skills.

“Wear the dress,” Tessa said coolly, tapping her nails against her phone. She was always checking it, always waiting for the right moment to remind Julie just how much control she had. “You wouldn’t want me to get bored and to start playing with you?" She could tap a button and activate the dildo at any moment...

Julie felt the words slice through her like a cold blade. Her stomach churned, bile rising at the thought of her body turning against her again.

She forced herself to nod. “Fine. I’ll wear it.”

Tessa's grin widened. “Good girl.”

Julie stood slowly, feeling her knees wobble. She knew resistance would only make things worse, so she peeled off her shirt and jeans and grabbed the dress. The fabric was soft, but the dress was tight, designed to cling to every curve. Julie hated it already. This dress really would make her look like a slut.

“Come on, don’t act like I’m making you put on a straitjacket,” Tessa said, watching with sharp amusement. “You’ve got a great body. You should thank me for helping you show it off.”

Julie bit her tongue, willing herself not to react. That was the worst part—how Tessa’s insults could be coated with the thinnest veneer of praise, like sugar dusted over poison.

She slipped the dress over her head and tugged it down. It barely reached mid-thigh, and the neckline plunged indecently low. She felt exposed, like a product on display.

Tessa tilted her head and studied her like an artist inspecting their work. “Perfect. You almost look like you have some confidence now.”

Julie clenched her jaw, trying to keep her breathing steady. Tessa thrived on reactions, and Julie wasn’t about to give her the satisfaction.

“Shoes.” Tessa pointed to a pair of strappy heels shoved under Julie’s bed. “Put those on.”

Julie obeyed, slipping her feet into the shoes and fastening the thin straps around her ankles. She hated how vulnerable she felt in heels—how they made it impossible to run, impossible to feel safe.

Tessa pulled her phone from her pocket and snapped a quick photo of Julie standing there, stiff and uncomfortable in the tight dress and heels. “You look hot,” she said with a sly grin. “This’ll do.”

The chastity slave's stomach twisted. She didn’t know where they were going, or why, but she had a terrible feeling about it. After all, Tessa knew how to be cruel. She knew how to be playful. She knew how to have fun with her new, favorite toy. Because that was exactly what Julie had become: a toy.

“Let’s go,” Tessa said, grabbing her small designer purse and heading for the door.

Julie followed, her steps hesitant. “What are we doing? Seriously, Tessa, just tell me.”

Tessa shot her a look over her shoulder, eyes gleaming. “You’ll see.”

They stepped into the hallway of their building, and Julie fought the urge to run back into the room, lock the door, and never come out. But Tessa was always one step ahead, always reminding her that running was pointless. There was no escape from someone who had access to her most sensitive spot. More than that, Tessa could just activate the toy and make Julie cry out. Besides, it wasn't like Julie could actually hide. Even if she locked herself in her room, that wouldn't have protected her.

They made their way down to the street, where the night air was cold against Julie’s bare legs. Tessa walked ahead, confident and purposeful, as if the whole world revolved around her. Julie struggled to keep up in her heels, her anxiety mounting with every step.

They reached a sleek black car idling at the curb. Tessa opened the passenger door and slid in, motioning for Julie to follow.

“Get in,” Tessa said impatiently. “We’re already late.”

Julie hesitated for half a second too long.

Tessa’s smile dropped, her eyes narrowing into something far more dangerous. “Do you really want to test me right now, slave?”

Julie swallowed the lump in her throat and climbed into the car. The door slammed shut behind her with an ominous click, and the driver—a man in his mid-thirties with a greasy smile—gave them a once-over in the rearview mirror.

“Where to?” he asked, his gaze lingering a little too long on Julie’s legs.

“Club Abyss,” Tessa said, her voice light and easy, as if they were just two friends out for a good time. But the undercurrent of control, of ownership, was unmistakable. Julie’s heart pounded in her chest as the car pulled away from the curb. Club Abyss? She’d heard of it—an upscale nightclub downtown where the cover charge alone was enough to keep most people out. It wasn’t the kind of place she’d ever go willingly and certainly not dressed like this.

She glanced at Tessa, who was scrolling through her phone, unconcerned.

“Why are we going there?” Julie asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Tessa didn’t look up. “You’ll find out soon enough.”

Julie’s pulse hammered as the city lights blurred past the windows. Every fiber of her being screamed that something was wrong. But what could she do? They were already on their way, and Tessa enjoyed every advantage. In the quiet of the back seat, Julie nibbled on her bottom lip again and again. Simultaneously, she held her knees together. Occasionally, she tugged on the hem of her skirt, as though she thought she could somehow make it more modest. She couldn't, of course.

Tentatively, she glanced down, and she wondered if anyone would be able to see the outline of her chastity belt. She didn't think so. Then again, she knew most of the guys would probably be checking out her ass or her breasts instead. Then again, maybe they would enjoy that look of nervous uncertainty playing across her face. She had only been to a couple of clubs here or there with friends. Even then, it was always supposed to be some grand adventure. It never was. Clubs were overpriced, loud, and crowded.

When the car pulled up to the curb outside Club Abyss, Tessa nudged Julie with her elbow. “Come on. You’re with me tonight, so act like you belong.”

Julie stepped out of the car, wobbling slightly on her heels. The pounding bass of the music from inside the club vibrated through the pavement beneath her feet. A bouncer stood at the entrance, his arms crossed, but Tessa breezed past him with a flirtatious smile and a flash of ID.

Julie followed, feeling like she was falling deeper and deeper into a trap she couldn’t escape.

Inside, the club was a sensory overload—flashing lights, pounding music, bodies moving together in a chaotic rhythm. Tessa grabbed Julie’s hand and pulled her toward the bar, her grip firm and possessive.

“Two shots of tequila,” Tessa told the bartender, tossing a crumpled bill onto the counter.

Julie shook her head. “I don’t—”

“Yes, you do,” Tessa interrupted, shoving a shot glass into her hand. “Drink.” Julie hesitated, but the look in Tessa’s eyes left no room for argument. With shaking hands, she downed the shot, the burn of the alcohol making her cough. Her owner laughed in the way that told Julie she was enjoying every second of this.

Tessa leaned in close, her breath hot against Julie’s ear. “You’re having fun, right?”

Reluctantly, the chastity slave didn't see any choice. She nodded. Even if that reluctance radiated off of her, Julie's owner didn't care.

In fact, Tessa’s grin widened. “Good. Because the night’s just getting started.”

And with that, she grabbed Julie’s hand again, dragging her deeper into the crowd, where the music pounded louder and the faces blurred into one another. Julie knew, with a sinking feeling in her gut, that whatever was coming next would be worse than anything she’d imagined.

The heavy bass reverberated through the walls of Club Abyss, making Julie’s head buzz as Tessa dragged her onto the packed dance floor. Around them, other girls were dressed like sluts. Their dresses shined and showed off long and toned legs. The room seemed to pulse with life despite the dark—flashing lights, bodies swaying, music loud enough to shake the floor beneath her feet. Julie stumbled slightly in her heels, her mind fuzzy from the tequila, and the grip of Tessa’s hand around hers was the only thing keeping her upright. She tried to pull back, to retreat into the safety of the shadows, but Tessa shot her a warning look.

“You look too good to hide,” Tessa whispered, her lips brushing against Julie’s ear. “Relax, Julie. Enjoy yourself. You’re making this harder than it needs to be.”

Before Julie could respond, Tessa gave her a firm nudge, sending her deeper into the writhing mass of people.

Suddenly, Julie was surrounded. The tight black dress, which she had hated the moment she put it on, now felt like a magnet drawing attention from every direction. Even in the semi-dark, Julie could see those guys as they checked her out. The dress clung to her like a second skin, revealing just enough to make every man who looked at her think he had a chance. They wanted to kiss her, to lick her, to run their hands over her naked body and plunge their hard cocks between her legs.

Despite the heat coating the air, Julie shivered.

A hand slid lightly along her waist. Julie flinched, twisting to see a guy behind her—tall, muscular, with a hunter's grin plastered across his face. Before she could step away, another guy appeared in front of her, his arm brushing hers as he leaned in closer.

“Damn,” the first guy murmured, his breath warm against her ear. “Where’ve you been hiding all night?”

Julie stiffened. “I—uh, I—”

Her words were swallowed by the music, lost in the thrum of the dancefloor. She tried to step back, but the second guy mirrored her movement, boxing her in. His hand skimmed her lower back, and she felt a wave of panic ripple through her body.

Every instinct screamed to get away—to find an exit, to run. But Tessa was watching, she knew that much.

Julie darted a glance over her shoulder. Sure enough, Tessa stood at the edge of the dancefloor, a glass of something clear and expensive-looking in her hand. Her eyes gleamed with satisfaction, her lips curled into a knowing smirk. She wasn’t going to intervene because this was part of the game.

As the owner and Mistress, Tessa wanted Julie to squirm, to suffer. She wanted to watch Julie, the quiet, obedient roommate, forced into a situation that was way out of her depth.

The second guy leaned closer, his hand inching lower along her back, dangerously close to her waistline. “You don’t have to be shy,” he murmured, his voice slick and confident.

Julie’s pulse hammered in her chest, her skin prickling with the urge to scream, to shove them away, to escape this nightmare. But she couldn’t. Not when Tessa held the keys to her belt.

“I—um—I need to go—” Julie stammered, trying to sidestep the men.

But it was no use. The crowd was too dense, the guys too persistent. The first one closed the gap between them, his body pressing lightly against hers as the music shifted into a deeper, slower beat. His hands found her hips, and Julie froze, panic knotting in her throat.

“Don’t be like that,” he said with a grin. “We’re just having fun.”

She shot another desperate look toward Tessa, but her roommate merely lifted her drink in a mocking toast as if to convey, "Good luck, slut.

Julie knew she was trapped. There was no easy way out, not without making a scene, and Tessa was counting on her to stay quiet. To play along. To be the good little puppet.

The second guy leaned in, his lips brushing her ear. “What’s your name, hottie?”

Julie’s breath hitched. She wanted to disappear, to melt into the floor and vanish. Her mind raced, searching for a way out, but the alcohol dulled her thoughts, made it harder to think straight.

“Julie,” she whispered, hating herself for giving him an answer.

“Julie,” the first guy repeated, savoring her name like it was a prize. His hands tightened on her waist, pulling her closer.

Her heart pounded in her chest, and every nerve in her body screamed in protest. She didn’t want this—any of this—but there was no escape. Not when Tessa was lurking, always watching, always waiting to tighten the noose.

Julie tried to edge backward, but one of the guys shifted with her, his body brushing against hers in a way that made her skin crawl. “Relax,” he whispered, his grin widening. “You’re too tense. We just want to dance.”

Julie forced herself to breathe, each inhale sharp and shallow. She had to get through this. Just a few more minutes, maybe, and Tessa would get bored. Or maybe Julie could fake an excuse—pretend to feel sick, or—

The second guy’s hand drifted lower, his fingers grazing her hip. Julie flinched, jerking away from his touch.

But her movement only encouraged them. They laughed, the sound low and amused, as if her discomfort was part of the game.

“Come on, Julie,” the first guy said. “Don’t be shy. We’re not gonna bite.”

Julie clenched her fists, nails digging into her palms. Every instinct screamed to fight—to shove them, scream, cause a scene. But she knew that if she did, Tessa would make her pay for it later. Her throat tightened, the walls of the club seeming to press in around her. She felt dizzy, suffocated, like she was drowning in a sea of strangers.

And still, Tessa watched from the sidelines, sipping her drink with that infuriating smirk, her expression practically daring Julie to break.

One of the guys slid an arm around her waist, pulling her closer until there was barely an inch of space between them. “There we go,” he murmured. “That’s better.”

Julie’s stomach churned, her skin crawling under his touch. She tried to twist away, but he held her firmly, his grip just tight enough to make it clear that she wasn’t going anywhere.

Tessa’s laughter floated over the music, light and amused.

Julie wanted to scream. This wasn’t dancing. This was a trap. And there was no way out.

Suddenly, the music shifted, the beat dropping into something slower, heavier. The crowd swayed, bodies pressing closer together, and Julie felt herself being pulled deeper into the tangle of limbs and flashing lights.

Her heart raced, panic clawing at her chest. She couldn’t breathe. She couldn’t think. All she knew was that she had to get away–soon or now! She didn’t know. She didn’t know how to think or how to handle this!

Just as the panic threatened to swallow her completely, something unexpected happened.

A hand closed around her wrist—not one of the strangers who wanted to hit on her and maybe drag her back to the bathroom for some filthy sex, but someone else. Someone stronger.

Julie turned, startled, and found herself looking into the sharp, determined gaze of a stranger. A guy, but not like the others. There was something different about him—something serious, almost urgent. “Come on,” he said, his voice low and steady. “We’re leaving.”

Julie blinked, disoriented. “What?”

The stranger didn’t wait for an answer. He tugged her hand, pulling her away from the two guys, who were too stunned to react immediately. Julie stumbled after him, her heels clattering against the sticky dancefloor. She glanced over her shoulder, catching a glimpse of Tessa’s expression—a flicker of glee followed by a cold, calculating smile. It was just a mask, Julie thought to herself.

“Who—” Julie began, but the stranger shook his head.

"Not yet," he said.

He held her hand and escorted her away.

Deep down, Julie understood that she couldn't really get away, but she told herself she could play this game and perhaps win. After all, this guy seemed kind and strong.

The night's cold air hit Julie’s face as they slipped through the side exit of the club, leaving behind the deafening music and press of bodies. Her heart was still racing, and her mind spun with the rush of what just happened. She glanced nervously at the man who had pulled her out of the dancefloor chaos.

“Are you okay?” he asked, keeping a steady hand on her arm as if she might tip over at any moment.

Julie nodded even though she felt anything but okay. “Yeah…thanks,” she managed, her voice shaky. Despite her uncertainty, she felt like she'd won. Tessa didn't get to leave her out there. A nice guy found her!

Doing her best to collect her thoughts, Julie breathed in again. "How about now? Who are you?"

“Alex,” he said, offering a quick smile. “I’m a friend of Tessa’s.”

Her stomach sank. Of course. There was no escape—not from Tessa, not from this night. It had all been too good to be true, even for a moment. Alex wasn’t her savior. He was another part of Tessa’s web, and Julie was still caught in it.

She tried to pull away from him, but his grip on her arm remained gentle yet firm. “Come on,” Alex said, tilting his head back toward the club. “Let’s get you back to Tessa.”

Julie wanted to run, to scream, to do anything other than go back. But the weight of Tessa’s power and blackmail weighed heavy on her chest, paralyzing her thoughts. Instead, only her body moved. She forced her feet to step after him as she followed Alex back through those doors and then the crowded hallways of Club Abyss.

When they returned to the bar, Tessa was exactly where Julie had left her, lounging against the counter with an air of effortless control. Her glass was almost empty now, the ice melting slowly at the bottom.

“Well, well,” Tessa said with a sly smile as she saw them approach. “I was wondering how long it’d take.”

Julie’s skin prickled at the smug satisfaction in Tessa’s voice. She knew—she knew—that Julie had been desperate for someone to pull her out of that nightmare on the dancefloor. And now, Tessa had a new game to play.

“Julie,” Tessa said, her tone as smooth as silk. “What do you say to Alex for saving you?”

Julie’s mouth went dry. This was what Tessa did—twisted every situation into a trap. Even rescue came with strings attached.

“Thank you,” Julie whispered, forcing the words out through clenched teeth.

Tessa clicked her tongue. “No, no. That’s not going to cut it, slave.” She leaned closer, her eyes gleaming with wicked amusement. “Say it like you mean it. Look him in the eyes and really thank him.”

Julie’s pulse thundered in her ears. The urge to lash out, to tell Tessa to go to hell, almost overwhelmed her. That temptation burned so hot, so bright at the back of Julie's thoughts. But she knew better. Tessa always won. There was no fighting her, not when she had Julie's key and the button.

So Julie did what she had to do. She turned to Alex, trying to ignore the knot of shame in her gut, and force herself to meet his gaze. “Thank you, Alex,” she said softly, her voice faltering. “For saving me.”

Alex smiled—easy, charming, the kind of smile that could make you forget he was part of the same twisted game. “Anytime,” he said with a wink.

Revulsion crawled across her skin, especially because she knew Tessa could do so much worse. In fact...

Tessa clapped her hands together, her grin widening. “See? That wasn’t so hard, was it?”

Julie’s fists clenched at her sides, her nails digging into her palms. Just get through it, she told herself. One more game. One more night.

But Tessa wasn’t finished. “Now,” she said, her voice dripping with mock sweetness. “Since Alex was nice enough to save you, I think you owe him a little more than just a thank you.”

Julie’s stomach twisted. She knew exactly where this was going, and there was no way out.

“Flirt with him,” Tessa said, her eyes sparkling with malicious delight. “Come on, Julie. Make him feel special.”

Julie’s heart sank, and panic gripped her chest like a vise. She wanted to run, to disappear into the floor and never come back. But Tessa’s gaze pinned her in place, a silent threat lurking behind that smug smile.

Alex leaned casually against the bar, waiting, his expression amused but curious. He didn’t seem cruel—not in the same way Tessa was—but he wasn’t stopping her, either. He was playing along.

Julie forced a smile, though it felt brittle and wrong on her face. “So…uh…” She swallowed hard, her throat dry as sand. “Do you come here often?”

Alex chuckled, clearly amused by the clumsy attempt. “Not really. But I’m glad I did tonight.”

Julie’s skin prickled under his gaze, and the weight of Tessa’s attention made it impossible to breathe.

"C'mon, slut." Tessa arched an eyebrow. “You can do better than that, Julie.”

The chastity slave's smile wavered. What did Tessa want from her? She wasn’t some flirty party girl who could charm guys with a glance. She was just Julie—quiet, awkward, and out of her depth. But that didn’t matter. Not to Tessa.

Concentrating, the slave forced herself to take a step closer to Alex, closing the space between them. She rested a hand lightly on his arm, though the contact made her skin crawl. “I like your…jacket,” she said awkwardly.

Obviously amused, he smiled back at her. More than that, his eyes slid along her body. He inspected her and evaluated her. He studied the details of her body and enjoyed everything he saw. Alex smirked, clearly entertained. “Thanks. You look incredible in that dress, by the way.”

Julie’s stomach churned, and she fought the urge to pull away. The dress and heels—it all felt like a costume, something she’d been forced to wear for a role she didn’t want to play. Tessa’s voice cut through the moment like a knife. “There you go. See? That wasn’t so hard.”

With every second, Julie itched to scream. She wanted to tear off the dress, kick off the heels, and run as far from Tessa and this nightmare as possible. But she knew she couldn’t. Not yet. Alex glanced between the two of them, as if sensing the strange tension in the air. “You two seem…close,” he said, his tone light but curious.

Tessa smiled, a secretive, catlike grin. “Oh, we are. Julie and I have a very special relationship.” Julie felt her cheeks burn with humiliation, but she kept the fake smile plastered on her face. Between every skip of her heart, she told herself: don't react and don't let her win.

Alex chuckled, oblivious to the storm brewing beneath the surface. “Well, it’s nice to meet you, Julie. Maybe we’ll see each other again sometime.”

Julie forced another tight-lipped smile. “Yeah. Maybe.”

Tessa’s grin widened, satisfied with her latest victory. “Oh, I’m sure you two will get along just fine.”

Julie’s heart pounded in her chest as Alex excused himself, giving her one last charming smile before disappearing into the crowd.

The moment he was out of earshot, Julie turned to Tessa, her anger bubbling dangerously close to the surface. “Why are you doing this?” she whispered, her voice shaking with frustration and fear.

Tessa took a slow sip from her drink, savoring the moment like a fine wine. “Because I can. And because you're a dumb girl who doesn't understand how the world really works."

"Really works? What are you talking about?" Julie demanded.

Her owner didn't answer right away. Instead, Tessa enjoyed another slow sip from her drink.

Heat darted along Julie's cheeks; her stomach twisted with that cocktail of rage and helplessness. She couldn’t keep living like this. But no matter how much she wanted to fight back, the weight of Tessa’s blackmail kept her chained and unable to escape.

Tessa leaned in, her smile sharp and cruel. “You did good tonight, Julie. But remember…” She reached up and tapped Julie's nose, “This isn’t over. Not by a long shot.”

Julie stared at her, feeling the walls of the club close in around her. There was no escape, no way out. Not when Tessa held her pleasure in the palm of her hand—and she was more than willing to crush it.

"I'm going to give you a choice," Tessa said. "I'm feeling very generous. You can go back out onto the dance floor and find a guy to service, or you can give Alex a call and offer him the pleasures of your mouth."

The pleasures of her mouth? Julie heard that phrase, and fresh revulsion surged through her body. Her fingertips pushed down against the palms of her hands, her nails digging little grooves into her skin as she contemplated what her owner had just told her.

This couldn't be real; it couldn't actually be happening. But even as Julie tried to believe all of this, she understood the reality of her situation. Whether she liked it or not, she had to cooperate. She had to play along. Tessa was the owner; she was the Mistress.

"I don't know," Julie said, if only because she couldn't force herself to speak clearly.

"Maybe this will help," Tessa said as she raised the controller and pointed it right at her slave. Julie raised her hands as though she needed to block something. Of course, there was no way for her to hide from that signal. It could leap out onto the air, and cut through her dress to the belt beneath. Still, Tessa paused. Still smirking, Julie's owner waited several more seconds. Then she tilted her head to the side asked, "Maybe we should try something else? Is that it? You want me to try a different approach?"

