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The room was filled with laughter, music, and secrets. A few of the bottles on the table were already empty, and Scott could feel the alcohol in his system, creating a buzz that promised pleasure, joy, and bad decisions.

“Zoe would kill me if she knew I was doing this,” he said, but it did not prevent him from snorting the line of coke laid out before him. The rush pushed the drowsiness of the alcohol away for a bit, and the music sounded more intense, more invigorating.

“She’ll never find out.” Emma smiled at him from across the table and did a line herself. The long, platinum blonde hair was immaculately straightened, and the dark makeup enhanced the secretive eyes.

It was not the first time Scott has gotten drunk and high with his roommate, but he was terrified that his girlfriend Zoe could find out. He knew he should stop, that he should leave the white powder alone, but common sense had been thrown out of the window two tequila shots ago.

Emma rubbed her nose and laughed, seemingly at nothing in particular. “How is the sex-life, by the way? Last time we talked, you two had hit a bit of a dry spell.”

“I probably shouldn’t have told you that,” Scott said and smirked.

Emma bit her lower lip. “You tell me everything, Scotty. So?”

Scott leaned back in the chair and wallowed in the rush for a bit before answering. “It’s … alright. Good. It’s just …”

“Boring?”

Scott nodded. “I guess that is the word. I love her, I do, but …”

“Some fantasy you’re not getting to live out, Scotty?”

He moved in his seat. “Maybe. But I’m not going to tell you about it.”

Emma pouted and crossed her arms. “What, I thought we were close!” Her voice sounded like that of a disappointed little girl. She leaned forward, revealing her tantalizing cleavage. “Come on, Scotty … tell me. No judgment!”

“But it’s weird!” Scott chuckled at the sight of the doe-eyed, pouting woman. “Fine! One more line and I’ll tell you.” Another line of cocaine vanished into his nose. Scott could have sworn that he heard a noise, a clicking sound, but he could not see anything when he looked up. “I … I really like handcuffs. You know, bondage and that kind of stuff.”

Emma raised an eyebrow, and for a moment, it looked like she had sobered up. “That’s it? That is not weird at all! I’ve heard far worse – I was with a guy once who got turned on by farts! Handcuffs are harmless.” Emma cocked her head and rubbed her lip with her thumb. “I think it’s kinda cool. Do you have any handcuffs or other toys?”

Scott’s heart started pounding. Just talking about handcuffs turned him on, but he was not sure it was a good idea to involve his roommate. “Yeah … a box in my room, but …”

Emma’s face lit up. “Go get it! I want to see them!”

Scott scratched the back of his neck. Was he really going to show his secret stash to Emma? The two had been close for years, and there were few secrets left between them. He eventually decided that it could not hurt and went to get the small wooden box from under his bed.

“Wow, this is awesome!”Emma said as she rummaged through the small collection of gags, buttplugs, and restraints. “Why do you have more than one pair of handcuffs?”

Scott cleared his throat. “Eh … one has a chain, the other one uses a double hinge.”

Emma looked at him with a puzzled expression. “I assume both will leave you pretty helpless?”

Scott nodded.

“I like the double-hinged ones,” Emma said and picked them out of the box. The shiny steel reflected the light as she handed them to Scott. “Put them on me, Scotty!”

Maybe it was the alcohol and drugs, but no warning signal sounded in Scott’s mind. He found the request harmless. “Alright. In front or behind the back?”

Emma kept staring at the handcuffs, biting the tip of her thumb. “Behind first! This is exciting, I have never been cuffed before!”

Scott had always considered Emma a friend, though he could not deny that he had always had a small crush on her. She was good-looking and kind, and he could feel the blood rush to his cock as Emma got up and turned her back to him, placing her hands behind her back. He gently grabbed her right wrist and pushed the edge of the cuffs against Emma’s tanned skin, causing the single strand to push through the double strand. He pushed the cold steel tight; he could feel Emma shiver as the wonderful sound of the clicking ratchet lock filled the room. Scott locked the other cuff tightly around Emma’s left wrist, forcing the wrists to face each other.

Fuck, that looks hot. He had never asked his girlfriend Zoe if she would allow him to cuff her, but he knew she would refuse, maybe even find it disgusting.

“Oh, this is intense,” Emma said. “I can barely move.” She struggled against the restraints for a bit, checking to see how much movement the cuffs allowed her.

Scott could barely believe that he was watching a gorgeous woman walking around the living room in handcuffs. Emma kept testing the cuffs, and the sound of the steel clattering against her pearl bracelet made him hard.

“Cuff me in front now. I want a drink.”

The two friends chatted and drank, laughing every time Emma spilled because of the tight handcuffs. Scott knew it was likely a one-time thing, yet his drunken mind kept fantasizing about having a roommate that wanted him to cuff her regularly. He pushed the thought aside and chose to just enjoy the sight of the handcuffed, smiling woman across from him.

“I think I want them off now,” Emma said after a while, pushing her hands forward for Scott to unlock the handcuffs.

“Of course.” Scott had to suppress a smile at the sight of the deep, red grooves on Emma’s wrists when the cuffs were removed.

Emma picked up the cuffs and let her slender fingers move across the shiny steel. “Can I put them on you now?”

Scott felt a knot in his stomach, though he was not sure why. “I’m not sure, Emma, I …”

Emma looked at him with a disappointed frown. “Come on, fair is fair! I’ve been cuffed for over an hour now, you can wear them for a bit!”

Scott shrugged. “I guess.” He put out his hands and felt a trickle of arousal as the cold steel made contact with his skin. Emma was quick to lock them on, making Scott wonder if she had done it before. “That’s really tight, Emma.” He moved his hands, but the hinged cuffs were extremely restrictive.

“It’s more fun that way.” Emma rummaged through Scott’s box and found a pair of police-style ankle cuffs. She knelt in front of him and locked them tightly around his ankles before he had a chance to protest. “Oh, I’m enjoying this! My own little prisoner!”

Had he been sober, Scott might have questioned what was happening, but his body was busy handling the arousal building from the feeling of the tight restraints. His cock rubbed against his boxers as it grew, and he hoped that Emma would not notice.

Emma got up and took a sip of her drink while she looked at Scott. “What to do with you …”

“You could let me out,” Scott said, even though part of him wanted to stay cuffed for a while longer.

Emma shook her head. “No. I have a better idea!”

She grabbed Scott by the arm and led him into her bedroom, which Scott had only been in a few times. The two mostly interacted in the living room and kitchen, respecting each other’s privacy. The smell of lavender perfume hung in the air, and tasteful posters decorated the walls, a stark contrast to the involuntary minimalism of Scott’s room. Emma pushed Scott onto the queen-sized bed’s silken sheets and proceeded to lock his hands to the bed by unlocking one of the cuffs and re-locking it on the other side of the steel frame that functioned as a headboard. Scott did not try to stop her; maybe it was the playful expression on Emma’s face or the alcohol, but it all seemed harmless.

At first.

“Alright, you had your fun, let me out,” Scott said after squirming in his restraints for a bit.

Emma stood at the foot of the bed, visibly amused by Scott’s struggle. “No. I don’t think I will.”

Suddenly, the restraints felt uncomfortable and too restrictive. Scott stared at his roommate with an expression of fear and surprise. “What? Emma, this is getting weird, let me go!”

Emma grabbed a pair of used panties from her laundry hamper and a roll of duct tape from the desk before crawling onto the bed.

Why the fuck does she have duct tape in her room? Scott thought the moment before Emma forced the panties into his mouth and taped it shut.

Emma pulled out her phone and showed Scott a picture she had taken earlier that evening. “You see this picture, Scotty?” The blood in Scott’s veins froze at the sight of himself doing a line of coke. “You’re going to do what I say or I’ll send this to Zoe. Do you understand?”

Scott could feel his world crumble around him. Zoe would never forgive him if she found out he was doing drugs. The thought of losing her was too much to bear. He stared at his roommate who sat astride his torso, looking at him with eyes full of mischief and malice. How had he never seen this side of Emma before? Why would she do this? In the end, Scott felt he had no choice and nodded.

“Excellent! Do you understand that you are mine now, Scotty? That I can do anything I want to you and you will do my every bidding?”

Scott nodded hesitantly. How bad could it be? Emma was probably just playing.

Or maybe not.

“Mhhmm!” Scott tried to protest when Emma got a pair of fabric scissors from her sewing supplies and started cutting off his clothes. He pulled at his handcuffs, but he was helpless to resist as Emma ruined his favorite black tracksuit and threw it on the floor, leaving him naked on her bed.

