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The radio seamlessly transitioned between stations as she crossed the border, but she did not notice. Her attention was on the road ahead, the endless miles being swallowed by the luxurious car as she sped toward her destination. Scarlet preferred to drive; she could have saved half a day by taking the plane, but she had not reached the top of her field by letting others take the wheel.
“I don’t care if the board finds his ethics questionable.” Scarlet rolled her eyes, happy that her assistant at the other end of the phone could not see her. “If I land this contract, the company will be set financially for years. It’s just business.”
There was a moment of silence. “But … Mr. Darcy said …”
“Grow a pair, Debra. I’ll handle him when I get back. He won’t say no to this much money.” Scarlet’s brow furrowed as she noticed a police vehicle at the side of the road, but she was not speeding and chose to ignore it. “I’m going to leave now. I’m there in less than an hour, I need to focus.”
“Just …” Debra’s voice quivered. “Just be careful, I don’t like this guy.”
“I don’t pay you to worry.” Scarlet pressed the button on the steering wheel that hung up the phone and leaned back in the cushy seat with a sigh. She would never admit to her assistant that she shared her skepticism, but Manuel Lopez was worth billions. If he wanted her company’s services, she was not going to turn him down. He was a legit businessman, not a drug lord.
Trading in weapons is not illegal, Scarlet thought to herself and tried to ignore the growing lump in her throat. She winked at the brown-eyed, red-haired woman in the rear-view mirror. The woman looked confident, ready to take on the world, and seeing her own reflection calmed Scarlet. Years of modeling on the side had taught her how to present herself, and she had wrapped many a narcissistic billionaire around her finger before. She would do so again.
Scarlet’s thoughts were interrupted by a blaring siren behind her. The police car she had passed earlier was right behind her, signaling for Scarlet to pull over. With a frustrated sigh, Scarlet looked at her Rolex and parked the car at the side of the road. She had no intention of being late for such an important meeting, and she knew that the officers in this country loved harassing drivers of expensive cars.
A bead of sweat trickled down Scarlet’s neck when the cop tapped on the window. She hated losing control, and she struggled to force a smile as she rolled down the window. Scarlet’s eyes widened as she looked at the gorgeous woman who leaned in over the car. The uniform struggled to contain the cop’s bosom, and the thick, glistening lips opened in a confident smile.
“Do you know how fast you were going, Miss?”
Scarlet cleared her throat. “I wasn’t going …”
“Step out of the car.” The cop took a step back and put a hand on her pistol.
“What? You can’t be …”
“Step out of the car and put your hands on the hood.” The woman’s soft voice had taken on a threatening tone, and the dark eyes had become narrow slits. Black hair framed the oblong face that suddenly seemed menacing.
Scarlet stepped out as ordered and tried to fight the growing unease in her body. She placed her hands on the black, warm hood, squinting at the blistering sun as she cursed her bad luck. A nauseous sensation rose in her throat as the cop started padding her down, letting her soft hands run across the elegant, black pencil skirt and white, sleeveless button-down shirt.
She gritted her teeth when the female cop’s hands lingered on her buttocks.
“I’m not carrying anything, officer. There’s no need to be this thorough.”
“Shut up.” The woman grabbed Scarlet’s long hair and pressed her head down onto the hood. The large breasts pressed into Scarlet’s back as the cop leaned in over her. “I hate cocky Americans. I’m taking you in for speeding.”
Scarlet barely had time to react before the cop snapped the handcuffs shut on her right wrist and yanked her arm behind her back. “This a gross abuse of power! I was not speeding!”
The cop did not respond. Scarlet tried to struggle, but the woman was surprisingly strong, and seconds later, Scarlet’s hands were securely restrained behind her back. Her heartbeat quickened, and the loss of control coupled with the discomfort from the sharp, tight steel digging into her wrists threatened to take over, but the defiant, confident businesswoman was still in charge.
“Let me go immediately, or I will press charges,” she said. Scarlet’s sharp heels clattered against the warm asphalt as she tried to pull away from the cop who had started dragging the reluctant arrestee toward the police car.
The woman just smiled and pushed Scarlet into the backseat. “I’m sure you will. I’ll make sure to give you plenty of reasons to.”
What the hell is that supposed to mean?
Trees roared by as the police car turned down a narrow road into a dense forest. The discomfort increased; Scarlet doubted that the local police station was placed deep inside the woods, and it was as if the handcuffs got tighter around her slender wrists. Every attempt to make contact with the officer was met with a wry smile and silence.
This can’t be happening, Scarlet thought and clenched her jaw. Her mind was still focused on the meeting with Mr. Lopez rather than what the officer had in mind for her, and when the car pulled over without any buildings in sight, Scarlet breathed a sigh of relief. The officer was probably going to threaten her for a bit until a bribe was agreed upon, and then Scarlet could be on her way. She kept a decent amount of cash in her car for situations like this.
The cop got out of the car and opened the back door. “Sit on the edge of the seat, Miss.”
It was an odd request. Scarlet stared with a furrowed brow as the police officer squatted in front of her and let her soft finger run down Scarlet’s clean-shaven, fair-skinned legs.
“Mmm … beautiful legs,” the woman said, biting her lower lip. Her hands cradled Scarlet’s calves for a few seconds before taking off Scarlet’s heels. “And those feet …”
Scarlet hesitated. She did not want to anger the cop more than she had to, but she did not like to be pushed around, and when she noticed the ankle cuffs in the cop’s hand, she had had enough.
“You’re not putting those on me!” she said and tried to kick the police officer, but the woman anticipated the attack and managed to click the first cuff around Scarlet’s ankle. The officer yanked the chain, causing Scarlet to fall back onto the seat. She cried out as the sharp edges of the handcuffs dug into her wrists and lower back, and the distraction gave the officer plenty of time to finish locking the ankle restraints onto her difficult prisoner.
“Let’s take a walk, Miss,” the officer said and pulled Scarlet out of the car before gesturing toward a small dirt path heading into the forest.
Scarlet felt like her body was assaulted from two sides. The first sensation was the feeling of her bare soles on the sizzling hot, grainy asphalt of the road. Her toes curled instinctively as the tiny rocks dug into her skin, and the strange, unfamiliar feeling of the cold steel against her ankles fed the uncertainty inside, pushing the feeling of control even further beyond her reach.
The second assault was the nagging voice at the back of her mind that told her that walking into a dense forest with an armed stranger was a bad idea. Her watch alone was worth several thousand dollars, and her car, which still had the key in it, far more.
Is she going to kill me? The thought refused to dissipate, but Scarlet saw no way out. The ankle cuffs kept her from running, and she was afraid of tripping without being able to stop the fall. Her frustration and indignation started turning to fear as the woods closed around her, and she tried to distract herself by focusing on the intimate sensation of the dirt beneath her soft soles; it crawled up between her toes, grounded her, but the constant rattling of the chains connecting her ankles pulled her back to the grim reality.
“Where are you taking me?” Scarlet asked, trying to keep the fear from her voice.
“You’ll see soon enough.” The woman’s dark voice was carefree and indifferent. “Just keep walking.” She did not sound like someone who was about to execute a rich woman in the middle of a forest, but the rational part of Scarlet’s brain did not manage to quell the fear.
They walked for what felt like an eternity. The ankle restraints became increasingly uncomfortable, and Scarlet had to grit her teeth to continue her hobbled walk. The dirt beneath her feet no longer had a calming effect, but the discomfort faded the moment she saw their destination. The woods opened to reveal a massive, modern mansion hidden in the middle of the forest. A lush, colorful garden surrounded the huge building, and giant windows showered the tasteful interior with light.
Scarlet felt her mouth go dry. She instinctually knew who lived in the impressive house. “Working for Mr. Lopez, are we?” She looked over her shoulder at the police officer behind her.
“You’re not just a beautiful face, huh?” the woman said. She unbuttoned the top of her shirt to deepen her cleavage and reveal the edge of a black lace bra and adjusted her hair. “I believe the two of you have a meeting?”
Scarlet did not respond. The fear inside her was replaced with anger for a short moment before the uncomfortable restraints reminded her that she was still a prisoner. Was this just a powerplay, a way to catch her off guard before the negotiations?
Or did the future hold far darker things for her?
The inside of the house oozed excess and wealth, not unlike Scarlet’s own apartment. Art worth millions decorated the wall, and a gaudy water fountain delivered the trickling background music as the two women walked up the marble stairs leading inside from the garden.
“Took you long enough, Maria,” a female voice sounded from the top of the stairs. A slender, sensual woman greeted them wearing a short white dress. The wavy blond hair shimmered in the sunlight, and Scarlet recognized her as Mr. Lopez’s assistant, Amber, who had accompanied him to a prior meeting.
“She’s here now, isn’t she?” the cop said and pushed Scarlet forward. “Where does he want her?”
“Over here.” Amber gestured toward the middle of the large lobby where a chain hung from the ceiling. She smiled at Scarlet. “Welcome, Scarlet. Mr. Lopez has been looking forward to your meeting.”
The polite tone felt out of place, and Scarlet’s eyes shot lightning as she met Amber’s gaze. “Fuck you, Amber. This is kidnapping.”
Amber shrugged. “Call it what you want.”
Maria uncuffed one of Scarlet’s hands, giving the strong, fit woman a chance to gain the upper hand. It caught the two other women by surprise, and only the fact that Maria had a firm grasp of the handcuffs still attached to Scarlet’s other wrist ensured that Scarlet did not manage to wrestle herself away. Amber grabbed hold of the ankle cuffs and caused Scarlet to lose her balance, giving Maria an opening to reapply the cuffs in front of Scarlet and lock them to the chain hanging from the ceiling.
“I do like a fighter.”
A chill wandered down Scarlet’s spine when she heard the rough voice of Manuel Lopez behind her. It exuded menace and power, and she became acutely aware of how vulnerable she was. The short struggle Scarlet had endured had ripped her skirt, showing more of her toned leg, and most of the buttons on her shirt had been torn off. Scarlet tried to summon a sliver of confident defiance before she turned to face her host. Manuel Lopez was a man in his prime, and he knew it. The half-open bathrobe did nothing to hide the well-trained body beneath, and though a hint of gray was visible on his temples and the beard stubble, he was handsome, aided by the confident smile.
“Welcome, Scarlet!” he said. “I see my lovely assistants have welcomed you appropriately.”
“This is not the right way to do business, Lopez,” Scarlet sneered and straightened her back, but she was dwarfed by the broad-shouldered billionaire. “Let me go at once!”
Manuel shook his head. “It suits you, Scarlet. See, after our last meeting, I could not stop thinking of you.” He came closer; Scarlet could smell the expensive cologne and a faint hint of cigar smoke. She tried to pull away, but Manuel grabbed the chain locked to her handcuffs and pulled her closer. “You’re mine now.”
“The hell I am,” Scarlet said. “Go to hell.”
“Feisty.” Manuel smiled. “That makes it all more fun.”
He nodded toward Amber, who pressed a button on the wall nearby. Above Scarlet, the sound of a whirring machine could be heard, and a moment later, the chain started rising. Her hands were slowly raised above her head until she was forced to stand on her toes. The sharp edges of the handcuffs restricted the blood flow to her hands, and her toes struggled not to slip on the shiny marble floor. The skin on her soles was stretched and sensitive, and she could not keep the shock and fear from eroding the confident exterior she had tried to maintain.
“Fuck you, Manuel,” Scarlet sneered through gritted teeth.
“In due time.” Manuel crossed his arms and looked with barely contained glee as Maria, the police officer, unlocked one of the cuffs from Scarlet’s ankles and pulled the connecting chain to lift one of her feet off the floor. The ankle cuffs were then locked to the ceiling chain, forcing Scarlet to balance on one foot while the other was exposed and vulnerable.
“Amber, why don’t you show our guest how we do things here?” Manuel said. He pulled up a chair and sat down in front of Scarlet with a huge smile on his rugged face.
“My pleasure.” Amber approached Scarlet with a riding crop. She stroked the sole of Scarlet’s raised foot with a smile on her sun-kissed face. “So soft. The soles of a woman that takes care of her feet.” There was a timbre of lust in Amber’s voice as her fingers traced the creases on Scarlet’s sole, gently caressing it with almost religious reverence.
Scarlet said nothing. Amber’s touch was gentle and loving, and it contrasted with the brutal and restrictive position and the serious predicament. She tried to resist the flicker of desire building within her; Scarlet was used to being in control and having someone sensually caress her body, even just her feet, without her consent terrified her.
Then the riding crop hit.
“AAAAH!” Scarlet cried out, more from surprise than pain, eliciting roaring laughter from Manuel. The stinging sensation lingered on her sensitive skin, but to her surprise, it added to the building desire rather than extinguishing it.
She hated it.
“More!” Manuel commanded.
Amber obeyed. Multiple hits of the crop pummeled Scarlet’s sole. Her toes curled and twisted involuntarily, and her entire body shook, struggling to maintain her balance under the punishment. She wanted to defy the smug man sitting in front of her, entertained by her misery, but all her energy was focused on not hanging from her wrists and trying to stem the unpleasant tide of pleasure. She did not want pleasure she could not control.
After a while, Amber stopped. She knelt next to Scarlet and kissed the sole of Scarlet’s foot which was burning from the cruel treatment. Once again, her fingers slid gently back and forth across the soft skin.
Scarlet regained her balance. She knew there was no way out; the handcuffs were tight and inescapable, and Manuel Lopez was not a man to be trifled with. If she could not escape, she would try to regain at least a little control of the situation.
“Not man enough to deal with me yourself, Lopez?” she said with a tired grin, trying to ignore the numbness in her arms.
Manuel’s face darkened, but he did not stop smiling. “Are you challenging me, Scarlet?” He got up from the chair, towering in front of her. “Even now?”
She nodded. She knew what he wanted, what was coming. She could not prevent it; normally, it would fill her with dread, but the spark that Amber’s touch had ignited messed with her mind and filled her with desire. If she could not stop what was going to happen, she could at least try to take control of it. “Are you man enough to take me?”
Manuel opened his robe, revealing a massive member. “Let’s find out.” He nodded toward Amber and Maria. The two women started ripping Scarlet’s clothes from her body. The elegant sleeveless shirt, the expensive skirt, the tasteful lingerie, all of it fell to the floor until Scarlet’s fit, toned body was exposed for all to see.