Julie didn't know what "a different approach" might mean, yet she was certain she wouldn't like it.

Tessa grabbed this girl, shoved her against the wall, lifted her skirt, and found her bare ass. Her fingers reached down, and she squeezed. Her palm rubbed along the heated curves of Julie's ass. Finally, her Mistress jerked her hand away, only to swing down hard and fast. There was that hiss, the quick rush of air, and the snap of pain.

Tessa spanked her once, twice, three times! Hot pain sizzled across Julie's skin as she tried to push away. She wanted to fight this, to resist the other girl.

To lots of guys, Tessa probably just looked like some beautiful girl, a model or an influencer. She had the right features, those sleek tresses, and a vivid smile. Not only that, her body was incredible. With those big breasts, that perfectly shaped ass, and her slender waist. She looked amazing from every angle, but she wasn't just hot.

Holding onto Julie by the nape of her neck, Tessa made sure the slave girl couldn't get away. Julie flailed out with her arms, yet her dress remained high and hitched. It was stuck there near the small of her back.

Julie kept squirming, but Tessa didn't let go. This felt so humiliating! It was like getting bullied! Julie didn't know how something like this could actually be happening, her heart pounded, adrenaline pumped through her body, and she tried to break free. Despite her best efforts, she couldn't do it. She remained stuck right there.

Tessa leaned in. With one hand still braced the back of Julie's neck and the other girl whispered, "Remember, I own you. That's why you're going to make a choice. I take you back out, and we find a random guy, or…"

In that instant, Julie knew what her response had to be. Even so, she couldn't bring herself to speak. Waves of heat pulsed from the center of her chest out to her shoulders and down along her arms, then over the contours of her legs. Her toes tightened, and she tried to speak, but she didn't get the chance.

Swinging her arms down, Tessa demonstrated what she could do. She knew how to spank this girl. It wasn't light, gentle, playful, or easy. Every movement of her arm delivered another blast of pain. Each time her palm crashed down, Julie cried out.

"Alex!" Julie finally managed the two syllables of his name. "I take Alex!"

"And what are you going to do?"

"I'll tell him that I'll service him!"

"Julie, Julie, Julie," Tessa said with another shake of her head. "You stupid little slut. That's not what you're going to do." To emphasize this point, she started spanking her slave again, her hand flying down, and striking with one blow after another. With each strike, another jolt of pain blasted across the chastity slave's stretched nerves. Eyes wet, Julie tried to figure out what she could have done differently.

Then it stopped, and Tessa leaned down, "Try again, slut."

Slut.

Julie should have been outraged. Pulsating anger should have grabbed her, granting her extra strength. It didn't. Mostly, she just wanted to avoid another round of punishment. Breathing hard and with her head bowed down, Julie didn't know what to do or how to react. Mostly, she had to respond. She needed to give this woman what she expected.

At one point, they had been equal. They had been roommates. As such, Julie had even been able to look down on Tessa. Even if this girl was gorgeous, she never seemed especially brilliant or insightful. But now, Julie understood that intelligence didn't really matter, not to a girl like Tessa. She had her charisma, her relentless energy, and that drive to control those around her. Most of all, she was competent and capable.

Other girls would have balked; even if they had yearned for the opportunity to seize control, they never would have been brave enough. Clearly, Tessa didn't have that problem!

Slut. The word occurred to Julie again, and the mistake became apparent.

All at once, she understood what she had to do. Exhaling slowly, she forced herself to concentrate. She thought of the different pieces, she put them together, and then she sacrificed another chunk of her dignity, all in the hope of avoiding another dose of pain. "Mistress, I will beg for the chance to service him."

"No euphemisms," Tessa chided her. "Be specific."

Fresh shame burned through her body. She could feel those jagged sparks race along her arms and legs, up her chest, and straight into the core of her being. Her pussy was wet after the last dose of stimulation, and now her nipples hardened. She should have been better than this, but she wasn't. Julie understood that as she tried again. "Please, Mistress. Please, may I beg him for the chance to suck his cock? I swear, I'm going to be a good slut for him!"

"You're going to be a good slut for me," Tessa corrected her slave. "But for right now, that means you're going to do that exact same thing."

Tessa pulled out her phone, she brought up Alex's number, and then she held out the device. Glancing down at the screen, Julie could see that it was already ringing.

"If you don't do this right, you're going to regret it," Tessa promised. Strangely enough, she didn't sound angry. Then Julie figured out why. Tessa didn't get upset or annoyed simply because she knew she would win. Even if Julie tried to fight, she still wore her chastity belt. Consequently, she could be teased, stimulated, denied, and ultimately broken.

Holding the phone up to her ear, Julie wasn't sure exactly what was going to happen.

"Don't even give him the chance to talk," Tessa instructed. "You're on a timer."

Julie's brows hardened. At first, she didn't understand what that meant. A timer? The concept may have been simple enough, but Tessa wasn't holding onto a clock, watch, or even her phone. Then again, this girl didn't need to be precise. She could just make up the details of every ruling as she went. Most of all, they both knew that Julie couldn't protest. She couldn't argue with any decision made by her Mistress…

"Hello?"

"Alex," Julie began. Ideally, this chastity slave would have kept her head bowed down. Instead, she made the mistake of glancing over at Tessa. Her Mistress hardened her lips into a line. Clearly, this wasn't a good beginning. Still aware of the fact that Tessa could cut the conversation short and simply decide to punish her slut whenever she liked, Julie tried again, speaking faster now. Not only that, she tried to let the desperation seep into her voice. "Alex, this is Julie. You saved me tonight, and, and…" Julie didn't want to do it. After all, she was supposed to be a strong, independent young woman, an ardent feminist and the kind of girl who could make up her own mind. She was supposed to have the ability to decide exactly how she wished to wield her sexuality.

With Tessa standing right there, Julie knew that wasn't true.

Pushing down her own instincts, Julie forced herself to embrace the shame of what she was about to say. "And I was hoping I could service you? I was hoping I could be a dumb slut and get on my knees in front of you and suck your cock!" She was breathing harder now, practically panting from one breath to the next as she waited for him to answer.

He didn't say anything for a couple of seconds.

"Are you sure about that?" Alex said. "Because if this is some kind of joke…"

"It's no joke," she promised him. "Please. Please, I really want to service you. Please, let me just get down on my knees in front of you, and I swear I can do all of the work!" Julie grimaced; her features tightened as fresh despair slammed into her. She hated this. Her eyes watered. And yet, she thought back to her owner and everything Tessa could do. "Please, just say yes."

He was chuckling now. This probably wasn't the kind of phone call he had expected. "Is there some reason you're so eager?"

Tightening her grip on the phone, Julie itched to tell the truth. Part of her actually wanted to answer, "Actually, there's this girl, and she has me locked in a chastity belt, and she is blackmailing me. If I don't do this, she's going to punish me." Obviously, she couldn't say any of that. She couldn't add, "by the way, she is your friend." Instead, Julie remained acutely aware of how this girl was watching her. Exhaling slowly through her nostrils and still aware that the seconds were rolling by, Julie tried again, "I thought you were so hot. But you are so hot, and I'm just a dumb slut. Okay? I'm just a dumb slut who is addicted to cock."

Standing a few feet away. Now, Tessa chuckled. She had her arms tight over her chest, and she was laughing.

After all, Julie was supposed to be an intelligent, articulate young woman, someone with her well reasoned and carefully considered political beliefs. Instead, she found herself on display as she pleaded for the chance to do this.

"Okay," he said. "Can you make it to my place?"

"Yes, I can," she said. "I can get your address from Tessa. Okay?"

"Perfect," he said.

Julie lowered the phone, and she held it out. "He said yes, Mistress."

"And so we're going to his place?" Tessa asked, her eyes sparkling. She took the phone, brought up her rideshare app, and started to type in the information.

"What?" Julie asked. In that instant, her voice became tight with disbelief.

"You said you were going to his place," Tessa repeated.

"No…" Julie answered. She wasn't sure how she could speak that word. Then again, another part of her couldn't believe that something like this was actually going to happen.

"Did you just say no to me?" Tessa asked, although her eyes remained locked on her screen. Clearly, she wasn’t worried about anything Julie might have tried to say.

"I mean, I mean this is just a joke. It's just part of the prank. You are just messing with me," Julie said, stating each word carefully as though practiced enunciation could make her comment a reality. "You are messing with me, right?"

Tessa finally glanced up from her phone. "Nope," she told her slave. "Now come on."

Tessa started to walk. She moved quickly, her high heels clicking beneath her. Not only that, she reached down into her pocket, and she pulled up the controller. Julie saw it, and suddenly she bent forward as the vibrator started to play along her pussy. Excitement roared through her body, and Julie quickly rushed forward. Panting now, she begged even more easily this time. "Please, Mistress! Please, can you let me? Please?"

Within a couple of minutes, they were out on the street. Tessa glanced back at her chastity slave. "Maybe I should just make you work a street corner? What do you think of that, Julie?" Tessa leaned forward. With her face red, Julie knew she looked eager and her entire body seemed to shake with that desperate hunger. In that moment, she was even thinking about how she would have started pleading for the chance to lick Tessa's pussy again if it meant that maybe she would be allowed her own orgasm. "I could make you into my own private working girl. You may not be as hot as I am, but you're cute enough. I'm sure there are lots of guys who would pay for the chance to be with you."

Parting her lips, Julie knew she had to answer. Although she desperately itched for the bravery to resist, she couldn't. Instead, she told Tessa what this girl really wanted to hear. "Yes, Mistress."

"Could you be my paid slut? Could I offer you up to my friends?"

"You already are, Mistress," Julie answered miserably.

"True that," Tessa replied right as the car pulled up. Tessa opened the door and slid inside. She reached back and grabbed Julie by her wrist, yanking the girl down. With her vibrator still working, Julie buckled up while Tessa started to talk to the driver.

They were chatting, not that Julie could pay attention. Instead, there was just the booming, thundering pounding of her heart. The excitement roared through her, and she knew that her nipples pressed out against the inside of her dress, making it clear that she was ready and eager for sex.

"Tell Jason your name," Tessa ordered.

Julie blinked. She had been staring out the window without really registering any of the other cars, buildings, or lights.

Jerking her focus away from the streets outside, Julie glanced over the side of the seat, and she saw Jason there. He had dark hair, a little bit of stubble on his cheeks, and his hands were resting on the steering wheel as he guided his car through traffic. "Julie," she said.

"Tell our driver about what you're wearing."

"I'm wearing a black dress," she said.

Tessa clicked her tongue. She was grinning. "No, no," she said with just a hint of disappointment in her voice. "Try again."

Immediately, she understood exactly what Tessa meant and what she had in mind. Biting down on her lower lip, Julie glanced around, almost as though she hoped to figure some way out of this situation. Then, after a few more seconds, she said, "Under my dress, I'm wearing a chastity belt."

"A chastity belt? What does that mean?"

At first, Julie desperately hoped that this man honestly didn't know what that phrase entailed. It made sense. It sounded antiquated, like it belonged in a museum or something. Only then, she exhaled, and she had to acknowledge the truth. That sly smile on his face made it abundantly clear that he understood what the belt was. More importantly, he knew what it represented.

Clearly, he didn't know the exact details. Even so, he could figure out the most important parts for himself. Not only that, Julie could guess what kinds of commands she might hear next.

Sure enough, Tessa giggled. She brought her hand up over her mouth, and she said, "Tell him." Her order didn't allow for any kind of misinterpretation.

Another wave of heat washed over her face, but Tessa gave in. Obviously, she surrendered. As a trained slut and a chastity slave, she didn't get any other choice. "Basically, the belt means that I can't access my own body. I can't touch myself. I can't get off."

"Get off?" Jason asked.

Biting down, Julie really, really wanted to smack that guy across the face. He rolled up to a red stoplight, glanced over his shoulder, and made eye contact with her. In that moment, he dispelled any possibility of confusion. He really did know exactly what was going on here. Even so, he enjoyed playing with this girl. He was having fun interrogating her and listening as she tried to offer the different explanations.

"I can't masturbate," Julie said, puffing through her own exasperation. "My pussy is locked up, and Ican't touch myself, okay?"

"It's fine with me if that's what you're into," he said.

"I'm not!"

Julie flinched. Instantly, she glanced over at Tessa. Her Mistress was playing on her phone again. "It's fine," Tessa said distractedly. "I don't mind. In fact, go on and tell him. Tell him exactly how you ended up in that chastity belt."

Desperate, she tried to say, "I don’t think he really cares. He's probably not interested."

"Actually, I'm definitely interested," Jason said as the light turned green. He had his eyes on the windshield again as he tracked the other cars. Still, it was obvious that he was very invested in this conversation. He wanted to hear all about Julie and how she had ended up with a steel band around her waist and that metal belt between her legs.

Breathing faster, Julie tried to come up with a good answer. She tried. She failed.

Fine, she realized. Even if she hated doing this, she would need to tell the truth. She didn't get another option. There wasn't another way out of this. "I have some fantasies," she admitted. She was really doing this. She was bowing to a stranger! Normally, she wouldn't have revealed any of her secret desires. Then again, she had never imagined that something like this could be possible. "I have some secret fantasies where I get tied down. But then, Tessa found me when I..."

"What?" asked Jason. Superficially, he just sounded curious, as though he wished to know how this mildly interesting story played out. Realistically, Julie understood that he was probably excited. He still had his eyes on the road, yet he needed to hear her confession. "What happened?"

"I tied myself down," Julie said. "I'm really into self-bondage. I think there's something exciting about being helpless." She gulped back her own embarrassment; she said the truth, "But then, I didn't think my roommate was going to come back early."

"Roommate?"

"She was my roommate back then," Julie corrected herself. "But then she has become more than that. Tessa is now my owner. She is my Mistress."

"Because she keeps you locked in chastity?" Jason asked.

"Yes. Because she keeps me locked in chastity."

"So now Julie here is an obedient slave. Isn't that right, Julie?"

"Yes, Mistress," she said.

At this point, the reluctance seemed to stretch through his voice, but Jason announced, "It looks like we are here." He rolled his car in front of the sidewalk, and the sedan came to a stop just a few seconds later.

Finally, Julie thought. They were done. They could get out of there, and she told herself that she was never going to have to see this driver again, so it didn't really matter. Besides, she had just told him a story. Although Julie was certain he would be texting his friends about this, she didn't have to care.

"You know, I think Jason deserves a treat for being such a good listener. Jason, would you like to see Julie's tits?"

"What? No!" Julie hissed. She dropped her voice to that desperate whisper, but Tessa casually reached over and poked one finger into the black strap on her slave's left shoulder.

"Yes, please," Jason said. He sounded so polite, as though he really didn't wish to mess this up by missing some important piece of decorum or etiquette.

Tessa yanked down Julie's left strap, and then she reached over, stretching out her arm to get the right one. Back straight, Julie didn't know how to move as her owner yanked down her dress to reveal her breasts. Cool air probably ran across her skin, not that Julie could notice. "Oh well," Tessa said with a smile. "Look at how stiff her nipples are. If you want, I can make her moan for you."

"That would be amazing," Jason said from the front seat. He had braced his arm, turned, and now he focused on this girl.

Julie understood the concept of the male gaze. As a reasonably cute girl, she had attracted some attention. Perhaps she wasn't as hot as her former roommate and current owner, but Julie still received a decent amount of attention from guys. It could be walking down the street, standing in line, or seated in some waiting room, and guys would let their eyes drift over toward her. Maybe they would study her legs, her waist, her chest, or the shine of her hair. Most of the time, they were polite enough to hide their interest in her. They would sneak those quick little glances, but she usually noticed.

This time, the boy didn't try to hide it.

Eyes widened, Jason drank in that image. He studied her, watching and working so hard to memorize every detail. He probably loved the way she kept her eyes downcast because she couldn't meet his gaze. He must have enjoyed the way her bottom lip trembled.

True to her word, Tessa pulled out her controller again. When Julie jerked her head up and looked back at her Mistress, the slave shook her head desperately from side to side. There were those quick, quivering little movements. Even so, the desperation played across her lovely face. All of this only made it that much more enjoyable for their driver.

"Don't. Please, don't," Julie was begging.

"This is what your owner expects from you," Tessa said with a feline grin. She hit the button.

The vibrator had been going before, only now it sped up. She could feel those quick, mechanical movements right between her legs. Squirming in her seat, Julie pressed her knees together. From there, she tried to yank her legs apart, as though that could protect her. She was shifting, twisting and wiggling helplessly. At the same time, her breasts were on display, and the stranger continued to watch.

One glance at Jason made it clear that he was having so much fun!

"You mind if I take a picture?"

He couldn't!

Julie let out a quick little moan as the vibrator sped up again. It was teasing her, pressing down against her pussy and teasing her most sensitive spots. The sensations wracked her body and pulsed down against her clit. Wild heat coursed along her frame, making it impossible for her to think or speak.

This man had just asked a question, yet Julie was busy moaning like a dumb slut!

"Go for it," Tessa said.

Jason fumbled with his phone, pulling it out, aiming the lens, and then she heard the sound of the artificial click.

He just took a picture. He wasn't done.

Tessa hit one of the buttons on her controller, and the toy stopped. The vibrator went still.

Panting, Julie quickly brought her arms up over her chest. She tried to hide her breasts and protect her modesty. At the same time, she knew it was stupid.

"Do a little shake for him," Tessa ordered. "Oh, and tell him that he is incredibly handsome and that you love showing off for him. Tell him that you want to be a good girl, because you understand how a slave should behave."

Opening her mouth, Julie glanced back at her Mistress. Simultaneously, she searched for the courage to tell Tessa that she wouldn't and couldn't do it. This should have been impossible. Julie had her dignity, her self-respect, her independence and freedom. There were all of these different reasons why she wouldn't allow herself to be subjugated like this in front of a stranger!

Even if those ideas popped into her head, Julie couldn't utter a single one. She couldn't voice any of those ideas, not while Tessa owned her.

"Can I record this?" Jason asked.

"Of course," Tessa purred. "And thank you for asking." She glanced back at her slave. In that moment, Julie opened her mouth, and she felt like she needed to leap forward, to scratch or bite. She had to do something! That primal instinct grabbed her, yet she couldn't do anything about it! Held in place by her training, the belt, and this girl's unyielding charisma, Julie remained right there. Smirking now, her owner commanded, "Go on."

Julie started to shake her chest for him. She tilted her body from side to side, making sure he could enjoy that view from as many angles as possible. "You're so handsome, and I love showing off for you. I want to be a good girl, because I know how a slave should behave!"

Although she hated those words, Julie still realized something else. Even if the fury mounted and the frustration flashed all along her skin, she had to acknowledge how she sounded: dumb, ditzy, and thirsty. She wasn't sure how her voice could turn sultry and high-pitched like that. She didn't know how she could come off as such a bimbo!

Too bad. There was nothing she could do about it now. "That was amazing," Jason said. Obviously, he was going to watch that video later. He would enjoy those pictures and that recording. He would probably share them with other people.

Julie tried to convince herself that the internet was a very big place, so there was a very good chance that no one she knew would ever see that image. Besides, she didn't technically identify herself, meaning that they could have just been another girl who looked a lot like her. Besides, her friends and family would never really believe that someone like Julie could behave like this. She was better than that!

Or, at least, that was what she ached to believe. Then again, she didn't know if that could be true. After all, she was allowing Tessa to manipulate her.

Before Julie could come to any real conclusion, the door opened, Tessa reached over, and she grabbed her slave by the wrist. Grabbing onto her straps with her free hand and trying to pull her dress back up and into place, Julie quickly followed because she had no choice. The two girls headed outside. Another cool breeze washed over them, but Julie couldn't feel it, not with the terrible heat radiating off of her cheeks, down her neck, and along her shoulders.

Struggling to keep up, Julie chased after her owner.

Tessa strode ahead and into the apartment complex.

There were people around, Julie saw. Groups of friends were out, drinking beer and relaxing. One couple over to the left had started a barbecue. A couple of people were listening to music. It wasn't the nicest apartment complex she had ever visited, but it seemed reasonably clean. Still struggling to keep up with her Mistress, Julie followed.

Tessa held onto her wrists, and they ended up in front of one of the ground floor doors. Tessa knocked, she stepped back, and she slid behind her slave. Gliding her hands up and around Julie's waist, Tessa leaned over and whispered, "Are you going to be a good girl?"

"Yes…" Julie said.

"Say all of it," Tessa instructed.

"Yes, I'm going to be a good girl," Julie replied.

"Tell me you're going to be a good slave."

"You have to do this?"

Tessa leaned to the side, reached down, and smacked Julie's ass. It was one quick blow; the skirt absorbed some of the force. Even so, Julie still tensed. Not only that, she thought she heard someone laughing as they walked by. It was a crowded apartment complex; down here, surrounded by the grass and with the pool in the center of the structure, there were plenty of reasons to be outside. Then again, it could have been her imagination.

"Try again," said her owner.

"I, I'm going to be a good slave," Julie stuttered out.

"So if I decide to share you with this boy, that's my prerogative, isn't it?"

"Yes, Mistress," Julie answered. Realistically, there was no other possible response, not for this slave.

"Good girl," Tessa said. "You know, if you really try hard, you can be a good slave. You can make me very happy. That's what you want to do, isn't it? You want to please me, don't you?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Why?"

Julie blinked. She stared straight ahead at the door. In truth, Julie didn't know whether or not she wanted to see Alex again. He would distract Tessa, but then she understood what would happen next. Julie blanched, closing her eyes and lowering her head down for just a second. That was all she was allowed before Tessa grabbed her by her hair and yanked, forcing this girl to raise her chin again. "I asked you a question," Tessa said, whispering into Julie's gear.