“There’s nothing you can do, my little slave, you might as well enjoy it,” Emma said and stripped naked. The elegant black dress dropped to the floor and revealed a stunning, slender body beneath. Scott tried to fight the erection, tried to resist showing any sign that he was secretly liking being dominated, but he failed. “Oh, is that for me?” Emma crawled onto the bed and let her soft fingers run up and down Scott’s cock with a featherlight touch. “What a piece …” Her tongue gently licked his tip, causing waves of lust to flow through Scott’s body, waves that turned into a flood when she took him in her mouth and started sucking his cock.

This isn’t happening. This … is insane! He was torn between the primal part of his brain that wanted Emma to continue, the part that was living its wildest fantasy, and the part that had always hated infidelity and kept thinking of Zoe.

He was getting close.

Every muscle in his body tensed up in anticipation of the coming orgasm.

Then Emma stopped.

“You weren’t going to come in my mouth, were you, Scotty?” she said. Her hand was still firmly around his cock, and a strand of drool connected her lips to his tip.

The elation and ecstasy turned to frustration, causing Scott to groan loudly.

“I’m going to need to teach you a lesson.” Emma left Scott shackled on the bed and disappeared into her walk-in closet, returning shortly after with a box. “You’re not the only one with a box of toys.” She pulled out a vibrating wand and placed it on Scott’s taint, using duct tape to fix it to his inner thigh. “I will leave you in the care of my trusty friend here. Don’t worry … you won’t come. I’m going to use a low setting.”

The vibrator whirred to life. Scott had never tried perineum stimulation before, and it was an odd, but pleasurable, sensation. Emma taped his legs together to ensure that he could not escape the vibration.

Then she left.

At first, Scott was enjoying himself, but as time passed, the constant vibration started to get to him. He could not come, yet the vibrator kept stimulating him, kept him on the edge. The pleasure turned to torture, and he started screaming as much as the gag would allow.

When Emma finally returned, Scott had lost all sense of time and was starting to fear for his sanity. He looked at his captor with pleading eyes, but there was no trace of empathy in the sly smile on Emma’s face.

“Did you have fun, my slave?” Emma said and crossed her arms. She was still naked, still gorgeous, but Scott had been edging for so long that he could barely muster a coherent thought. “It looks like you’re still hard.” The smile widened. “Perfect.”

Emma crawled onto the bed with the grace and menace of a tiger, staring Scott in the eye as she applied a condom before lowering herself onto his tortured, sore cock. Her tight, warm pussy enveloped him; it was an odd, terrifying cocktail of dizzying pleasure and grueling discomfort as she started riding him. Scott tried to control himself, tried to ward off the intense orgasm he could feel coming, but the sight of his beautiful roommate smiling and moaning on top of him was intoxicating. And wrong.

Emma looked at him. “You would be a bad slave if you came inside me, Scotty. I would have to punish you.”

She has to be kidding! Scott strained every muscle in his body in an attempt to hold back, but Emma’s pussy was too perfect. It felt like his crotch exploded in pain and unbridled pleasure a moment later, filling the condom to the brink. He groaned loudly, arching his back, but Emma did not stop fucking him.

“Oh, that is a bad Scotty,” Emma said in the voice of a disappointed girl. “You’re going to regret that.”

Scott started tossing his head back and forth, protesting through his gag as the pleasure turned to massive discomfort, even more so than before. The vibrator was still stimulating his taint, and though his cock was going soft, Emma still rode it hard. She did not stop until a few minutes later.

“That was disappointing,” she said with a pout, still sitting astride Scott’s tortured torso with his cock inside her. “You’ll have to do better next time.”

Next time? The words refused to settle in Scott’s mind. How could this continue?

“This will be a rough night for you.” Emma got off the bed and put on her black silk nightrobe. She opened her walk-in closet before uncuffing Scott and removing the duct tape on his legs, staring him in the eye with a determined, cold look. “Don’t try anything. I still have that picture of you, remember?”

“Mmhmm …” Scott groaned as she grabbed his arm and pulled him inside the closet.

That is not a fucking closet! The first thing Scott noticed was the thick, padded door. Soundproof. The next was the second, smaller room inside with a steel-barred door. A cell. She has a jail cell in her closet! How did I not know about this? Emma had lived in the apartment longer than Scott, who had replaced her previous roommate, but he had never imagined that her inconspicuous closet held this kind of secret. The walls outside the cell were lined with a collection of restraints and toys that made Scott’s box seem pitiful.

“I bet you didn’t expect this.” There was a hint of pride in Emma’s voice. “I have wanted my own personal slave for years. This will be fun!”

She pushed Scott inside the small cell and locked him in a spreadeagle position using cuffs and leg irons that had been screwed into the wall. It was impossible to escape, and cold fear soon gripped Scott by the throat. She could not possibly mean to leave him there overnight, right?

“You won’t get any sleep tonight, Scotty,” Emma said and grabbed his cock. “I want you awake, I want you to think of all the things I can do to you. Don’t worry, I’ll let you go to work in the morning.” She tore the duct tape off his mouth and pulled the panties out. “You’re my little bitch now.”

“Please, Emma … you … you can’t do this.”

Emma laughed. “Oh, but I can! Have a great night, Scotty!” She left the tiny cell and locked the steel-barred door. A moment later, Scott heard the soundproof door close, leaving him alone in total darkness and eerie silence. He tested his restraints, but there was no hope of escape.

Scott had no idea what time it was when Emma opened the door and stood in front of his cell with a huge smile on her face.

“Rough night, Scotty?”

Scott wanted to tell her to go fuck herself, but he feared the repercussions. “Yes.”

Emma opened the cell door and approached her victim. Scott could smell the lavender on her hair, feel the warmth of her body as she pushed herself against him. The silken nightrobe was thin, and her perky nipples against his skin were arousing. She was shorter than Scott and looked up at him with a grin while her hand gently stroked his cock. “You might as well try to enjoy yourself, my slave. I’m going to be nice to you – it is still early, I’ll let your sleep a few hours before you need to get ready for work. What do you say to that?”

“Thank you …” Scott wanted nothing more than a bit of sleep, even though the handjob was alluring.

Emma unlocked his restraints but quickly handcuffed Scott again in front using a regular set of police handcuffs with a short chain. His wrists were already sore, but the prospect of sleep made him willing to accept anything. A pair of ankle cuffs were applied as well. Scott stared at the thin mattress on the floor of the cell, aching to lie down.

“I’ll let you get some rest.” Emma turned to walk away but paused in the doorway. “Oh, and don’t even think about touching yourself – I have a camera set up to keep an eye on you.” She pointed towards a small camera just outside the cell. “Sweet dreams.”

The cell was chilly, the restraints tight, but Scott fell asleep within seconds. He awoke to the sound of the cell door being slammed open, but when he finally managed to wipe the sleep from his eyes, Emma was not there. He got up, wincing as he walked due to the sharp edges of the ankle cuffs digging into his tendons. He found Emma in the kitchen, eating breakfast like she always did. She was dressed for work, looking sharp with her blonde hair in a tight ponytail and the white shirt and black skirt. It could have been any other morning, had it not been for Scott being naked and chained.

“Good morning, sunshine,” she said in a chipper voice. “You better go get a shower if you want to be ready for work.”

Scott stared at her with a puzzled expression that soon turned to horror as he realized that Emma was sitting with his phone.

Emma looked up at him. “I’m keeping this. I already texted Zoe to say good morning. She won’t suspect anything. And no, I’m not taking those restraints off you until right before you need to leave. Now, go shower!”

Showering was not easy, and the knot in Scott’s stomach refused to loosen. How was this all going to end? Zoe would be back from her holiday soon. He had a job, friends, family. Emma could not expect to keep him as her slave forever. He had to admit that the fantasy, the thought of being held in cuffs by a beautiful woman, was arousing, and the sound of rattling chains as he washed his body did turn him on, but Emma was a wildcard. He had no idea what to expect.

When Scott exited the shower, Emma was waiting for him.

“What now?” he asked, more annoyed than he had intended.

“Watch your tone, little slave.” Emma grabbed his ear and twisted it as if he was an unruly schoolboy. “You belong to me. I own you, even when you’re not home or in chains. This little thing will make sure you remember that.”

Scott stared at the steel chastity cage in her hand. “No! You’re not putting that on me, Emma!”

“I am. Stop whining, this is happening. And I think I want you to call me ‘Mistress’ from now on. Do you understand?”

“But Zoe …”

Emma twisted the ear further, causing Scott to cry out in pain. “Let me worry about Zoe.”

Scott watched in horror as Emma locked the steel cage around his cock. It was not uncomfortable, but the significance of the contraption was not lost on him. Emma unlocked Scott’s restraints and told him to get dressed and go to work.

What will be next?