What, he’s not going to take me down?
The chain was lowered slightly, but only enough for Scarlet to stand flat on her one foot and lean forward a bit. One leg was still bent and swung to the side, leaving her wide open and helpless for Manuel, who positioned himself behind her.
He took his time, much to Scarlet’s surprise. His hands gently caressed her butt, teasingly sliding down toward her vagina, and though she tried to resist it, the lust kept building. You’re in control, Scarlet. You asked for this. She repeated the words as a mantra in her mind while she clenched her jaw.
Soon, she felt the tip of his cock rubbing against the outside of her pussy, and she was surprised to find herself wet from his touch. Her body betrayed her, allowing him to slide effortlessly inside her.
Fuck, why does this feel so good?
“Pitiful,” she said with a defiant smile as he filled her, sliding in deeper and deeper with determination. But he was anything but pitiful, and as he slowly started fucking her, she had to bite the inside of her upper arm to keep from crying out from intense pleasure. Scarlet had never truly experienced an orgasm, she hated the loss of control it symbolized, but there was something about the whole situation that made her mind lose control of her body.
“Join us,” Manuel said, directed at Amber and Maria who were witnessing the absurd scene from the sidelines.
The two women nodded in silence. Scarlet let out a muted gasp when Amber knelt next to her and started sucking the toes of the raised foot in turn. Scarlet’s slender body quivered and her eyes closed as she finally gave in to the pleasure. Amber started with the pinky toe, sucking and licking it for a long time before moving on. When she finally reached the big toe, Scarlet was trembling, aided by Maria, who was gently massaging her small breasts. The tender touch of the two women was a stark contrast to the massive, hardening cock inside her, whose thrusts became increasingly brutal and violent.
You can’t be enjoying this, Scarlet. They kidnapped you! You’re tied up! The rational voice was barely audible at this point.
Scarlet felt a long, wet lick against the sole of her foot as Amber moved away from the toes, but before Amber could get further, a loud groan sounded behind Scarlet as Manuel pulled out and ejaculated on her lower back. Though the pleasure still held her body in a tight grip, the humiliation soured the experience. Scarlet whimpered as she felt the cum trickle down her back and buttocks, reminding her of her predicament. The pain in her wrists pierced the fog of lust, and her eyes glowed with hatred and spite when Manuel appeared in front of her.
“That was lovely,” he said and closed his robe. “I think you’ll like it here, Scarlet.”
“I assume we won’t be doing business, then?” Scarlet would have punched the smug face if she could.
He shook his head. “No. I’m going to keep you here.”
“My company knows where I am, Manuel.”
He shrugged. “Do they? You never showed up for our meeting. Maria will report to her superiors that your car was found empty on the side of the road. Local authorities are all in my pocket.” He smiled. “You’re mine now, Scarlet. Until I say otherwise.”
Scarlet smiled confidently, but she knew he was right. She felt hope vanish as she watched him walk away, leaving her in the company of Amber and Maria.
“Don’t worry, I’m sure you’ll grow to love your new life,” Amber said in an oddly carefree tone as she lowered the chain, allowing the blood to flow back into Scarlet’s arms. She slumped to her knees on the marble floor, naked and stained by the seed of her captor. She felt humiliated and broken, but somehow, she was not as afraid or angry as she should be. The experience had woken something in her that she did not know existed, and she did not resist when Maria locked her hands behind her back and put the legcuffs back on. There was something weirdly calming about feeling the handcuffs clatter against her Rolex, something soothing about not being in control for the first time in her life.
“Now what?” she asked when the two women pulled her to her feet and escorted her toward a narrow, spiral staircase in the corner.
“You get to rest for a bit,” Maria said. “In the dungeon.”
Of course, he has a dungeon.
Scarlet soon found herself in a dark, warm room deep inside the basement under the house. Various bondage devices like stocks and pillories were cluttered around the room, and the walls were lined with whips and paddles. The sight terrified Scarlet, and she was almost relieved when the women escorted her through the room and into a small cell. There was little light, and the bare stone walls were oppressive and bleak.
“Maria will help you get … comfortable,” Amber said and checked her watch. “I have other business. I’ll check on you later.” She pointed toward a camera in the ceiling. “Manuel likes to keep an eye on his prisoners.”
Amber left the cell. Meanwhile, Maria sat Scarlet down on an iron frame bed in the corner before kneeling in front of her.
“God, I love those feet,” she said and took one of them in her hand.
Scarlet was silent. She had no desire to protest. The intimacy was welcome, and she had to admit that Maria was a goddess to behold. A pleasant shiver rolled down her spine when Maria kissed the top of her foot with her ruby-red lips. Each gentle kiss sent a pleasant trickle up through Scarlet’s legs that nestled in her loins. A revealing moan escaped her as Maria’s slender finger started tracing the ridge on top of Scarlet’s foot while the other hand gently massaged the sole. Scarlet had received countless foot massages during her visits to expensive spas, but this was different.
This was intimate.
Sensual.
The handcuffs and ankle restraints seemed to add to the experience, enhancing Maria’s touch, and the rattle of the chains was the only sound apart from Scarlet’s moans.
“They’re so soft,” Maria said and rested her cheek on top of the foot. The huge, expressive eyes looked up at Scarlet as she slowly licked the top of the foot. Scarlet bit her lower lip to keep from moaning loudly when Maria moved on to the space between her toes. It was ticklish but nice.
Scarlet instinctively pulled at her restraints, just to feel her predicament, when Maria closed her mouth around her little toe. The tongue danced along the underside as the soft lips gently massaged the joint. Every toe received its due attention, and Scarlet soon lost track of time. She could not stop staring at the meticulous goddess at her feet, and she could no longer deny the arousal building inside her.
“I’m going to hogtie you now,” Maria said as she let go of Scarlet’s feet and wiped a little saliva from her chin.
Scarlet nodded. She knew that she should protest, but Maria’s foot worship had lulled her into a submissive, nearly comatose state. Maria laid Scarlet down on her stomach, locking the handcuffs to the ankle cuffs to create a hogtie.
“Hmm …” Maria took a step back and looked at Scarlet. “Not enough.” She left the room and returned a moment later with several coils of white rope. First, she tied Scarlet’s feet and knees tightly together. Every length of rope was applied with meticulous care, and Scarlet’s breath quickened every time a knot was tightened. Her elbows were next; Scarlet was a limber person, but she had not been aware that her elbows were able to touch.
“Comfortable?” Maria asked with a grin.
“No.”
“You’re not supposed to be. Embrace it.”
Scarlet felt a growing unease when Maria started tying a rope around her neck and connecting it to the rope around her elbows. Her breathing was restricted, and when Maria pulled the rope, it forced Scarlet to lift her head off the mattress.
“Please, don’t … I’ll choke.”
“You’ll be fine.” Maria tightened the knot. “Trust me, you’ll love it after a while.” With those words, she left the cell and slammed the heavy steel door, leaving Scarlet in the company of herself and an orange, muted light.
This was not how I expected my day to turn out, she thought and tried to get a sense of her predicament. She tested her bonds and tried to wriggle a bit, but every movement was heavily restricted, and she was barely able to move. She opened and closed her hands, wriggled her toes, but her limbs were tied tightly and left her helpless. Her feet still tingled from Maria’s sensual touch, and though the ropes restricted her, the discomfort aroused her. She wanted to resist it, it was a representation of all the things she had tried to avoid, but her body betrayed her once again. The struggle, the rope pressing on her neck, it all sent jolts of intense lust through her body.
“Don’t give in, Scarlet,” she whispered to herself. “You’re stronger than this.”
***
The image of Scarlet, naked and bound, was visible on the high-resolution feed. Frustrated moans filled the room from the speakers, and Amber had to fight the urge to rush downstairs and have her way with the captive right away. She loved breaking in a new prisoner. Her eyes kept being drawn to Scarlet’s feet and the beautiful toes curling and uncurling.
“I think she’s starting to like it,” Amber said and bit her thumb with a smile as she watched the feed from Scarlet’s cell. “Didn’t think it’d happen this fast.”
Maria leaned back in the cushy chair and took a bite of an apple. “I know how to tie up a woman, remember?” She smiled and let her finger run along the edge of the lacy bra peeking out from her uniform, visibly aroused by watching Scarlet squirm on the monitor. “She’ll be warmed up in an hour or so. I’d love to have a little fun with her before I have to leave.”
Amber chuckled. “I’ll join you. I think Manuel would like us to make her more submissive if we can.”
“It’ll be my pleasure.” Maria got up from the chair and stood next to Amber. She grabbed Amber’s well-shaped ass and grinned. “We gotta make our own fun around here. Manuel doesn’t give me much attention anymore.”
“Scarlet will keep him occupied for a few months, I think. Then he’ll get bored again.” Amber’s face darkened, and her body shivered at the thought of what might await Scarlet when Manuel moved on. “Do you want to grab a bite to eat before we head downstairs?”
Amber always got chills when she entered the dark, warm dungeons beneath Mr. Lopez’s mansion. It reminded her of when she had first arrived there as a prisoner before the billionaire had seen her potential. Her wrists still remembered the feel of the shackles she had worn for months, and the touch of the rough stone walls reminded her of the dark times.
Amber smiled as she reached the thick steel door to Scarlet’s cell. The dark times were a long time ago now, replaced by a life of luxury and lust. She had a job to do now, and she was going to enjoy it immensely.
Maria unlocked the door, and the two stepped inside. Amber had to admit that she was impressed with her friends’ ropework, and she caught herself feeling a little jealous of Scarlet. The ambitious woman’s slender, fit body shivered from the strain, and the exertion and temperature in the room had caused beads of sweat to trickle down her fair skin. The veins on her neck were visible, strained against the tight ropes choking her. She looked up at Amber and Maria with pleading eyes, begging them to be released, but she could not hide the lust she was clearly feeling.
“Please …” Scarlet muttered, her voice barely audible. “Please untie me. I’ll do anything.”
Amber smiled. The confident, temperamental woman that had opposed them upon her arrival seemed to be gone. “Do you truly want to be released? Do you not enjoy your bonds?” Amber let her finger run playfully along Scarlet’s spine.
Scarlet shook her head. “I don’t … I want to …” She sighed. “I don’t know. But it hurts.”
“Better get used to pain,” Maria said with a smile.
Amber let her hand run through Scarlet’s long red hair. She found the reluctant visitor striking, managing to look far younger than she was. Manuel had great taste. “Show us how much you want to be untied,” Amber said and placed herself at the end of the bed, in front of Scarlet’s head. She pulled up the short white dress and revealed her clean-shaven vagina.
Scarlet looked up at her with a mix of surprise and anger. “You can’t be serious?”
Amber smiled, pleased to see that there was still a hint of defiance left. “Lick it. Being on my good side will make your life here a lot easier.”
Scarlet groaned. “But I’ve never …”
“You’ll get plenty of practice.”
The gorgeous face contorted; it was obvious that Scarlet struggled with her situation, struggled to accept the lust building inside her. Amber recognized the process from her own experience. The expressive brown eyes with the impossibly long eyelashes looked up at Amber, begged her for another way, but Amber wanted Scarlet’s tongue on her pussy. Finally, Scarlet inched closer; she groaned and whimpered as she tried to move her hogtied body forward, and the rope around Scarlet’s throat made the struggle even more uncomfortable.
Amber loved every second of it.
***
Every part of Scarlet’s body hurt as she neared Amber’s exposed pussy. The ropes and cuffs dug into her flesh. She was sore and humiliated, her mind a jumbled mess of desire, anger, and fear. The bondage brought her pleasure she had never imagined, yet she yearned for release. And now she was forced to lick the pussy of one of her captors.
Amber spread her legs wide before pulling Scarlet’s hair, forcing her face onto Amber’s exposed pussy. It felt odd to submit to an elegant, petite girl, but the experience was also arousing. Sensual. Incredible. Scarlet licked Amber’s pussy hesitantly, trying to get a feel for it. She had been licked before, but never found the experience rewarding. Amber, however, reacted differently. Scarlet was surprised to find herself enjoying the feedback.
“Shit, you’re good at this!” Amber moaned, using two fingers to massage her clit while the other hand kept holding Scarlet’s hair. “Looking good sucking that giant dildo, Maria.”
She’s doing what?
“I figured I’d lube it a bit first,” Maria said. She untied the ropes keeping Scarlet’s knees close together and forced her legs open.
The tip of a thick dildo rubbed against the outside of Scarlet’s pussy, teasing her, driving her mad. She groaned loudly into Amber’s pussy, but Maria just laughed. After a while, Maria allowed the tip to peek inside; the dildo was drenched in Maria’s saliva, and the lubricated cock started fucking the entrance to Scarlet’s pussy for a bit until Scarlet felt like she was being stretched to the breaking point when Maria slowly inserted the huge dildo all the way.
“FUUUCK!” Scarlet shouted, her scream muffled by Amber’s pussy. She had never felt something that large inside her. Part of her brain told her that it was humiliating, but the rational voice soon drowned in a flood of lust. Her toes curled, her body twitched, and it only got worse when Maria started licking the soles of her feet.
Moans and screams filled the room as Amber and Scarlet inched ever closer to orgasm.
If this was a punishment, a way to torment her, Scarlet had no intention of protesting. The dildo filled her, stretched her, lighting every nerve ending in her pussy on fire. Maria started going faster. Scarlet struggled against her restraints, but she could not escape, and the feeling of helplessness only served to arouse her further. She knew she would come soon, that she would finally experience the ultimate loss of control, and for the first time, she was going to enjoy it.
When Scarlet came, the orgasm tore through her body like a hurricane. The moment she screamed, Maria started sucking her toes to push her even further into the orgasmic abyss. Every muscle in her body seemed to vibrate, and she had to stop licking Amber; she was unable to do anything but embrace the wild ride. The intensity made her body shake, and she cried. It was the only way for her body to handle the overwhelming emotions.
A loud gasp escaped Amber a few moments later after she had fingered herself to completion. She moved off the bed and left Scarlet to pant and whimper on the bed.
“Welcome to the dungeon, Scarlet,” she said. Her voice was amused. “It won’t all be pleasurable.”
There was a tinge of darkness to the words that made Scarlet feel uneasy, but it was not enough to drown out the ripples of the orgasm still tearing through her. Maria untied her and unlocked her restraints, but the freedom was short-lived. Before long, heavy shackles had been locked to Scarlet’s wrists and ankles, and a wide collar enveloped her slender neck.