"Mistress, I want to please you because you have the controller, you have the key to my chastity belt, and you only!" The words tumbled out one after another. She listed off those reasons. Deep down, Julie also tried to think of some way she could circumvent those issues. Despite her best efforts, she didn't come up with anything.

"Why else?"

"What?" Julie breathed out. Apparently, she didn't make a sound for Tessa to actually hear. That was a relief; it meant the slave girl could have another chance. Obviously, asking that sort of question would have been inappropriate, especially for a slave like her. She needed to do better; she had to try harder. Still, this respite didn't mean she had much time. She had to say something. Her owner would grow impatient. Sucking in a breath, Julie tried again, "You're in charge because you're smarter than and stronger than me. You're so beautiful, and people want to do what you say."

"Is that it, Julie? Are you such a dumb little girl that you want to do everything I say?"

There could only be one possible response. "Yes, Mistress."

"And if I decide I want you to call me Goddess, Princess, or your Queen instead, what would you do?"

"I'd obey, Mistress," she said.

"Mistress is still my favorite," she said right as the door opened.

Julie glared at Alex this time. He had rescued her from the dance floor when there had been all of those guys surrounding her, only now she didn't have that same rush of excitement. If anything, she saw him, and he smiled. "Hello," he said. "It's good to see the two of you."

"Grab me a drink," Tessa said as she walked into the apartment. It was surprisingly clean for belonging to a single guy. Tessa strolled past him, Julie followed, and Alex shut the door. He rushed over to the kitchen, and Tessa sat down on the couch. She leaned back and crossed her legs. Trying to be demure, Julie sat next to her owner. "You go on the floor," Tessa said.

Julie blinked. She didn't really believe it, especially since she was now in this stranger's apartment. Even so, her skepticism didn't really matter. Worse, Julie actually moved automatically. She heard the disappointment in Tessa's voice, so she slipped off the couch cushion and dropped to her knees. Down low like that, she knew that her cleavage was on display.

When Alex came back, he had a nice view. He didn't bother to hide his interest, either. His gaze slipped along her hair, down the contours of her cheeks, toward her neck, and over her ample breasts. He definitely enjoyed seeing her again in that little black dress.

Alex handed one beer bottle to Tessa. Automatically, Julie started to smirk, thinking Alex would get into trouble. Instead, Tessa took a sip, and she leaned back. Alex sat down on the chair across from his friend, he spread his legs, and he rested his arms along the sides of the seat.

"I was surprised to get your call," he said, addressing Julie.

"You made an impression," she said.

Tessa leaned forward, grabbed Julie by her hair, and yanked. There was that sharp movement that forced this girl to jerk her head up even as the pain splashed down along her scalp. Eyes wet, Julie let out a little yelp.

"That's not how you want to talk to him," Tessa informed her.

The slave bristled with her lips parting and her breath coming in one ragged gasp after another. "I'm sorry, Mistress," Julie answered right away. Even if she didn't understand what she had done wrong, she knew she had to please this woman. Tessa was in charge; Tessa was always in charge.

"Good," said the other girl. "From now on, you will address Alex as Sir. You will acknowledge his superiority. In fact, crawl over to him, nuzzle his leg, and tell him that you look forward to pleasuring him because he is superior to you."

The tension on her scalp finally relaxed; for owner had let go, so Julie tumbled forward. She landed hard on her knees, and now she leaned forward. She pushed herself down onto her knuckles.

"Actually, strip for him first. Stay down on the floor, get nice and naked, but be sure to sit up first, so that he can inspect you."

Julie absorbed those demeaning commands, one after another. More than that, she understood that she wouldn’t be brave enough or strong enough to resist. Then again, resistance seemed pointless when she knew that her owner could pull out the controller, hit a button, and send those spasms of pleasure darting across her skin. Her nerves would light up, and Julie would start moaning, desperate and eager, her pussy slick and hot with need.

Concentrating, Julie did her best to obey. First, she sat up onto her knees. Hoping to hold off the inevitable for as long as possible, she did her best to please her Mistress. "Sir, I'm sorry for addressing you incorrectly before." As she spoke, Julie was fully aware of what would happen in the next few minutes. Still, her mouth watered, and she tried to to swallow back her own desire.

Behind her eyes and between her ears, Julie knew she wasn't supposed to want this. She did her best to cling to those thoughts and to those vaunted ideals. She believed in feminism, independence, freedom, and her own ability to make her choices. "Slave" was supposed to be a term relegated to history books; it wasn't supposed to be something she had to endure. And yet, she was down on her knees.

Worse than that, Julie could sense her own urges.

She didn't know where they came from.

Before this, Julie had honestly believed that she would be able to hide her desires. Maybe if she ever found a partner, then maybe she would have made the confession. She could have talked about her fascination with bondage, captivity, and powerlessness. She could have talked about how there was something about this fantasy that excited her.

But it was only supposed to be a fantasy! None of this was ever supposed to be real!

A bully like Tessa was never supposed to be able to get her into this position!

Breathing faster now, Tessa kept going, "I need to obey. I need to address you properly. You are superior to me. You are a man, and I'm just a dumb slut. I belong to my Mistress; I'm property. I'm her chattel to be used as she sees fit." Hot shame cut through her body as she uttered those words, one after another. She thought about the classes she had taken, the choices she had made, and how she ended up right there.

Worse, she glanced back up at Alex. Before her gaze slid to his face, she saw the outline of his cock pressing against his pants. Her mouth watered again, and she knew exactly what she was going to do; she understood what she was going to taste.

The words had been hard enough, only now she had something else to do.

"Do you like that, Alex?" Tessa asked.

"I do," he said.

"Why?" Tessa wanted to know.

This was for Julie's benefit. The slave understood what her Mistress was doing. It was a game. It was a demonstration once again of her power and the fact that Julie wasn't strong enough or smart enough to break free.

At first, he smirked, like he didn't understand the question. Only then, he glimpsed the seriousness on Tessa's face, so he realized he had to play along. If he didn't, she would be annoyed. He couldn't take that risk. Julie had to wonder whether or not Tessa intimidated Alex as well. He was a good-looking guy with broad shoulders. He obviously worked out. Judging by his apartment, he had at least some money. Even so, there was still something about that girl. Julie understood this better than anyone else; Tessa knew how to ensnare people. She knew how to ruthlessly train them.

Perhaps she had done something like that with Alex…

Julie couldn't help one way or the other, but one point became clear. Even if he felt like Tessa had messed with him, Alex wasn't about to help her. He could enjoy himself.

"She's a cute girl, and I like hearing her say things like that."

"Things like that?" Tessa quoted him. "You need to be more specific. Please." Even if she sounded polite, the command couldn't be mistaken for anything else.

Alex opened his mouth and pressed the tip of his tongue against the edge of one tooth. Then he nodded to himself. "I guess there's something hot about having a girl on her knees, telling me about how she is going to be my inferior."

"Does that make you a sexist?"

"Maybe it does," he said with a chuckle.

"That doesn't bother me," Tessa said. "After all, I think it's appropriate to see a hierarchy in the world. Some people are better than others. Isn't that right, Julie?"

Since the two of them had been talking, Julie had drifted into her own thoughts. But now, she jerked her head up, and she swiftly agreed, "Yes, Mistress!"

"Good girl," Tessa replied. "So who else is your superior?"

Julie bowed her head down again. She knew what she had to do next, but she couldn't decide whether or not she should have been grateful for this respite. The next phase of her humiliation was going to be hard. After that, it would only get worse. Still, something inside of her prevented Julie from cooperating completely. She swallowed back her trepidation, she remained on her knees, but she glanced back at her Mistress. "You are. You, Mistress, are my superior in every way."

"I like that," Tessa said, touching a finger to the corner of her mouth. "Keep going."

As Julie spoke, she tried to convince herself that she was only telling this girl what she expected to hear. That was it. Technically, this could have counted as some form of manipulation or deception. But even as her mouth started to move, Julie understood that this was really true. Instead, she spoke, and she revealed those deeper insecurities, "You're more beautiful than I could ever be. You're so much smarter than I am. You're stronger than me too. Mistress, you're my superior in every way." As she spoke, the heat coursed up her neck and along her cheeks. Julie hated the prickling at the back of her neck as she looked at this other girl.

Strictly speaking, they weren't supposed to compete. As young women, they were supposed to be on the same side. That was what feminists believed. All too often, young women would fight amongst themselves, drawing on some of the most misogynistic beliefs out there as they tried to tear one another down. It was demeaning and pathetic. But now, Julie understood what she had just given up.

Tessa seemed to realize it as well because she said, "Strip."

Like a good and obedient slave girl, Julie sat up on her knees. She reached back for the zipper near the nape of her neck. She had to strain. At the same time, she understood how moving her arms into this position seemed to emphasize her cleavage. Although she didn't check, she didn't have to. Alex was enjoying the show. Perhaps Julie wasn't the most beautiful girl in that room, yet that hardly mattered, especially because she had called him to beg for the chance to suck his cock. He knew he was going to enjoy this.

Appearing demure and obedient, Julie kept her gaze aimed downward. A few strands of hair fell in front of her eyes, but she didn't tuck them behind her ear. Instead, she reached up, and she slid both of the straps of her black dress down along her shoulders. Gravity took over, and the dress fell to the floor. From there, she sat up on her heels. She wasn't wearing a bra. She hadn't been wearing anything else except for her chastity belt.

Alex saw it, but he knew better than to ask what it meant.

"Would you like to play with her breasts first?" Tessa asked like an indulgent hostess even if this wasn't actually her home.

"Absolutely," he said.

"Crawl over to him," Tessa instructed. "Then sit up straight, and hold your hands behind your back. Put those pretty breasts of yours on display for this man."

"Yes, Mistress," Julie said.

Another dose of shame seemed to rocket through her body. Her heart hammered as she moved. Part of her wished she could just jump up and run, but she already knew that would be impossible. Tessa owned her pussy. At the same time, this young woman had to hope that maybe if she did a good job, she would get relief.

That was what she craved. It was a horrifying thought, especially since Julie still longed to contemplate her own ideologies. She was supposed to be an intellectual, the kind of girl who could make up her own mind. She could parse through difficult, theoretical concepts and come to the best conclusion. Only right then and there, she found herself crawling across the floor, and now she pushed herself up. With her torso on display, she stared past his shoulder for the first couple of seconds. Then a different sort of temptation took over, and she had to succumb. Julie glanced back at him, but he wasn't looking at her. Instead, Alex had his eyes aimed down at her breasts. Obviously fascinated by her body as well as her subjugation, he started to enjoy himself.

He reached up, first tentatively, as though he expected her to pull back at an instant. Or maybe he thought Tessa was messing with him. Either way, he wasn't sure of his privileges over Julie's body.

Locking her teeth together, Julie contemplated what she could do differently. She tried to think of some way to get him to stop. Maybe, with just a whispered word or some hidden expression, she could share something meaningful with him and get him to change his mind. Perhaps he would have even been willing to help her…

Julie didn't know how something like back could work, but she wanted to make the attempt so badly!

Only then, she stopped thinking because his fingers stroked her flanks. He touched her, along the sides of her torso and just below her rib cage. His fingers came into contact. Then their eyes met, and he grinned. He couldn't help it. He looked like a boy who had just been given a brand-new plaything. That was what she was, Julie thought to herself. She was a plaything, and a toy. Obviously, she belonged to Tessa. But as Tessa's property, Julie could be shared.

That was exactly what happened right then and there. Shifting her weight and feeling the coarse material of the carpet beneath her knees, Julie endured the humiliation of knowing that she was being used.

Only then, he was surprisingly gentle, his fingers just barely touching her as he moved his hands off toward her mounds. Second by second, she desperately hoped that he might change his mind. Technically, he could have gotten nervous. Perhaps Alex was going to decide that he couldn't do this. Maybe he would see the reticence written across her face, and decide that this was wrong.

His hands moved to her breasts. He just barely touched her again as he traced little circles around her breasts. Her nipples were stiff, desperately stiff. Her face was red. The heat pumped along her skin with every kick of her heart. Julie understood what all of this meant.

"Right now, are you turned on?" Alex asked.

She hated that question!

Julie understood that she had to tell the truth, especially because Tessa would already know the correct answer. If the slave girl had attempted to lie, she would have been punished. Julie couldn't let that happen, so she told him, "Yes, Sir."

"Julie…" Tessa called out.

Instantly, Julie understood how she had to correct herself. "Yes, Sir. I'm turned on."

"Do you like it when I touch you like this?"

"Yes, Sir! I love it when you touch me like this!" Sure enough, his hands continued to glide along her body. He pressed down, stimulating the sides of her breasts first before moving up, then down, and finally he caressed her nipples. With that soft contact, he made her moan.

"She prefers it rough," Tessa said.

Julie blinked. Her eyes went wide. She tried to turn around to face her Mistress, but she couldn't get into the right angle, not while this man continued to play with her body.

"Is that right?"

Again, Julie instantly recognized the only possible answer. She knew what she longed to say. She knew what she needed to say. She also realized that there was only one possible choice here. "Yes, Sir. Yes, I like it rough."

He didn't need to hear that a second time. He grabbed her breasts, squeezing. He fondled her, pinching her nipples and twisting them. Her eyes widened, and she jerked back, but this man refused to let her go. Pain and pleasure mixed together, shooting down into her core. Her pussy clenched, but it didn't matter. Even if this amplified all of her urges, it wasn't enough to get her off!

Desperate moaning vibrated from the base of her throat and out onto the air.

That was the moment when he decided to grab her. He had his hands on her shoulders next, and he pushed her to her back. She found herself on the floor with this man straddling her.

"Play with them however you want," Tessa said. "Feel like licking them? Feel like sucking on them? Go for it. If you just want to slap them a little bit, that's fine with me."

He took her up on her offer.

He smacked her chest, his hand flying down, and sending a jolt of stinging sensation across her body. Only then, he fondled her, his touch light and gentle. As those conflicting sensations coursed along her nerves, Julie didn't know how to react. Part of her wanted to cry; another part of her yearned to howl or gasp with desperate desire. Pain and pleasure continued to spiral, driving her wild.

Only now, it was about to get worse.

He grabbed her wrists, held her down, and braced his weight on her forearms. Then he lowered his head down. He continued to make eye contact with her until that moment when his lips wrapped around her left nipple. He sucked, hollowing his cheeks as his tongue darted along that stiffened point.

Every inch of her skin seemed to respond at once. Tessa desperately wished this would have been enough to get her off. It wasn't. She needed him to touch her between her legs, to push his hands or his tongue or his cock right between her legs and deep into her pussy. Of course, that wasn't possible, not while her slit remained imprisoned. Then again, that was the point. That was exactly how Tessa owned her slave!

Julie lost herself; she could hardly comprehend what was happening. There was the weight of this man, the feel of his denim against her naked flanks, and the press of his body on her arms. More than that, she encountered the strange sensation of being genuinely helpless underneath him. Tessa controlled her by imprisoning her pussy. This man, however, was strong enough to keep her captive right there. In fact, she halfheartedly struggled and squirmed beneath him, but he didn't seem to notice. If anything, that prompted him to grind his cock against her as she squirmed. She could feel the outline of his shaft, and part of her desperately yearned to feel it slammed between her legs. She wanted that; she needed that.

Even if she hated herself for it, Julie couldn't deny those needs!

But as the pain receded, he looked at her nipples again. He swiped his tongue along the left side of her chest, then the right. He slid down, and he played with her, puckering his lips and pinching. Her eyes widened, and she gasped. She cried out.

And he pulled back just enough to whisper into her ear, "You really are a slut, aren't you?"

"Yes, Sir! I am! I am a slut!" Julie howled.

"Enough," Tessa said.

Remarkably, Alex actually pulled away. Blinking, Julie really did admire how this girl was able to control both of them. She didn't think Tessa had any real kind of leverage over Alex. It was probably just the full force of her personality. And yet, that was enough.

"Sir, may I do it? May I suck your cock?" Even as Julie spoke, she loathed the urge. Another little voice in the back of her head made her wonder whether or not she actually appreciated Tessa for giving her the excuse. Since she was belted and enslaved, Julie had to pretend she wasn't really a slut. They "forced" her to do this...

"You may," he said.

"Not yet," Tessa replied.

Julie turned around. She looked back at her mistress. Mostly naked and down on her knees, her weight braced on her knuckles, Julie saw the other girl. Her former roommate stood up, kicked off her shoes, and peeled down her pants and her panties in one swift movement. She tossed them onto the floor, and then she sat there on the edge of the couch, her knees spread, her pussy glistening with excitement.

"Come over here and service me."

Not this, Julie thought. Not again.

And yet, Julie started to move instinctively. It felt like there was an invisible leash retracting and pulling her across the floor. Not only that, Julie could feel Alex as he watched. Clearly, he was looking forward to this.

Tessa reached out, slid her fingers down into Julie's hair again, and she tugged. Surprisingly, she didn't stop when Julie was at the same level as her crotch. Instead, Tessa forced her slave all the way up, and then the beautiful girl leaned down and kissed her plaything.

Julie hadn't expected this! She didn't know what to do!

Luckily for her, Tessa understood precisely what she wanted, and she wasn't going to tolerate anything less than complete surrender.

Breathing faster, Julie kissed her Mistress while Alex watched. That young man stared. He must've been enjoying every second of this!

Tessa kissed her slave, her tongue pillaging those quick movements. As those cravings sharpened and grew stronger, Julie didn't know what to do.

But then, Tessa let go and shoved her slave down onto her knees. Then she guided Julie right between her inner thighs. Without trying, Julie breathed in Tessa's arousal.

Revulsion and longing mixed together for Julie. She hated this, especially because Tessa still held onto her hair. She tugged every few seconds, jerking strands to the left or right, or pushing her head down. Only then, Julie found her lips braced right there in front of this gorgeous girl's slick pussy. Teasing and tormenting her slave had clearly affected this young woman.

"Lick," Tessa said.

Automatically, Julie replied, "Yes, Mistress." She breathed out those words as she parted her lips, slid out her tongue, and ran it along Tessa's crevice.

"Good. That's good. Very good. You know what you're doing, don't you? You like being on your knees in front of your owner, don't you?"

Eating out this other girl was humiliating. It was demeaning, and Julie told herself that she hated every second of it. Silently, she fumed even as her shoulders remained tight with desperate tension. She raised her head, lapping her tongue along this girl's opening, all for Tessa's satisfaction.

Within seconds, Tessa shivered. She shook.

At first, Julie didn't really understand. Tessa didn't cry out, moaning, whimpering, or screaming. Even so, Julie came to the only possible conclusion.

Tessa had just come!

This girl enjoyed an orgasm! She had taken it, all because she could, all because she had an obedient slave down on her knees, ready and eager to pleasure her.

Julie struggled to tell herself that she might still be a defiant and aggressive young woman capable of thinking for herself. And yet, she understood what she was doing as the heat soaked into her body, and the taste of Tessa's excitement overwhelmed her senses. The flavor and scent made it impossible for Julie to contemplate anything else. Moment by moment, she knew what she was doing. She understood what she had become.

Worse, Tessa let out a little giggling sound. "That's right. Show me where you belong, girl. Show me where you belong, and what you are good for. What is that? What is the slave good for? That's right. You're good for service. You belong on your knees, licking pussy or sucking cocks."

Julie's personal perspective and desires no longer mattered. As a belted slave girl, she would do as she was told. Again and again, she would demonstrate her obedience. Even if she craved something else, it didn't matter. She no longer had a will of her own. She no longer had the freedom to make up her own mind. That was the meaning of training.

Tessa couldn't blackmail her forever...Could she?

Service.  Obedience.  Those words seemed natural enough.  They seemed to flow through her head and down into the center of her existence.  She continued to lick, letting her tongue move up and down as she worshiped this girl.

“Worship” should have been the wrong word.  It wasn’t.  With every second, she knew what she was doing.  She thought of service and obedience again.  Only then, another pair of words popped into Julie’s head.

Dedication.  Loyalty.  Those words betrayed her.  After all, she should have hated every second of this.  And she did!  A candescent rage pulsed through her body, reminding her again and again of how badly she needed to break free.  But of course, Julie had tried that.  She wasn’t strong enough to tear through her chastity belt.  Even though she had made the attempt, she couldn’t possibly reach down and bend or rip through the stainless steel.  Whether she liked it or not, Julie remained bound. Her pussy was trapped, and there was nothing she could do to free it.

That frustration morphed into something else.  It was this strange and eager desire.  Only this need wasn’t inwardly focused.  She stopped concentrating on what she truly craved.  Rather, Julie started to think about the beautiful girl poised above her.  At one point, Julie opened her eyes, and she looked up.  First, she saw her Mistress’s pubis, then the edge of her shirt, the fabric clinging to her stomach and breasts, and finally her upturned chin.

Again and again, Julie tried to hate this girl.  And even if she succeeded in some small corner of her mind, there was that other, overwhelming urge: she had to please Tessa.  Pleasuring her and making her feel good somehow became Julie’s top priority.  This was what she craved…But that didn’t make sense.  This girl needed to focus on resistance, on rebellion and fighting back.  She needed to show Tessa that she was never going to give in.  She wouldn’t give up!

Somehow, Julie started to yearn for something else.  She wanted to impress this girl.  She wanted Tessa to approve of her behavior.

That wasn’t right; that couldn’t be true.