Whatever Scott had thought Emma capable of, it was nothing compared to what awaited him when he came home. He had been reprimanded at work for falling asleep, and he had struggled to hide the deep marks on his wrists. On top of it all, he had trouble getting used to the cold steel against his cock. It felt like he was living a nightmare, yet whenever he thought of Emma riding him, his cock strained against the cage.

She was waiting for him, sitting at the dining table with a look of smug superiority on her face. “How was your day?” she asked as if everything was normal.

“Rough.” Scott hung up his jacket and felt a growing unease in his stomach. “Please, Emma … I need to sleep, I’m not in the mood for …”

Emma shook her head. “That’s not how this works. I’m not playing around, Scotty. Strip naked, or that picture ends up in Zoe’s inbox – and the inbox of your parents.”

Scott had no choice. He took off his clothes until he was standing naked, save for the chastity cage.

“It looks good on you,” she said with a smile before tossing him a bag. “Put that on.”

Scott looked in the bag and felt his mouth go dry. “You’re kidding, right?”

Emma did not answer. She merely stared at him.

Scott sighed and put on the lacey black panties and bra. He was ready to throw up from the humiliation, made worse when Emma forced him to put on lipstick and makeup. He felt the masculinity drain from his body, but he would do anything to avoid Emma telling Zoe about his drug use. Part of him wanted to run or confront Emma, yet the shame only deepened when he felt his cock rub against its cage as Emma locked a leather collar with a leash around his neck.

Deep inside, buried beneath the voices telling him that this was all wrong, part of him was loving it, even as Emma locked him in hand- and legcuffs and forced him to crawl around the apartment on his knees. There was a certain freedom in being told what to do. He chose to ignore the worries about the future, at least for a bit, as Emma pushed a ballgag into his mouth.

She is a beautiful woman, he thought, somehow convincing himself that he could not possibly be unfaithful to Zoe when he was being forced. He looked up at the goddess before him; the long, strong legs, the perky breasts barely contained by the tight-fitting white shirt, the cold, calculating smile – maybe it was not all so bad.

Two things tore him back to reality and caused the fear and terror to return with a vengeance when Emma dragged him into the bedroom.

One was the whip lying on the bed. The multiple leather tails promised pain, and a cold, unpleasant shiver ran down Scott’s spine at the sight.

The other was the large strapon dildo.

Scott shook his head, tried to protest, but the gag prevented it. He started crawling backward only to choke on the collar as Emma pulled his leash.

“What, you’ve never taken it in the ass before, Scotty?” Emma said and laughed. She knelt in front of the terrified Scott. “Don’t try to fight it. I can think of much worse things to do to you if you don’t do what I say.”

Scott believed her, even if his mind could not think of anything worse than being fucked in the ass while whipped. Emma pulled him onto the bed by his leash and locked it to the bed. Scott whimpered as he watched his roommate undress, hating that he found the sight arousing. Emma seemed to find similar pleasure in the situation; she stood there for a while, naked, wearing nothing but her high heels, massaging her clit as she looked at her prisoner.

“I’m going to enjoy this, Scotty. I’m going to enjoy fucking you.”

Scott wondered if he had done something to piss off Emma or if he had simply been blind to the mean streak she obviously possessed. Emma started strapping on the black dildo, moaning as she pushed the dildo on the inside of the harness inside her pussy. She never broke eye contact with Scott as she tightened the straps, striking a powerful pose when she finished.

“I’ll go slow,” she said as she lubed up the veiny black rubber cock. “At first.” She grabbed hold of his hips and pulled him to the edge of the bed, causing the leash on his collar to tighten, choking him. Emma stood next to the bed, towering behind Scott in her menacing, powerful gracefulness. “Try to relax, you worthless slave. It’ll hurt more if you don’t.”

This isn’t happening, Scott thought as Emma pulled down his panties.

Scott could feel the tip of the dildo rub against his taint, circling his asshole. Emma took her time, teasing him; the wait was excruciating. Then the dildo peeked inside, causing Scott to scream into his gag, only for the dildo to leave his ass immediately. The teasing went on forever until Scott was a blubbering mess, constantly kept on a knife’s edge.

Then it entered him. Slowly. Every time he felt that it could not possibly go any deeper, Emma found another centimeter. The pain lessened, as did the discomfort, but the humiliation persisted. Tears welled up in his eyes as she started fucking him faster, harder. His cock hardened, despite his attempts to fight the arousal, and it only added to the unpleasant sensation as it filled its tiny cage. He did not want to enjoy being fucked in the ass, especially not like this.

Emma started whipping his ass and back as she fucked him. Her moans filled the room as the cock inside her moved with every thrust.

“You like this, Scotty?” she said. “I bet you love taking it in the ass.”

Scott was not loving it. He was not allowing himself to.

Emma pushed the cock in as deep as it could go and leaned in over Scott. His back was burning from the whipping, and he was not prepared for the intense pain as Emma grabbed his chastity cage and started pulling it.

“MHHHMMM!” he screamed.

“You’re hard under the steel. I can tell.” Emma’s voice was dripping with sadistic lust. “But I won’t let you come.”

Fuck.

The fucking continued. Everything seemed to fade away around Scott as the whip pummeled his back and the dildo kept penetrating him, tearing at his sore asshole. He both wanted it to stop and to continue. He felt ashamed and aroused, terrified and ecstatic. His emotions overloaded his brain, and when he finally heard Emma climax behind him with a glorious scream, he was almost ready to come himself. He hoped she would take pity on him and remove the cage, even if he had to bring himself to orgasm; he craved release, to rid his body of the shameful lust, but it was not to be.

Instead, Emma replaced the dildo with a large buttplug. It almost felt comfortable after the assfucking, and even though he was not granted an orgasm, Scott was almost relieved when Emma pushed him into his cell.

“I’ll bring you food in a few hours. You might even get a little rest.” Emma slammed the cell door shut and left Scott in darkness.

The next few days were a haze of humiliation and discomfort. Emma either rode Scott while he was tied to the bed or fucked him in the ass, but he was ordered to say whenever he was close to orgasm – and Emma always denied him. The cage around his cock became more oppressing than the constant handcuffs and the cramped cell, and Scott was going mad from pent-up sexual frustration.

Then one afternoon, while Scott was shackled in his cell with his hands cuffed above his head, Emma placed a stool in front of the steel-barred door with a laptop on it. The screen showed the feed from two video cameras – one in the living room and one in Emma’s bedroom. Scott felt nauseated when he noticed that Emma had made changes to her bed.

Emma looked at Scott and smiled. “I have a surprise for you tonight. You’re going to love this.”
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Zoe climbed the familiar steps to Scott’s apartment. She was looking forward to spending time with her boyfriend; she had been on vacation for two weeks, after all. Scott had never been good at texting, but over the last few days, he had stepped up his game, and Zoe felt a slight flutter in her chest at the thought of seeing him again. Zoe checked her watch; she was right on time.

Her phone vibrated. It was a text from Scott saying he was stuck at work and that Emma would entertain her until he returned. Zoe sighed as she rang the doorbell; she did not mind Scott’s roommate, she had spent several drunk and joyful evenings in her company, but Scott had always been there.

“Zoe, welcome home!” Emma hugged Zoe and pulled her inside.

Zoe smiled. “Thank you. You look great! Going out?”

Emma adjusted the body-hugging black dress and let her slender fingers run through the blonde hair. “You’re too kind. I do have a special evening planned, but for now, you’re my guest. Come in, please! Scott told me it could be a while, so how about a drink? Or two?”

Zoe could not resist Emma’s infectious charm. “That sounds wonderful.”

“I figured you’d be up for it – I already made you a gin and tonic.”

Half an hour later, Zoe was enjoying a pleasant buzz. The conversation flowed easily, mostly at Scott’s expense, and the two women filled the room with laughter.

“How come you two haven’t moved in together yet?” Emma asked and emptied her glass. “Is it because of his snoring? I can hear it through two closed doors.”

Zoe laughed. “It is awful, isn’t it? We’ve discussed it, I just … think I need to enjoy my freedom for a little longer if you know what I mean?”

“Certainly! I like living with Scott, but I’d probably live alone if I could afford it.” Emma made Zoe another drink and slid it across the table. She nodded at the watch on Zoe’s wrist. “I always liked that watch.”

Zoe let her thumb slide across the smooth glass, feeling the stones set around the dial of the large, golden Scott Kors watch. “Thanks. I wear it every day, just feel naked without it.” She smiled. “I like the feel of metal on my wrist, I guess.”

Emma bit her lip. “Speaking of, look what I found yesterday.”

Zoe’s eyes widened as Emma placed a pair of steel handcuffs on the table. “Where did you get those?” She lifted them, felt the weight in her hands. “Oh my God, they’re real!”

Emma laughed. “Wanna put them on me? Just for fun?”