When the door shut behind the two women, Scarlet leaned back against the stone wall and tried to get a grasp of her conflicting emotions. She was a captive, a prisoner. Helpless, with no semblance of control. It was a distillation of all she had ever feared and tried to avoid, but it could not wipe the smile from her face. A door in her mind had been opened, and though she feared what lay at the end of the path, she was determined to try and enjoy the ride as much as she could.



The Slave Detective
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The rain had been pouring for days. The cascade of water trickled down the outside of my office’s tiny window like a river of tears. The constant drumming of the drops on the roof outside faded into the background along with the distant sound of voices from coworkers and the whimpering pleas of recaptured slaves. I could hear the rattling of their chains as they walked past my door, the tired rhythm of rattling chains sounding like bells of doom. They tried to run. They tried to break away from the fate that had been assigned to them. Now, they faced the cruel shackles of justice. If all they did was to try and escape their owner, they might be given back to him for cruel punishments and possibly a short, miserable existence before the master’s sadistic whims drained the last drops of life from their body, or, in the rare cases where the slave harmed or even killed their master before escaping, the sentence could be death or a one-way trip to the labor camps in the south.
It's only fair, I thought to myself as I heard the wailing pleas of a slave outside my door. I absentmindedly fiddled with my steel collar as I forced my attention back to the papers in front of me. The collar was worn and scratched, having never left my neck since my 18th birthday. I still remembered the tears, the fear that gripped my body when the cold steel first closed around my slim neck. For weeks, I tore at it, felt that it was choking me, but now I could not imagine my life without it.
All women wore one, after all.
I leaned back in the creaking chair and let out a sigh. At least I was better off than most other women. Being a slave to the state rather than a sadistic master meant that I had a lot of autonomy and could maintain a job, even though all my male coworkers had free use of my body. My job? Tracking down runaway slaves for the Slave Recovery Agency.
Could be worse, I thought to myself. The combination of my submissive, masochistic nature and a precinct full of horny, sadistic men who all carried handcuffs and truncheons was a match made in heaven. The precinct was a temple to lust and desire, and I was often the object, the tool, the whore to be used. Their slave.
My eyes perused the casefiles with bored reluctance. Picture after picture of empty-eyed stares. Young women in the prime of their life. All of them had been willing to risk it all for a slim chance at freedom. Naïve idiots, I thought with a smirk. My cases were usually simple; most slaves were found within a few days without investigation, some returned home on their own, and several were found dead. I stared at one such case with a furrowed brow. A beautiful young girl. Sudden disappearance. Found dead in a dark alley. An investigation is not needed, it said. No one cared about a dead slave, I just had to process it through the system.
There was a knock on the door. A slender face with a well-trimmed beard peaked through the half-open door before I had a chance to say come in.
“Tessa?”
I looked up from the papers and pulled my feet off the table. My stupidly tall heels hit the floor with a loud thwack. “Yes, Master Reeves?” I got onto my feet and placed my hands behind my back. Even though most of the men in the precinct treated me with a certain degree of respect, they were all my superiors. My masters.
“The boss wants to see you.” He looked at the pile of case files on the table and whistled. “Sorry to interrupt you while you’re having fun.” He laughed.
I rolled my eyes. “Yeah, I get all the fun cases. Is he in a good mood today?”
Reeves shrugged. “Could be worse. You might get out of there without bruises, but you’ll probably have to …”
“Yeah, I know.”
Reeves closed the door behind him. I walked over to the mirror on the wall. I was not there out of vanity, but rather as a necessary tool, an occasional savior. There were permanent scars on my back from one of the brutal whippings had I received when I had dared to walk into the boss's office on one of his bad days with a button undone on my uniform. There were no such punishments for the regular cops, but the slave detectives had strict rules to follow.
I brushed a loose strand of my red hair away from my rosy-cheeked face and blew a kiss at the gorgeous young woman staring back at me. The black uniform was too tight, by design, and the buttons struggled to contain my generous bosom. It’s a man’s world, I thought to myself as I adjusted the short pencil skirt and checked to see that the massive cleavage was as deep as the regulations specified. Though the outfit was a constant humiliation, a way to keep me in place, to underline my submission and my status, it did still represent my affiliation with the Agency.
“A slave to be feared,” I whispered to myself and stepped out from the relative peace of my office and into the fray of the precinct. The sound of my hard heels echoed in the depressingly gray hallways and joined the cries of helpless slaves and the chatter of policemen in a dissonant choir of misery and ruined lives. Empty eyes stared through me as I walked the hallways; rows of slave girls, some naked, some dressed in the manner of kinky, revealing outfits their master had likely made them wear right before their failed escape attempt, sat handcuffed behind their backs on the uncomfortable benches. Their collars were chained to the wall, keeping them in place while they waited for their fate to be decided, helpless to resist the cruel hand of justice.
I believed in the system. Believed that these girls were trying to upset the natural order of things. Don’t they see that the submissive life is easier? I scoffed at them, ignored their pleas for help when they saw my collar and uniform. I had put countless escaped slaves in this exact situation before, I was good at my job, and I was not going to let their miserable whimpers affect my record.
I walked past the room called “Departmental Disciplining” and paused for a moment. The red light was on, meaning that the room was occupied. The heavy steel door did much to quell the sounds from inside, but the faint screams of a woman being punished could be heard. Sounds like Jennifer. I guess she didn’t find that slave that escaped in the suburbs, I thought to myself with a frown. The slaves working at the Agency were subjected to harsh punishments if they failed to bring in a slave, which happened regularly, and though my back bore the marks of many such whippings, I did enjoy the pain. It turned me on. Reminded me of my purpose. Part of me longed to trade places with her, to feel the heavy shackles digging into my wrists as they carried my naked body, feeling my feet dangle a few inches above the floor while the whip licked my back. I could feel myself getting wet just from thinking about it, and I had to wrestle myself away from Jennifer’s cries and proceed toward the boss’s office in the back.
“About bloody time,” he sneered when I opened the door. The drapes were shut, leaving the large office looking like a dungeon, not least because of the pillory in the corner, the whips on the wall, and the rows of chains and shackles carelessly strewn across a table near the door. I barely noticed the unsettling décor anymore; after all, it fit the man behind the massive desk. Captain Welles was not a pleasant man, nor did he make any attempt to be. Every day, he signed papers dooming girls to the labor camps or other harsh punishments, and a man in his position was not hired for his compassion. The gray hair was short and so was the beard, but the steel-gray eyes had lost none of the focus and vigor of youth. He was a determined man. Determined and ruthless, like a hungry predator. He did not look up from his computer when I entered, he merely gestured at the table of restraints near the door.
I grabbed a pair of hinged cuffs and got on my knees before cuffing my hands behind my back. The Captain has made it mandatory for slaves that came to see him, though I had no idea if it was out of fear of being attacked or just because he preferred his slaves chained.
“You wanted to see me, Master Welles?” I always felt a surge of anxiety and trepidation when I knelt in front of the Captain, and today was no different. Had I failed to hand in my case files on time? Had I botched a case? I had only ever tried being sent to the disciplining room, but I had heard rumors that Agency slaves who underperformed tended to disappear. There were even rumors of deep, terrifying dungeons beneath the old buildings, beneath the thousands of holding cells that contained runaway slaves and imprisoned people that had tried to overthrow the system.
“I’ve got a case for you, Tessa.” He still did not look up from his computer.
I breathed a sigh of relief. “What is it, Master?”
“It’s a little … sensitive.”
The handcuffs suddenly felt tighter. “Sensitive?” ‘Sensitive’ meant hard. Hard meant a bigger risk of not closing the case. Not closing the case could be hazardous to my health.
“Runaway slave …”
So?
“… from the Fawlton family …”
Fuck.
He finally looked up. “I don’t need to tell you that this needs to be sorted. Fast.”
I nodded. A cold bead of sweat trickled down the back of my neck. Eric Fawlton was the most powerful man in the city. In the country. I did not know whether to be flattered that the Captain had chosen me for the job, or whether he just wanted to be able to throw me under the bus if the slightest thing went wrong.
“Go there as soon as we’re done here.” The Captain got up from his chair; the tall, broad body looked menacing in the dim light. “If you blow this, Fawlton will likely want his hands on you, and I won’t hesitate to hand you over.”
“I understand, Master.”
He walked around the desk and stood in front of me. He unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants. The meeting was now over, and it was time to handle the other part of my duties. Those handcuffs would not come off until my master was satisfied. I took the thick, flaccid cock in my mouth and let my tongue massage the underside with experienced efficiency. Ever since I was assigned to the Agency, I had given blowjobs every day to Agency officers or the boss, and over time, I had found what made each man tick.
The Captain liked teeth. I gently scraped them against his sensitive skin and felt him grow in my mouth. The training that all women received when they turned 18 had prepared me for this and conditioned me to enjoy it; with every thrust into my mouth, with every jab of his cock, I felt my own arousal increase.
Fuck, I do love being a slave.
The Captain seemed to enjoy my enthusiasm as well, and without a word, he grabbed hold of my long red hair and pulled me to my feet. A giant, black ballgag was pressed into my mouth, telling me that it was time for the final act and that any comments or sounds from me were unwelcome. He bent me over the desk and lifted my skirt, exposing my moist pussy.
Underwear was not allowed when on duty.
Nothing prevented his hard cock from entering me, and I squirmed as he filled me. I bit down on the gag; a drop of drool escaped me and landed on one of the countless case files on the desk, but the Captain did not seem to notice. Instead, he started violently thrusting into me, causing my hips to crash into the heavy desk.
It hurt wonderfully. Being fucked by the Captain was always a masochistic pleasure – his cock was huge, his thrusts brutal, and the pain and pleasure mixed into a potent cocktail. I was helpless to resist his power, and when he pushed deep inside me a few moments later to deliver his load, my hips were already bruised and battered. I felt horny as hell and made a mental note to finish myself off in the car toward my destination.
The Captain pulled out with a grunt and put his pants back on. “You’d better get going, slave,” he said in a cold, disinterested voice and sat down at the computer. “Dismissed.”
I awkwardly managed to open the door with my hands cuffed behind my back and left. It was not uncommon for our meetings to end this way, and now began my awkward, humiliating hunt for a sympathetic coworker willing to release me.
Both my colleagues and the arrested slaves stared at me as I left the office. I managed to pull my skirt down to cover my ass, but a few buttons had come undone on my shirt, causing one of my breasts to pop out, and an unflattering strand of drool hung from the gag as I sent pleading eyes to my grinning coworkers. If they wanted, they were well within their right to take advantage of my vulnerability. The horny part of me wished they would, but I had a job to do. And not a lot of time to do it.
“Over here, Tessa,” Officer Reeves said from across the room and ignored the smiling boos from a few of the men around him who wanted to see me suffer a little longer. He unlocked my handcuffs and tossed them on his desk. “You’ve got a little … you know … on your leg.”
I unbuckled the gag and massaged my jaw. “Yeah, I’m aware.” I grabbed a tissue from Reeves’ table and wiped the cum from my inner thigh. “Thanks, Master Reeves. I appreciate it.” I checked my watch and groaned. “Fuck, I gotta get going.”
“Can you get back in time for your curfew?” Reeves asked and leaned back against his desk.
“I think it’ll be fine, Master.” I sighed and buttoned my uniform. “Wish me luck. It’s at Eric Fawlton’s place.”
Reeves whistled and shook his head. “Damn … Well, good luck with that. If I don’t see you again, I’ll know why.”
The rain was still pouring when I pulled out of the Agency parking garage. The heavy drops created an unsettling rhythm as they pounded the roof, echoing the rapid heartbeat in my chest. It was the middle of the afternoon, but the dark cloud choked the sunlight, leaving the city looking like a depressed dystopia. The weather kept people off the streets, and the only sign of life I saw before leaving the inner city was a naked, cold, and shivering slave girl chained outside a store, likely waiting for her owner to return. It was not an uncommon sight.
Just another slave, I thought to myself. This was the fate of every woman the moment they turned 18. It was just the way of things and had been so for the last 35 years. I accelerated away from the miserable sight and onto the highway heading for the wealthy suburbs.
The mansion was located at the end of a long, impressive driveway. Eric Fawlton was not a modest man, judging by the massive, gilded statue in the middle of the front yard depicting him holding two kneeling slavegirls by their leashes.
“That’s tasteful,” I said to myself as I got out of the car. I pulled my trench coat in closer to me to shield me from the rain and hurried toward the door as fast as my heels would allow.
The doorbell rang with all the poise and occasion I had expected. I could not help but wonder how many months a worker in one of the factories would have to work to afford a doorbell like this; it was made from real gold, from what I could tell, and it had a nice heft to it. I could not help but press it again.
The door opened, and I was greeted by a pale young slavegirl in a revealing maid’s outfit. The tight outfit left nothing to the imagination, and the edge of a steel chastity belt could be glimpsed underneath the short skirt. “Yes?” She glanced at my collar, then the badge in my hand. “Oh … from the Agency, right?”
I nodded.
“Follow me. The Master is expecting you.”
It was not hard to keep up with the girl. Her heels were even taller than mine, and heavy shackles weighed down her ankles and wrists. I had spent my fair share of time in chains, but I appreciated the relative freedom given to me through my work.
“How is he? Your Master?”
The girl blushed and looked straight ahead as she walked. “He’s amazing. I’m truly blessed to have been bought by him.” The girl’s voice was monotone and robbed of emotion, but a nervous tick had appeared under her right eye.
“I see.” I knew that a slave like this would never dare speak ill of her master out of fear of reprisal, so I let the matter slide and instead gawked at the countless paintings of Eric Fawlton adorning the walls. He was a handsome man in his prime, with thick, black hair and a determined stare. In almost every painting, he was depicted with one or more slavegirls; in one, a slave acted as a footrest, and in another, a slave was being flogged while others watched.
Yes, he certainly seems amazing. I was not opposed to slavery or punishment, but though I accepted that a man had full reign over his slave’s body, I was not a fan of cruelty. And I could tell that I was not going to be a fan of Eric Fawlton.
The slavegirl led me deep into the mansion, past countless impressive dining rooms and living rooms, one more ostentatious than the other. She stopped in front of a heavy wooden door and knocked before opening it.