Clenching her eyes shut, Julie exhaled through her nostrils.  Even as she continued to slide her tongue up and down, then left and right, in tight patterns and neat swirls, Julie still couldn’t shake that need.

She thought back to middle school.  She remembered the first time it had happened.  As an elementary school student, recognizing her friends had been easy enough.  There were the girls she liked to play with, the ones who seemed nice and considerate.  Only then, everything got so much more complicated in the seventh grade.  She remembered seeing this girl who was cruel, vindictive, and routinely insulted her classmates.  But she was also really pretty.  She had sleek blond hair, vivid blue eyes, sharply vulpine features, and this amazing fashion sense.  Although they were quickly approaching the first stages of adulthood, Julie usually felt like a little girl.  She hadn’t been able to help it.  She never had an intuitive sense of social media or fashion.  She could never find the right blogs, vlogs, or tutorials.  She could never guess exactly what would look best on her.  Then again, she didn’t really want to.  But that other girl…She’d been mean yet beautiful.  Not only that, Julie had recognized how the other boys saw her.  Little by little, Julie started to get jealous.  More than that, she actually craved that mean girl’s approval…

Kneeling and mostly naked, Julie experienced that same disconnected sense of desire.  She kept looking upward to Tessa, and she desperately hoped this girl would glance down at her, see her, recognize her efforts, and maybe even tell her she was doing a good job.

That didn’t happen.

Tessa didn’t need to worry about her slave; she didn’t need to consider what this girl thought, how she felt, or anything along those lines.  Rather, she could enjoy herself.  She could be greedy and selfish.

“You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?” Tessa finally managed to ask.

Julie was about to pull away, to look up, and to answer her Mistress.  Unfortunately, that question wasn’t aimed at Julie.  More importantly, Tessa casually dropped her hand down onto the back of Julie’s head to keep this slave girl from pulling back.  She wouldn’t be allowed to stop.

“Absolutely,” he said.

“Good,” Tessa said.  “But you know, I think you should add some narration.”

Narration?

“I like that idea,” he said.

Julie understood.  While she serviced her Mistress, he was recording this.  He must have had his phone out and the camera lens aimed at her.  He was recording this.  Even if the possibility had been mentioned before, Julie hadn’t really believed it would happen.  At the same time, she grimaced as she thought of some of her friends.  She imagined how they would react if they saw something like this.

She whimpered; she couldn’t help it.

“Don’t worry,” Tessa said.  “As long as you behave yourself, I will keep this for my own personal amusement.”

Julie had no idea whether or not she could believe this girl.

Then again, it didn’t really matter.  As far as Tessa was concerned, Julie didn’t get a choice.

One way or the other, Julie continued to lick; she slid her tongue up and down with that frantic pattern.  She did her best to pleasure this young woman.  More than that, she demonstrated her own inferiority, diminished status, and her readiness to obey.

“That looks incredible,” Alex began.  “She looks so good down on her knees like that.  And I love seeing the way her ass moves when she licks.  You know, Tessa, she looks just like an eager dog.  If I didn’t know better, I would say you put peanut butter on your pussy.”

They’re both chuckling now. As they laughed, Julie’s face burned bright red.  Even so, she still couldn’t stop!  She continued to slide her head up and down as she worshiped this young woman.  Moment by moment, she showed Tessa exactly what she could have and exactly what she could take from her slave.

“That’s an interesting idea,” Julie said.  “Maybe I should retrain this girl as my pet.  What do you think of that?”

“That depends,” Alex replied as he continued to record this.  “What kind of pet?”

Julie kept her eyes shut now.  As she tensed, she tried to tell herself that she didn’t really care about what these people said.  Then again, that wasn’t true.  That wasn’t even close to being true!

More than anything, she ached for Tessa’s approval.  Between every heartbeat, Julie tried to ignore that urge.  She tried to fight back that desire.  At this point, she concentrated instead on her slit.  Most of the time, she didn’t want those urges emanating from her pussy to take over.  After all, she understood just how dumb the arousal could make her.  When she got desperately thirsty, she became willing to do almost anything.  In fact, that was how Tessa had been able to control and own her so thoroughly.  It was easy for this beautiful girl when she had that controller and the key.

The key.

Tessa could unlock her whenever she wished.  That was always a possibility.  That was something she could do.  She got to make that choice; she could make the decision, pulling it out, sliding it in, turning it, and releasing the belt.

Julie thought about that as she continued to lick.  At the same time, she started to hear his voice again.  Alex was chuckling.  “I’m really looking forward to seeing what she can do with her mouth.”

“Let’s see how she feels about it,” Tessa said.

She grabbed onto Julie by her hair; she pulled the slave’s face away from her pussy.  “Tell me you’re eager to suck his cock.”

“Mistress, I’m eager to suck his cock!”

“And you want me to show this video to all of your friends, don’t you?”

“What?  No!” Julie said automatically.  On some level, she understood that she wasn’t supposed to contradict this girl.  Tessa was in charge; Tessa was the one who made every important decision.  Tessa was the owner.  As a slave, Julie wasn’t supposed to ever question her Mistress.  Even so, those two words had just jumped out.

“And that’s why you should have your face buried between my legs,” Tessa said with a little smile.  “Like nice and fast.  I’m ready, but I want to see exactly what you can do.  Give me your very best.”

“Yes, Mistress!”

Tessa yanked hard, sending another spasm of pain down into Julie’s scalp. The slave girl grimaced and gasped, but by then she had her lips pressed up against Tessa’s bare slit all over again. At once, Julie remembered her training.  She yielded to everything this girl expected and demanded of her.  Julie started to lick.  She slid her tongue up and down, tracing those wild patterns.

“Good,” Tessa said.  “Good girl.  That’s right.  You know where you belong, don’t you?  You know who you are.  You know what you have to do.  Good.  Keep going.  Show me what you can do.  That’s right.  Keep going.  Keep going!”

At this point, Tessa lost her knack for cruel taunting.  Instead, she allowed herself to embrace those sensations.

Julie was really doing it.  She was doing a good job!

Deep down, she hated how amazing it felt.  After all, she was supposed to resist this young woman.  She wasn’t supposed to be a pet, a plaything, a slave, or anything else.  She wasn’t supposed to act like this.  Even so, Julie surrendered.  Again and again, she gave this girl exactly what she craved.  She showed Tessa that she really could be trained and tamed.

“More!” Tessa demanded, practically shouting.  She shoved her hands down against the back of Julie’s head as she forced this girl to go in deep.  At the same time, Julie knew better than to try to slow down.  She kept licking harder and faster.  With every quick sweep, she sent another jolt of pleasure racing through her owner.

Her owner’s pleasure was the only thing that mattered.  Her owner’s satisfaction became her only possible priority.  In fact, Julie wished that the rest of the world could just fade away.

It didn’t.

Even though Julie remained focused on this one goal, she couldn’t deny the reality of her situation.  She could still feel the weight of the chastity belt.  There was also the coarse texture of the carpet beneath her knees.  The air brushed along her mostly naked body, and she remained acutely aware of the boy sitting behind her, watching and recording all of this.

Although Julie tried to stop those thoughts, she distantly imagined her friends and what they would think or say if they ever saw that video.

No.

Julie couldn’t and wouldn’t let that happen.  She had no idea how she could possibly stop a relentless girl like Tessa, yet Julie had to believe it was possible.

“Yes!” Tessa shouted.

As the orgasm swept through her body, she shoved the slave girl away.  Tessa bent forward.  She had her elbows pushed down against her knees. She kept her face aimed down for ten or twenty seconds as she caught her breath.  When Tessa finally jerked her head back up, she ran her fingers through her hair, tucked some of the loose tresses behind her ears, and grinned.  Even if this young woman was ready for more, she had something else in mind.

“That was amazing,” Tessa said.  “But you know, we aren’t done.  We are guests in Alex's home, so I think you should thank him for having us over.”

Thank him?

That was ridiculous.  It was insane!

Julie was a feminist, but she had this vague sense that every boy should be extremely grateful for any kind of satisfaction.  It was a treat, something to be earned.  And even if Julie didn’t like the idea of a woman controlling the men around her with this kind of sexual favor, the concept still seemed somehow right, natural, and easy.

Boys were easy.  Boys could be controlled and manipulated.

Julie had never allowed herself to have that kind of explicit thought.  But naked and in her chastity belt with the desires still spinning hot and fast in her core, she couldn’t deny how she really felt.  Even so, she glanced up at Alex.

When she saw him again, her heart thundered.  She thought of how he was handsome and there was still something about the strength in his shoulders.  “Thank you for having me over, Sir.”

“And?”

Immediately, Julie understood what she had to do next.  Even if she absolutely hated this concept, she didn’t get another choice.  There were no other alternatives.  She was going to do it.  If she didn’t, there would be consequences.

Julie didn’t want to feel the vibrator between her legs reactivate.  She didn’t want to endure the steady thrumming or the quickened pulse of movement against her clit.  Technically, those sensations felt good.  In fact, they felt incredible…so long as they could lead to completion.  Realistically, that wasn’t what this girl would get.  Instead, there would only be that denial, that sense of failure in frustration.  The need would grow stronger, yet she wouldn’t be allowed what she really and truly and desperately craved!

Recognizing all of this, she said to him, “Thank you for having me over, Sir. Thank you for watching. Sir, may I suck your cock?”

That last question grated against her ego; it reminded her of just how far she had fallen.

This wasn’t a fantasy.  It wasn’t a game.  She wasn’t alone in her bedroom with her eyes closed as she indulged in those illicit sensations and urges.  This was really happening, and he grinned at her.  Only then, he stopped and glanced over her shoulder.

He was looking to Tessa for permission.

Although Julie’s owner didn’t say anything, she must have nodded or given him some other silent signal.  After all, he turned back to her.  “You may.”

“But first, I want my panties back,” Tessa said.

Julie began to reach over for the discarded underwear.

“No,” Tessa said.  “Not like that.”

Blinking, Julie didn’t understand at first.  Only then, after a few more seconds, she realized what her owner really wished to see next.

The slave girl bit down.  Her nostrils flared, and she hated the idea of having to do this.  And yet, another word popped into her head: pet.  That was what she was about to become.  That was how she behaved.

Even if she tried not to think about it, Julie could feel herself losing something important.

Even so, she still behaved.  She cooperated and gave this young woman precisely what she demanded and expected.

Julie crawled over to the discarded panties, she bowed her head down, and she opened her mouth.  She picked up the underwear between her lips.  She bit down.  At the same time, she breathed in, and she could catch the scent of that absorbed arousal.  Julie tried so hard to hate it.  She’s tried to become enraged.

Instead, that aroma only amplified her urges.

“Good girl,” Tessa said.

She took the panties dangling from Julie’s mouth, stood, and slipped them on.

They were just panties.  They were no big deal.  Even so, Tessa seemed even more powerful than before as she stood there in her shirt and underwear.  She didn’t have to wear anything else; she could still carry herself with his vaunted sense of self-possession and power.

“Go,” Tessa said.

With that one word booming in her ears, Julie braced herself on her hands and knees again.  Simultaneously, she understood what this meant.  She knew what she was doing.  She also knew that she couldn’t stop herself.

With her head bowed down, she didn’t see what he was doing.

Only then, Julie lifted her gaze, and she was braced right in front of him, and she saw that he had unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. She saw his shaft.  It was bigger than she had expected.  In truth, Julie wasn’t sure what she had anticipated, but it wasn’t this.

All at once, this strange sense of fright and intimidation seemed to surge through her body.  She was scared.  She didn’t want to be.  That nervous energy coiled at her center, stretching out moment by moment.

“You can be rough with her,” Tessa said.

“Is that going to be necessary?” Alex asked.  At that moment, he sounded so confident, so powerful, so overwhelming…

Truthfully, Julie didn’t know how to think clearly, not when she faced his cock right there in front of her face, only a few inches away.

“No, Sir,” she said.

“Good girl,” he replied.  In the next moment, he spread his legs a little more, raised his arms, and laced his fingers behind his head.  Then he looked down at her.  He watched her, and he waited.

For him, this must have been amazing.  He had this cute girl down on her knees.  She hesitated for only a few more seconds, yet everyone in that room understood exactly what was going to happen next.  They all understood how she would surrender.  She would give up.  No matter what she believed about herself, Julie couldn’t defy him, not while Tessa watched.

Another jolt of humiliation stabbed into her.  It cut down through her like a lance.

But then, she started to move.  Despite that shame simmering right at the center of her stomach, Julie leaned forward.  Not only that, she licked her bottom lip before she stuck out her tongue and ran it along the left side of his shaft.

There. She’d done it.

She’d licked his cock.

Part of Julie desperately wished Tessa would change her mind.  Maybe she would laugh, clap hands together, and announce that this had been enough.  They didn’t have to do anything else.  That could be the end of it!

It wasn’t going to be the end of it…

Tessa knew what she wanted, and she was going to watch.  She was going to enjoy it thoroughly.  After all, nothing could be as delectable as drinking in Julie’s abject subjugation. And for an arrogant girl like Julie, getting down on her knees and sucking this stranger’s cock would be the worst kind of punishment.

At first, Julie tried to lean back as much as possible.  She only used the tip of her tongue.  She started at one side and worked her way over to the left.  Her tongue darted along his base and up toward the tip, although she was careful to stay away from his opening.  Then she slipped down again.

“More,” he said, echoing Tessa’s sentiment from before.

It had been easier with Tessa for some reason.  Maybe it was the fact that she actually wanted to please that girl.  Despite everything, Julie lost herself when it came to the force of Tessa’s personality.  That was a girl who could walk into any room and take whatever she wanted.  People instinctively yearned to please her, and Julie was no exception…especially now.

With Alex, it was different.

But she barely knew this boy.  Even so, she licked her lips one more time, and she tentatively started to suck on the tip of his cock. She wrapped her lips around the firm curves of his member. She didn’t go down on him though, not really.

In those opening seconds, and between those heartbeats, she kept her eyes closed as she tried to hide from the inevitability. Then she made the mistake of glancing upward for just a moment. He still had his phone out; the camera lens was still aimed right down at her. There was that first-person perspective. She grimaced. The color drained away from her face, and he chuckled.

Before Alex could say anything, Tessa laughed. "Remember, he's your superior. He's better than you. In fact, everyone is better than you now. Everyone outranks you, Julie. What are you again?" She stopped her fingers as though she had actually forgotten. "That's right! You're nothing but a dumb and slutty chastity slave!" She was giggling again. The sound seemed so genuine, so filled with mirth, so joyful and playful all at the same time. More importantly, it sounded true. Julie didn't know how something like that could be possible.

She bristled as those sounds washed over her. They seemed to invade her body, pushing down to the center of her existence.

"Suck," Alex said. The command came out with enough confidence, yet Julie still recognized the difference between this boy and her Mistress. Even if Alex could enjoy himself, that seemed like something more akin to male privilege. He was a boy. He was a guy who could be guided by his libido. For him, he could ride the waves of easy control, especially when a girl like Tessa sat just a few feet away, and ensured his victory.

It was Tessa who had become her Mistress.

In his own way, Alex had become another game piece for her to manipulate. Tessa was the Mistress; she was the owner, and she decided how the game would be played.

Of course, Julie didn't get to say anything like that. Even if she had, she doubted anyone would care. After all, she was just a dumb slut, and she was getting used. Fresh heat coursed along her body, sprinting between her nerves as she endured those realizations.

A couple of seconds went by. He had ordered her to suck. And now, she had no choice. She had to do as he ordered.

She licked her bottom lip, opened her eyes, and wondered exactly who was going to see that recording. Her friends? Her family?

Worse than not, she understood that a video like this could exist forever. Maybe it would drift away into the ether of the internet, only to be discovered in a few more months, a few more years, or even a couple of decades…

There was no way for this girl to predict what might happen, but it would linger there out in the digital ether as a potential promise.

It didn't matter.

Desperate for sex and release, Julie gave in again. She opened her mouth, licked her bottom lip, and lowered her head. This time, she wrapped pretty mouth around his cock. She hollowed her cheeks as she bowed her head down, starting with the tip just like before. Only this time, she didn't attempt to pull back. She didn't slide her slick mouth back at the last instant. Instead, she pushed down and took him, inch by inch as he groaned with pleasure. He didn't bother to hide it. He enjoyed this, all of it…

For a boy like Alex, it wouldn't just be a question of the physical sensations. No matter how good this might have felt, it was more than that.

This was about power. This was about control. This was about his own superiority.

In fact, he told her, "Damn. That feels good. Good girl."

Good girl. Those demeaning, humiliating and infantilizing words pumped through her body. Julie yearned to growl back; she wanted to pull away, to heave the saliva from her mouth, to spit the taste of his excitement away from her,, and to shout something like, "You can't get away with this! You can't control me! You can't own me!" Those ideas sounded so good inside of her head, only there was just one problem with all of it.

It wasn't true.

With the belt between her legs and her body on display, she knew exactly what she had become. She was just a dumb slut and a sexual plaything available for these two to use. She would do whatever they wanted to; she would give them anything they craved!

"Good girl," he said again, his voice straining. "I can't wait to come in your mouth!"

What?

Julie didn't believe it. She tried to pull back. Right away, Alex dropped his hand to the back of her head, and he shoved his palm against the back of her skull. He impaled her pretty mouth with his full-length. The tip of his cock rammed against the back of her throat, and fresh shame washed over her.

Even worse than that, she kept sucking! Like a slut, she worshiped this man's cock.

"Don't forget to use your tongue," he said. "That's what it's there for."

Just like that, he stripped away even more of her dignity. He seemed to drill into her mind even as he pumped his cock into her mouth. Worse than that, he grabbed onto her ponytail, he started to pump her face, yanking and pushing down with that cruelty he enjoyed himself. He recorded this. More than that, she was on display. Her Mistress enjoyed the show, drinking in every detail.

"Good. That's right. Keep going. Show me what you can do. Show me exactly where you belong, Julie."

The seconds rolled into minutes, and she kept sucking. Her eyes watered, and she wanted to cry or choke, but she couldn't do it. She had to suppress her gag reflex; she had to fight through those autonomic reflexes. After all, if she must've this up, her Mistress could punish her.

She kept licking. She kept sucking. She hardened her pretty lips into a firm seal as she gave this man everything he could want.

In other relationships, there were plenty of girlfriends and wives who offered to go down on their boyfriends and husbands. Usually, this would probably be some mark of gratitude. Or better yet, those were the girls who insisted that they understood how their relationship was supposed to work. Even so, those women had their limits. They would probably only lick or suck for a couple of minutes here or there. Even then, they would expect serious gratitude from the men in their lives.

Alex didn't have to worry about that. Maybe he was pushing his luck too hard, but he didn't think so, not when Tessa continued to watch this. With her legs crossed and her shins on display, she settled her hands on the arm rests, and she enjoyed the view playing out in front of her. Meanwhile, Alex took his time. He didn't have to worry about Julie, what she thought, what she wanted, or how badly she needed to stop this. As he pumped her face against his cock, he reduced her to the status of a sex toy.

"Swallow it," he demanded.

Julie's nostrils flared, and she desperately wished she could fight this, but she knew it was going to be impossible. Her eyes watered, and she lost herself. She could feel him throbbing; there was that frantic movement, and now he was pumping the toy girl's face even harder and faster. He impaled her again and again, thrusting up with his hips as he took everything he could from the girl. Then she felt that first splash. Less than a second later, there was a second burst of his ejaculate against the back of her throat. While this was getting recorded, he gasped. He moaned, the deep sounds vibrating through his body.

Despite every instinct she possessed, Julie swallowed it down. At the same time, she could hear the applause. It was rapid clapping; it came from her Mistress, Julie realized within a few more seconds.

"Very nice," Tessa said, her voice tight with amusement. "Very nice!"

Finally, he finished with her. He yanked one more time on her ponytail, practically flinging her away. She stumbled, sliding up through the air and dropping back down onto her buttocks. Then she quickly turned around, and she wiped the droplets of excitement from her mouth. She quickly swallowed back the last dregs, and she rushed over to her owner.

"Not bad," Tessa said. "Not bad at all."

"Yes, Mistress," she said. "Thank you, Mistress."

"Did she do a good enough job? Does she deserve a reward?" Tessa asked.

With his cock still out and glistening from Julie's attention, Alex didn't answer right away. Instead, he had slumped back in his seat, his muscles relaxed, his body sedate and serene. Then he drew in a slow breath, his chest expanding. "I think so."

"Say thank you to him. Thank him for the opportunity. Thank him for the chance to pleasure a superior," Tessa ordered.

Not this, Julie thought to herself. Not again.

Despite that reticence that played across her face, she did her best to hide her reaction. After all, she understood her diminished status. She knew how the hierarchy worked now. Tessa owned her, and she could share this girl like she really was just a plaything. If Tessa decided to let others amuse themselves with her toy, then Julie had to play along. She didn't get any choice. There were no other alternatives for this girl.

She was a slave.

As a chastity slave, she had to do as ordered.

"Thank you, Sir," she replied. "Thank you for using me."

"No problem," he said.

"Not bad," Tessa said. "Let's see if that was good enough." She dropped her hand down beside her left leg. Then she hit the button. Tessa made sure her chastity slave couldn't see exactly what was going to happen.

The vibrator activated. Desperation pulsed along her skin. She could feel it resonate out from the center of her being and up into her arms, then down along her legs. Every second amplified those needs. Panting, gasping, her muscles tight, Julie lost herself to the sensations. At first, she kept her knees together. But then, she fell onto her back. She couldn't help it. She bent her elbows and pressed her wrists to her nipples as if she needed to try to cling to some vestige of modesty. If so, it didn't work. After all, she had her knees bent and her toes up in the air. Now. She knew exactly how she looked.