Zoe was fascinated by the restraints and fiddled with the hinge. She felt a slight shiver at the sound of the locking mechanism as she tried closing them. “Sure, why not? Never played with handcuffs before. Scott is so vanilla, he’d probably have a heart attack if I suggested it.”

Emma got up and stood in front of Zoe, putting her hands out in front of her. Zoe had never cuffed anyone before, but she derived a certain tactile enjoyment from locking the cuffs onto Emma’s slender wrists. They looked good on her; the cruel steel was a beautiful contrast to her feminine appearance.

“That feels … nice,” Emma said, moving her wrists, testing the limits of her mobility. “This is fun! Unlock them, let me try putting them on you – you’ll love it!”

Zoe giggled as she unlocked the cuffs and handed them to Emma. It was just a bit of harmless fun between two girls, like when she had practiced kissing with her friends in high school. She stood up and reached her hands out in front. Emma locked the cuffs on Zoe’s left wrist, behind the watch, but before Zoe had time to react, Emma had spun her around and cuffed her hands behind her back.

“Auch, that is tight, Emma!” Zoe laughed. “Now I can’t finish my drink, not fair!”

“My bad, I’ll help you.” Emma grabbed Zoe’s glass and put it up to her mouth.

“Okay, this is a bit weird, Emma. Take them off.”

“Oh, but the fun is just getting started, dear Zoe,” Emma said and stroked Zoe’s cheek. The touch of the soft hands was tender, and Zoe could not help but lean into the loving gesture and closed her eyes. Her tipsy mind craved intimacy, and she did not resist when she felt Emma’s thin, soft lips on hers. The kiss was sensual and intense, and when Emma’s tongue playfully touched Zoe’s lips, she allowed it inside.

Then she heard the sound of a phone taking a picture.

Zoe opened her eyes and stared at Emma’s grinning face.

“That was a nice kiss,” Emma said. “See?” She held up her phone showing a picture of the two women kissing passionately.

Zoe was about to laugh when she noticed a weird change in Emma. She could not quite put her finger on it, but she suddenly felt uneasy. The cuffs seemed tighter, more restrictive all of a sudden.

“You’re going to do what I tell you to, Zoe.” Emma’s voice was cold, her face serious. “If you don’t, I’ll post this to your Facebook page. I don’t think your conservative workplace – or your family – will like that.”

Zoe felt cold. “Emma, you can’t do that! That will ruin me! I can’t be seen kissing a girl!”

“I know. So do you agree? You’ll do everything I tell you to?”

Zoe did not know what to make of the situation. The mood had changed so suddenly, and she was suddenly very aware that she was handcuffed. She rolled her eyes and nodded. “Fine. But I won’t …”

Emma put a finger to Zoe’s lips. “No. You don’t get to talk.” Emma pointed to the floor. “Get on your knees.”

Zoe clenched her jaw and stared defiantly at Emma. She had never liked being told what to do, and even though she had agreed to Emma’s cruel blackmail, her body refused to obey.

“I’m not kidding, Zoe.” Emma bared her teeth and showed Zoe the picture again. “I will send it. Get. On. Your. Knees.”

Zoe groaned and got on her knees.

“Wait there.” Emma returned a moment later with a pair of ankle cuffs which she locked onto Zoe.

Zoe could feel the anger rise inside her as the cold, sharp metal was closed tightly over her nylon stockings. She glared at Emma when the cruel hostess approached her with a wide metal collar with a chain attached. “You’re not putting that on me.” Zoe tried pulling at her cuffs, but it only served to enhance the unpleasant feeling of helplessness.

“Shut up. You’re my slave now, Zoe. I own you.”

Zoe tried to stay calm, to retain her composure and defiance, but there was something thoroughly humiliating and terrifying about having a collar locked onto her neck. It was a tight fit, and even though she had no trouble breathing, the metal pressed against her throat when she swallowed, and the heavy steel was a powerful presence she could not ignore.

Where did she get these things from? Did she always have them? And where the FUCK is Scott?

Scott would be there any minute, Zoe thought. He would put an end to this, save her. We would never accept Emma treating her this way.

Emma proceeded to unlock Zoe’s handcuffs only to lock them again in front of her. “Get on all fours, my little slave, and follow me.”

Zoe groaned loudly at the ridiculous command. The humiliation gnawed at her very being, not helped by the awkward crawl through the living room and kitchen, made even more difficult by the hinged cuffs leaving her very little room to move her hands. She wanted to tell Emma how she would regret this, that Zoe would call the police, but the rational part of her mind tried to calm the fiery temper; it was not wise to provoke Emma at this point.

Emma pulled Zoe into the bedroom. Zoe was shocked to see that the bedroom she had only caught a glimpse of in the past had changed – and not for the better. The queen-sized bed had been upgraded with a new frame, and two large boxes covered by sheets were placed in the corner. The bed frame now consisted of a larger headboard with multiple anchor points with a full pillory and stocks at the foot of the bed.

What the fuck is she up to? Zoe thought as Emma pulled her onto the bed like an unruly dog having its leash yanked. The handcuffs and ankle cuffs were uncomfortable enough, but the collar was what pulled Zoe over the edge. The constant weight on her neck and shoulders was scary and degrading, and it was not made any better when Emma pushed Zoe onto her back and locked the collar chain to the headboard along with the handcuffs, leaving Zoe helpless with her hands above her head.

“Mmm, you look amazing, Zoe,” Emma said. She stood next to the bed, observing her captive. “So helpless and vulnerable.”

“This is not funny, Emma.” Zoe struggled to keep her temper under control. “I don’t like it.”

“You’re not supposed to.” Emma removed the ankle cuffs and locked Zoe’s legs into the contraption at the end of the bed that had holes for arms, neck, and ankles. This left Zoe feeling even more vulnerable as it forced her legs open, stretching her out on the bed.

“Even better,” Emma said and started cutting off Zoe’s red dress with her fabric scissors.

Zoe had to bite her lip to keep from showering Emma in curses and threats. She had never felt this helpless before, and she did not like the feeling. Where the hell is Scott? Does he know about this? He must have known about Emma’s fucked up bed … Zoe pushed the thought away. It did not help her at this moment. The feel of the scissors against her skin as her bra and panties were removed sent shivers through the body, and she was soon left in nothing but her stockings and heels, apart from her watch which was scraping against the edge of her cuffs. The tight collar prevented her from moving her head much, and she could not see what Emma was doing.

Then she felt Emma’s fingers running up her inner thigh. It was gentle, even pleasant, but Zoe refused to let herself be aroused by the cruel woman.

“Please … Emma … don’t …” Zoe pulled at her restraints and felt the sharp steel dig into her skin, scraping against her watch. The collar pushed harder against her throat, choking her.

Emma appeared above her. “Sssh … no need to talk, Zoe. You’re so used to barking orders at others, why don’t you just relax?”

Zoe shuddered as Emma grabbed a dildo and slowly pushed it inside her exposed pussy. It was large, much larger than the ones she had at home, and it filled her, expanded her. She gasped as Emma kept pushing it in deeper, and Emma took the chance to start kissing Zoe.

Fuck … why am I liking this? Zoe could not help but moan, cursing her weakness as the dildo started fucking her faster. Emma’s soft tongue explored her mouth; she was a far better kisser than Scott, and for a moment, Zoe forgot about her predicament. The restraints suddenly added to her pleasure instead of being humiliating cruelty, and when Emma stopped kissing her and instead started licking her clit, she was ready to explode.

“Do you like this, my slave?” Emma said in between the long, wet licks.

“Y… Yes, Emma. Fuck!” Zoe was close.

“Tell me you’re my slave. That you belong to me. Tell me what you want me to do to you, Zoe.”

The stubborn, angry part of Zoe’s mind had been silenced; all she wanted was to come. “Please, Emma … I’m your slave, your slut. Please lick me harder, make me come.”

So close.

The dildo fucked her harder.

Emma’s licks became more intense.

Then it all stopped, just as Zoe was about to climax.

“No orgasm for you, my little slut.”

Zoe groaned as the large dildo slid out of her dripping wet pussy. “Fuck you, Emma!” The anger had resurfaced, fueled by uncontrollable lust. “Where the fuck is Scott? Get me out of this!”

“You’ll regret talking to me like that,” Emma said and pinched Zoe’s nipple, causing her to cry out in pain. “Do I need to remind you what is at stake here? I’m going to keep you as my slave, my prisoner, for as long as I want.” Emma removed her black dress and started masturbating with the large dildo while standing next to the bed. She smiled at Zoe. “You lubed this one up nicely for me.”

Zoe groaned, frustrated with the situation. The restraints felt uncomfortable again, and she was relieved when Emma let her out of the stocks and removed the collar from her neck before unlocking the handcuffs. She was tempted to make a run for it, but the prospect of having her career and friendships ruined by the incriminating picture stopped her.