“Master?” The girl peeked inside, her voice trembling. “The … investigator from the Agency is here.”
“Send her in!” a cold voice sounded.
The girl nodded and gestured for me to enter. This was not a gaudy living room; it was a torture room. There were rules and regulations in place to ensure that slaves were not unnecessarily abused, but Eric Fawlton did not seem to care. A slavegirl hung from her wrists in the corner, seemingly unconscious, and the bloodied back of the girl currently locked in a pillory told me that Mr. Fawlton had not adhered to section 4c of “The Slave Welfare Act”, but I was not here to slap the cuffs on the most influential man in the country.
“They sent a slave?” Piercing blue eyes stared into my soul from the square-jawed, clean-shaven face. He snorted derisively and shook his head while he continued to fuck the woman in the pillory. His chiseled body glistened with sweat, and muted grunts escaped his thin lips. He looked like a god of vengeance, the peak of humanity.
I stood in front of the imposing man and placed my hand behind my back as was customary when addressing a man. “Yes, Master Fawlton. It is standard procedure in cases like this. I assure you that I am …”
“Who fucking cares?” He slowed down his fucking, ensuring that every thrust went in as deep as possible. The tormented girl seemed to appreciate the change of pace and let out a drawn-out moan. Though she was in pain, I recognized the sparkle of lust and desire in her eyes. “Just find the bitch so I can torture her to death.”
I felt a chill run down my spine. A slave forfeited the protections inherent in the law when she escaped, and though few masters would kill a slave since they were quite expensive, it was allowed. “That is your right.”
He looked at me. “Are you patronizing me?”
I shook my head and felt a lump form in my throat. “No, Master.”
I could tell that he considered placing me in one of the nefarious devices for a moment before seemingly letting the matter go. I breathed a sigh of relief when he returned his focus to the trapped slavegirl. “She shouldn’t be hard to find.”
“We have her picture on file, but what was she wearing when she escaped? It might help us find her faster.”
“The same type of maid uniform as the one worn by the slave that greeted you.” Fawlton started thrusting harder into the slave, causing the pillory to creak and complain under the strain. “She was … uuungh … tied in a reverse prayer position and gagged, I have no idea how she managed to get away from the estate like that.” He let out a loud groan as he came inside the slave.
“Maybe she had help?”
He pulled out of the girl and walked over to me. I could not help but get a little turned on at the sight of his massive cock. “If you find that any of my other slaves aided her escape, I want their names.” He put a finger through my collar’s O-ring and pulled me closer. “Feel free to interview the other slaves, but we’re done here. After you’ve licked my cock clean.”
“Master Fawlton, I belong to the Agency, I’m not …”
He bared his teeth in a wolf-like grin. “Do it. You don’t want to refuse a request from me.”
I sighed and got on my knees. Only members of the Agency or other government employees were allowed to use me, but this was not a discussion I was willing to have. Refusing this man would likely mean a trip to the dungeons or even the labor camps; he had a lot of connections. The cock glistened with the slavegirl’s juices as I took it in my mouth and sucked it clean. A few drops of cum landed on my tongue and sent a rush of arousal through my body. I was conditioned to react like that, and for a moment, I hoped that he would put me in the pillory and fuck me.
All in a day’s work.
I closed the door to the gruesome chamber behind me and wiped my chin. It was time to get to work. I had interviewed enough slaves to know that they only look at the floor when their master is nearby; when slaves are alone, they see everything.
Someone saw something, I thought to myself and looked at the printout from the slave database. The image of a busty, naked Asian woman called Sophia with frightened eyes gave me something to chase. I pulled out my trusty notebook and pencil and went hunting, like a predator trying to pick up a scent. And there was no shortage of sexy, shackled servants to choose from.
My first few interviews led me no closer to my target, and I could feel a growing frustration. The chance of finding an escaped slave lessened with every hour that passed, and as a slave, I was handicapped before I even got started.
The clock’s ticking. I stared nervously at my watch and looked at my useless notes. I needed a lead, and I needed it fast. As I stood there, in the middle of the gigantic lobby just inside the front door, hearing the crash of thunder and the sound of the massive torrents falling outside, I noticed a slavegirl cleaning in the corner. She kept half an eye on me, but the loud shackles on her wrists and ankles made her unable to escape my attention. My instincts told me that this girl knew something; it was visible in her posture and flickering eyes.
“Can I have a word with you?” I asked and walked across the marble floor.
The girl squirmed and seemed to shrink in front of me. “Y… Yes, Mistress.”
I stopped in front of her and tapped my nails on my collar. “I’m no mistress, as you can see. I work for the Agency, and I have a few questions about the escaped slave, Sophia.”
“I … I don’t know …”
“I think you do.” My eyes narrowed. “Give me the info I need, and I won’t tell your master that you did not come to him right away.” I leaned in over the girl and whispered: “I suspect he’d be pretty pissed if he heard that.”
The expressive green eyes shimmered with fear. “Please! Don’t! He’ll kill me!”
“Then speak.”
The girl looked around her to check if anyone was listening. “I … I heard a car leave. Like … really fast.” She pointed out the massive windows toward the other end of the yard, which was covered by a large, extended roof and hidden behind rows of bushes. “I was doing some garden work near there when I heard.”
The car could’ve been hidden behind the bushes. Any tracks might still be there …
The trenchcoat struggled to keep the rain out as I walked across the yard, but I had to inspect the spot the girl had pointed toward. The extended roof kept the rain away, and a set of wide tire marks were visible in the dirt. I squatted and let my fingers run across the tracks. Is that … moss? I smiled. The tracks told me that it was not a car, but a van I was looking for. A van that was recently parked in the woods outside the city.
I’ll have to wait to check it out, I thought and looked at my watch. Time to go home.
I got in the car and took a final look at the massive mansion. It stood against the thunder-filled clouds like a cathedral to capitalism, and I felt a certain sense of relief when I sped out of the driveway and onto the highway back into town.
I picked up my phone. “This is Tessa, slave agent 432-332. I need you to dig through some security footage …” I sighed. “Yes, I know. I’ll have to wait until tomorrow to look at it.”
It’s a privileged life I lead, I thought to myself as I parked the car outside the massive concrete building and hurried inside. The moment I escaped the rain, two heavy steel doors closed behind me, and I had to stop to catch my breath.
“Cutting it a little close, aren’t we?” A guard stood in front of me with a hand on his truncheon and smiled.
I nodded. “I know. I had a case on the other side of town. But I’m here, Master Williams.” I placed my hands behind my back and allowed the guard to lock a leash to my collar before following him into the nearby locker room. I took off my clothes, placing them along with all my possessions and my shoes in the locker with my name on it. A pleasant shiver ran down my spine as the familiar steel shackles were locked on my wrists and ankles.
“See you tomorrow,” Williams said and closed the steel door behind him. The sound of the lock was loud and metallic, a reminder that I was now imprisoned for the night. I sat down on my bed and massaged my calves; wearing tall heels all day was torturous, and I had walked further than I was used to.
Home sweet home. My cell was not large, but it was more luxurious than the conditions most slaves had to live in. I had my own bathroom and a TV, after all. I turned it on and lay down on the bed. I itched to continue the case, but there were no curfew exceptions, not even for the state-owned slaves that worked for the Agency. The rain kept pouring outside as I lay there, gently touching myself to relieve some of the pent-up frustration and arousal from the day. The news showed the familiar face of the benevolent leader who had just turned 70. A parade was shown with hundreds of chained slaves walking past the old man, the man who had slowly changed the laws ever since he came to power 40 years ago. Back then, the country had been plagued with crime, and the Leader was the one to suggest a radical solution: Give all men free access to women, and they would turn away from crime. Half the population had been turned into slaves overnight, and though it had had the intended effect, many still insisted that it was not worth the cost.
Humans are nothing if not adaptable, I thought to myself and smiled as I slid two fingers inside my pussy. I liked being chained. I enjoyed the hedonistic sex, the whippings (most of them), and being submissive. It was a simple life, a life of purpose. I knew that some men and women still married each other and lived lives akin to those that came before the big change, but the woman was still collared and submissive to her husband in those cases. I could not see the appeal, but I had been conditioned, educated, and trained to be a slave since birth.
The overly enthusiastic host on the news program bared his impossibly white teeth in a smile that failed to look genuine. “The Benevolent Leader is enjoying record approval ratings, and only a few mentally ill stragglers dare to oppose the ruler. In a short speech earlier today, the head of the security forces guaranteed that these rebels will soon be dealt with.”
As the TV turned away from the parade and onto other, more boring, news, I closed my eyes and tried to focus on the feel of my fingers inside me, on the sensation of my palm rubbing against my clit. The edge of my shackles scraped against my skin to the sound of rattling chains. The image of the slave in the pillory, moaning and begging for more as Eric Fawlton fucked her, fueled the fire within me, and it did not take long before I let out a gasp as a pleasant, but unremarkable, orgasm washed over me. I lay there for a while, staring at the ceiling before sighing and turning onto my side, listening to the clattering chains as I found a comfortable position and fell asleep.
I stared at the grainy image of a white van on the flickering monitor. A solid lead. I breathed a sigh of relief that I might not be sent to the darkest part of the dungeons for failing a high-profile case like this, at least not yet.
“I … I identified the woman driving as … as a runaway slave. She escaped a few months ago, but ag… ag… agents were never able to track her down.” Jason the I.T. guy held onto the edge of the table and bit his lower lip. He did not seem to be used to receiving a handjob when he briefed agents on what he had found.
“Thanks, Master Jason. I can work with that.” A squishing sound could be heard as my hand traveled up and down the lubricated, hard cock. “Do you want me to stop?”
“God, no!” He smiled. “I’m just not used to … I’m still new here.”
I like the inexperienced ones.
“You want something more?” I leaned in over him and started fondling his balls. Part of me just wanted to get out of the stuffy, dark room and get on with the case, but being on good terms with the I.T. department was never a bad idea.
He looked at me. “I can have … more?”
I nodded. “You’re my master, same as everyone else here.” I licked my upper lip seductively. “You can ask for anything you want.”
“Really?” His eyes glowed with lust and stared at the handcuffs in the pouch on my belt. “Can I cuff you?”
“Of course.”
“And gag you?”
“I’d love that.”
He frowned. “I … I don’t actually have a gag here.”
I removed my hand from his balls and found a large black ballgag in my jacket pocket. “I never leave the precinct without one. Good for muting escaped slaves. Do you want me to take my clothes off so you can fuck me?”
His cheeks began to blush. Jason looked like a kid who just won the lottery and realized that he could buy all the candy in the world. His lustful gaze made me feel appreciated, and I made a point of undressing slowly in front of him. There was always something special about my first time with a new employee at the Agency, and Jason seemed like a gentle soul. Then again, looks could be deceiving.
I took the gag from the table and looked him in the eye as I pressed the large ball into my mouth before tightening the strap around my head. I handed him the handcuffs and put my wrists together in front of him.
“Wow …” he said as his trembling hands locked the cuffs onto my wrists. He had clearly never done this before; he tightened the cuffs far more than needed, but I did not want to ruin the moment. Instead, I pushed him back into his desk chair and climbed on top of him, slowly lowering myself onto his towering erection. My cuffed hands rested on his chest as I began to ride him. He was the master, but I was in control. His face was locked in a contorted mask of lust and disbelief, and he soon started fondling my massive breasts, which only served to make the experience far more enjoyable for me.
Ride him till completion, then track down the van. I might be able to have the case closed by noon, I thought to myself as I bounded up and down on top of Jason.
Little by little, he started gaining confidence. His hand moved from my breast to my collar, pushing a finger through the O-ring and yanking it back and up, choking me slightly. It was not unpleasant, far from it, and I welcomed the added spice.
“Fuck … I’m … I’m already close,” he whimpered with a disappointed frown.
I nodded at him and rode him faster. Shortly after, I felt his load shoot into me. But he was not the only one who was close. I had already been fucked twice this morning by burly, testosterone-fueled officers, and I was not about to let this opportunity pass me by. The blissful expression on Jason’s face turned to discomfort, but he did not protest as I rode him until a delightful orgasm gripped my body. I stayed there, my pussy embracing his softening cock.
“T… thank you,” he groaned when I finally slid off him. He fumbled with the handcuff keys to release me for a minute before I lost patience and did it myself. “Can … can we do it again sometime?”
I removed the gag and wiped the drool off my chin. “They didn’t run over the perks of the job with you when you were hired?” I grabbed a tissue from a box on a nearby desk and wiped the cum off my inner thigh before putting my skirt back on. “You’re free to use any slave in the department whenever you please, though it is frowned upon to do so if they’re on urgent business on behalf of one of the higher-ups.” I closed the handcuffs and put them back in their holster. “When you want to fuck me, you can fuck me.”
“Wow … I mean … wow.”
I smiled. “A pretty sweet deal, yes?”
He nodded. “I can do … anything to you?”
I pulled the employee handbook from his shelf and threw it in his lap, onto his juice-soaked cock. “Read that. Then we’ll talk.” I checked my watch and tried to ignore the massive bruises left by the tight handcuffs. “I better get going.”
“But if I ordered you to stay, you’d have to?”
I raised an eyebrow. “Essentially, yes. But you’re not that kinda guy, are you, Master Jason?”
He shook his head and sighed. “No … no, I’m not.”
The rain had finally released its moist grasp on the city, but the clouds still loomed ominously above as I drove out of the city. Jason had used footage from the many surveillance cameras in and around the inner city to track the white van, and I was now convinced that it had sped off toward the dense forest just south of the city. It made sense; all the cities in the country crawled with security forces, Agency detectives, and police officers, leaving the labyrinthine forests and woods as the only refuge for escaped slaves and pitiful rebels.
I had hoped that Sophia, the escaped slave, would still be in the city, and I could feel my mood sink as the trees closed around me. Finding her here was going to be next to impossible, but I had no intention of stopping now. My fingers nervously fiddled with my collar as I drove deeper and deeper into the forest, checking every campsite and parking area I could find.
“Where is that fucking van?” I banged my hands against the steering wheel after inspecting yet another campsite and finding nothing but a few rowdy students who wanted to fuck me and a slave that had been chained to a tree as punishment. She insisted that I leave her be and that her master would return at dusk.