Julie didn't care.

She knew that Alex was probably recording this again.

Julie still didn't care.

Distantly, she recognized the sounds of Tessa laughing at her. The other beautiful girl enjoyed every second of this. In fact, this was probably exciting her all over again.

If so, Tessa decided not to stop the demonstration. She let the toy continue to pulse and buzz along Julie's pussy.

"Are you about to come? Are you about to come right now?" Tessa asked.

"Yes!" Julie cried out, grateful for what she was about to receive. "Yes, Mistress!"

Julie had done as ordered. She had worshiped Tessa's pussy, she had sucked Alex’s cock, and now she would finally get her reward! This chastity slave had demonstrated her obedience and loyalty. As such, she would get that burst of satisfaction.

She was close, so deliciously close!

She was almost there, so close...Her mouth watered, and she was panting. She grabbed her breasts, and she squeezed, her thumbs brushing along her nipples to deliver fresh jolts of sensation along her flesh. In just a few more seconds, she would climax!

The vibrations played along her pussy, driving her wild.

Julie didn't think. She could barely breathe. Her body tightened. Her toes locked, and she was close, so incredibly and ridiculously close!

She was almost there, and she would finally get that rush of relief. After so much time in chastity, she could enjoy this orgasm, and…

The vibrator stopped.

Julie's eyes widened. She stared up toward the ceiling without registering any of those details.

Tessa casually got up, she walked over to the chastity slave, and she touched her dainty toes to that spot just beneath Julie's breasts. "No," she said. "You tried to, but I think a slut like you can do even better. Next time, I'm sure you’ll work even harder to please me. You will try your very best to follow all of my commands. Isn't that right?"

"What?" Julie whispered.

Tessa turned on the vibrator again, only this time, it lasted for one and two and three full seconds. Then it stopped.

"Sorry, girl. You don't get an orgasm, not this time. Maybe if you had come just a little faster, then you would have been able to sneak one in."

"But, but I can't take this! I'm going to go crazy!"

"I'm sure you're going to be fine," Tessa said. "Just think about serving me instead. You can do that, don't you think?"

Tessa watched.

Julie opened her mouth.

Hot, jagged fury shot through Julie's body. Her fingers pressed down against her palms. Her knuckles turned white as she clenched her fists. Her toes curled again, only this time it had nothing to do with pleasure. Julie jumped up onto her feet. In the next moment, her arms bent, and she leaned forward, and she thought she would be able to pounce.

Tessa looked back at her. She had pulled her foot back, and now she stared right into her slave's eyes. "What's wrong? You don't belong on your feet. Where do you belong?"

On her knees.

Still, Julie managed to hold out for a few more seconds. Then, inevitably something broke in her chest. She could feel it as those different pieces fit together. Julie yielded like a good and obedient chastity slave. "I, I belong on my knees."

"Get on your knees then," Tessa said with a smile. At the same time, she pointed to a spot on the floor.

This time, Julie buckled. Her knees bent, and she fell in front of her Mistress. With her nipples stiffened and her pussy drenched, Julie desperately wished she could have just touched herself for a few seconds. That was all she really needed too; that was all she required!

Too bad.

Tessa stroked her hair, and then she forced this girl to face the camera again. "Tell us the truth."

The command was vague. Even so, Julie knew what she had to do. "I'm a dumb slut. I'm a chastity slave. I belong to this beautiful girl because she is smart and powerful, relentless and ruthless. She is capable, and she owns me. She keeps me locked in chastity, and she is training me. I dedicate myself to my owner. Tessa is my Mistress!"

"Exactly," said her owner as she patted Julie on the head. That was the only reward this girl had earned tonight.

Julie sat on the edge of her bed, the light from the streetlamp outside casting long shadows across her room. She left her window open; she needed the cold air to rush in and wash across her exposed skin. The world beyond her window was alive and vibrant with the pulse of the night. Laughter drifted in from the nearby cafe, mingling with the distant sounds of a street musician’s melody. But here, in this space, time was suspended, and she was lost in thought, fixated on a singular need.

Her pussy.

Under the belt, Julie ached for the chance to get off. That was all she desired and all she could consider.

It was the primitive need that clawed at her insides, a gnawing hunger that was both familiar and frightening. She needed it more than anything—more than food, more than the comforting embrace of sleep. It had become her anchor and her burden, an obsession that colored every thought and action. Tessa had the key to Julie’s belt. As such, Tessa controlled this trained girl’s pussy. By controlling Julie’s pussy, Tessa controlled Julie.

The way Tessa moved through life, confident and poised, only intensified Julie's longing. There was an energy about her that drew people in, and she seemed to wield that power effortlessly. Julie often found herself mesmerized, a moth drawn to the flame, entranced by the allure of what Tessa offered. Yet, with that allure came an unsettling truth: Tessa had the upper hand, and Julie was but a puppet whose strings could be pulled taut by that girl’s mercurial whims.

Julie ran a hand through her hair, a nervous gesture that mirrored the jagged chaos in her mind. Tessa had a knack for knowing when to dangle it in front of her, when to let it slip away just out of reach. It was a game—one that Tessa played with a cruel, artistic flair. She could make Julie dance, could dictate her actions with a simple glance or a well-timed phrase. Then there were the blunt commands. The weight of that realization pressed down on Julie’s chest, a heavy stone lodged in her throat.

With a deep breath, Julie opened her phone and scrolled through the messages that filled her screen. Most were from friends, but the ones that held her attention were the exchanges with Tessa. Each notification sparked a rush of adrenaline, a jolt of hope mixed with dread. Tessa was an enigma, a siren, and Julie was lost in her song.

The message was just a taunt, a mocking reminder of the belt and Tessa’s key.

Beneath that text, there was the promise of release and satisfaction that seemed just within her grasp yet so far away. Tessa was the gatekeeper to that something—a privilege she guarded closely. Julie's heart raced as she considered the implications.

Julie could feel the pulse of anxiety and excitement mingling within her. She had done things for Tessa before—things that made her stomach churn when she reflected on them alone in her room. But the thought of refusing her now, of stepping back from the brink, was unbearable. The lure of it was too potent, too seductive. Julie knew that if she didn’t go, if she didn’t play her part in Tessa's game, she risked losing everything.

The text didn’t change anything; it served as another mocking reminder.

Julie threw herself down on her bed again.

She stripped, removing every garment except for the belt. Of course, the stainless steel remained locked around her waist and between her inner thighs. The weight, the pressure, and the denial all served to entrap her.

She needed solace. She needed to relax.

Julie closed her eyes and took a deep breath, allowing the warmth of the moment to envelop her. With each exhalation, she let go of the tension that knotted her shoulders and tightened her stomach. Slowly, she began to touch her arms, her fingers gliding over her skin, exploring the curves and contours with a tenderness she rarely afforded herself.

At the same time, she understood what she’d trigger.

Her hands slipped up toward her breasts. She touched her nipples. Electric need swamped her nerves.

She had to pull away. Julie yanked her hands away from her chest.

Stop, she told herself. She had to stop.

Laying there on her back, she tried again to relax. The need was still there. Slowly, timidly, she decided to make another attempt.

She started at her wrists, where the pulse thumped gently beneath her fingertips, and traced her way up to the delicate crook of her elbows. It was as if she were learning her own body anew, rediscovering the smoothness of her skin and the soft rise of muscle beneath. She could feel the stress linger despite deliberate strokes, each gentle press.

“Tessa,” she whispered. “My Mistress.”

Fuck. She didn’t want that to be true.

Still concentrating, she shifted her focus to her legs, which had borne the weight of her worries all week long. She ran her hands down her thighs. Her fingers brushed the metal of her chastity belt. The gentle squeeze of her kneecaps was soothing; she lingered there, taking a moment to acknowledge the hard work they did, carrying her through life’s challenges. She thought of how she had been braced on her knees when she sucked Alex’s hardened cock. Her fingertips danced around her calves, lightly tracing the contours before she moved to her feet, the arches responding to her touch with a deep sigh of relief–mostly.

As she returned her hands to her stomach, a part of her that had often felt neglected, she instinctively curled her fingers into gentle circles. The rise and fall of her breath guided her movements, a quiet rhythm that grounded her. She visualized each stroke as a release, unraveling the tightness that had settled there. It was a reminder that her body was more than a vessel; it was a refuge.

At least, it was supposed to be.

Julie had taken yoga classes. She’d learned about relaxation, meditation, and gratitude.

Next, she brought her hands to her neck, where stress and taut yearning had carved out a small, tight space. She pressed gently, feeling the knots of energy yield beneath her fingertips. She let her head fall slightly to the side, encouraging a stretch as she worked at the tender muscle. Her breaths became deeper, more deliberate, as if each inhale pulled in calm and each exhale expelled the remnants of anxiety.

With a final deep breath, she opened her eyes. Julie needed to believe she felt lighter with a sense of renewal washing over her. It was a reminder that, even in the midst of life’s storms, she could carve out moments of peace and practice the art of solace.

She opened her eyes again.

Staring at the ceiling, Julie tried to believe she’d done it. The meditation worked. Touching and massaging herself hadn’t just reminded her of those cravings and the power her Mistress wielded.

Minutes dragged on and her pulse began to quicken again. The peace she craved felt just out of reach, like a mirage shimmering in the distance. Thoughts of what she wanted—validation, love, a sense of belonging—swirled relentlessly. Every time she thought she had grasped a moment of tranquility, it slipped through her fingers, leaving only a deeper longing in its wake. She craved sex, an orgasm, and relief. She needed to touch herself or use a dildo! She could have ridden Alex’s cock. Hell, she would’ve begged for sex from that random rideshare driver! She bit her lip, the taste of desperation rising as she fought against the wave of emotions crashing over her. She wanted to enjoy that satisfaction, but the meditation only highlighted the emptiness she couldn’t escape.

Finally, Julie opened her eyes, the vibrant world around her seeming more daunting than ever. The quiet of her bedroom came, the walls closing in as her breath quickened. It was clear that this wasn’t the solution she had hoped for; instead of finding solace, she had only unearthed the depths of her need. With a sigh, she leaned back against the cushions, the weight of her unfulfilled desires pressing heavily on her chest. She wanted so badly to find peace, but in that moment, it felt like a distant dream—one that danced just beyond her reach, tantalizing and cruel.

How long had it been?

Tessa had left her alone for the last few days. During that time, Julie had contemplated approaching her owner and begging. She could have tried to plead for release, to be unlocked, to enjoy just a few minutes of freedom.

Freedom.

“I need it,” Julie whisper-whimpered. Tessa’s chastity slave squirmed and wiggled there on her back.

Tessa’s knock on the door was soft yet deliberate, a rhythmic insistence that echoed in the quiet of Julie's room. It interrupted the stillness that had settled around her like a cocoon. With a sigh, Julie rolled off of her bed, grabbed a shirt, and pulled it on. Tessa’s presence was always charged with energy—she was always a force of nature that could brighten a room or turn it upside down in an instant.

“Come in!” Julie called, adjusting her posture as she tucked a stray lock of hair behind her ear. The door swung open, revealing Tessa, her silhouette framed by the light spilling from the hallway. Today, she wore an expression that danced between mischief and seriousness, a glint in her eyes that made Julie’s stomach flutter uncomfortably.

“Tessa, what’s up?” Julie asked, trying to read her owner’s mood. More than that, the chastity slave tried to appear humble and demure. Tessa stepped inside, closing the door behind her and leaned against it with a casual confidence that made Julie’s heart race.

“I think it’s time for a little chat about responsibilities,” Tessa said, her tone playful yet edged with unmistakable authority. “You’ve been a little…distracted lately.”

“Distracted?” Julie echoed, confusion knitting her brows together. “I’ve just been busy with everything.”

“Exactly! And that’s where the problem lies.” Tessa pushed herself off the door and walked towards Julie, her heels clicking sharply on the wooden floor. “You see, when you’re too busy being stressed out, you forget that there are ways to keep your priorities in check. Like blackmail. Training. Slavery.”

“I, I don't understand.”

“Oh, come on,” Tessa said, rolling her eyes dramatically. “You know how this works. I have something you want, and in exchange for that something, you have to do a little something for me.” She smirked and shrugged. “Okay, you have to do everything I want.”

“I…”

Tessa smiled, the kind of grin that held secrets. “You want to keep your head above water, don’t you? You want to get off? You know how to earn it.”

“Yes, Mistress.” She bowed her head down again. Julie narrowed her eyes. “What do I have to do? What’s the catch?

Tessa straightened up, the playful demeanor shifting into something more commanding. “The catch is that you’re going to put on this.” She reached into her oversized bag and pulled out a black and white maid uniform, the fabric crisp and undeniably authentic, a vintage charm emanating from its lace trim. It looked like something slutty, something only a desperate girl would’ve worn.

Julie’s eyes widened in disbelief. “You’ve got to be kidding me. There’s no way I’m wearing that!” She saw Tessa’s expression. Julie tried again. “Please, please don’t make me wear that!”

A maid uniform. It seemed so trite, so cheap and silly. It wasn’t something a girl like Julie was supposed to wear.

“Oh, but you are,” Tessa insisted, her voice low and unwavering. “You’re going to wear it like a good servant. If you prefer, I could just collar you and make you lick the kitchen floor clean like a dumb dog. Is that what you’d prefer instead?”

“No!”

“Then you know what you have to do.”

“Cleaning our apartment? In that?” Julie’s disbelief turned into irritation. “That’s not fair, Mistress. You can’t just—”

“Sure I can!” Tessa cut her off, crossing her arms defiantly. “This is how it works. You either play by my rules, or I leave you locked up.”

A moment of silence stretched between them, thick with tension. Julie felt the weight of Tessa’s proposition settle over her, a suffocating blanket of pressure. Tessa was serious, and Julie could sense that her friend was not one to back down easily.

“Fine,” Julie said at last, her voice barely above a whisper, resignation creeping in. “But I can’t believe I’m doing this.”

Tessa’s grin widened, triumph sparkling in her eyes. “That’s the spirit! Now, go ahead and put it on. I’ll give you some privacy.” She turned, but not before throwing a cheeky wink over her shoulder. “And don’t forget to channel your inner maid!”

Once Tessa had left, Julie stared at the uniform draped over her chair, the fabric glistening in the light as if taunting her. Part of her was mortified at the thought of actually wearing it, but another part—a part that was tired of constantly fighting Tessa’s whims—was curious about how far she could push the boundaries of her own discomfort.

With a resigned sigh, she stood and walked to the bathroom. The door clicked shut behind her, and she caught her reflection in the mirror, her heart pounding in her chest. She picked up the uniform, feeling its weight in her hands, the fabric cool against her skin. Julie took a deep breath, steeling herself for what lay ahead.

Moments later, she emerged from the bathroom, the uniform hugging her curves in a way that felt both absurd and strangely empowering. The black and white fabric contrasted sharply with her more casual attire, making her feel like a character from a play—a role she didn’t quite want to embrace.

Tessa was waiting in the living room, her expression lighting up when she saw Julie. “Wow! You look fantastic!” she exclaimed, her enthusiasm infectious. “Now, let’s get to work. We’ve got dishes, dusting, and a whole lot of clutter to tackle.”

“Great,” Julie muttered, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “This is exactly how I envisioned my Saturday.”

“Just think of it as an opportunity,” Tessa replied, clapping her hands together. “You’ll feel accomplished once the apartment is spotless. Plus, you can tell everyone you were the ‘maid of honor’ at our cleaning party!”

“More like the ‘maid of humiliation,’” Julie shot back, but a reluctant smile tugged at her lips despite herself.

They began with the kitchen, Tessa directing Julie with exaggerated flair. “First order of business: the dishes! And remember, a good maid doesn’t just wash; she polishes.” Tessa handed Julie a dishcloth and a scrubber, her laughter ringing through the air as they began the chore.

Julie submerged her hands in the soapy water, scrubbing the dishes with a vigor that surprised her. As she worked, she could hear Tessa’s voice narrating the scene, her playful commentary turning the mundane task into something oddly entertaining. “Look at you! The elegant maid hard at work! Don’t forget to smile for the guests!”

Despite her irritation, Julie felt a sense of release. The laughter and the rhythmic clinking of dishes became a backdrop to their banter, and for a moment, the absurdity of the situation faded.

Once the kitchen was sparkling, they moved to the living room, where dust bunnies and scattered clothes lay in wait. Julie picked up the vacuum cleaner, determined to tackle the mess with vigor. Tessa cheered her on, offering a running commentary on her “maid skills” that made Julie roll her eyes but also made her chuckle.

“Don’t forget to strike a pose for the imaginary guests!” Tessa called out, and without thinking, Julie twirled, striking a dramatic pose with the vacuum in hand, laughter bursting from both of them that filled the room with a warmth she hadn’t expected.

As the afternoon wore on, they swept, dusted, and organized, the atmosphere shifting from awkward to almost playful. Julie found herself caught up in the rhythm of cleaning, each task completed chipping away at her initial reluctance. The maid uniform, once a source of humiliation, became a strange badge of honor, a testament to her willingness to go along with Tessa’s whims.

By the time they finished, the apartment gleamed, reflecting the effort they had put into it. Tessa plopped onto the couch, a satisfied smile stretching across her face. “See? Not so bad after all, right?”

“No, Mistress,” Julie had to say.

“Good girl. So I guess you’ll be ready for tonight.”

“What’s happening tonight?” Her throat tightened. Her stomach dropped.

“I invited some people over.”

“What?” Julie demanded, her voice ringing with disbelief.

"No more talking," Tessa said.

Julie opened her mouth. The words were right there, braced at the back of her throat. She inhaled, eager for the chance to say something, to ask one question or another. She needed information. Her Mistress had it.

After all of the teasing, all of the denial, Julie couldn't defy this girl. Tessa was in charge.

Tessa reached up, and she touched a finger to Julie's mouth. Just like that, she effectively muzzled her chastity slave. She considered the girl in the French maid uniform. Then she nodded to herself. "Actually, I don't like that skirt, and I think we need to work on your mouth. Oh, and the collar would be a good idea."

Her skirt? Her mouth? A collar?

Those obvious questions flashed behind Julie's eyes, yet there was nothing she could do about any of them. Her heart skittered faster in her chest, and she obeyed when Tessa walked back toward her room. She glanced over her shoulder and motioned for Julie to follow. The servant girl chased after her owner. With every step, Julie wondered exactly what was going to happen.

If she had been allowed to think clearly, then maybe she would have been able to put those ideas together quickly and easily. She was supposed to be a smart girl. That was what her teachers had always told her. She had been rational, capable, and independent. She had been the kind of girl who could parse through difficult scenarios to come up with effective strategies and solutions.

Not this time.

Tessa brought her chastity slave into her bedroom. From there, she closed the door. First, she picked up a pair of scissors.

Julie opened her mouth again; she needed to ask what was about to happen.

"Lift your skirt," Tessa said.

Julie obeyed.

Tessa started to cut through the fabric, slicing it. The line wasn't even. It didn’t look like it had been completed by a professional. If anything, it seemed like someone had simply torn through the dress. Tessa didn't care. She just wanted to show this girl off.

From there, Tessa grabbed something from one of her dresser drawers. She held it up, and Julie grimaced. She shook her head as her brows tightened. Obviously, she didn't want to have to go through this indignity, but Tessa wasn't going to give her the option. She slid the collar around her neck, secured the lock, and flicked the little brass bell now dangling from Julie's throat. Last, she pulled out a ring gag.

Julie saw it, and she opened her mouth. That was good enough. Tessa shoved it into place, bracing it along the bottom of her mouth. Then she brought the straps along the sides of Julie's face and connected the clasp at the other side of her head. She drew the straps tight, making sure this girl wouldn't be able to spit it out.

"Very nice," Tessa said. "Now, I think you're ready."

Julie attempted to say something. Those mumbled and molded notes couldn't count as coherent sound. No one would’ve recognized any words within those noises.

Tessa laughed. With her hands on her hips, she just laughed and shook her head from side to side. "You know what I love most about that ring gag? Basically, you can still suck cock, but you can't say anything. Then again, you're a chastity slave. You don't need to speak, do you?"

"Beautiful," Tessa said. She cocked her head to the side, and she considered this. "You know, before the party, I'm thinking we should give you a little training session. I wouldn't want you to embarrass me in front of my friends."

A training session?

Julie couldn't speak; gagged, she found herself standing there in front of this beautiful girl, utterly helpless as she contemplated what might happen next. Her heart kept thudding behind her rib cage, and she struggled to come up with a strategy. Then again, this was Tessa. Each time Julie had attempted to defeat her, she had failed. Little by little, she was wondering whether or not it was possible.

In school, Julie had been told again and again that everyone had potential. Everyone was fundamentally equal. Obviously, that wasn't true in specific instances. Different students might have been able to run faster, remember test questions better, or come up with logical solutions faster. Sometimes, one student really would be better than another. And yet, despite all of this, they were supposed to somehow still be equal. For the most part, Julie had accepted that concept, yet now she looked back at this girl, and only one word to came to her mind.

Superior.

With the gag in her mouth, the collar around her neck, and that bell jingling from the base of her throat, Julie couldn't feel like Tessa's equal. In this relationship between these girls, there was an owner and a pet...a Mistress and a slave

Tessa was her superior. Tessa outranked her. In this hierarchy and in this apartment, Tessa was effectively a goddess. Julie didn't know what that made her. Only then, the obvious answer flashed behind her eyes. Worse than the word itself, Julie could feel the accuracy. She knew that this was right.