Emma grabbed Zoe by the hair and dragged her to the end of the bed, where she locked Zoe in the pillory facing the bed. The thick wooden frame fitted snugly around Zoe’s neck and wrists, and no matter how much she struggled, she could not get out. The bent-over position was unpleasant, and Emma took advantage of it to deliver a firm, harsh spanking to Zoe’s exposed butt.

“You make for nice decoration,” Emma said laughing. “I have a surprise for you, but first, I have to gag and blindfold you.”

Does this nightmare never end? A large rubber ballgag forced Zoe’s mouth open, and a padded leather blindfold prevented her from seeing anything. She could hear Emma opening a door somewhere, then another that sounded metallic. Where is she going?

Zoe sensed movement; someone was getting onto the bed, accompanied by the sound of rattling chains. Another prisoner? She felt nauseated as she realized who it was likely to be, and the suspicion was confirmed a moment later when her blindfold was removed.

Before her, spreadeagled on the bed with his limbs shackled to the four corners of the bed, laid Scott. He was naked, gagged, and blindfolded. Zoe had an annoyingly good vantage point from the pillory at the end of the bed, looking down at her helpless, pitiful boyfriend.

“The happy couple reunited!” Emma said and clapped her hands. “Doesn’t he look marvelous like this, Zoe?”

Scott moved at the sound of Zoe’s name being mentioned, but Zoe could only muster a muffled groan because of the mouth-filling gag. A strand of drool escaped the rubber ball and landed on the bedsheets.

“I’m going to have some fun with him. And you’re going to watch.”

Please don’t …

Emma crawled onto the bed. Her slender body writhed across the dark sheets like a cobra, constantly looking back at Zoe to make sure she was watching the revolting display. Zoe’s stomach churned as she watched Emma grab hold of Scott’s huge cock with one hand while she stroked it with the other. Scott pulled at the restraints, protested into the gag, but he was helpless to resist, as was Zoe.

I’m going to get her for this, Zoe thought to herself as she bit down on the ballgag. She watched Scott’s cock harden, standing tall in front of her. The arousal from earlier still filled her body, and she found herself craving her boyfriend’s cock; she wanted it inside her, wanted him to fuck her in her vulnerable position, but instead, she got to watch Emma lower herself onto it while she faced Zoe.

“Mmm … that feels good,” Emma said. She started moving up and down on the massive rod, touching her breasts and massaging her clit as she went. Zoe reluctantly had to admit to herself that it was an arousing sight, had it not been for the fact that the woman keeping her against her will was riding her boyfriend. She hated it. Hated the fact that Scott started moaning, that he no longer seemed to fight against his cuffs. She knew that he had no choice, but it did not prevent the anger from burning like hot coals inside her.

“I think the naughty boy is close,” Emma said and winked at Zoe. “I have kept him from climaxing for days now.” Cold, gloating laughter escaped Emma at the sight of Zoe’s surprise. “Yes, I’ve kept your boyfriend as my slave for nearly a week now. I’ve fucked him over and over, Zoe. I think he has enjoyed himself.”

Scott shook his head behind Emma.

Emma slid off the huge cock, leaving it glistening with her vaginal juices. She sat astride his torso and gently stroked it with her hands before leaning down and taking it in her mouth. She started making exaggerated moans and sucking sounds, likely just to piss Zoe off. It went on for a while before Emma leaned forward and removed Zoe’s gag.

Emma returned her attention to Scott’s engorged member. “Do you enjoy this, Zoe?” she asked as she licked the full length of the cock. Scott seemed tense; Zoe knew the signals. He was extremely close to coming. “Do you enjoy watching your boyfriend’s cock in another woman’s mouth?”

Zoe was seething and could no longer contain her rage. “You’ll pay for this, Emma.”

Emma did not answer. She just smiled as she masturbated Scott, never taking her eyes off Zoe.

“MMMHMMM!” Scott screamed into his gag.

Emma aimed his cock at Zoe. The entire load landed on Zoe’s face, completing her humiliation. She could feel the warm cum trickle down her face. She could taste the slight saltiness. Scott had never come on her before, and it was the most degrading experience she had ever had. Emma squeezed the last drops of ejaculate from Scott’s cock and crawled towards Zoe. 

“Lick it out of my hand, you worthless slut,” Emma said. Her voice was commanding and menacing.

“Go to hell.”

Emma shook her head with a disappointed frown. “The pictures, Zoe. Nothing has changed.”

Everything has changed.

“Lick it. I can think of far worse things to do to you and your boyfriend.” She placed her open hand right under Zoe’s mouth.

Zoe was ready to cry and scream in frustration and anger as she swallowed her pride. She licked the cum from Emma’s hands, only for Emma to smear the rest onto Zoe’s cheeks and forehead.

“Let me help you with that,” Emma said and started licking the semen off of Zoe’s face. The long, wet licks left her skin feeling cold, but the degradation burned long after. “Mmm … tastes like submission.” Emma placed her fingers on each side of Zoe’s mouth and forced her tongue down her throat in a forceful, cruel kiss, depositing the cum inside. “Swallow it, my slave.”

Zoe stared defiantly into Emma’s eyes as she swallowed the cum.

“Are you going to behave if I let you out?” Emma cocked her head and licked the last few drops of cum off her hand.

“I might be tempted to punch you,” Zoe hissed.

“That wouldn’t be wise.” Emma grabbed the back of Zoe’s head and pushed it down, causing her to choke as the wooden pillory pressed against her throat. “Are you going to behave, slave?”

“Yes! Yes, Emma!”

“Mistress! Call me mistress.”

Zoe coughed as the pressure on her throat increased. “Yes, Mistress! I’ll behave!”

Emma let go of Zoe’s hair and opened the pillory. Zoe straightened her sore back and whimpered.

“Let your little boyfriend out of his restraints,” Emma said and handed Zoe the keys. “And take that gag and blindfold off him as well.”

Zoe did as she was told. She noticed that Scott had deep grooves on his wrists; it looked like he had worn tight cuffs for a long time at this point, and she felt a stab of pity in her gut. After his restraints, the gag, and the blindfold were all removed, Scott hugged Zoe and tried sending her a reassuring smile, but she recognized the same unease in his eyes that she felt herself. Before they had time to talk, Emma cleared her throat.

“That’s enough. Go stand over there.” She pointed at the middle of the room. Emma was not a tall woman, but she still managed to look imposing and confident.

The couple hesitantly obeyed and watched Emma approach the sheet-covered boxes that Zoe had noticed earlier. “I have a little surprise for you two. Two new beds, specially made for you!” Emma said with an ominous smile. She pulled the sheets off to reveal two cages, both large enough to fit a person, but not in comfort. The bars were thick steel, and a wide steel collar had been welded onto the top and side of both cages.

The whole situation seemed so absurd that Zoe could not help but laugh. “Seriously? You’re going to put us in cages for the night?” She crossed her arms. “We’re not animals.”

Scott nodded. “Please, Mistress. The cell is bad enough. Don’t do this.” His voice was submissive and pleading, a contrast to Zoe’s confrontational tone.

Emma bared her teeth in a snarling, wolf-like grin. She raised a finger and pointed at the two lovers in turn. “The only thing that is not yet decided is who gets to be caged with their head out of the top hole and who will be caged with their head out of the hole in the cage door.”

Scott and Zoe sent each other concerned looks as Emma flipped a coin.

“Heads! That means Zoe gets to kneel all night with her head through the top of the cage.”

Zoe sighed and rubbed her forehead. She had always thought of herself as a smart person, but she struggled to find a way out of her predicament. The incriminating photo terrified her, and she had to wonder what Emma had on Scott to cause his submissiveness.

“Both of you, on your knees.” Emma pointed at the floor. She smiled at the sight of the two kneeling without protest, and she rubbed her clit while she grabbed a wooden paddle from a nearby table. She opened one of the cage doors and walked up behind Scott, slapping him hard on the ass. “You first, little slave.” More hits from the paddle rained down on Scott’s butt as he crawled obediently into the cage. Zoe squirmed at the sight of her boyfriend being treated this way; it was a pitiful sight.

Emma used the paddle to direct Scott, forcing him to turn around and back up into the cage. She then cuffed his ankles to a set of hooks in each corner of the back part of the cage before using two pairs of handcuffs to locks his wrists to the other two corners. There was a certain finality to the sight and sounds of the unforgiving steel closing around Scott’s wrists and ankles. The knowledge that there was nothing he could do, and the feeling of total helplessness gripping Zoe as she was forced to watch while on her knees, made the whole situation intense. Scary.

Arousing?

No, that could not be right. This was wrong. It was a crime.