I looked at the map of the forest and stared nervously at my watch. I only had a few hours left, and I still needed to get back to my cell before curfew.
Then I saw it. A white van. Parked behind a cluster of trees, barely visible from the road. I parked the car and snuck closer.
I managed to wrestle open the door to the back of the vehicle, but I did not find any escaped slaves. A few pieces of cut rope greeted me from the dirty floor of the van, taunting me with their presence. They must be close, I thought to myself. There were no other tire tracks nearby, after all. I grabbed a flashlight from the back of my car and ventured into the forest that seemed to grow denser around me with every step. The soft soil was not made for high-heeled boots, and I tripped several times. Sharp branches scratched my bare legs, but I soon forgot my troubles when I heard voices. Voices and …
Screams?
The familiar sound of a whip hitting flesh traveled on the breeze. I considered running back to the car to radio for support; slave detectives were not allowed to carry weapons. All I had was a flashlight and a pair of handcuffs. Most escaped slaves came willingly when they were found, unwilling to risk the full might of the Agency, but something told me that this would not be that easy. And yet, I moved forward. I wanted verification before I sent a SWAT team into the forest.
The sun was beginning to set when I reached a small clearing. Several tents were erected around a fire, and dozens of lanterns hung from the trees to illuminate the camp. I could see several women, all of them collared, and a few men. At first, it did not look like anything out of the ordinary until the light from the fire reflected on the metal of a rifle standing next to one of the men sitting nearby.
Fuck … rebels. I had to get back. I had to report it. But before I had the chance, someone grabbed me from behind and pulled me to the ground.
“What do we have here?” a woman’s voice sounded.
Hands held me down, and despite my struggles, I could not wrestle myself free.
“Fuck, Gemma, she’s with the Agency!” another voice sounded. “They know where we are!”
A tall woman came into view. The last rays of the sun peeked through the canopy and made her steel collar glisten orange. “Maybe not. Cuff her and bring her into the camp, we’ll interrogate her and see what she knows.”
Damn, you’re in trouble now, Tessa. For the first time in years, I did not enjoy the feeling of cold, sharp steel snapping shut around my wrists.
Scared and skeptical eyes stared at me as I was led through the camp. I recognized a few faces from the wanted posters hanging around the precinct, but I suspected that these people would not allow me to return to my boss to share my newfound knowledge. The two women holding my arms pushed me inside a large tent at the center of the camp, and I let out a surprised gasp when we entered.
There, bent over a table in the middle of the room, was Sophia. My target. My prey. Her wrists were handcuffed and attached to one end of the table while her legs were tied to the table legs at the other end. A massive ballgag filled her mouth, and a man was balls-deep in her pussy, pulling a leash connected to her collar. Her loud moans filled the tent, but neither of the two naked people seemed to notice my presence at first. The whole experience gave me an odd sense of déjà vu after the visit to Fawlton’s manor the day before, but something was different here. While the girl in the pillory yesterday had seemed to garner some enjoyment from the torturous sex, Sophia’s face was blissful, her eyes smiling with joy and arousal. Her body writhed in tandem with the powerful thrusts from the man behind her, and her moans had none of the fear or terror that I had expected.
She was loving it. A lot.
“What is it, Gemma?” the man asked without stopping.
The woman to my left, a short-haired blonde, cleared her throat. “We captured this Agency detective spying near the camp. We might be in trouble.”
The man stopped and looked at me with narrow eyes. “Trouble, huh?” He pulled out and gently stroked Sophia’s exposed buttocks. He removed her gag and untied her legs. “I don’t like the sound of that. Are you here for Sophia?”
I nodded. There was no reason to lie. “I am.”
Sophia glanced nervously at the man when he released her handcuffs from the table and helped her to her feet. “Don’t let her take me, Victor.”
He kissed her on the lips. “I wouldn’t dream of it.” His gray, intelligent eyes looked at me again. “I assume that you wouldn’t just return to your superior and say you didn’t find anything?”
“You’re rebels,” I said, clenching my fists. “You’re enemies of the state.”
“That we are.” Victor sighed. “But you should consider if the state even works at this point. Women don’t deserve to be slaves.” He pulled Sophia closer. “Sophia is a free woman.”
“She’s handcuffed.”
“Because I choose to be,” Sophia said with a frown. “I love him. I’ve loved him for years, but Fawlton bought me before Victor could.”
Victor kissed her on the forehead. “Gemma, I doubt this detective has had a chance to tell anyone about our location. But they’ll start looking for her when she doesn’t return tonight.” He sighed. “But maybe this is the break we’ve been waiting for.”
Gemma smiled. “You want me to … deprogram her?”
He nodded. “Yes. Put her in the chair.”
The next few days were a blur. I was stripped naked and strapped to a chair with electrodes on my breasts and wires connected to a metal dildo in my pussy. At first, I thought they wanted to interrogate me, but their plans were far more nefarious. The woman Gemma began to challenge my beliefs, shocking me every time I insisted that the Benevolent Leader had our best interests at heart. Again and again, she told me about the atrocities committed by security forces and how other countries thrived due to women there being free.
She was relentless. I was strapped to the chair for hours on end, but it was not the pain that started gnawing at my defenses. It was the arousal. The shocks were not harsh enough to constitute torture; instead, the jabs of pain created a steady stream of pleasure in my body. Gemma would lean in over me, whispering unpleasant truths in my ear while she rubbed my clit, but she never let me come. For days, I was forced to walk the edge, never being allowed release, and at night, they made sure to keep my hands firmly restrained to prevent me from pleasuring myself.
Don’t … let them … get to you, I told myself, but as the days passed, the conditioning and training that had ensured my unquestioning obedience to the Agency and the Benevolent Leader began to falter. My counterarguments sounded hollow and false in my head, and it was as if a veil began to lift. As I swam in a sea of frustration and lust, the system that I had protected and believed in began to smell rotten and decrepit.
“Do you see it now?” Gemma asked. She stood in front of me with her arms crossed. A warm sun turned the small tent into a hot furnace. Sweat poured from Gemma’s body, but she did not flinch.
I had to nod. My body trembled from exhaustion, lack of sleep, and lust. “I … I see it. It’s all … fucked up.” I had a bitter taste in my mouth as I thought of all the escaped slaves I had helped condemn. “All those slaves … I …”
“You didn’t know.” Gemma let a soft finger run up my inner thigh. “How could you have? I don’t blame you.” The finger started rubbing my clit. Every movement felt like a tidal wave of sexual energy. “Do you want to help us?”
“I do …” I bit my lower lip. “Just … please … let me come.”
She did not stop pleasuring me, and I soon screamed at the top of my lungs as a violent orgasm shook my body. My body strained against the straps holding me, and the chair creaked, threatening to break under the pressure. The climax was a release, a cleansing, and I knew that there was no going back to how things used to be. I sobbed as Gemma removed the clamps and wires, and when I fell to my knees after being released, she knelt next to me and hugged me.
“Welcome to the Resistance,” she said and kissed me.
The plan had seemed so simple, but now that we neared the precinct, all alarm bells in my body were going off in a cacophonous ouverture. I could feel a bead of sweat trickle down the back of my neck as I parked the car outside the entrance and stared up at the monolithic, gray structure. I wanted to run, to turn back, but I could not. I had to put things right, or at least attempt to.
“Nervous?” Sophia asked and smiled at me from the passenger seat.
I nodded and fiddled with my collar. “Aren’t you?”
“Of course, I am. If this fails, I’m going back to Master Fawlton.” Her face contorted as if she had just tasted something bitter. “And that won’t be pleasant. But we have to try, Tessa.”
“I know.” I sighed. “Let’s go.”
We got out of the car. I attached a leash to Sophia’s collar and gagged her. Her wrists and ankles were secured by heavy shackles, and she did not have to feign helplessness as I dragged her inside.
Several of my colleagues stopped what they were doing and turned to stare at me as I led the naked and chained Sophia inside. Reeves walked toward us with a concerned frown on his handsome face.
“What the fuck, Tessa?” he said and pulled me aside. “Where have you been? Everyone thinks you ran away, you’re lucky no one here has arrested you yet!”
I did my best to stay calm, but my heart pounded like a drum in my chest. “I’m here now, aren’t I, Master Reeves? And with Fawlton’s runaway in tow, even.” I yanked Sophia’s chain, getting a groan in return. “My radio hasn’t been working, and I’ve been far into the woods, tracking her. I’ll report everything to the boss as soon as I’ve put this one in a cell, then I’ll face any punishments that might be coming my way.”
Reeves did not push the issue further, and I breathed a sigh of relief when the elevator closed behind us a few minutes later and we started our descent into the depths beneath the precinct.
“It’s going to work,” Sophia said when I removed her gag. “Trust me.”
An hour later, the two of us stood in my boss’s office and watched the chaos unfold beneath us. Sophia and I had managed to overpower the guard overlooking the countless cells beneath the precinct, and now the streets swarmed with escaped rebels and slaves. The security forces and Agency officers had run away when they had been faced with the furious mob, and the crowd was now armed to the teeth after picking the armory clean.
“That is how you start a revolution,” Sophia said and smiled. She was no longer restrained, and her naked body shivered, but I could not tell if it was from excitement or cold.
“We did our part. Now what?” I said and sighed. The uniform felt uncomfortable, and I wanted to get out of the precinct.
“We celebrate,” a voice sounded behind us. Victor entered the room with a rifle in his hand and a smile on his face. “I think you two have earned it.”
Sophia ran over to him and hugged him. “You’re alright?”
He nodded. “There hasn’t been any resistance, not yet.” He looked at me. “What do you say, Tessa? Wanna have some fun with us while society crumbles beneath us?”
“Why not? I’m pretty sure I’m out of a job, so I don’t have anywhere else I need to be.” I paused. What was I going to do now? All I knew was how to be a slave. And even though I no longer supported the system, I could not imagine living any other way. “I … I’m not sure what to do now …”
Sophia smiled at me. “Why don’t you submit to Victor for now, then we’ll figure it out later?”
I nodded. “That sounds good.”
“Then undress, slave,” Victor said with a grin.
It felt good to obey Victor. He was a handsome man, and taking orders was a welcome respite from the chaos in my mind and outside. As the uniform fell to the floor, I knew in my heart that I would never wear it again. My entire body tingled as he cuffed my hands behind my back. This will be fun.
He pushed me toward a large window placed in a deep recess in the wall with plenty of room for me, and a surge of adrenaline hit me as I stared down at the streets below and the chaos unfolding. Victor stepped onto a chair and locked the end of a long chain to a mounting point above me. He got down and forced me to lean forward. He pulled my cuffed wrists upward as far as they could go until they were almost vertical. He then locked them to the chain from the curtain rod, leaving me in a brutal strappado.
“It hurts,” I said, but I was greeted with a stinging slap to my ass in return. “It feels good. I like it.”
“Enjoy it.” Victor tied my hair together with a thin leather strap and pulled it, forcing me to look up and out at the streets and the office buildings. He then tied the strap to the chain. It caused the already tight collar to press on my neck, and the resulting choking sensation made me tremble with lust.
God, this is hot. The predicament was made more insufferable when nipple clamps were added to my hanging breasts. Bless the Captain and his collection of toys.
I could feel Victor’s hands on my hips, and through all the pain and discomfort, I just hoped he would enter me with his cock. Sophia appeared before me; she was beautiful, and thick shackles once again adorned her slender wrists. She kissed me while her shackled hands fondled my clamped breasts.
My body sizzled with excitement as I felt a finger rub against the outside of my pussy. It was tender and pleasant.
A finger entered.
Then another.
And another.
I began to moan as Victor fingered me. His meticulous, slow pace was a stark contrast to my view of a rioting city as a tidal wave of angry slaves and rebels crashed through the streets. My chains rattled, my breath quickened, and the whole experience seemed surreal, but reality came crashing back in a vivid way when Victor started slapping my clamped breast. His fingers evicted themselves from my pussy, and the pleasure was replaced by pain. The pain was immense. Then his slaps moved onto my pussy.
It was amazing. The pain mixed with the tender pleasure from Sophia’s tongue in my mouth.
Then Victor started using a nine-tailed, knotted flogger.
I wanted to scream when the knotted ends hit my pussy. The pain reminded me of some of the punishments I had received in the past. It was blinding, visceral, and intoxicating. Everything seemed to join together – the chaos, the intense position, the pain, the kissing – all formed an explosive cocktail, and my brain entered a primal, submissive state. All thoughts of my uncertain future and indeed the future of the country vanished. The only thing that mattered was the pain and the pleasure.
When the whipping finally stopped, my pussy was on fire. Tears streamed from my eyes, and I did not even notice Victor taking his pants off at first.
“Warm me up for our new friend, my love,” he said and stepped in front of me.
Sophia wrestled her mouth away from my lips and enthusiastically sucked her lover’s cock in front of me. Her eyes shimmered with affection, and the sight filled me with warmth and a fragile hope that I might someday make a similar connection. I watched Victor’s cock grow and harden, and I became wet just from watching them.
When he finally moved behind me, my body was tense with anticipation. Sophia smiled at me as I felt the tip of his cock rub against me, and my pussy exploded in pain and intense lust when he entered. His cock hardened and grew even more within me with every push. At that moment, I still felt like a slave, a slave to him and his cock. I wondered for a second if he would take me, keep me, own me – if this was what it meant to be a slave to Victor, I did not want freedom.
The chains rattled and squeaked with every thrust, driving me further and further into oblivion. Sophia moved in under me and removed the nipple clamps so she could lick my nipples while her soft fingers rubbed my clit.
God, this is incredible!
I could feel that he was close, and so was I. Underneath me, I could hear Sophia rubbing herself as well, likely extending the chain between her wrists to its maximum to pleasure us both.
Then I felt it. Victor’s cum filled me as he pushed deeper inside, letting out a groan of pleasure and relief. He stayed there, allowing my body to soak the last few ounces of pleasure from his cock’s presence before Sophia’s cunning hands sent me over the edge.
I screamed. Screamed with joy and relief. Below me, freed slaves embraced each other while cruel masters were beaten in the street, but I barely noticed any of it. My body shook and trembled with lust as I squirted violently onto Victor’s cock, soaking the floor of my former captain’s office.
He pulled out. I could hear him chuckle to himself behind me. “That was delightful,” he said.
Sophia crawled out from beneath me. “That it was.” She let her finger run across my shivering buttock. I could feel the cold chain from her shackles against my skin. “What do we do with Tessa now?”