A slave.

A chastity slave.

Julie had become this woman's plaything. She was a toy and property. She had become chattel!

Even if all of those pieces fit together perfectly into a logical and coherent whole, Julie still had to contend with the shame that bristled at the back of her neck and stabbed down into the core of her being. Despite everything, some part of Julie didn't want to accept or believe this. Worse, she tried to bite down. She just wanted that reflexive relief that could come from venting by pressing her teeth together. People did it all the time without thinking. But now, she felt the ring in her mouth, and she knew exactly what it meant.

"You look frustrated," Tessa said. "I think some training will help, especially because that's your secret fantasy, isn't it?"

Julie didn't understand, but she still didn't get the chance to speak. Tessa grabbed the slave by her wrist and pulled. Julie followed along, her head bowed down. Worse, she kept contemplating how she walked forward and how the bell dangled against her skin. Worse than that, she swallowed, and she could feel the tension of the collar around her throat, reminding her of what she wore and what her status had become.

Surprisingly, they went right into Julie's bedroom.

"Look at that," Tessa said. "Someone pulled out all of your equipment."

Her equipment. Instantly, Julie knew what that meant, even though she hadn't raised her head, or looked up at the mattress yet. But then, she saw the ropes, the shackles, and her favorite vibrator.

"Lay down, spread your arms and legs, and close your eyes."

Julie was tempted to try to say, "Yes, Mistress." Obviously, she couldn't, not while gagged. Even so, Julie tentatively moved into position on her mattress. She lowered herself down on her back, and she hesitated. She kept her arms close to her sides. She held her knees together.

"Okay," Tessa said. "You can do this face down."

From a distance, Tessa looked dainty, sweet, and petite. She looked more like some slender influencer rather than an actual athlete. Even so, she was a girl who worked out. She grabbed Julie, rolling her onto her back. She straddled the slave, grabbing her wrists and shoving them out toward the corners of the bed. Deep down, Julie needed to struggle. She ached for the opportunity to push back.

But with the belt between her legs, she couldn't do it. Knowing that her pleasure belonged to Tessa, Julie hissed in and filled her lungs. Then she held her breath as she waited.

She didn't have to wait for long.

Tessa lifted her skirt and stroked Julie's bare ass. She pinched, fondled, and groped. In that moment, Julie knew exactly what she had become. More than that, she understood that she couldn't try to argue or fight back. Even if she hadn't been gagged, Julie knew better than to contradict this girl.

Tessa had become her superior. Tessa was her owner. Those ideas flashed behind her eyes and deep into the core of her being. Still, she had noticed that vibrator from before. She saw the pale, purple contours. She remembered holding onto it and using it. There had been plenty of moments when she had been frustrated, tired, or in need of relaxation. In those moments when she would sneak back into her bedroom, close the door, and hide in her fantasies.

But this wasn't a fantasy.

It was a nightmare.

But even if that was true, then Julie couldn't explain how or why her body could respond like this. Tessa groped her again, her hand moving along Julie's naked and sensitive posterior. With every firm grip, Julie shivered. Her nipples stiffened, and her mouth watered. More than that, she couldn't deny what she wanted. Those urges continued to pulse and pump through her body.

Denial wouldn't have changed that.

In fact, Julie made a little sound.

"Are you moaning?" Tessa asked. Without waiting for an answer, she laughed, "You little slut!"

Julie tried to shake her head. Face down, that didn't really work. Still, Tessa laughed. Then she slid forward, and she started to stretch this girl into place. One leather restraint hooked around her right wrist, another on her left. Then she spread Julie's legs, and she pushed them into place. She secured them with another pair of restrictive, leather cuffs. The material felt familiar. Normally, it would have been welcomed. After all, this was how Julie had enjoyed fantasizing. There had always been something about captivity, about being powerless.

Instinctively, Julie tried to bring her legs together. It should have been easy. She just wanted to touch her knees together. It didn't work. Obviously, the shackles and the slender chains kept her from moving. She really was captive now.

She let out another garbled little moaning sound. She tried to get this young woman to change her mind. Of course, she didn't.

Tessa grabbed Julie by her hair, forced her head, and looked down into her eyes. "This is turning you on right now?"

Julie let out another incoherent answer.

Giggling, her owner shook her head from side to side. "Pathetic," she said.

Worse than that, Julie knew that Tessa was right.

Only now, it was about to get worse.

Tessa raised her skirt again, she gave Julie a quick snack on her ass, and then she unlocked the belt. Eyes wide now, Julie couldn't believe it. Cool air brushed along her inner thighs and up over her pussy. Not only that, the toy came away. The vibrator was no longer pressed against her slit. Her mouth watered again. Julie started to worry that she would choke. Somehow, she managed to swallow the saliva back and Tessa started to touch her and tease her. She ran her hands along Julie's naked legs, up toward her buttocks, then along her pussy.

Eyes widened, Julie let out a little moan. This girl was doing it. She was really doing it! Tessa was touching her, her fingers brushing along her pussy while the excitement surged through her.

"Would you like me to touch you some more?"

"Yes! Yes, please. Yes, please, Mistress!" Julie still couldn't really talk with the ring gag in her mouth, yet she still did her best. She made those noises, filling her lungs and crying out those sounds, one after another, all in a desperate attempt to get this girl to continue.

"You dumb little slut," Tessa said with a bemused shake of her head. "It's only been a little while."

A little while? Julie tensed, her shoulders locking into place. She shoved her elbows down. She kept her ass up. She strained against her restraints, especially the bonds on her ankles, but she still managed to brace herself on her knees and elbows. In this position, she made it easier for her Mistress to touch her, and tease her. Ultimately, that was all that counted. Still, Julie silently raged and rebelled against the idea that it had only been "a little while". Tessa had never endured this kind of denial. She didn't know how intense it could be. She couldn't understand how demeaning and humiliating it could be to be turned on, all while someone else controlled access to her opening.

"Is this what you want?" Tessa asked. She slid her hand right between Julie's legs and stroked her slit. Her fingers lightly danced along the slave's slit, making Julie shiver and moan all over again. The moans jumped from the base of her throat. Not only that, Julie squirmed, yanking against her bonds. She had to know that she wouldn’t be able to break free, yet still something compelled her to try. She made that pathetic attempt, and Tessa laughed.

"I like the sound of your bell," Tessa said. "And you know, I bet the others are going to enjoy it as well."

Julie needed to know what that meant. She tried to make some sounds. She tried to ask.

And yet, Tessa kept playing with her, gently touching and fingering her slave. She played with her, sliding her digits up into her opening. Of course, Julie's body responded. Hot pleasure coursed through her body. She came close, so delectably close all over again.

Julie tried to clench down, to throw herself into that rush of satisfaction, and to experience the completion before her cruel Mistress could make it stop.

Only then, an instant before Julie could feel the completion, Tessa yanked her hand back.

"Nope," Tessa said. "You don't get to do that, not without permission. If you want something like that, you're going to have to ask for it. But you know, I think you can lick my fingers clean for me. I mean, it is your juices." Tessa shook her head again. "Gross."

She slid forward on the mattress, held her fingers out, and waited for Julie to bow her head down, stick out her tongue, and lick Tessa's fingertips clean.

For one or two full seconds, Julie managed to hold out. In that short span of time, she could almost pretend that she was still entitled to her own dignity and self-respect.

But then, she broke. Her defiance shattered, worn away by her training, discipline, and that helpless frustration that came from consistent teasing and denial. More than that, some part of her still yearned to believe that if she served appropriately, she would be able to get off.

For Tessa, it would be so easy! She could just leave this girl alone for a couple of minutes. Not only that, she could be even lazier, turn on the vibrator and drop it down onto the bed. Julie would have eagerly humped it like some bitch in heat if it meant she might be able to get off!

Unfortunately for Julie, that wasn't going to happen, not now.

Julie licked. Even if doing so meant slicing off another chunk of her dignity and self-respect, she licked!

Not only that, she tasted her own excitement. Her tongue darted out, and she licked eagerly, sliding the tip of her tongue up and down again and again. Laughing, Tessa enjoyed the attention. More than that, she loved seeing this girl in this degraded position.

"For that, I think we should be able to use the vibrator."

"Can I have an orgasm? Please? Can I have an orgasm?" Julie tried to ask without any vowels and just those mangled consonants.

If Tessa understood what her slave was asking, she didn't say anything. Instead, she picked up the purple vibrator, she found the button, and she tapped it. Suddenly, the silicone toy began to throb, thrum, and pulsate in the palm of her hand. She brought it up right between Julie's legs.

Instantly, Julie yanked against her shackles. She pulled on those chains, making them jingle with her collar. The bell made those little noises, and Tessa started to laugh again. "You want this so badly. You would be willing to do anything for the chance to get off. Luckily for me, I own you! If I want anything from you, you're going to give it to me!"

"Yes, Mistress!" Julie tried to call out.

In truth, Julie couldn't tell whether or not her Mistress could even understand her. Then again, it was pretty obvious what this chastity slave would try to say.

But right then and there, she wasn't wearing her belt. She may have been in that humiliating little maid uniform, and there was still a collar around her neck and that gag in her mouth, but Julie still knew what she needed. Those cravings hadn’t gone away. No matter how much she endured, she still wanted this so badly!

Heat, friction, contact, and more seemed to shoot through her petite frame. Even if she yanked against her shackles, Julie couldn't break free.

That only amplified her need.

After all, Julie had fantasized about scenarios like this before. Only now, she understood the horrors that could come when a fantasy morphed into a nightmare. Despite this, Julie still enjoyed it. She couldn't help herself! Her emotions became irrelevant as the nerves all along her body, sang out. The anticipation built, growing stronger and stronger with every second. She wanted this so badly! She craved it like nothing else!

The vibrator continued to glide along her crevice.

Tessa used it mercilessly, making sure to push up, to glide the toy along, and to to keep Julie right there on the verge of release.

"Maybe you're going to get off this time," Tessa said.

Only then, they both heard the sound of someone knocking on the front door.

"Oh, I guess my guests are here," Tessa said. After turning off the toy, she dropped it back onto the bed.

Her guests?

With her heart pounding and every frantic breath, sliding up to her nostrils and into her mouth, Julie didn't know how to process those words. At any other place or time, she would have been able to understand. Only now, Tessa slipped off the bed and walked away.

Still strapped down to the mattress, Julie glanced over her shoulder. She watched as her Mistress disappeared through the doorway and back out into the hall.

The door remained open…

"No! You can't! Please! Please, Mistress!" Julie hollered out. With the second plea, she froze. She bowed her head down, and she remained perfectly still. She listened. She tried to overhear everything beyond the frantic kicking of her heart in her chest.

The front door opened. She heard Tessa's voice. She was talking to some of her friends. There were giggles. Julie instinctively imagined Tessa giving some girl a hug. Other voices rippled across the air. Julie absorbed them. At the same time, she desperately wished that there could have been an earthquake, one precisely calculated to close her bedroom door. After all, she was facing the wall. She still had her ass up and her legs spread. She knew exactly how she looked in her torn uniform with a collar around her neck, the gag in her mouth, and the straps on her wrists.

Raising her head, Julie stared at the leather shackles around her wrists. She concentrated and tried to think of this like an engineer; she did her best to think of some way to slip free or to tear through the restraints. There had to be some weakness, some issue or vulnerability she could exploit. She wanted to believe it so badly.

And yet, with the desperation rampaging through her body, Julie couldn't come up with anything. Then again, she wasn't an engineer. She didn't know how to do this, so her best efforts wouldn't change anything. She had to face that fact.

Then another sound hit her eardrums, making her freeze all over again.

Footsteps.

Fresh conversation buzzed along the air.

Julie didn't want to notice; she didn't want to hear this. She bowed her head down, clenched her eyes shut, and literally tried to hide from her senses.

"What is this?" someone asked.

Julie barely recognized the voice. At several points, Tessa had invited her friends over to hang out in the apartment. She had done this back when they were just roommates, back when Julie could have thought of herself as this woman's equal.

Julie didn't catch most of their names. After all, Tessa had so many friends! There were all of these different girls and guys who wanted to get close to her. Tessa knew how to be charismatic; she could tell amazing stories. More than that, she could focus the full force of her charisma and get people to open up to her. They could share things. If she wished to, she could look into someone's eyes and make them feel genuinely seen. Even if Tessa didn't really care, that wasn't how those around her felt.

Besides, she was beautiful, smart, and funny. She had all of these different traits that made her better than Julie even without the belt that had been used to thoroughly train and subjugate this pathetic girl.

"What's this?"

"Ladies, I want you to meet Julie."

"Your brat of a roommate?"

"My former brat of a roommate," Tessa said, correcting one of her friends.

Julie still had her face buried down against the mattress as she tried so hard to hide from the inevitability. She knew what was going to happen. She knew how this would work. Even so, she hated it with every fiber of her being. "And now, she's my slave."

Julie screamed! She made this piteous, keening noise as she tried to get them to listen to her. She wanted to talk to them. For so long, she had been able to articulate herself. With the ring gag in place, however, she knew that was now impossible. Sauntering forward, Tessa came up to her slave's side.

Ignoring the sounds Julie made, Tessa glanced back at her followers. "Who would like to play with her?"

"Are you sure she's into this?" someone asked, apparently intrigued but also disgusted. After all, the implicit idea was right there: no one could be into this kind of humiliation. With her dress torn, her weight braced on her knees and elbows, and that gag in her mouth, Julie didn't look like any kind of respectable girl. Instead, she acted like a slave, a slut, and a toy to be used.

Grinning, Tessa glanced back at her friends. "Just pick up the vibrator and use it on her. I'm sure she’ll be moaning within no time. Or if you want, touch her pussy. You can pet her if you like."

Those words reverberated through Julie's body; she wished she could ignore them or cut them out of her memory, yet they persisted. They glowed bright behind her eyes, between her ears, and within the flesh of her being. Julie didn't know how to get rid of them. After all, she knew exactly how that made her sound: she was a dumb animal, a domesticated beast, a toy there for the amusement of these young women.

More than that, Julie already knew how she would respond.

One of the girls timidly crept forward. Apparently, curious, she made her way to the foot of the bed, and then she reached out.

Desperately, Julie tried to scream at that girl to stop. Not only that, she shook her head from side to side. Theoretically, those notes and that body language should have made it obvious, only Tessa laughed again. "It's okay," she said. "She wants it. She needs it. I mean, you can see her pussy, can't you?"

If Julie had tried to use that kind of crass language, people would have rolled their eyes or shaken their heads with disgust. When Tessa did it, she could get away with it. She was beautiful, smart, and charismatic. All of the different details meant that these two girls would always socialize along different sets of rules and requirements.

The first girl who had come forward tentatively reached out. With her middle two fingers, she brushed up along Julie's pussy. With the leather shackles around her ankles, Julie couldn't bring her legs together. She couldn't hide from this!

She wanted to scream again.

That had been her plan. If she shouted, snarled, barked, or howled, then Tessa's friends would have been able to question how this girl really felt. Clearly, she hated her captivity! She didn't want to be trained or tamed. But even as Julie tried to hold onto that plan, this girl touched her. It was a quick, gliding movement. Obviously, this young woman didn't really know what she was doing. Maybe she pleasured herself, but she was just curious. More than that, she possibly hoped to impress her friends by touching the stupid animal bound in front of them.

The girl reached forward again. She stroked Julie's pussy, the soft fingertips gliding along her opening. As her entrance brought her the extra stimulation, Julie bowed her head down. She pushed her forehead to the mattress, and she whimpered. She made those desperate little noises as this girl started to laugh.

In fact, she wasn't the only one.

The sounds of their amusement washed over her. Julie's face turned bright red. She squirmed, and a couple of them were probably pointing. Someone said, "She looks like she's trying to get away!"

"That's cute!"

Cute? Julie's nostrils flared as she jerked again. Only now, a couple of girls had decided to approach the foot of the bed. No longer satisfied by simply touching her, one of them picked up the vibrator.

Julie froze when she heard it, the sound of the small motor as it thrummed and buzzed. Freezing up, she tried to think of something she could do or say. Gagged, she couldn't speak. Bound, she couldn't act. Trapped right there, and knowing that her Mistress was watching, Julie scrambled to get out of the way, to move, to do something or anything! The bonds proved just how secure they could be.

Despite her best efforts, this girl couldn't tear her way out of her restraints! Her muscles strained, and she tried to make those pathetic little sounds. Only now, the vibrator came up, and one of those girls pressed it into her pussy. She made Julie moan again. Lifting her head off of the mattress, Julie raised her chin, she stared up at the ceiling.

She hated how she was on display. She hated how everyone there could see her pussy glistening, the juices right there as a silent declaration of what she truly craved and needed.

The vibrator pushed into her. The girls were laughing. A couple of them were calling her gross. "What a slut!" someone else said before the retinue of young women laughed. Julie heard those sounds, and she knew that Tessa was standing behind them.

"If you really want to make her enjoy it, give her a spanking," Tessa said.

Not that!

Tessa bucked and thrashed again. She squirmed against her bonds, but she couldn't bring her inner thighs together; she couldn't protect her pussy, and her arms remained stuck in place.

The girls were giggling all over again as the vibrator rubbed along her pussy. Fresh excitement started to run through her skin, making her pant like a horny bitch in heat. Her tormentors used pleasure against her. Only now, one of them yanked up her torn skirt, and they started spanking her. Their hands came down with a surprising amount of force. Apparently, these girls were cautious. They weren't worried about her, and didn’t think about anything except for how much fun this could be. To them, she really was just a dumb animal. It made sense. She couldn't talk. She couldn't stop them. She might as well have become livestock!

The vibrator continued to glide along her pussy, up and down, left and right, and then it penetrated her, sending those sizzling sensations all along her clitoris. The desires ricocheted through her body, spinning into something almost uncontrollable.

She was about to climax.

Julie knew she wouldn't be able to stop it. She wouldn't be able to control it.

Fine, she told herself.

Fine!

She could do this.

Even if it meant giving up another layer of her dignity, Julie told herself that she didn't care. She could handle an orgasm right there in front of all of these girls. She tried to to believe that she didn't know them, but that wasn't true. They had hung out at the same parties. These girls had come into the apartment, and Julie had tentatively said hello once or twice. Theoretically, they were all supposed to be peers.

They weren't.

Julie was a slave. She belonged to her Mistress, and nothing she wanted to say or do could change that.

As a slave, Julie stopped thinking about her own identity. She let go of the girl she was supposed to be, and she struggled so hard to embrace that pleasure. The vibrator continued to pulsate against her pussy, driving her to the verge of ecstasy.

"Nope," Tessa said. She grabbed the vibrator from her friend. The girl let out a little squawk of annoyance, but one glance from Tessa was enough to silence her. "We don't want to let this dumb slut come right away. She is so much more obedient when she's desperate. Isn't that right, Julie?"

Tessa had just used her name.

Worse than that, Julie found herself nodding her head down and up. She was so eager for the chance to get off. She would have given up anything! If her Mistress wanted something, Julie would have surrendered it.

"Ladies, it will be soon enough?"

They were laughing again. A couple of them shouted out, "Yes!"

"Julie here is going to be our maid for the night. Make her do whatever you want. Make her kiss your feet, you can inspect her chastity belt, whatever you want…"

No, Julie thought to herself. She tried so hard to hold onto some vestige of hope, only then Tessa leaned over, and she said something in a low voice to her friends. The other girls were laughing, and then someone picked up the chastity belt. She slipped it around her waist and locked it between her legs. They moved quickly. She heard the clasps engage, and she suddenly understood that she wouldn't be able to get off, not yet. But if she was a very good girl, maybe they would give her the relief she needed.

Maybe. Possibly. Until then, Julie could only behave like a good and obedient slave.

In her slutty maid dress with the frayed hem, Julie stood in the corner of the crowded living room, the rhythmic thump of bass vibrating through the air like a heartbeat. Her eyes scanned the sea of flashing lights and swaying bodies, desperately searching for a friendly face. Instead, her gaze fell on the very people she was trying to avoid—Tessa and her crew, a pack of sleek-haired girls with laughter that pierced through the noise like daggers. They lounged against the wall, their eyes glinting with mischief.

Julie still wore the gag.

“Look who it is,” Tessa called, her voice smooth like honey but laced with venom. The others turned, and the laughter rippled through them like a wave. Julie felt her heart quicken, a flutter of anxiety tightening in her chest.

“Hey, Julie! What are you doing all the way over there?” Tessa added, pushing off the wall and sauntering toward her, her entourage in tow. Julie forced a smile, her stomach twisting into knots. “How’s my slave? Are you behaving yourself?”

The other girls sniggered.

“Come here,” Tessa ordered.

The chastity slave obeyed.

Tessa removed the gag. She grabbed Julie by the back of her head, forced the slave to lean forward, and she unlocked the clasps.

“I asked you a question,” Tessa said as she tossed the ring gag aside.

Julie could speak. Somehow, this didn’t feel like an improvement or a victory.

“I was just—” she started, but the words stumbled over her tongue as the girls closed in around her.

“Just what? Hiding?” Tessa asked, her eyes narrowing playfully. “You know we were just talking about you.”

Julie felt the heat rise in her cheeks. “Oh? What about?” she managed to reply, trying to sound nonchalant, but her voice wavered. She tried to hide the truth and pretend that these girls didn’t know about her belt or the throbbing need that made it hard to think of anything besides her drenched slit.