“Put your head through here,” Emma said as she carefully closed the double cage door, fixing Scott’s neck in the hole before locking it with a heavy padlock.

Scott tested his restraints, but it was mostly for show. There was no hope of escape in his eyes as he looked at Zoe with a sullen expression.

“You’re next,” Emma said and walked up behind Zoe, hitting her hard on the ass with the paddle. “Get in your cage, slave.”

Zoe started crawling as the paddle whacked her. Her skin burned from the hits, and she had to fight hard to resist the urge to pull the paddle out of Emma’s hand and turn the tables on her captor. She crawled inside the cage. It had a padded floor, but it was only a small comfort. Emma opened the top part of the cage and gestured for Zoe to get on her knees.

“Please, Emma … Mistress. I can’t spend a whole night like that.” Zoe weighed every word. She wanted to bargain with Emma, but she could not afford to let the anger sneak through.

Emma ignored the plea. “Put your head through the top. Now.”

Zoe obeyed. The unpleasant sensation she had first felt when she had worn the heavy steel collar earlier in the evening returned as the cage closed around her, fixing her neck to the top part. The built-in collar was tight, and Zoe was unable to move. If she tried to get out of the kneeling position, she would likely choke. She held onto the bars at the top to get a little relief for her legs and whimpered due to the uncomfortable position. The sound of the heavy padlock sealing her fate made her heart beat faster. Beneath the humiliation and anger, there was a hint of lust, a building desire caused by the helplessness, but Zoe refused to embrace it. Emma soon added cuffs to her ankles, fixing them to the back of the cage, ensuring that Zoe had no way out of her kneeling pose.

“Mistress … I’m not going to escape, is that necessary?”

Emma laughed. “I’m not done. Put your hands through the bars in front of you.”

Zoe tried shaking her head, but it merely caused her to choke. “No! Please, I can’t …”

“The pictures, slave. Remember the pictures.”

Fuck.

Zoe pushed her hands through the bars. Emma grabbed the hinged handcuffs and opened them. The arousal inside Zoe increased, turning from a trickle into a flood as Emma clicked the cuffs in place around her wrists, leaving her completely helpless. Her arms were stretched, causing her throat to press slightly against the collar, and any slight movement caused her to either choke or her wrists to hurt.

“Mistress … they’re too tight.” Zoe was unable to rotate her wrists in the cuffs, adding to her discomfort. “Please loosen them?”

Emma knelt in front of the cage. “You talk a lot for a slave. I’m not going to get any sleep if you keep complaining all night.” She grabbed a red ballgag from the table and showed it to Zoe. “But there is a solution for that.”

Zoe stared at the gag in terror. “No, don’t put that on me! I promise I’ll be quiet!”

Emma licked her lip and smiled. “Then kiss me, Zoe. A proper, passionate kiss.”

Zoe could hear Scott groan next to her, but neither of them was able to look at the other due to the restrictive cages. Zoe kept staring at the gag; the thought of having her mouth forced open all night eventually trumped her stubbornness. “Fine. I’ll kiss you.”

Emma leaned in over the cage, inching closer to Zoe. This forced Zoe to push her throat against the cage to reach, causing Emma to laugh. When their kiss finally connected, Zoe was overwhelmed by the passion. It was a sensual, arousing kiss, and she had to admit that the intense, restrictive position only served to enhance it. It was hot.

Resist it, Zoe. You can’t possibly like this.

Their tongues explored, lips were bitten, it was amazing. The sexual tension between the two women was so thick you could cut it with a knife, and Zoe forgot all about Scott for one blissful moment.

Then Emma pulled away and jammed the ballgag into Zoe’s open mouth, tightening the strap behind her head.

“That was a lovely kiss,” Emma said and licked Zoe’s upper lip. She then walked over to Scott and repeated the process. Zoe could hear them kiss and Scott moan, but she could not be angry at Scott giving in, not after she had done so herself. The gag strained her mouth, causing her to drool uncontrollably, and she had no idea how she would manage a full night restrained this way.

After having gagged Scott, Emma sat on the edge of the bed and crossed her legs, biting the tip of her thumb while she looked at her prisoners. Her other hand slowly moved down and started rubbing her clit. Zoe could not move, she could not even look away as Emma masturbated herself to a loud, dirty climax in front of the caged couple.

“Sweet dreams you two,” Emma said and turned off the lights.

***

When Emma finally let Zoe out of her cage the next morning, every part of Zoe’s body was screaming at her. Her neck was sore, her shoulders and arms ached, and her jaw felt weird. Emma removed the gag and made sure to lock the hinged handcuffs onto Zoe right away. Zoe just wanted to cuddle up in a fetal position and sleep on the floor, but Emma had other plans.

“Here you go,” Emma said and handed Zoe her phone. “You need to call in sick for work. I have plans for you two all day.” Emma’s eyes became narrow and threatening. “No funny business. You know what happens if you try anything.”

Zoe rolled her eyes and took the phone, calling her work. Calling in sick while naked and wearing handcuffs. This is fucking weird. Emma left Zoe to let out Scott, leaving Zoe to walk around the room while she waited for someone to pick up the phone. She noticed that one of the drawers in Emma’s dresser was open and peeked inside. A devious smile lit up her tired face as she saw a small bag of cocaine lying conveniently close to Emma’s driver’s license. After checking to make sure that Emma was busy with Scott, she used the phone to snap a quick picture of the revealing combination, after which she took another picture of Emma letting a cuffed and gagged Scott out of his cage.

This just got interesting.
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Emma was having the time of her life. She had planned this for months, fantasized about having Scott and Zoe as her helpless slaves. Everything had worked out better than she had ever imagined, and even though she had yet to figure out how this would all end – if ever – she was enjoying herself immensely. Her sleep had been restless, not only because of the whimpering from her two caged slaves but also because her mind had been busy planning the day’s activities.

She let Scott out of his cage and removed his gag before handcuffing him. The night had been cruel, but she was convinced that her roommate was loving it. He was becoming more submissive every day.

“Thanks, I expect to be back again soon. Take care.” Zoe hung up the phone when Emma approached, but Emma wondered why Zoe was smiling.

“Give me your phone,” Emma said. “What the …” She felt like a hand had grabbed her throat when she saw the picture.

“You like it?” Zoe managed to look smug and superior while naked and handcuffed. “I don’t think the government appreciates its workers having cages and cocaine in their bedroom.”

Emma tried to regain control, but she was clutching at straws. “I … I can delete them.”

“I already sent them to a few of my email addresses.” Zoe pushed her hands forward and nodded at the handcuffs. “You can take these off me now.”

Everything had changed in a heartbeat, and Emma was not sure how she felt about it. She had to admire Zoe’s cunning, but she was not fond of losing control. Reluctantly, she took the key and unlocked Zoe’s hinged handcuffs.

Zoe massaged her wrist and adjusted her watch before reaching out her hand. “Hand them over. The keys, too.” Zoe took the cuffs and turned them in her hands, opening and closing them slowly. She bit her lip and looked at Emma. “Alright, Emma. Put your hands forward. I’m in control now.”

Emma sighed and put her hands forward. She felt a slight tingle in her loins as the cold, sharp steel snapped shut around her wrists. Tighter. Tighter. She winced as Zoe gave the cuffs another click; Emma was not used to being on the receiving end.

“Auch, that is really tight,” she said and pouted. She had to admit that it was only fair that the tables had turned, but that did not mean that she had to like it.

Zoe did not respond and instead released Scott from his restraints. The naked couple hugged each other and kissed before turning towards Emma.

Scott let out a sigh of relief. “Well done, sweetie.” He smiled. “What are we going to do with her? I think it’s time for some payback.”

Zoe nodded. “Start by cuffing her ankles.”

Scott found a pair of leg cuffs and tightened them around Emma’s ankles, completing her humiliating fall from mistress to slave.

Zoe grabbed her arm and sat her down on a nearby chair. “Remember how you tricked me into slavery?” She crossed her arms and raised an eyebrow. “Now you get to do the same thing to your friend Nicki.”

“What? Why Nicki?” Scott asked while he put on clothes for the first time in days.

Zoe shrugged. “Nicki is hot. I want to have some fun with her and Emma.”

“Come on, Zoe, leave Nicki out of this,” Emma said, not wanting to drag her best friend into a mess she had caused herself. For a moment, she considered telling Zoe what she had used to blackmail Scott, but she could not get herself to ruin the couple’s relationship. Despite her treatment of them, she did care about the two.

Zoe pointed at the phone. “Invite her over for drinks. It worked with me.”

Emma sighed and dialed the number.

The doorbell rang. Emma checked herself in the mirror and took a deep breath. She had felt nervous when she had tricked both Scott and Zoe, but this was different. The couple was sitting in the walk-in closet, watching her every move on the cameras, and she could feel their eyes on her, the pressure, the expectations.