“You want to punish her?”
What?
“She did work for the Agency. How many slaves did she help capture? How many have worked themselves to death in the labor camps because of her?”
“Wait!” I struggled against my chains, but it was hopeless. “I … I didn’t have a choice, I …”
The two appeared in front of me, laughing.
“We’re just kidding,” Victor said and kissed me on the cheek. He unlocked my handcuffs from the ceiling chain and removed the leather strap holding my hair. “Do you have somewhere to go?”
I suddenly felt empty and without purpose. “N… no. Nowhere. My entire adult life has been spent here or in my cell.”
Sophia smiled. “Do you want to come with us?”
I nodded. “If you’ll have me.”
“I’m sure we can make room.” Victor unlocked my handcuffs.
I massaged my sore wrists and smiled. “Thank you. But … I’m not quite ready for freedom yet, I think. Do you … do you mind if I call you ‘Master’ for now? And … do you mind … if I submit to you?”
“Not at all. I’m against forced slavery, not the voluntary kind.” He looked at Sophia. “If it is alright with my love.”
“I don’t mind.” She rattled her chains. “If I get to have some fun with her as well sometimes.”



Secretary in Chains
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Emily tried to imagine a worse way to start her day, but nothing came to mind. The warm water had not been working in the shower, her ex-boyfriend had shown up to pick up his TV with an attitude of total indifference towards Emily, and she was already running late when she dropped the burned piece of toast on the sidewalk.
Then it started raining.
“One of those days, eh?”
Emily looked at the homeless man next to the subway exit she had just come from. Years of hard living were etched into the deep furrows in his skin, and yet he managed to look at the young, fashionable woman in front of him with pity in his eyes.
“One of those days, indeed,” she said and smiled. She handed the man a tip before heading towards the large office building nearby.
“Don’t worry, you’ll be great!” the man shouted after her and laughed.
Emily gazed at the towering structure, her new workplace; the black, shiny glass façade reminded her of the monolith from 2001: A Space Odyssey, yet the monkeys heading towards the building were considerably better dressed than those in the movie.
New job, no boyfriend, new life, she repeated in her mind, trying to quell the sting of heartbreak that still festered in her heart like an infected wound.
The lobby was a powerful display of extravagant minimalism; everything was kept in black and white, except for a few strategically placed plants, but the materials were expensive and luxurious, and not a spec of dust or wear could be seen. Busy, determined men and women strode past Emily, filling the air with chatter and perfume.
“You must be Emily Beckett,” a female voice sounded.
Emily wrestled her gaze away from the surroundings. A stern-faced woman stood in front of her with arms crossed, staring at Emily with narrow, cold eyes. Her dark hair was tied up in a ponytail so tight that the hair could have been painted on her scalp.
“I am… how… how did you know?” Emily looked around her; the lobby was swarming with people.
The woman snickered. “You look lost and confused, the same as all the other new secretaries coming to work for Mr. Marcus.” The woman sighed with deliberate exaggeration. “Come with me, I’ll show you to your floor.”
“Thank you, miss…?”
“Doesn’t matter. You’re the third secretary this month.” The woman looked at Emily with a hint of sympathy. “Ask my name again in a few weeks, and I’ll be happy to give it. If you’re still here.”
Emily did not answer. She had heard the rumors about Victor Marcus before; long hours, ruthless working conditions, but Emily wanted to work for the best of the best. And no one was more ambitious, cunning, or successful, than Victor Marcus. She straightened the white shirt and quietly followed the stern-faced woman, who was already halfway to the elevator.
Huge, abstract paintings lined the corridor as she walked towards Mr. Marcus’ office. Offices buzzed with activity whenever she caught a glimpse inside a side office or conference room, and the air was electric with ideas, creativity, and cold cynicism.
“This is you,” the woman said. “I hope you read up on all the material because we’re throwing you into the deep end. Work starts now.” She smiled. “Mr. Marcus has three other secretaries to handle all the grunt work. You are his personal secretary – impossible to say what he will demand of you. Good luck.”
The woman turned on her heel with the precision of an army colonel and left. Emily took a deep breath and sat down at the large glass desk that was to be her new home away from home. It was oddly quiet in the massive room that was stylishly decorated in the same vein as the rest of the company, and the entire wall was glass, giving her a breathtaking view of the city. A set of imposing double doors towered in front of the desk, the gateway to the inner sanctum, Victor Marcus’ office.
The art in this room alone could buy me a beach-side villa, Emily thought as she familiarized herself with her workstation. She checked her watch; she was two minutes early.
The moment the clock on the wall hit nine, the intercom on Emily’s desk buzzed.
“Is someone there?” The deep voice was commanding, if not a little bored.
Emily noticed that her fingers were trembling when she pressed the button. “Yes, Mr. Marcus.”
“Get in here.”
Emily stood up and checked herself in the reflection from the window; she tried to recuperate some of the confidence that had been lost during the morning’s string of small accidents. Her long, dark hair was still damp from the rain, but her understated makeup was intact and subtly highlighted her cheekbones. Her outfit, a simple white shirt with rolled-up sleeves and a pencil skirt, was inoffensive, but elegant, and a few simple pieces of silver jewelry and a large, leather-banded watch added an air of class. She looked good.
“Stop checking yourself out and get in here. Now.”
She stared at the intercom. How did he know?
Emily opened the door with clammy palms and entered Mr. Marcus’ office.
Whoever had decorated the impressive office had made sure that only one thing would be on the mind of the person who entered: A feeling of humility in the face of absolute power. The back wall was dominated by a gigantic bookcase, filled with thick tomes of knowledge and rare trinkets from around the world. The gorgeous view of the city filled the room with light, and several sliding doors were visible on the right wall from the entrance, probably hiding clothes, cigars, and fancy beverages, Emily thought.
A pair of black leather couches stood in the corner, and in front of the towering bookcase was the largest desk, Emily had ever seen, and behind it was the man behind the most profitable company in the country: Victor Marcus. He was an impressive man, not one to be dwarfed by the intimidating surroundings; a dark blue, tailored suit rested on the wide shoulders, and cold, dark eyes stared at Emily from a chisel-jawed face. A few streaks of grey were visible in the temples of the thick, brown hair and the well-trimmed beard, but Victor Marcus wore his age with pride and confidence.
Emily felt like a prisoner walking to the gallows; every click of her heels against the marble floor seemed to reverberate in the room, and the cold eyes never seemed to blink as they watched her approach the desk.
“What is your name?”
“Emily Beckett, Mr. Marcus.” Emily straightened her back and met the steely gaze of her employer.
Victor Marcus leaned back in the wide chair. “When I tell you to get in here, you do it immediately, do you understand?”
Emily nodded. “Yes, Mr. Marcus.”
“Do you have any experience?” He sighed. “You look like you just graduated high school.”
“I worked four years for Mr. Mioto at…”
“I knew Mr. Mioto. Too bad about the accident.” Another loud sigh. “You will have to make do. I have emailed you a list of what I need doing before lunch.”
Emily nodded. “I will get right on it. And thank you for this –“
“That will be all. Get out. And wear something prettier tomorrow, you look like one of the interns on the third floor.”
This is impossible, Emily thought as she rushed to clear the items on the ridiculous list. Three more emails had already added numerous tasks, but she was determined to impress her new boss.
“Ms. Beckett?”
Now what?
“Yes, Mr. Marcus?” Emily tried to hide the exasperation in her voice.
“It doesn’t look like you’re too busy,” the intercom said, dripping with sarcasm. “I need a cup of double espresso, fast. Bring it in as quickly as possible.”
“Right away, Mr. Marcus.”
Emily rushed down the hall to get the espresso, all the time wondering if there was a camera in her office; she felt mistreated and abused, and she had not even managed half a day yet.
She hesitated when she heard Marcus’ loud voice behind the doors, but her instructions were clear, and she quietly snuck open the door to deliver the wanted beverage.
“I don’t care if you are traveling to Paris with that dimwit, you are not bringing the kids!”
Emily could see the veins in Victor Marcus’ temples pulsate like rivers of madness as he clenched his teeth.
“It’s not up for discussion, Marie.” A wave of sadness suddenly washed over the stern face. “Please… just… not the kids.”
He hung up the phone and massaged his temples with a groan.
“I’m sorry, I did not mean to interrupt,” Emily said and placed the hot cup on the desk.
“You were not supposed to hear that.” He took a sip of the espresso and leaned back in the chair with a sigh. “The last few months have been a bit stressful.”
Just walk away.
“I know the feeling.”
Idiot.
“My boyfriend recently decided that the ‘friend I shouldn’t worry about’ was the love of his life. After five years.”
Victor looked at her with a raised eyebrow. “He just left?”
Emily nodded. “Leaving me with a rent I can’t afford – and no TV.” She smiled. “When I asked him why he said she was ‘prettier’ and had a cool job.”
“Sounds like a bit of a tool…” Victor looked at Emily, but the cold stare was gone. “You’re better off. If he cannot see your beauty, someone else will.”
Emily failed to stop the blood from rushing to her cheeks. “Thank… thank you, that is very kind. I should probably get back to work.”
“You probably should,” Victor said with a wink. “By the way… I have a proposal that needs to be finished today – I need you to work late.”
“That is not a problem. It’s not like I have a TV to watch at home anyway…”
Victor bit his lip and smiled in a way that sent chills down Emily’s spine. “Perfect.”
Emily’s body was a battlefield of tiredness, adrenaline, and caffeine, and she longingly stared at the co-workers saying goodbye to each other and leaving for the day. She had had no time to greet the other people working on the same floor during her busy day, and she had no idea for how long Mr. Marcus intended for her to work.
It is not like I have anywhere else to be. The realization had snuck up on her and hit her like a punch to the stomach. Apart from a few friends, her doomed relationship with Mike had been her focus for so long; work was all she had left. Might as well give it my all, then. She emptied another cup of coffee and rubbed her eyes before throwing herself at the paperwork.
The intercom buzzed to life. “Ms. Beckett, can you please come in here?”
Please? That is new.
His eyes were different. They were no longer cold, but it took a few seconds for Emily to recognize the look; it had been ages since Mike had looked at her that way. She straightened her back and tried to quell the increasing discomfort in her body as she approached her boss.
“Please, sit.” He gestured towards one of the comfortable leather chairs in front of the desk. The words were polite, but the tone was commanding; this was an order. “Has everyone else left for the day.”
Emily sat down and folded her hands in her lap. “I believe so.”
“Very good.” Victor smiled and bit his lip. “I assume you have wondered why most of my personal secretaries don’t last very long?”
A drum started pounding in Emily’s chest. “It has crossed my mind.”
“What would be your guess?”
Emily considered if there was a right answer, but she had a feeling that brushing it off would not work; a man as powerful as Victor Marcus had no patience for groveling. “The work is hard, and if I am not mistaken, you have a camera set up in my office, hardly ideal working conditions, Mr. Marcus.”
Victor chuckled. “Honesty, I like that. As you realized earlier, I have also had a few rough months with the ex-wife, but neither of these things was what your predecessors objected to.” He smiled. “Then again, some never figured out the camera thing.”
He stood up and walked towards one of the sliding cabinets on the wall. Emily caught herself staring at the perfectly sculpted ass, hugged by the tailored suit; a host of personal trainers had probably labored for countless hours to help shape that body. Every step was determined, his posture perfect, powerful, like a tiger waiting to strike.
“I have a stressful job, as you can probably imagine,” he said as he unlocked one of the doors and slid it open. “I like a little… distraction, a little spice when I have to work late.”
Emily was shocked to see rows of whips and paddles hanging on a red velvet background, accompanied by chains, collars, and handcuffs of different sizes. Every powerful man has a vice, she thought, but knowing that she was the only other person on the entire floor made a knot form in her throat.
Victor pulled out a set of leg irons that were usually worn by prisoners and a matching set of light handcuffs with a long chain. “Therefore, I require my personal secretary to be shackled or otherwise restrained when we work outside normal business hours.”
Emily could feel her body go rigid and pearls of sweat form at the back of her neck. She had never been restrained before, and her first instinct told her not to allow this stranger, this powerful man, to cuff her. But it was hard to say no to the vision of masculinity standing in front of her, smiling, knowing that it could cost her the job she had beaten so many applicants to get.
She cleared her throat. “Mr. Marcus, I would hate to disappoint you, but I just got out of a long relationship, and…”
“Let me stop you there, Ms. Beckett,” he said and smiled. “I would just like you to wear these while you work. This doesn’t have to be sexual.” He winked at her. “Unless you want it to.”
Emily stared at the restraints in Victor’s hands. What could the harm be? She should be able to work in those and staying on his good side seemed like a wise choice. The option of walking out the door seemed to shrink in her mind.
“I… I guess it can’t hurt to try it out,” she said and tried to muster a confident smile.
Victor nodded, seemingly relieved, and knelt in front of her. He locked the leg irons around her ankles; the clicks from the locking mechanism send a surprisingly pleasant shiver up her legs. A faint musk of expensive, tasteful cologne reached her nose.
I might as well try to please him; might get me a raise down the line. She stretched her arms out towards him. “Shall I call you ‘master’?”
He looked up at her and smiled. “That would be appropriate, yes. But only when we work late. During the day, you can call me ‘Victor’ when no one else is around, and Mr. Marcus when they are.” He gently stroked her hand. “I will take these off when our work for the night is done.”
Cold steel touched Emily’s wrists. It felt like she had closed a door behind her, but she could not see what laid before her. She sat for a few seconds, staring at the restraints.
“Time to get back to work, or we will be here all night,” Victor said and nodded at the door.
“Yes… master.”
Emily did not see Victor for the next hour as she did her best to carry on working with her new pieces of restrictive jewelry. Every movement was accompanied by the sounds of rattling chains, and though she was perfectly able to type and use her computer due to the long chain between her handcuffs, the sharp metal dug into her skin and made noise when it banged against her watch and bracelet.
But an unexpected sensation had started to appear, pushing away the tiredness and stress. She knew that he could be watching at any moment, that one of the country’s most powerful men was behind that door, observing her, possessing the keys to her freedom. A pleasant warmth started emanating from between her legs, distracting her.
She had started finding a good rhythm when the familiar buzz from the intercom sounded.
“Another cup of espresso… slave.”