“About how you’re always so…interesting,” Tessa said, a smirk stretching across her face. The other girls giggled, and Julie wished she could shrink into the wall behind her.

“Yeah like that outfit!” one of them chimed in. “Where’d you get it?”

Julie’s heart sank. She tugged at the hem of her snug bodice sweater and her clipped skirt. “I like it,” she said quietly, wishing she sounded more confident.

“Of course you do! It’s so you,” Tessa replied, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “Why don’t you show everyone your real talent? We all know how good you are at…entertaining us.”

Tessa’s words hung in the air, a challenge that ignited the girls’ laughter once again. Julie’s pulse raced, and she fought to keep her breathing steady. The weight of the secret she carried pressed heavily on her, a chain that bound her to this moment. Tessa had leverage, something Julie could never let slip. She had no choice but to endure the humiliation, to remain rooted in this very spot, a puppet in someone else's game.

“Come on, Julie! Show us how you can dance!” one of the girls shouted, her voice echoing over the music. Julie’s face burned hotter. Dance? She couldn’t possibly—

“Yeah, let’s see those moves! You know you want to!” Tessa leaned in, her voice low but loud enough for everyone to hear. “Or is it just that you’re too scared to be yourself?”

Scared. That word echoed in Julie’s mind. Tessa knew how to manipulate her, how to press those tender buttons that made her feel small and exposed. She wanted to scream, to push through the crowd and escape, but the memory of Tessa’s threats held her fast. What would happen if she didn’t comply? The thought of her secret getting out made her stomach churn.

“C’mon, Julie!” one of the other girls urged, pulling her into the center of the room, the circle of onlookers closing in like a predator surrounding its prey.

“I can’t—” Julie stammered, feeling the walls close in.

“Oh, but you can!” Tessa interrupted, a false cheerfulness in her tone. “Just a little shimmy for us! We won’t bite… much. Besides, the guys would love to see you dance in your dress!”

The girls roared with laughter, and in that moment, Julie felt utterly alone. It was as if the world had narrowed down to just her and Tessa, the pressure building to an unbearable point. All she wanted was to disappear, to melt into the crowd, but that was a fantasy she couldn’t afford. Instead, she found herself caught between the urge to fight back and the crushing weight of compliance. If she couldn’t vanish, then there was that other instinct…she could serve and service her Mistress.

The music shifted, the beat thumping in sync with her racing heart. For a brief second, she thought about just walking away, but Tessa’s warning echoed in her mind. “If you leave, everyone will know.” Julie knew she couldn’t risk it. More than that, her Mistress would be displeased.

“Okay, okay!” Julie finally relented, her voice barely above a whisper. The laughter grew louder, a cacophony that rang in her ears. The girls parted, leaving a space for her to perform. She could feel their eyes on her, filled with expectation and delight, like sharks sensing blood in the water.

Taking a deep breath, Julie forced her feet to move. She started with a simple sway, her arms hanging limply at her sides. The laughter erupted, but it felt different this time—more mocking than playful. She could feel Tessa’s gaze piercing through her, the power dynamic weighing down like an anvil. Her Mistress got to see Julie humiliate herself again.

As she awkwardly twisted her hips, she focused on anything but the heat of embarrassment. She thought of her favorite actor, of the small victories in her life—the times she’d made art that mattered, the way she could lose herself in a book. But here, those thoughts felt light years away, overshadowed by the oppressive atmosphere of the party.

Julie pivoted and spun. It was her best…but it wasn’t good enough.

“Is that all you’ve got?” Tessa taunted, her voice sharp enough to cut through the noise. The girls cheered for her to do more, their shouts blending with the music, a soundtrack to her humiliation.

Julie’s movements became more frantic, her mind racing. Just get through it. Just get through it. She closed her eyes for a moment, pretending she was somewhere else, dancing with friends who loved her. But when she opened them again, the harsh reality of the room crashed back in.

Just when she thought it couldn’t get worse, Tessa stepped forward, the spotlight shifting to her. “You know, Julie’s not the only one with hidden talents,” she said, her voice teasingly sweet. “How about we show her how to really dance?”

The girls erupted in cheers, and Julie felt a mix of dread and anger boil within her. She was trapped in this sick game, and Tessa was enjoying every second of it. With a sudden burst of courage, Julie took a step back, shaking her head.

“No! I’m done!” she shouted, surprising even herself. The laughter faltered for a heartbeat as everyone turned to her.

“Done?” Tessa repeated, her brows raised in mock surprise. “But we were just getting started!”

“I’m serious!” Julie’s voice trembled but held a new edge of defiance. “You think it’s funny, but it’s not. I’m not your entertainment!” She called out those words without thinking.

The noises shifted; the music played, but everyone else went quiet. The laughter faded, replaced by an uncomfortable stillness. Julie’s heart raced, her breath coming in quick bursts. For the first time, she felt a flicker of something other than fear—a sense of urgency.

“Aw, what’s wrong, Julie? Can’t take a joke?” Tessa said, her tone shifting, the predatory glint returning to her eyes. “Or maybe you just forgot how things work.”

The tension in the room crackled, and for a moment, it felt like the ground beneath them shifted. The other girls exchanged glances, uncertainty creeping into their expressions. Julie stood her ground, pushing through the wall of anxiety.

At least, she tried.

Within seconds, she started to turn. She did it without thinking or really comprehending what this meant.

“Who do you think you are?” Tessa snapped, but there was a hint of unease in her voice. “Do you think you can just walk away from this?”

“...I…I can’t,” Julie admitted.

“What are you?”

“I’m your slave.”

“Louder,” she said.

“I’m your slave!”

“On your knees. Say it again.”

Julie bowed down, dropped to her knees, and she promised, “I’m your slave, Mistress.”

No one said anything until a couple girls started to laugh as Julie demonstrated what her life had become.

After her performance, Tessa and her friends left the chastity slave alone. Julie stood off to the side, the sounds of the party swirling around her in a dizzying haze. She leaned against the wall, trying again to remain unnoticed, but her eyes were drawn to Tessa and her friends who occupied the center of the room like a constellation around a vibrant star.

Tessa was effortlessly captivating, her laughter ringing out above the music, each note a siren call that pulled everyone’s attention. The way she commanded the room was magnetic. Julie couldn’t help but admire how easily Tessa navigated the ebb and flow of social interactions, teasing her friends with a playful wink or a well-timed joke that sent them into fits of giggles.

“Did you see how she just rolled her eyes at that guy?” one of Tessa’s friends squealed, her laughter infectious. “Classic!”

Tessa smiled brightly, the kind of smile that lit up her whole face, making her seem almost approachable for a fleeting moment. But then she would tilt her head, letting a sharp retort slip from her lips, and the spell would break. Julie watched as the laughter grew louder, as if everyone in the room was being swept up in Tessa’s tide.

There was a kind of power in the way Tessa moved, in how she could command a room with just a few words. Julie felt a mix of admiration and frustration bubble within her. She envied the confidence that radiated from Tessa—the way she seemed untouchable, unbothered by anything or anyone around her.

“Can you believe Julie thought she could actually sit with us?” Tessa teased, glancing around at her friends, who cackled at the jab. “She’s so eager to please. I wonder why…”

The girls knew.

They all knew.

Even those who hadn’t come early enough to see Julie strapped down with her pussy on display, the gossip had shot from one clique to another.

Julie’s stomach twisted at the mention of her name, but she couldn’t tear her gaze away. There was an undeniable charisma to Tessa, a sort of leadership that drew people in. Tessa was the queen bee, and everyone—herself included—seemed to orbit around her, caught in the gravitational pull of her confidence.

“Honestly, I don’t know how she survives without a personality,” Tessa continued, the laughter echoing in her wake. “I mean, is it really that hard to be interesting? Or maybe she just loves to be a slut and a slave?”

The way her friends responded was almost instinctive, a chorus of laughter and nodding heads that reinforced Tessa’s power. Julie felt a sharp pang in her chest, a realization of how entrenched she had become in Tessa’s world. It was hard to ignore the thrill that coursed through her whenever Tessa looked her way, as if she were part of something bigger, even if it was built on a foundation of cruelty.

Her Mistress strolled back over to the chastity slave. Of course, her cadre of followers trailed after her.

“Go grab me another drink, will you?” Tessa called out suddenly, her tone light but commanding. Julie’s heart raced, her instinct to obey kicking in. “And make it quick!”

“Yes, of course!” Julie found herself replying, her voice betraying the eagerness that bubbled just below the surface. The desire to please, to remain in Tessa’s good graces, was overpowering. She knew that, deep down, she would do anything to keep the secret Tessa held over her head safe.

As she moved toward the kitchen, the sounds of laughter faded slightly, but the images of Tessa and her friends remained vivid in her mind. There was a certain thrill in being near Tessa, a sense of being part of something—however twisted—that made Julie feel alive, even if it was laced with fear.

Standing in the kitchen, she opened the fridge and grabbed a couple of cans, her hands trembling slightly. She thought about how easy it would be to let Tessa dictate every aspect of her life. The thought was intoxicating, even if it was suffocating. Julie envied that certainty, the way Tessa exuded control without a second thought. It was something she craved but couldn’t fully understand.

As she prepared to return to the living room, Julie glanced back toward the laughter echoing from the other room. She admired Tessa’s ability to connect with others, to effortlessly draw people in. And yet, beneath that admiration lay an unshakable truth: no matter how charismatic or in control Tessa seemed, she was also the reason Julie felt trapped.

Taking a deep breath, Julie steeled herself for the moment she’d have to face Tessa again. The admiration was there, sharp and bright, but so was the realization that she needed to find a way out of this twisted admiration before it consumed her entirely. She had to reclaim her own identity—one that wasn’t defined by someone else’s whims.

With a small, determined nod to herself, Julie walked back into the fray, her heart racing with the conflicting emotions of envy and resolve. She would serve Tessa for now, but deep down, she knew she had to start taking back the pieces of herself—before it was too late.

Or maybe it was already too late…

The idea of defiance was cute, sweet, poetic, and beautiful.

Julie loved that idea, yet she didn’t know if it was possible.

The other girls played. They laughed and flirted with some of the guys. Someone must’ve told the boys to stay away from the chastity slave. Even as the girls issued their orders and demanded drinks or snacks, the guys left her alone. That was probably for the best.

Julie hated how she could peek up at some of those guys and experience a blast of attraction.

Focusing on staying out of the way, Julie stood at the edge of the living room, the energy of the party swirling around her like a storm. The moments of defiance had been fleeting, and now the weight of Tessa’s threats loomed larger than ever. She felt drained, her courage dissipating into the pulsing bass of the music. The laughter of Tessa and her friends echoed in her ears, a constant reminder of the control they had over her.

“Hey, Julie!” Tessa’s voice cut through the noise like a knife. “Get over here!”

Julie’s stomach dropped; her heartbeat skipped. She turned slowly, taking a deep breath before forcing herself to walk toward them. The girls were sprawled across the couch, looking glamorous and perfectly put together, especially when compared to Julie’s slutty maid uniform. Tessa waved a hand, a mocking smile plastered on her face.

“Finally! We were wondering if you’d disappear again,” she said, her tone dripping with sarcasm. “We’re starving. Go grab us some snacks, would you?”

The girls giggled, and Julie endured the familiar bite of shame scurry up her neck. She could feel Tessa’s eyes boring into her, a reminder of the secret that chained her to this spot. The weight of her belt became a physical and psychological burden, one that pressed down on her shoulders.

“Uh, sure,” Julie mumbled, trying to keep her voice steady. She turned and headed toward the kitchen, fighting the urge to run.

“Try again,” Tessa ordered.

“Yes, Mistress.”

As she entered the room, the clamor of laughter and music faded slightly, replaced by the hum of conversation and the clinking of glasses. Julie glanced around, searching for something—anything—to bring back to Tessa and her crew. She felt like a servant in a world where she didn’t belong, her heart heavy with the knowledge that she was merely a pawn in Tessa’s game.

Julie rummaged through the cabinets, grabbing a bowl of chips and a tray of cookies, her mind racing. How had it come to this?

The answers were there, easy and obvious behind her eyes.

When she returned to the living room, balancing the snacks on a plate, she spotted Tessa and her friends in animated conversation, laughter echoing around them. They looked so carefree, so completely oblivious to the chaos in Julie’s mind. She approached, forcing a smile, even though her insides felt like they were twisting in knots.

“Here you go!” she said, placing the snacks on the coffee table. “Chips and cookies.”

“Wow, look at that!” Tessa exclaimed, her voice exaggeratedly sweet. “Our little caterer is back with the goods! You’re really earning your keep tonight, huh, Julie? There’s a good slave.”

The other girls snickered, and Julie’s cheeks flushed with shame. “Yes, Mistress. I’m just trying to help,” she said quietly, her voice barely rising above the music.

“Help? Is that what you call it?” Tessa leaned in, her expression shifting to something more serious. “You know the deal. You keep us happy, and I refrain from punishing you. Don’t forget that.”

The laughter around her faded, replaced by a chill that settled over Julie like a heavy blanket. She looked at Tessa, feeling the intensity of her gaze. “I know,” she replied, her throat tight. “I won’t forget.”

“Good,” Tessa said, her smirk returning. “Now, how about you grab us some drinks? I’m dying for something fizzy. Make it quick!”

“Sure,” Julie said, forcing herself to sound upbeat as she turned back toward the kitchen. As she walked, she felt the stares of the girls on her, the weight of their expectations pressing down on her. It felt like being under a microscope, every move scrutinized, every misstep a potential weapon against her.

In the kitchen, Julie opened the fridge and scanned the shelves. She grabbed a couple of cans of soda, her mind racing with frustration. How had she allowed herself to be cornered like this? The fear of exposure hung over her, a constant reminder that Tessa held all the cards.

Taking a deep breath, she steadied herself. Maybe if she just did what they wanted, she could find a way to slip away later. She grabbed a handful of cups and poured the drinks, each splash sounding like a countdown to her next humiliation.

“Julie, hurry it up!” Tessa shouted from the other room, her voice cutting through the air like a whip. “We’re waiting!”

Julie swallowed hard, her pulse speeding with every frantic thud. She poured the last drink and carried everything back into the living room, where the girls were still lounging, their laughter rising and falling like waves.

“Finally!” Tessa exclaimed, snatching a drink from Julie’s hand. “You’re slow. I don’t like it when you’re slow.” Tessa let that idea hang on the air. “Do you think you can work on that?”

Julie clenched her teeth, forcing a smile as she set the remaining drinks on the table. “I’m sorry,” she said, hating how small her voice sounded. “I didn’t mean to take so long. I’m sorry, Mistress.”

“Whatever,” Tessa said, waving her hand dismissively. “Just don’t let it happen again. Now, sit with us. We want to hear about your—how do you say it—interesting life?”

The girls giggled again, and Julie’s heart clenched with a fresh injection of fear. She hesitated, caught between her instinct to retreat and the crushing reality of her situation. She forced herself to take a seat, the couch feeling like a hotbed of judgment.

“Tell my friends about your status.”

“I’m a slave,” Julie answered.

“Do better,” Tessa replied.

“I…”

“Don’t be shy, Julie!” Tessa interrupted, her voice sharp. “Tell us all about it! We’re just dying to know what you do when you’re not serving us snacks.”

The laughter erupted again, and Julie’s heart pounded in her chest. She fought against the urge to lash out, to let them know just how hurtful their teasing was. Then again, these girls would’ve enjoyed hearing her plead.

For a couple of seconds, Julie didn't answer. Instead, she stared down onto the floor. Without thinking about it, she had crossed her arms and placed her wrists behind her back. Although she wasn't strapped down to a bed, nor did she have a gag in her mouth, there was still the chastity belt between her legs, plus the collar around her neck. Each guest there at this party understood exactly what she had become. Julie couldn't hide that, so there wasn't any reason to lie.

On some level, she wanted to derive some kind of power, independence, or strength from the notion of simply telling the truth. In her fantasy, she yearned to believe she could glance up at these girls, stare them down, and retain some semblance of dignity. In doing so, perhaps she would have even been able to earn a little bit of Tessa's respect.

Only then, Tessa reached up, and she pulled at the slender chain from around her neck. She held up the key.

The key. Tessa's key. That was the key to Julie's chastity belt. Her tormentor didn't say it; she didn't have to say it.

"I always do whatever Tessa tells me. She is my Mistress."

Purring like some satisfied feline, Tessa asked, "And what does that mean? Go on. Tell our friends."

They weren’t Julie's friends! Even if they were watching her, they obviously wanted to start laughing at any moment. For the time being, they seem genuinely curious. They must've been wondering exactly how someone like Julie could fall into this position. Or perhaps they were smart enough to recognize that Julie had made the mistake of pushing back against her roommate. She had mistakenly believed that she could resist someone like Tessa; as such, she ended up in this position, and there was no escape for her.

"It means I have to do whatever Tessa says. Even if I'm just at home with her, I cook for her. I clean for her."

"And?"

No way.

Tessa couldn't really expect Julie to say something like this next part. Even so, the words materialized at the back of her throat. Julie knew exactly what her Mistress expected of her. As such, she had to obey. She had to cooperate. There wasn't any other possibility. There was no escape, not from this particular fate. Based on some theoretical principle, Julie could have spun around and tried to flee. She could have tried to run away, only that wasn't going to work, not when Tessa had both that key and the controller…

With the tap of a button, Tessa could turn on the vibrator built into Julie's chastity belt. The sensations could throb across her skin, light up her senses, drop her to her knees, make her crawl or moan. Ultimately, Julie would be down below everyone else at this party.

The shimmer in Tessa's eyes made it abundantly clear what she wanted: the truth. "I, service her."

"Meaning?" Tessa asked in front of her friends.

"I go down on her," Julie admitted. Her lips hardened into a frustrated frown, but there could be no escape for the chastity slave. Even if she tried to run, she would take her punishment, and her prison with her. That was the point. That enabled Tessa to control this girl so thoroughly and so completely. "I go down on her and lick her pussy. I give her whatever pleasure she wants. I belong to her!"

"That's right," Tessa agreed. "And right now, you really want an orgasm, don't you?"

"Yes, Mistress!"

"Why is that?"

"I, I don't know," Julie said. Clearly, that wasn't true, yet she still tried to cling to the fantasy. She fought so hard to hold onto a small vestige of her independence.

"Okay," Tessa said. "Ladies, grab her arms and legs."

"What?" Julie asked, but it was too late.

Tessa was making a point with Julie. That was the entire goal here. After tonight, none of the other girls would ever dare challenge her. After all, Tessa wasn't just some cruel queen bee. Instead, she had actually enslaved another girl. She had gotten into her head, made her her plaything, her trapped chattel, and now she was going to humiliate her again.

Tessa's friends grabbed her. Two went for her arms, snatching up her wrists. Another two kneeled down and grabbed her legs, spreading them. Finally, Tessa nodded toward one of her other friends. Another girl sauntered forward, lifted up Julie’s skirt, revealing the belt.

"Ladies and gentlemen," Tessa called out to everyone at the party. "This is Julie, and she is my slave. A few of you got to see her before. Let's show off that pussy now, shall we? Or better yet, maybe we should strip her altogether?"

"What? No!" Julie cried out, practically screeching those syllables.

"Do I need to get the gag out again? Because this time, you can have a ring gag and maybe one of the boys will get to feel it on his cock." Tessa grinned. She lifted her eyebrows as she flashed a playfully cruel grin.

Unable to answer because she didn't know what to say, Julie remained silent. Her heart thundered in her chest, and she halfheartedly squirmed, but the other girls were holding her. Not only that, a semicircle had formed around her. People were watching her. There were both women and men. The girls seemed disgusted but intrigued. The boys looked like they wanted to get a piece of her, whatever that might mean…

Julie still tried to say something. She still tried to call for help. Then again, she already knew that Tessa controlled everyone there. She was smart and charismatic. More importantly, she knew how to be relentless. She intimidated the girls. The guys would never risk alienating her. All of those different pieces fit together, ensuring that Tessa would remain in control...always.

Striding forward, Tessa lifted up at the key, and she let it swing gingerly from side to side as she raised her hand.

Without thinking about it, Julie tried to launch forward, to jerk with her right hand, and to grab the chain from this beautiful girl.

She failed.

The other girls held her, keeping her trapped.

Tessa unlocked the chastity belt again. She pulled it off and tossed it onto the floor.

"Ladies, what do you see?"

"You look so desperate!"

"Julie, would you do anything for an orgasm right now?"

Degraded, Julie didn't want to believe that these words really came from her mouth, but something inside of her seemed to bend or break, "Yes, Mistress." That wasn't good enough, she realized immediately. Suddenly, Julie practically cried out, "Mistress, I would do whatever you want for the chance to get off! I can't help it! I'm just a stupid slut!"

Tessa's friends were laughing again. The sounds rippled across the air and washed over the chastity slave.

"Strip her," Tessa ordered next.

The girls pounced. The guys were watching. Clearly, none of them dared to intervene, if only because they wanted to see how this would play out. It was so good! It was so hot!

Maybe Julie wasn't even close to the sexiest girl at that party, but it didn't matter because they watched as the show proceeded. A few of the guys adjusted their pants. They couldn't help themselves. They were excited. They wanted to see exactly how far this could go.

Julie tried to say something. She tried to tell these girls that they couldn't get away with this, only Tessa's minions wouldn’t be stopped.

They stripped her, pulling off her dress, her shoes, ripping through her blouse, and even tearing off her bra. Soon enough, she was naked and on her knees. Other girls were holding her down, their wrists pressed to her ankles, their hands tight around her arms. Julie was naked, her pussy on display, her breasts bared, and her eyes downcast.