She opened the door and was immediately embraced by Nicki.

“Aimes! How’re you doing, love?”

Emma could smell the fragile perfume, feel the heat from Nicki’s hot body. Her friend was dressed to impress in her skin-tight shimmery dress and high-heeled sandals. The blonde hair hung like gentle waves down onto her shoulders, and a large, rose-gold watch dominated her left wrist.

“I’m great, come on in!” Emma struggled to keep her voice calm, knowing what she had to do.

Emma did not waste any time, making sure to get a few strong drinks into Nicki before she placed the double-hinged handcuffs on the table. She did not anticipate any trouble in getting the cuffs onto her friend, but she still wanted to proceed carefully, even with a person as kinky as Nicki.

“Oh, those look like fun!” Nicki said and let her fingers run over the metal.

“They are.” Emma smiled. “Want to see if I can unlock them when cuffed? It’s not easy when they are hinged.”

Nicki smirked. “How do you know that?”

“A girl gets bored sometimes,” Emma said with a shrug.

“I bet.” Nicki grabbed the cuffs. “Put out your hands. Let’s see if you can unlock them.”

There was something oddly arousing about being cuffed by Nicki. Emma had always seen herself as a domme, not a sub, but she could feel herself getting wet as the cuffs tightened around her wrists. Maybe this whole ordeal still has the chance to be pleasurable. Emma picked up the keys from the table and tried to open the handcuffs. It was not easy; the hinges meant that she could not pivot her wrists, but she eventually managed to get the key into the hole and unlocked the handcuffs with a relieved sigh. “Your turn.”

Nicki bit her lip and put out her hands. Emma tightened the cuffs around Nicki’s slender wrists, but she made sure to turn the cuffs so the keyholes were on the inside. The looked good on her, clattering against her watch. Had the circumstances been different, this could have been the start of an enjoyable evening.

Her friend laughed. “I’ll never get them off with the holes on the inside, take them …”  Nicki paused when Emma tightened the handcuffs even further. “What the hell, Aimes?”

At that moment, the door to Emma’s bedroom opened, and Zoe and Scott walked out. Emma handed the handcuff keys to Zoe and looked at Nicki with an apologetic smile. “Sorry, Nicki. Truly.” She put her hands forward, allowing Zoe to handcuff her. “I … I tried to blackmail them, and they turned the tables on me. Now they’ll punish the both of us.”

Nicki seemed shocked and surprised, but there was no trace of anger in her expressive eyes. “Lovely, thanks for dragging me into your shit, Emma.”

Zoe leaned against the table and nodded towards Nicki. “Go on, Emma, my little slave. Kiss her.”

Emma licked her lips before leaning in towards Nicki. She half expected her friend to move away, but Nicki did not resist as their lips met. The moment Emma parted her lips, Nicki let her tongue slip inside, and the passionate kiss seemed to make everything around them fade away. Despite the restricting cuffs, Nicki started touching Emma’s breasts, adding to the moisture in Emma’s panties.

“Wonderful,” Zoe said, interrupting the tender moment. “A perfect picture.”

Nicki blinked, seemingly returning from a faraway place. “What do you mean?”

Zoe showed Nicki the picture she had just snapped with her phone. “Now I have dirt on you too.”

Nicki groaned. “I walked right into that one.” Emma was surprised to see that the frustration she felt was not mirrored by her friend. She could have sworn that there was only curiosity and maybe even lust in the subtle hint of a smile on Nicki’s face.

Scott locked a pair of wide steel collars around the necks of the two girls. The tight collar felt heavy and dominating, weighed further down by the chain locked to the ring on the front of it. Nicki sent Emma a concerned glance, likely wondering where serious toys like these even came from.

“Get on your knees, bitches.” Zoe pointed at the floor and smiled, seemingly loving her new role as a harsh Mistress.

“Come now, slaves.” Scott yanked the chains, forcing the two women onto all fours. “Your punishment awaits.”

The cuffs were uncomfortably tight, and the weight on her arms did not help. Emma was painfully aware that she was getting a taste of her own medicine, and it tasted bitter. Scott and Zoe had ample reason to make her life unpleasant, and she dreaded what they could think of doing to her and Nicki. She felt bad for dragging Nicki into this, but if anything, Nicki seemed less uncomfortable than Emma did.

When they entered Emma’s bedroom, Zoe placed a gentle hand on Scott’s shoulder. “Why don’t you whip your massive cock out and have the girls suck it while I go change?”

Scott nodded and unzipped his pants, revealing the large cock that Emma had grown fond of over the last week or so. Nicki bit her lower lip at the sight. Scott pulled the girls closer, and they both started licking Scott’s cock and balls, taking turns taking the rock-hard member in their mouths. Emma’s chin hit the top of the tall collar when Scott jammed his girthy cock deep into her mouth, hitting the back of her throat. She had trouble breathing, but it was incredibly hot.

The two girls were both moaning with delight, as was Scott when Zoe returned from Scott’s room. She had changed into a full leather outfit with long leather boots and fingerless gloves in black leather. The very sight of the confident dominatrix made Zoe wet, and when the first hit from her leather-clad gloves landed on her ass, it sent a shiver down her spine. Zoe lifted Emma’s dress and continued the intense spanking, eliciting cries of surprise, lust, and pain, muted by the mouth-filling cock. Somehow, the humiliation faded into the background for a moment. Emma felt sexy, cuffed in her dress while sucking the giant cock while a hot, leather-clad woman spanked her.

To Emma’s disappointment, Zoe grabbed her and Nicki’s hair and yanked them back from the drool-drenched cock, pulling them to the corner of the room, where the handcuffs were pulled up and locked to a hook in the ceiling, leaving the girls facing each other with their arms stretched above their heads. Scott cut off their clothes with the fabric scissors, leaving them naked apart from their high heels. Taking another page from Emma’s playbook, Zoe kissed each of the girls in turn before shoving ballgags into their mouths. She then took a powerful vibrator and started teasing the two. Long strands of drool hung from Emma’s ballgag as she moaned loudly from the intense, delightful treatment; the saliva trickled down her breasts, lessening the friction as she and Nicki rubbed their nipples against each other trying to squeeze every bit of pleasure from the experience possible. Emma felt utterly helpless, and it turned her on to feel Nicki’s warm body against hers, quivering with every touch of the wand. The room was filled with moans and whimpers, and Emma loved staring into Nicki’s eyes as Scott played with her tits and spanked both girls. Every time his erect cock rubbed against her body when he got close, she felt a surge of desire. Her butt was burning from the spanking, but it was nothing compared to the building lust inside, driven by the powerful wand teasing her pussy.

This couple knows what they’re doing – this is amazing!

Before Emma could come, however, Zoe dragged her to the bed, opening the wooden pillory at the end of it. She unlocked Emma’s handcuffs and grabbed her hair. “Get in.”

Emma obeyed. Zoe did not remove the collar, making the position wildly uncomfortable and incredibly arousing as the wooden pillory and steel collar fought for space on Emma’s neck. The pillory pushed against her clavicle while the collar pressed against her chin – she had no room to move, and she was constantly choking, fighting for every breath.

Then she felt it. The tip of Scott’s erect cock traced the outside of her wet pussy, teasing her, driving her mad with the promise of entering her. She could not help but moan and whimper, moving her ass in an attempt to get closer. There was nothing she could do; the pillory left her exposed, vulnerable, and helpless, and she was surprised to find that she was loving every second of it. Suddenly, she had turned into an animal craving sex, unable to think of anything else.

Emma’s body shivered as Scott teased her, and when he let a small part of his cock slip inside, barely entering her, she pushed against it, trying to force him in deeper.

This is torture! Every time his girthy cock took a peek inside her, it vanished a moment later. The collar and pillory strained her neck, both reminding her that she had no control, and it was both frustrating and liberating. Her pussy exploded in an intoxicating cacophony of pain and pleasure as his cock filled her a moment later. It was a glorious entrance, worthy of fanfare. It was as if Scott’s cock was bigger and harder than it had been when she had ridden him before, and it stretched her further than she ever thought possible.

“Mmmhmmm!” Emma cried into her gag, a cry of intense lust. Scott’s thrusts were powerful, a symphony of pleasure and discomfort as his hips smashed against her ass, causing her to choke harder than before.

Meanwhile, Zoe had taken Nicki to the bed and cuffed her spread eagle on the silken sheets. Emma had a perfect view of the leather-dressed Zoe as she kissed Nicki and sucked her tits before moving down towards her exposed pussy. Nicki’s moans mixed with Emma’s as Zoe started eating her out while sliding her fingers in and out of Nicki’s vagina.

Zoe turned towards Emma, crawling slowly towards her face with a devious smile. Nicki groaned in frustration when she realized that she would not receive the climax she so craved.