The unfamiliar word echoed in Emily’s mind as she answered: “Yes, master.”
The sound of her chained ankles jumped between the walls of the hallway, making her squirm with every step. She tried to move quietly, but her restraints and heels made it impossible, and she hoped that no one had stayed behind; Emily was a private person by nature, with no exhibitionist tendencies, and she could feel the anxiety of discovery rolling through her veins all the way to the coffee machine and back.
He could get a coffee machine in my office without trouble. He does this on purpose.
He looked up from his computer as she entered. Emily was focused on the small cup in her hand, trying to keep it steady despite her chained hands and feet.
“Those restraints look amazing on you, slave,” he said and got up.
“Thank you, master.” Emily put down the scalding hot espresso with a relieved sigh, but her body immediately tensed up when Victor approached her.
“Your ex is a fool,” he said as he slowly walked around Emily. “You are a beautiful woman.”
Emily did not dare to meet her boss’s lustful gaze; it did not seem like something a slave would do. She straightened her back. “Thank you, master.”
His smell is driving me crazy. She could have sworn she could feel the heat emanating from his strong body.
A finger gently touched her shoulder, but she did not pull away from his touch, much to her surprise. It continued upwards, finally reaching her sensitive, slender neck. The delicate touch sent a cold shiver down her spine that turned to fire in her loins.
“Such beauty…” he whispered in her ear. His warm breath was intoxicating, every syllable delivered with seductive power, echoing in her mind.
She wanted him. She wanted those powerful hands to explore further.
“Now we need to…”
Yes, master. Take me.
“…get back to work.”
The fire burned within her as she walked back to her desk with hobbled steps. ‘Not sexual unless you want it to’ he had said. She wanted it, even if she did not know what it would entail; the thought of the well-stocked cabinet in Victor’s office made her mouth go dry.
But his touch still tingled on her skin, his smell still filled her nostrils. She had to show him that she wanted this, that he could have her.
Emily sat at her desk, her eyes exploring every inch of her office. After a few minutes, she found what she was looking for; a discrete, unseemly camera next to the smoke alarm in the ceiling, easy to miss.
Time for me to take a bit of control – before giving it up completely.
Emily leaned back in her chair and lifted her skirt. While staring directly at the camera, she slowly slid two fingers down her black panties and allowed them to explore the outside of her vagina. The edges of her cuffs dug into her supple flesh, but it only enhanced the waves of arousal emanating from every stroke, every gentle touch.
She knew he was watching. She wanted him to.
The fingers found their way inside, just as the intercom buzzed.
“Get in here. Now.”
Finally.
He stood in front of his desk, legs wide, arms crossed, a vision of control and power. A wry smile rested on his narrow lips.
“Are you sure you want this?”
Emily nodded. “Yes, master.” Her fingers were still moist.
Victor gently stroked her chin before lifting it, forcing her to look him in the eye. “Very well. But I am very serious about my work; if you want to see what comes next, you finish your tasks, then return and kneel before me.”
He kissed her.
This is what power tastes like, Emily thought. It was firm, assertive, dominating. This was a kiss that drew on raw, animal lust, free from the shackles of civility. Her entire body shivered with building desire as his tongue entered her mouth like a conquering army. She instinctively wanted to raise her hand to his cheek, but he grabbed the chain of her handcuffs and held her fast.
He released her and took a step back, licking his lips. “Very good. I look forward to your return.”
Victor nodded at the door. Every cell in Emily’s body wanted to jump Victor, to force him to finish what he had started, but she was not in control. She submissively bowed her head and left the office, trying in vain to control the rampant desire that had engulfed her body.
When she finally reentered his office half an hour later, he was waiting for her. The air was electric with lust, yet Emily felt oddly calm as she knelt in front of her boss and looked up at him with pleading eyes. Somehow, she knew that words no longer mattered, and none were spoken as he locked a wide, shiny steel collar around her neck. The metal was cold on her skin, but the weight seemed to fit the gravity of the situation; the collar sealed their unwritten contract.
Victor grabbed the collar’s chain and yanked her closer. No command was given; none was needed. Rattling chains and Emily’s heavy breathing were the only sounds in the room as she pulled down his pants and gazed upon his magnificent cock.
The tool fits the man, she thought, awestruck.
Her red lips closed around her boss’s cock, quivering at the touch of the velvety skin. It filled her mouth as he pulled the chain, forcing her closer. She gagged as it touched the back of her throat, but she loved every second of it. She wanted to please him, wanted to impress him, hoping that he would graciously return the favor. Emily’s head started moving back and forth in a sensual, rhythmic dance, and her cuffed hands soon joined in, grabbing the girthy shaft and fondling the clean-shaven balls.
She felt his strong hands grab her hair as pleased groans escaped his disciplined lips. Once in a while, he would pull her collar chain, reminding her of his absolute control. Emily hoped he would stop her before he finished; her mind was dominated by the thought of the impressive cock inside her as he grew inside her mouth.
He took a step back and pulled Emily to her feet. She looked on with disappointment as her new acquaintance was hidden away inside Victor’s pants.
He smiled at her. A pleased, but playful, smile.
We are just getting started, Emily thought as she was pulled towards one of the leather couches in the corner of the large office. Victor pushed her over the side of the couch, leaving her butt exposed and Emily unable to see what was happening behind her.
She felt his hand move up her thigh. He took his time, climbing upwards with titillating determination. With a sudden, violent move, be pulled down Emily’s skirt and panties.
Yes, please!
Gentle fingers traced the edges of her labia, sending shivers through her quivering body. Emily buried her head in a pillow and clenched the chain of her cuffs in her hands, both elated and frustrated from the masterful teasing. The smell of high-quality leather filled her nostrils.
Then came the pain.
Emily screamed in surprise when the paddle hit her exposed butt cheeks.
Another hit. She clenched the chain tighter.
The pain was not fierce; it was surprisingly arousing, intense.
Wait… I’m into this? The revelation was followed by another strike, this time harder. A shriek escaped Emily as the paddle once again landed a perfect hit, followed by Victor’s hand on her warm cheek.
Then she heard a heavenly sound as he unzipped his pants.
He leaned in over her back; she could feel his erection resting on her butt. He grabbed her hair and yanked her head back, forcing a ballgag in between her teeth.
Emily had no time to get used to the new toy before he forced her legs apart, as far as the leg irons would allow, and entered her in all his glory. Strong. Erect. Forceful. She moaned with delight as he filled her and sent a hurricane of desire pumping through her body with every thrust.
I have never been fucked like this! For a split second, Emily’s mind reluctantly thought of Mike and his selfish lovemaking, but Victor soon pulled her back to the moment, back to the surreal reality. One hand rested firmly on her hip, blessing it with a hard, enticing hit from time to time, while the other grabbed the collar chain and pulled.
A moan of surprise, pain, and pure, animalistic lust escaped Emily as the steel choked her. Drool dripped from her gagged mouth as the waves of ecstasy reached new heights. She was a piece of meat in his hands, ridden like a beast, but she had never felt so alive.
She could feel herself inching closer towards a climax when Victor pulled out.
Emily groaned in frustration. So close. She protested, but the gag muffled every word.
He leaned in over her. She could feel his breath near her ear, his weight on her body, his still erect cock on her skin. “I decide when you come, slave.” His voice was just a raspy whisper. “Do you understand?”
She nodded.
Emily felt lightheaded when Victor pulled her to her feet. Buttons flew as he ripped open her shirt, baring her chest.
“Magnificent,” he said and unhooked her bra. His eyes glistened with desire as he took in the sight.
What a day to wear my only front-hooked bra, Emily thought.
Victor pushed her onto the couch, resting her body and head against the plush, padded armrests. He slowly walked behind her and locked her cuffs to the side of the couch, restraining her hands above her head. Emily pulled at the chain, felt the cuffs dig further into her skin, grinding against her watch and bracelet, but she could not escape, nor did she want to.
He stood next to the couch, looking down at her. His towering height was imposing, and Emily felt her breath catch in her throat when he removed his shirt, leaving him naked before her. The body of a well-endowed Greek god glistened in the moonlight from the windows, every muscle sculpted to perfection.
“I am going to remove the gag now,” he said. “If you speak, it goes back in. Do you understand?”
Emily nodded. She struggled to meet his gaze; her eyes were drawn to the cock she so desperately craved.
He leaned in over her, blocking the frail light. She could feel the heat emanating from his body, the slight, masculine whiff of sweat mixed in with the intoxicating cologne. He removed the gag and kissed her while he held her collar chain; the slight choking only enhanced the sweet, tender touch of his lips to hers. He teased her, bit her lip, and every time Emily attempted to get nearer, the chain held her back.
He moved downwards, kissing her neck. His hands flowed like rivers on her bare skin, one second a gentle stream on her belly, the next a ravenous torrent as he pinched her nipples and grabbed her breasts hard. She squirmed and moaned, pulling at her chains, feeling the maddening lust build until she felt that she could explode.
Then she felt his tongue on her sex. Her body went rigid, and she had to bite her tongue from crying out to any deity that would hear her outburst. His beard tickled her while the tongue weaved a magical tale with cunning, dexterity, and experience. He was a masterful explorer, a conqueror, and Emily’s body was ripe for the taking.
He paused. “You are not allowed to come until I say so.”
What? I am so close!
“I will punish you if you do. Do you understand, slave?”
Fuck you! Then fuck me!
She nodded.
With a single command, the masterful cunnilingus turned into torture. Emily’s body was a frail ship in a storm of arousal and lust, barely keeping itself above water. She moaned and gasped, pulled at her shackles until her wrists hurt, but he was relentless.
When he finally released her dripping wet pussy, she was exhausted.
“You did well, slave.” Victor wiped a tear from Emily’s cheek and put the finger in his mouth. His hand stroked his member, maintaining the powerful erection, while the other gracefully slipped on a black condom. “Time for the grand finale. Open yourself up to me.”
Emily obeyed as Victor leaned in over her, teasingly dipping the tip of his cock into her warm, wet, welcoming pussy. Once again, he kissed her, but it was tender, affectionate, comforting. His tongue explored her mouth as he finally entered her fully, filling her. His movements started slow, calculated, but the pace increased along with his breathing.
Emily struggled to keep the approaching orgasm at bay, but she soon lost all control; Victor was a virtuoso, conducting a masterpiece of quiet interludes followed by intense crescendos.
Then she finally heard the magic words.
“You may come.”
And she did. Her loins exploded, and her orgasmic scream filled the room, continuing until her lungs burned. Ripples of ecstasy shook her body from toes to fingertips, and it was as if every one of her senses increased tenfold. It kept going, helped by Victor’s rapid thrusts until she heard his pleased groan; it was as if he had waited, in total control, allowing her to finish.
A master indeed.
Her body was still shaking when she opened her eyes and stared into his.
He kissed her tenderly as he exited her, stroking her cheek. “You were amazing,” he said.
She looked at him, bewildered, as he unlocked her cuffs.
Victor laughed. “You may speak if you wish to.”
“Thank you, master.”
“I think you can call me Victor now.” He unlocked her leg irons and removed the collar from her neck. “You played your part well.”
He helped her to her feet and put a blanket over her shoulders before hugging her.
“Confused?” he asked at the sight of Emily’s hesitant stare.
“A little.”
“I believe that proper aftercare is essential after a session like that.” Victor put in his shirt. “And you deserve it.”
“Thank you… Victor.” Emily stared at the red marks on her wrists. “Those are going to show in the morning.”
“Wear long sleeves,” he said with a smile. He softly touched her neck. “And wear a scarf as well. But don’t worry about tomorrow – I am hungry. Would you care to join me for dinner?”
Emily blushed and looked down at her ruined shirt. “I would, but…”
“There are spare clothes in the rightmost closet,” Victor said and winked. “I know a great restaurant near here. Well, I own a great restaurant near here.”
As he went to get a change of clothes for Emily, he stopped and turned towards her. “By the way, there’s a big project coming up.”  He smiled; a playful, but affectionate, smile. “We might have to work late quite often in the coming weeks.”
Emily felt her heart beat faster and her chest flush. “I can’t wait, Mr. Marcus.”



Roped and Ravaged
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I can hear their loud laughter through two closed doors. It is always like that when my wife Jane has her friend Charlotte over. I will never understand their friendship; I never got the impression that Jane likes Charlotte, and their conversations always sound like more of a professional rivalry where snarky comments and exaggerated, sarcastic compliments fill the air with remarkable insincerity. Maybe there is just something about the relationships of powerful women that eludes me. Normally, I would not care, but I need to walk through the living room to get something from the other end of the house, and I am not a fan of Charlotte. Her boastful, bossy demeanor makes me sick to my stomach, and I hate the superior smile she wears while she berates every one of my life choices while my wife just sits there in silence.
I stand outside the door for a while, listening to their constant attempts to one-up each other. My jaw is clenched as I take a deep breath and open the door.
“Well, if it isn’t Richard.” Charlotte’s shrill, sneering voice manages to convey an impressive amount of disdain in a short sentence. She is sitting in a comfortable chair with a drink in her hand, looking at me across the dark-rimmed glasses with the expression of a disappointed math teacher. “Nothing important to do today, huh? Still unemployed?”
I force a smile and hope to walk past the two women without drawing too much attention. Charlotte is wearing a brown shirt and trousers along with high, pointy heels. The fabric looks expensive, the clothes tailor-made. Golden jewelry peaks out from under her sleeves, adding to the vibe of superior exclusivity. She looks like a gallery owner, which she is, someone who would gladly tell you how little you know about art without you even mentioning the subject.
Which she does. Often.
My wife smiles at me, but I notice that her cheeks are blushing. She has had trouble keeping eye contact with me ever since I tied her up for the first time a few weeks ago. A weird vibe has settled into our relationship, and I am not sure if her embarrassment is due to the humiliation she experienced or because she liked it on some level. We have not talked about it since, nor do I feel the need to. She is immaculately dressed as always; the navy blue three-piece suit looks like it has been sewn onto her body and exudes class from every seam and button. The jacket is open, revealing the vest underneath, and her heels look like they would be torture to wear for a full day. She always wears her gently curled, blonde hair out, and the subtle makeup enhances her attractive features. Being the unemployed husband of a high-achieving businesswoman is not easy, and I am constantly reminded by others that I married well above what should have been possible.