That last detail persisted for a long minute. Tessa strode forward, she reached up with the tip of her shoe, and she forced Julie to look up. "Crawl over to the different groups here and tell them what you've learned."

Blinking back her tears, Julie obeyed. "Yes, Mistress," she said.

Nothing in her existence ever prepared her for something like this. Nothing like this should have ever been possible.

Despite that reticence and jagged disbelief, Julie knew that this was real. It was actually happening, and there was no way for her to make it stop.

She crawled like a dog. Down on her hands and knees, she crawled over to one group. She announced that she was a slave. She said that she was horny.

"The hardest part for her right now is that she can't actually touch her pussy. She wants to so badly. Is that right, Julie?"

"Yes, Mistress!" Julie cried out obediently.

They were laughing.

She crawled to another group. She made the announcement again.

"Take her to my bedroom," Tessa said next. "And among the boys, who would like to have some fun with her first?"

The guys jerked their hands into the air. Tessa touched a finger to the corner of her mouth, she tapped a finger along her skin, and she contemplated exactly which one she would like to use for this next part.

Whatever happened, Julie was sure she wasn't going to like it.

Tessa had been correct; it required all of her self-control not to stop and slide her hand down between her legs. Even as she crawled in front of those others, Julie understood what she really wanted. She knew what she really needed. Even if it meant burning through the last of her dignity, Julie wished she could stop, sit back, spread her legs, slide her right hand down between her legs, finger her pussy, and bring her other hand up to her bare chest, so that she could play with her nipples.

It would have been so easy. More importantly, it would have felt so good!

Rather than indulge in those impulses, Julie crawled. With these women and men watching her, she crawled along the floor of her own apartment as she made her way toward Tessa's bedroom.

This was happening.

It was really happening.

The hapless chastity slave lost her senses.  She moved automatically and instinctively as she pushed herself along the carpeted floor.

Again, she had to wonder what would have happened if she had simply stopped or ran or turned around.  She was wearing a chastity belt.  But then, she made the mistake of glancing over her shoulder.  She saw all of these people watching her.  It was a full party.  Tessa was popular; people wanted to be around her.  Even the girls who claimed they didn’t like her or the guys who thought she was conceited still yearned for her approval.  They couldn’t help it.

Deep down, Julie felt the same way.  Even if she hated herself for that kind of reaction, she couldn’t deny it, not really.  She couldn’t push those impulses aside.

“Who here would like to be serviced?” Tessa asked.

Tessa didn’t pick any of her friends right away.  Instead, she dropped her hand down to the top of Julie’s head, she grabbed a handful of hair, and she yanked hard.  Suddenly, Julie found herself shooting back up onto her feet.  She braced her weight against her toes even as Tess and refused to let go.

Julie’s Mistress held onto this girl’s hair; she also brought one hand up between Julie’s legs.  Naked and collared, on display and helpless, Julie started to whimper and moan all over again.  At the same time, she made the mistake of opening her eyes, so she looked out at the crowd, and she understood what this meant.  She knew what was happening to her.  More importantly, Julie knew she couldn’t stop it.

With casual ease, Tessa started to stroke her.  She fingered her slave as all of these different people watched!

“She’s going to be a good girl for us.  After all, that’s why I own her.  Back before I put her in the chastity belt, Julie thought she could make her own decisions.  Can you make your own decisions, Julie?  Are you the kind of girl who should be trusted to decide what she should do?”

Instantly, Tessa’s slave knew what the right answer would be.  With all of those people watching, she called out, “No, Mistress! I’m just a dumb slut!”

“That’s right,” Tessa agreed.  “You are.”

In the next moment, Julie still kept her eyes open.  With Tessa standing behind her, one hand still tangled in Julie’s hair, the other down between her inner thighs, that cruel girl played with her toy.  She teased Julie, her fingers gliding along the soft curves of her pubis. Her palm pressed down as her fingers invaded.

Distantly, Julie could still hear the sounds of the whispers.

“I can’t believe she’s dumb enough to let this happen.”

“Damn,” muttered a boy she didn’t know, “That’s hot!”

“She’s actually collared.”

“Think she’s going to come?”

“She’s going to come!”

Summoning as much strength as she possessed, Julie did her best to block out those sounds.  She didn’t want to hear those voices.  And yet, it didn’t really matter how she tried to react.  Even as she did her best to concentrate on the pleasure between her legs, she couldn’t do it.

Tessa was still touching her, teasing her, bringing her closer and closer.

This wouldn’t be to completion, Julie knew.  Biting down and struggling not to moan, she did her best to push back those impulses and urges.  She couldn’t allow herself to fantasize or hope.  If she really embraced that pleasure, she would regret it because she knew it was about to stop at any second.  There was no way Tessa would allow her the privilege of an orgasm.

That girl kept touching her.  She kept teasing her.  She brought her closer and closer.

The temptation burned hotter and brighter deep within this girl.

The chastity slave tried to hold out.  She tried to fight against that need even as her toes pushed down against the carpet.  Tessa yanked on her hair again, sending a fresh jolt of pain lancing into her scalp.  At the same time, her Mistress’s deft fingers continued to play along her pussy, pressing down and massaging her clit.

It happened!

The orgasm wound through her body.  There was that first spark, that flash and an inferno, only then Tessa jerked her hand back, and she grabbed onto both of Julie’s arms, pulling them tight behind her back.

That wasn’t enough!

It wasn’t right!  It didn’t fit!

Julie needed completion!  And even if that orgasm had started, it didn’t reach the crescendo she needed.  This was even worse!  Her eyes widened, her vision blurred with tears, and she thrashed from side to side, desperate to break away.  She only had a few seconds.  She needed to ride that climax, to push down, to feel the pressure, the gentle massage, and the teasing pattern.  She needed this so badly!

“What’s wrong?  That wasn’t good enough for you?” Tessa taunted her, laughing in Julie’s ear.

Jerking from side to side again, bucking like a wild animal, and frantic for escape, Julie still fought.  Despite her best efforts, she wasn’t as strong as her Mistress.

“Please!” That was all Julie could say.  She screamed out, but Tessa just laughed.  Then she brought her hand back down, and she started to finger the helpless slave again.

It wasn’t enough.  It didn’t work.

Julie needed more than that, only she didn’t get the real completion she had craved.

“You, you ruined it!” Julie cried out.

She sounded so angry, so defiant.

Tessa didn’t care.  After all, she grabbed this girl, dragged her over to the edge of her own bed, and she shoved Julie down.  “Hold her hands,” Tessa said.

At this point, it wasn’t even clear who would obey her.  And yet, people still volunteered.  They rushed forward, and they grabbed Julie by her wrists, pulling them off to the sides.  She tried to break away, only she couldn’t do it.

Someone else jumped up onto the bed and kneeled right in front of the chastity slave before she braced her hands against the back of Julie’s head. Tessa’s chattel girl wasn’t going anywhere!

Again and again, she moaned, “You ruined it!” Julie raged.  She fumed.  She tried to break free, but there was nowhere for her to go.  She couldn’t get out of there! Tessa’s minions held her down, making sure she would remain in place.

“Who would like to use her?  I’m thinking we can start with her mouth and work our way down.”

Eyes wide, Julie didn’t understand right away.  Only then, she put the pieces together.  She realized what Tessa had in mind.  “No!”

“Okay then,” Tessa said, sounding almost acquiescent.  “This slut obviously needs a reminder.  Who would like to spank her?”

The slave’s face glowed a bright shade of red.  She couldn’t hide the embarrassment.  Shame bristled along her shoulders and up the back of her neck.  Red clouded her skin as Julie imagined Tessa’s friends and sycophants lifting their hands into the air.

“You, you, and you,” Tessa’s said.

“No!” cried out the naked girl.  Somewhere deep down, she knew that she was being inconsistent.  She knew that she had become incoherent.  With her eyes wet and her face flushed, she couldn’t think clearly.  Every time she swallowed, she could feel the choker around her neck, reminding her again and again of the girl she had become.

She wasn’t some independent thinker, a feminist, or anyone else important.

This young woman had become a chastity slave…a plaything for her roommate.

Tessa’s friend scurried forward, and Julie distantly heard the sounds of her Mistress explaining how this would work.

It began.

One petite girl stepped forward, and she slapped Julie’s ass with all of the force she could muster.  Around her, people were laughing.  Julie cried out.  She couldn’t help it.  That sound was torn from the base of her throat.  The others came forward.  They took their turns.  They played with her, striking down hard and fast.  They smacked her posterior, turning it a bright shade of red to match her cheeks.

At the same time, Julie tried to think of what she could have done or said to make all of this stop.

Nothing.

Tessa and her friends were going to do this.  They were going to have fun with this girl, so there was nothing Julie could do to stop them!

All of those pieces fit together, easy, obvious, and unstoppable.  Just like Tessa herself, they’re unrelenting.

“Are you going to behave yourself?” Tessa asked.

The chastity slave needed a few more seconds to realize that this question had actually been aimed at her.  Initially, she couldn’t put her thoughts together.  She couldn’t remember how to think or speak.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Moving almost gently this time, Tessa reached out and pulled Julie back to her feet.  Then she put her hands on her shoulders and nudged the girl down.  “Right there, that’s Alyssa.  I want you to crawl over to her, lick her shoes, and beg for the chance to service her.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Julie said.  As she crawled forward, she endured those fresh sensations.  Her body seemed to awaken in a way she hadn’t expected because fresh desire pumped through her skin.  Her nerves cried out.  She had almost enjoyed an orgasm.  The sensations had rocketed through her, lighting up her senses and bringing her so incredibly close to the completion she had craved for so very long.  But now, she bowed her head down and saw the sleek, black shoes worn by the girl right in front of her.

Alyssa.  She was small.  She had short blond hair, bright blue eyes, and angular features.  She looked cute in so many different ways.  At some other place or time, Julie probably would have thought of this girl more like a little sister.

In that instant, however, she was Julie’s superior.  As Tessa’s guest, Alyssa outranked the chastity slave.  They all did.

Julie bowed her head down, she licked, and then she raised her head.  Even if she hated herself for doing this, Julie didn’t see any other choice.  There were no other options, no other possibilities, nothing for her to do or say except to obey.  “May I Service you?  Please, may I  worship you?  May I make you feel good?  May I service you because you are better than me?”

That girl lifted up her denim skirt, and she peeled off her panties.

Then she walked over to the bed, and she sat down right there on the edge.

“Crawl,” Tessa commanded.

Again, Julie complied.  She saw no choice.

With all these people watching, the naked chastity slave crawled across the floor again, and then she pushed herself up onto her knees.

That blonde should have been timid.  Instead, she dropped her hand down, and she grabbed onto Julie’s hair just as casually as Tessa had done.  She pulled the slave up into position. Julie’s cheeks brushed along her inner thighs, and suddenly Julie found herself breathing in the aroma of this girl’s pussy.

Bristling one more time, Julie tried to hold out.

No one there even noticed.  After all, her hesitation lasted for less than a second.  That hardly counted as some grand, defiant gesture.

And in the next moment, Julie began to lick.  She slid her tongue along that girl’s pussy, servicing and worshiping her just as everyone there had expected.

Tessa whispered something to one of her friends.

Someone left.  Another girl laughed.  A guy was chuckling.  Then someone came up behind Julie.  As she had her face buried between Alyssa’s legs, she hadn’t thought of her own body or how she was on display.  Granted, she had her back to everyone else, but that hardly offered her much for protection.

A guy grabbed her.  He slipped his arms around her torso, and his hands cupped her breasts.  He fondled her, squeezing, pinching, groping and stroking.  His hands played along her mounds, sending jolts of sensation racing across her skin.  She tried to hate this, only her body reacted, and she moaned all without stopping.  Time continued to dart and dance.  The flavor of this blonde’s juices simmered along Julie’s taste buds.

Then he pinched, and she cried out.  It wasn’t an orgasm, not really.  Maybe it was close, but that wasn’t good enough!

Throwing her head back, Alyssa screamed, her eyes wide as she enjoyed that orgasm.  For this blonde, maybe it had been a question of power.  Maybe it had been a matter of superiority.  After all, she was small and slender.  There were probably lots of people who saw her and underestimated her.  But with a girl like Julie, Alyssa didn’t have to worry about her appearance.

She loved it!

That much was obvious as she embraced the pleasure and savored every second of this.

“Who’s next?” Tessa asked.

“No one,” Julie said.

“What’s that?” Tessa asked, sounding mildly intrigued.  After all, there was something entertaining about hearing her slave try to plead with her.

For a second or two, Julie didn’t even realize that she had actually spoken.  The idea seemed strange, exotic and almost alien.  Only then, she forced herself to turn around.  Braced on her knees, she looked back up at her owner.

Julie gulped.  “Please, Mistress. Please, no more.  I can’t take any more!”

“But we’ve been having so much fun,” Tessa said, clapping her hands together and lifting her knuckles to the corner of her face.  “Are you sure you don’t want me to keep going?  I mean, I was thinking about fucking you.”

“What?” Julie breathed out.

“I was thinking about fucking you,” said her owner again.  Tessa repeated those words, and her eyes shined bright.  At the same time, Julie tried to read her expression.  She tried to decide whether or not Tessa was just messing with her.  This could have been a game, another chance to mock and degrade her.

But no, Julie didn’t think so.  She stared up at her superior, and she realized that Tessa actually seemed to mean it.

“Really?  How?”

“I have a special harness,” Tessa said.  “I would love to use it on you.  Would you like that?”

“Are they going to watch?”

“Of course,” Tessa said, making abundantly clear with just those two words that this was a nonnegotiable point.  This would happen.  Once again, Julie would be put on display.  Once again, she would feel the stinging bite of humiliation as all of those eyes focused on her.

Too bad.

Her pussy still throbbed with desperate need.  Those desires seemed to spin and swirl at the core of her being, a storm that refused to abate.

She had been given one orgasm…mostly…sort of.  That wasn’t good enough.  More importantly, Julie understood that Tessa could walk away at any moment.

Breathing faster, Julie glanced down, then to her left and her right.  She saw the feet of the others who were still watching her.  At that point, everyone had gone quiet.  The music continued to play in the living room, but none of Tessa’s friends said anything.  Instead, they were watching this girl, wondering and waiting to see what would happen.

Ultimately, Julie understood that there could only be one possible answer.  “Yes, Mistress.”

“Beg.”

This time, Julie didn’t pause.  She didn’t deny the inevitability of what was about to happen.  “Please, Mistress,” she began, her voice low and little more than a whisper.  But then, she raised her chin, and she looked up at Tessa, her eyes wide.  In that moment, Julie could feel something shift within her.  She had experienced it before, but this was different.  She had to wonder if it would be permanent.  She had to wonder if she would ever be able to escape the sensations.  It felt as though invisible shackles looped around her wrists and ankles.  Suddenly, the collar didn’t need to be physical because she knew she would always wear it.  Every time she saw Tessa, she would think of this moment and what she was about to give up.

“Go on,” Tessa said, that lilt of amusement in her voice.

“Please, Mistress. Please, train me.  Break me.  Tame me.  Turn into your obedient plaything.  Please, Mistress. Please, fuck me! Fuck me in front of your friends!  Show me off as your toy!  I will serve you!  I will do whatever you want!”

“Bow your head down and close your eyes,” Tessa instructed.

Julie obeyed.  Without thinking, she threw her face forward, and she dropped her elbows to the floor.  Pressed in that position, she knew exactly how she looked.

Tessa stepped away, and Julie could hear the shifting rustle of fabric.  Everyone else had gone quiet.  Maybe they were watching her.

Julie couldn’t be sure one way or the other, but it didn't matter.  In that instant, she knew she had to obey.  She had to do as she was told.

“Look at me,” Tessa commanded.

Her trained girl obeyed.

“I want you to understand something,” Tessa said, speaking slowly and casually.  She sounded more like a professor than anything else.  As hard as she tried to concentrate on those words, Julie couldn’t quite do that, especially because she saw what this beautifully charismatic girl now wore: her strap-on harness. There was the red leather around her hips and down between her thighs, plus the smooth, crimson dildo emerging from between her legs. It was bigger than Julie had expected.

In that instant, she wondered if she could have begged for something else.  Surely, this girl had another tool, something else she could use.

Then Julie forced herself to swallow back those complaints.  She knew better than to argue.  Tessa had made up her mind, and she wasn’t about to alter her decision.  That young woman knew what she wanted, and she was going to get it.

There was nothing Julie could do about it.

Like a good girl, she had to accept that.  She had to accept her owner’s decision.

“I started training you with the key.  I have a key to your chastity belt, and I’m going to use it on you again and again and again.  Along the way, I will sculpt you into the perfect slave.  But the key to your training doesn’t really have anything to do with the belt, does it?”

“Mistress?”

“No,” Tessa said with a slow shake of her head.  She sounded like a teacher as she talked down to this girl.  “It’s about so much more than that.  Training someone like you who is all about personality.  It’s all about the force of personality.  I know how to get you to do what I want.  The first time I saw you, I knew I would have you in a position just like this in front of all my friends.”

Automatically, Julie opened her mouth.  She stopped herself from speaking and saying something foolish.  After all, Tessa was smarter than her.  There was no way for Julie to really argue or disagree.  When Tessa spoke, Julie had to listen.  That was how the world was supposed to work.  The enslaved slut was finally starting to figure that out…

“Suck it,” Tessa ordered.

Before her roommate discovered her, trapped her in chastity, and trained her, Julie would have balked at that sort of command.  It seemed so wrong!  Even so, Julie crawled forward, she lifted her head, and she started.  She opened her mouth, licked her lips, leaned forward, and began. She sucked the dildo, sliding in all the way to the back of her throat as she worshiped it.

Around her, the girls were tittering.  They were laughing.  They were enjoying the show.  The guys saw this, and they obviously enjoyed it as well…This was so much fun for Tessa’s guests.

Lifting her arms, Tessa glanced back at her friends, “Is it time?  Is it time to use her?”

“Use her!  Use her!  Use her!” the words pounded out against the air as the group started to chant.

“I’m going to have my way with you,” Tessa promised.

She grabbed Julie by her hair, she shoved this girl down, and suddenly the chastity slave found herself on her hands and knees again with her former roommate braced behind her.

Despite the reluctance that should have been pounding through her body, Julie actually bowed her head down.  She pressed her weight on her forearms and elbows.  She lifted her hunches, and she knew exactly how she looked.  She knew how everyone there would see her.  Not only that, she could hear the digital clicks of phones as people took pictures.  Others were probably recording the video.

“Please, Mistress…” Julie begged.

She’d get fucked.

She’d get to feel that dildo slide into her pussy.

She was so wet, so thirsty for that fake cock!

Only then, Tessa positioned herself.  She put her hands on Julie’s hips, and she began to lean forward. She pressed the dildo up against the slave’s ass.

“What, what are you doing, Mistress?” Julie stuttered out.

Too late, Julie figured it out.  Even so, she still couldn’t stop herself.  “No.  Please, not there!  Not like this!”

Tessa wasn’t interested in this girl’s slit. She wanted her ass, and she was about to take it!

Julie had no choice.

Tessa shoved forward, thrusting the artificial phallus deep into her opening. Julie’s eyes widened. She cried out. At the same time, she wanted to scream any number of different profound curses as her body adjusted.  More than that, she knew that she had never taken that dildo herself.

Her nostrils flared, and she bit down.  She forced herself to stay quiet.  That only lasted for a few seconds.  Almost immediately, she began to pant, moan, and groan.

“This is where you belong,” Tessa said.  “This is who you are.  As these people watch, I want you to think about this.  I want you to think about what’s about to happen to you.”

Tessa took her time, sliding forward, drawing back, and working her chattel girl. “Take it,” Tessa called out, laughing now.  “Take it nice and deep.  Take it and remember that everyone is going to remember this.  They’re going to think about this and talk about this for a very long time.  You’re the best entertainment I could imagine!” She was pumping harder now, thrusting forward, yanking back, and forcing Julie to consider exactly what all of this meant.

Braced on all fours, Julie understood.

This girl couldn’t hide.  She couldn’t deny the truth.  She knew who she was and what she had become.

In the meantime, Tessa pumped harder and faster, making sure that her slave was panting and moaning all over again.  Those eager, ragged sounds rang out across the air before they ricocheted against the walls.

“Now! Come for me right now!” As Tessa called out that order, she smacked Julie’s right butt cheek. The sound of the slap added to the noises Julie made as she endured the sting of shame because everyone there knew the truth.

She liked this.  She wanted it.  She needed it!

Tessa fucked her slave nice and hard until she was ready to embrace her own rush of pleasure.  Within a few more seconds, Tessa threw her head back, and she closed her eyes.  Then she opened them again, and she drank in the sight of her friends and guests.  They saw her, and she knew exactly what they were thinking.  They were jealous.  They wished they could be her.  They wanted to be with her.

Yes!

Tessa jerked back, and she looked down at her slave.

“The belt,” she said.

With casual ease, Tessa maneuvered her exhausted slave girl.  She spread her legs, lifted her ankles and the air, and slipped the belt right back into position.  Eyes fluttering open, Julie knew she could have tried to take that opportunity to fight.  But after everything she had gone through, it was impossible.

Then Tessa leaned down, and she whispered to her plaything, “For the rest of the night, you will do anything anyone tells you.  Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress,” she whispered back. “I understand.” She understood the commands. More importantly, she recognized her place and knew who she needed to be for Tessa…her Mistress.

The End
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