“Looks like you’re enjoying yourself, slave.” Zoe’s tongue traced the edge of Emma’s mouth before kissing her lower lip, licking the drool hanging from the gag. She then rubbed Nicki’s vaginal juices all over Emma’s face. It felt gross and annoyingly fair.

Emma protested loudly when Scott pulled his magnificent cock out a moment later. She had no choice but to watch in disappointment as he crawled onto the bed and sat astride Nicki’s upper torso. His body glistened with sweat, and his posture came off more confident and powerful than ever before; he was loving the control, the ability to do whatever he pleased with the two women.

“Suck it,” he ordered and removed Nicki’s gag. His hand gently stroked the shaft to maintain the impressive erection.

Nicki frowned. “You’ve just been inside Emma, I …”

“Do it, slave.”

Nicki groaned and opened her mouth, staring at Scott as he started fucking her mouth. Nicki gagged on the large cock, yet Emma envied her. The envy was dampened a few minutes later, however, when Scott pulled his cock out and ejaculated onto Nicki’s face. The cum landed in her hair and eyes, and Emma could see the disgust in her friend’s face as she whimpered while the cum trickled down her cheek.

Zoe crawled onto the bed and kissed Scott who was still wiping the last of his cum off on Nicki’s face. “That looked like fun,” she said.

Scott nodded. “It was.”

“Let’s lock them up for the night – we can continue tomorrow.” Zoe nodded towards the two cages. “Open those cages. I think Emma needs to get another taste of her own medicine.”

A devious smile appeared on Scott’s face. “A marvelous idea.”

Emma felt like karma had come to fuck her in the ass. Now that she was no longer on the receiving end of Scott’s cock, the whole ordeal seemed a lot less appealing, and she could not help but feel guilty as she watched her cum-soaked friend being pushed into the small cage while Zoe whipped Nicki’s ass with a flogger.

Emma received the same treatment, and the two women soon found themselves kneeling in their separate cages with their heads through the top slot.

“Please …” Emma whimpered. “Please … take the collar off, I can barely breathe.” As it had been the case in the pillory, the wide steel collar made the position far more uncomfortable than it already was.

Zoe smiled as she locked Nicki’s ankles to the back of the cage using a pair of ankle cuffs. “Oh, I don’t think so, slave. It looks good on you. I’m not sure you’ll ever get rid of that collar, to be honest.” She stood up in front of Emma and waved the hinged handcuffs in front of her face. “Hands through the front bars.”

“Come on, Zoe, you can’t leave us all night like this?” Emma said, even though she knew the answer. “At least … at least let Nicki go.”

Zoe shook her head. “You brought this on yourself, you cunt. You have no idea what I have in store for you. Nicki is just a bonus.” She grabbed Nicki’s hair and yanked her head back, smiling at her. “A beautiful bonus.”

Nicki did not answer; she was focused on trying to breathe with all the steel around her neck and the brutal treatment pushing her throat against the collar.

Emma had no choice but to obey and put her wrists through the bars. As she had done with Zoe, the cuffs were tightened as much as possible, leaving Emma in a fixed, cruel position.

Zoe knelt in front of Nicki. “You too.” Nicki sighed as she pushed her hands forward. Zoe cuffed her in front of the large watch, the only thing left on Nicki’s otherwise naked body. Emma could tell that Nicki was uncomfortable, but there was nothing she could do, nothing she could say. Her thoughts inevitably turned to the future; she had not intended to set the couple free anytime soon. Maybe they had similar plans for Emma and Nicki?

Zoe forcefully kissed Nicki before gagging her and then did the same to Emma. The kiss was intense, almost unpleasant, but it was nothing compared to the gag. The collar and cage made it difficult for Emma to open her mouth wide enough, but it did not prevent Zoe from pushing the silicone ball inside her mouth. Breathing became even more laborious, and Emma was annoyed to find that it was making her wet. A full night of arousing breath play seemed impossible to manage, especially since she had no way of touching herself.

“Good night, girls.” Zoe took a few steps back and stood next to Scott, watching their drooling captives. “I hope you manage to get a little rest. You’ll need it.”

Scott put an arm around his girlfriend and kissed her on the neck. “It turns me on to see you take control like this. It’s sexy.”

Zoe raised an eyebrow and smiled. “You like that, do you?”

Scott nodded.

Zoe grabbed another pair of handcuffs from the table. “You want some of this?”

“Yes, please … Mistress.” Scott put his hands out and let Zoe cuff him.

The two lovers then crawled onto the bed in full view of the involuntary audience. She cuffed Scott’s hands to the headboard and started removing her leather outfit, leaving only the high-heeled boots and gloves on.

Fuck, that is hot, Emma thought, feeling herself get even more turned on as she watched the couple going at it. Zoe took her time, licking and kissing every part of Scott’s body. Emma bit her lip as she saw Scott harden, frustrated that she would not be the one to ride him. She had enjoyed his cock for days now, and she was not sure she could ever settle for something less again. Zoe sucked Scott’s cock slowly, as she had likely done countless times before, but there was still a sense of occasion to it all. Her fit, glistening body writhed between his legs, barely able to contain the lust that had likely built inside Zoe during the evening’s activities.

“Have you been a bad boy?” Zoe said in her most sultry, sensual voice.

Scott nodded furiously as Zoe lowered herself onto his cock. Slowly. Carefully. She allowed his tip to enter, only to raise herself off it again. Scott groaned in frustration, and Emma knew how he felt. She tried to move, tried to see if she could somehow grind her pussy against her ankle, but the ankle cuffs held her fast, and any attempt at lowering herself was impossible due to the collar. It was a position of intense sexual torture.

Zoe finally lowered herself all the way, until her clit was rubbing against Scott’s pelvis. The mask of complete control cracked as the massive cock filled her, and the cool demeanor vanished in a sea of ecstasy and lust. The couple soon found their rhythm, filling the room with the sound and smell of passionate, intense, kinky sex.

“Fuck, yes!” Zoe screamed, grabbing hold of the headboard to steady herself. The bed creaked as she furiously fucked Scott like a rogue jackhammer. Sweat poured from the beautiful bodies.

Emma had never seen anything this hot or amazing. She was jealous of the couple, as well as frustrated that she had not managed to keep them under her control. She could tell that Nicki was similarly turned on, and Emma hoped that the two would eventually want to invite their slaves to join in.

But it did not happen.

Instead, Zoe came. “FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!” Hard. Her entire body arched, pushing itself as far down onto the strong cock as possible. The sounds escaping her full lips were unintelligible and raw, shaking the walls and floor of the small bedroom. She panted and wheezed, struggling to regain her composure after the powerful orgasm. With a smile, she looked at her well-endowed lover, his cock still buried deep inside her.

“Shit, that was hot,” she said with a satisfied sigh.

Scott nodded. “Could Mistress be convinced to give me a blowjob, just to finish the show?”

Zoe’s eyes narrowed. “Perhaps. But first, you have to tell me what kind of dirt Emma used to blackmail you.” She crossed her arms and raised an eyebrow. The mood in the room changed in an instant.

Scott’s face turned pale. “Eh … what?”

“I’m just wondering what scared you so much that you agreed to be her slave.” She slowly slid off his cock. “Tell me, Scott. Now.”

Scott swallowed a lump. “I … It was nothing, really.”

Zoe grabbed hold of Scott’s nipple and twisted it, causing him to cry out. “Look at me, Scott. Do I look like I want to listen to your bullshit? Tell me the truth.”

“She took a picture of me doing coke!” Scott whimpered.

A menacing snarl settled on Zoe’s mouth. “Coke? You did fucking coke?”

“I’m sorry, sweetie, it was … it was just the one time.”

Zoe pointed a menacing finger at her boyfriend. “Don’t fucking lie to me. You know I can get Emma to tell me the truth in a heartbeat.”

Oh, you’re in trouble now, Scotty.

Scott groaned. “Fine, we do it fairly often. I kept it from you, I knew you wouldn’t approve. Please, I did not want to lose you.”

Zoe climbed out of the bed and put on Emma’s nightrobe. “A noble intent. But that does not change the fact that I’m royally pissed.” Zoe opened the door. “You’re going to pay dearly for this.”

“Baby?”

The door slammed, leaving the room in darkness. Emma could hear Scott rattle the cuffs.

“Baby? Zoe?” Scott’s voice grew more desperate. “Sweetie?”

THE END


Want more femdom? Check out this collection of steamy stories!
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Thank you for reading. I hope you will take a look at some of my other stories. If you want to know about new releases, follow me on Twitter or Instagram. Check out my Patreon if you like handcuffs, shackles, and/or wristwatches(!). I also offer custom short stories on Fiverr.
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