“So, Richard …” Charlotte says just as I am about to reach the door at the other end of the room. I pause, puzzled at the playful tone in her voice. “I hear you go around tying up your wife.”
I feel an unpleasant shiver run down my spine as I turn toward her. Every cell in my body tells me to ignore her and just leave. “Excuse me?”
“Charlotte!” my wife says. Her face is redder than I have ever seen it before. “You said you’d never mention it! I should’ve never told you that!” She looks like she is ready to run out of the room and does her best to avoid my gaze. I cannot help but think that the humility suits her.
Charlotte laughs. It is the confident, piercing laughter of a woman who is used to getting her way. “No, you probably shouldn’t have.” The green eyes stare at me. “So, you enjoy punishing your wife? Tying up a powerful woman as if she was a pitiful slave?” Her lips are painted bright red and open in a wry smile.
I clench my fists and meet the inquisitive stare. “Yes. She deserved it.” My wife shrinks in her chair, but I do not look at her. “She forgot my birthday.”
Charlotte shrugs. “So what? When you finally get your act together and make something of your miserable life, you’ll see that stuff like birthdays are merely distractions.” She eyes me up and down. “Besides, I doubt you know how to tie a proper knot. You really couldn’t get out, Jane?”
My wife shakes her head. “No. It was tight.” She crosses her arms; the experienced business lady is back in control, and her face has returned to its usual color. I know the expression well; a plan is forming in her sharp mind, and for once, I am not on the receiving end of my wife’s brilliant machinations. “You think you can do better?”
Charlotte considers the challenge for a bit. The eyes are narrow, darting between my wife and me.
She can’t resist a challenge. She can’t stand losing. I cannot help but smile, knowing what is to come.
“Of course, I can do better,” Charlotte says with a dismissive hand gesture. “I’m a limber, intelligent woman. A few knots can’t hold me.”
My wife smiles. “Very well.” She looks at me. “Up for it, Richard?”
“Certainly,” I say, welcoming the opportunity to take Charlotte down a few notches. I fetch a few lengths of white rope before returning to the living room, where the two women seem to be in the middle of a staring contest. Both are smiling and confident.
“Tie her to that chair, Richard,” my wife says and points to one of the dining chairs without breaking eye contact with Charlotte. “Tightly.”
I pull out the chair and gesture for Charlotte to sit as if I was a waiter at a fancy restaurant. Charlotte’s high heels click loudly on the wooden floor as she strides toward the chair and sits down.
“If you would kindly place your hands behind the backrest, Charlotte,” I say, sounding as polite as I am capable of. I can smell her expensive perfume as I kneel behind her. Her wrists are slender, as are her hands, and I make sure to add a few extra loops and knots to ensure that she will not be able to escape. Her glittering gold watch and bracelets are visible between the white coils. Her wrists are crossed, and even now, I know that she has no chance of escape. This is a solid, efficient tie, and I feel a pleasant tingle down my spine as I look at her hands open and close.
Charlotte snorts. “This isn’t so bad, Jane, you’re too …”
“He’s not done,” my wife says. She has gotten up from her chair and stands in front of Charlotte, looking down at her friend with a smug smile. Her legs are spread, giving the impression of a woman who has finally reclaimed power and is looking to intimidate the person in front of her.
I sense a hint of hesitation from Charlotte, but I do not give her the chance to protest before I tie her ankles to each of the front chair legs. She looks vulnerable as she sits there with spread legs, and a subtle frown has appeared between her eyes. I cannot tell if it is frustration or a hint of arousal sparkling in her eyes as I start tying her torso as well. I keep adding more rope until I have nothing left; Charlotte’s generous bosom looks bigger now, caught between the white ropes. I take a step back and stand next to my wife to admire my masterpiece. The powerful gallery owner is helpless, hardly able to move, but she retains her cool, collected demeanor and refuses to admit defeat.
“Uncomfortable, Charlotte?” Jane asks with a raised eyebrow.
“Not at all. I don’t know what you were whining about, this is nothing.”
My wife winks at me. “She’s very talkative, don’t you think?” She bites her lower lip. “Gag her.”
“What?” Charlotte glares at my wife, then at me as the porcelain mask cracks and desperation sneaks through, aided by a generous dose of anger. “Don’t you dare!” Her eyes are shooting lightning as I approach her and remove the green scarf tied around her neck. She struggles and thrashes, trying to prevent me from gagging her, but the ropes ensure that she cannot resist as I force the scarf in between her teeth and ties it tightly behind her head. Her protests turn into muffled, pitiful groans, and I feel a deep sense of satisfaction after finally silencing the annoying woman.
“Well done, sweetie,” my wife says. She is standing with her hands on her hips, chuckling confidently at the sight of Charlotte’s struggles. The sunlight falls through the huge windows, bathing Jane in an ethereal glow, shimmering on the treads of the gorgeous suit. She looks beautiful, otherworldly, and powerful. “I think she needed that.”
I’m not done yet, dear wife. I leave the room for a few minutes. When I return, my wife is still standing there.
She does not notice me as I place the rope on the chair behind her.
She does not notice me as I sneak closer.
“MMMMPHF!” A surprised gasp escapes her as I place my hand on her mouth and immediately catch her left hand in the noose I have prepared. It takes me less than a second to pull it back behind her, quickly ensnaring her other wrist as well without taking my hand off her mouth. I can feel her warm breath on my skin, her frantic breathing as she tries to understand what is going on.
But she is not struggling. Not really.
She wants it.
“Richard, what are you doing?” she asks when I remove my hand to tie her wrists tightly behind her back. The tone is surprised, but not angry.
“Fair is fair, Jane,” I say and force her down onto a dining chair like the one Charlotte is currently tied to. The red-haired gallery owner manages to send Jane a smug smile despite the gag as she sees her dear friend receive her comeuppance.
I tie my wife the same way as Charlotte, ensuring that every knot and every coil of rope fits her body snugly. I can feel her muscles straining against the rope, and I sense the mix of reluctance and excitement. She does not say anything, but her breathing is heavy, and muted groans escape her every time I pull the rope to tighten it. Her breasts threaten to pop out from the buttoned-down shirt as I lash her to the chair, and the rope creaks as she pulls at her bonds. The white rope shimmers in the sunlight, a beautiful contrast to the blue suit, and soon, my wife is helplessly bound just like her friend.
“Richard, get me out of this,” Jane says as she struggles. She looks at me with pleading eyes. She is trying to ignore the desire building within her, I can tell. “Please … I didn’t do anything to you this time.”
I smile and cross my arms. “This time is just for fun. Besides, I think you like it.”
Her eyes widen. “What? No, I don’t!” She fights to get free but soon gives up with an exasperated sigh. “Please, Richard ...”
“You barely fought against the ropes this time.” I push a loose strand of the blonde curls away from her face and tuck it behind her ear. “And I think it’s time you stop talking as well.”
I get a warm, pleasant sensation in my stomach as I leave the room to the sound of my wife’s loud, insistent protests. I return shortly after with a dish towel, and I enjoy the look on my wife's face as I approach her. Towels and scarves are not very efficient as gags, but I have tied a knot in the middle of the dish towel to add further humiliation to my wife’s predicament. She glares at me, her mouth shut tight as I push the knot against her red lips. She shakes her head, trying to get away, but just like Charlotte, she eventually has to give in and allow the large knot to fill her mouth. She moans and groans as I tie it behind her head. The dark cloth looks good against her tanned skin, and a degrading string of drool soon hangs from her lips and lands on the blue suit.
I sit back in one of the lounge chairs with a smug smile on my face. “You’re welcome to try and get free, ladies,” I say and place my hands behind my head. “I doubt you’ll be able to.”
The two women snarl at me through their gags, and at each other. Once again, the two are competing, but this time, it is not their achievements, their income, or who they know that decides the winner. Whether my wife wants to stay tied up or not is no longer relevant; she wants to escape before Charlotte does. They struggle and fight, nearly tipping over. The growls of the restrained tigresses soon turn into pitiful whimpers as the pain starts setting in. The ropes are tight, and the struggle only restricts their blood flow further. I can see it in their eyes; their hands must be going numb from the strain, and they are barely able to breathe due to the tight ropes around their chests and the gags in their mouth.
And yet, the two still find the energy to glare at each other.
I should try to make a career out of this. “Call Richard if you have a bossy career lady who needs to be taken down a few notches”. I take the glass of champagne left behind by my wife and enjoy the bubbles dancing on my tongue as I watch two of the most powerful women in the community reduced to helpless, whimpering damsels in distress.
It goes on for a while. Much longer than I had expected. I know they cannot escape, and they realized that a long time ago as well, but neither of them wants to be the first one to give up. The veins on their necks and temples are visible against the strained skin, and their eyes are teary from the intense struggle.
Then something peculiar happens.
Their eyes meet, and suddenly, the mood in the room changes. It starts as a chuckle, muted by Jane’s gag. Charlotte soon joins in, and before long, the two women are crying from laughter, finally realizing the absurdity of the situation. They laugh into their gags, barely able to breathe, and their shoulders sink as they finally allow themselves to relax and accept their fate.
I wait. I let them stew. I do not want the experience to end just yet, but I know it has to come from them. When I finally remove their gags, the mood is different. Their chests are flushed, their breathing shallow, and Jane looks up at me with fiery lust in her eyes.
“Are you going to untie us?” she asks with a subtle smile on her lips.
“Maybe.”
Charlotte moves in her chair. “I want more.” She smiles. “Please.”
I find great enjoyment in watching the once superior woman begging me, and I look down at my wife with a shrug.
She nods. “Do with us what you want, Richard.” She bites her lower lips. “No restrictions.”
“None?”
“None.”
I feel high on power as I unbuckle my belt and unzip my pants. As I pull them down, revealing my erect cock, Charlotte’s eyes widen.
“Oh … I see …” She nods approvingly. “Is this what you meant when you said that he had qualities, Jane?”
Jane smiles. “Among other things.”
“No more talking,” I say and position myself in front of Jane. “I’m in charge now, so we’re going to have ourselves a little competition.” I am brimming with confidence, more so than I have ever experienced, and I am not going to let this opportunity slip me by. “I’ll switch between you every two minutes. The one who makes me come wins. The other gets punished.”
The two women look at each other. I know that fueling their competitive spirits is the way to go, and I relish seeing the potent mix of ambition and lust in their eyes.
Jane is first. She leans forward in the chair as much as the ropes allow. She looks up at me as she starts kissing the tip of my cock, but this is not time for teasing or playing around. I grab her hair and force my cock inside, feeling the warm, wet, familiar sensation of being inside her mouth. Jane has always been great at giving head, though the frequency has decreased over the years. Knowing that she is helplessly tied adds to my enjoyment, and I cannot help but smile as I fuck her mouth and feel her soft tongue traveling along the underside of my cock. I gaze over at Charlotte, who is licking her lips in anticipation, her eyes shimmering with envy and lust.
Two minutes later, I pull out of Jane’s mouth. A long string of drool connects her lips to the tip of my cock. She pouts as I approach Charlotte, whimpering like a scolded dog. Charlotte does not hesitate and attacks my cock; her ruby red lips close around them, applying more pressure to my erect cock than my wife did. It is effective, arousing, and I can feel my legs shiver as she takes all of me deep down her throat. This woman is playing to win. I grab the red hair and push deeper, causing her to gag, but she does not slow down.
I look at my wife and smile. This could be over faster than expected, and she knows it. I can see her jaw clench as her friend sucks my cock.
Another switch. Jane has been motivated, and the resulting blowjob is more intense than any I have ever had. I can hear the chair creak under the pressure as she sucks me harder and faster, straining against her ropes. Part of me wants to tell her to slow down to allow me to savor the moment, but I started this competition, and I want to see how far their competitiveness will drive them.
“Fuck!” Jane shouts in frustration when another two minutes have passed and my cock once again enters Charlotte’s mouth. A strand of drool hangs from Jane’s mouth and lands on her shirt, but she has no way of wiping it away. Her frustration is genuine, but she is still smiling. “Fuck you and your stamina!”
“Two minutes,” I say to Charlotte, enjoying the power.
A hint of teeth is added to the proceedings. I am harder than ever, but I am also close. As the clock ticks down, I do my best to hold back, but Charlotte is very good at what she is doing. I look over at my wife and wonder who I want to punish most.
Come on. Ten seconds more. I tense up, struggling to keep the orgasm at bay.
Five seconds. So close.
“Time’s up,” I say and ram my saliva-drenched, trembling cock into Jane’s mouth. I can tell that Charlotte knows what is going on, and she shakes her head as I blow my load inside Jane’s mouth. My wife looks up at me as she swallows it all, her eyes gleaming with gratitude.
“Looks like we have a winner,” I say as I let Jane lick the last few drops from the tip of my cock. I let out a pleased sigh as the last waves of the orgasm gently trickles through my body.
“That wasn’t fair,” Charlotte pouts.
“You should’ve done a better job.” Jane blows a kiss at her friend. “Punish her, Rich.”
“Don’t get cocky, Jane,” I say, grabbing my wife’s hair and yanking her head back. “You’re not in charge here.”
She smiles. “Sorry … Master.”
“I like that.”
“I figured you would.”
I kiss her passionately. “Don’t think I’m going to release you anytime soon.”
“I don’t want you to.”
I remove the ropes that keep the two bound to the chairs and make them stand next to each other. Our house is old, but recently renovated, and we chose to keep the wooden crossbeams that now add a certain class to the living room. Class and utility. I create two nooses and tighten them around their necks. I throw one of the ropes over the beam and tie it to the other, ensuring that their nooses are connected. They stand back to back, and though they are understandably scared as the rope presses on their neck, they are also turned on.
“This … is intense,” Jane says. “St… stop squirming, Charlotte, you’re choking me!”
I stand back and watch for a bit as the two women bicker. Their hands are still tied behind their backs, and they have no way of escaping their predicament. If they kick off their heels, they will be forced to stand on their toes.
“So far, it’s 1-0 for Jane.”
The two women stop arguing and look at me. I am standing next to them with a huge smile on my face.
“W… what do you mean?” my wife asks.
“Oh, I forgot to mention that it was just the first part of the competition. If Charlotte wins this one, you’re tied, and you both get punished. If Jane wins, Charlotte gets the full punishment. The last part starts now.” I untie their hands and step back. “I want you both to undress. All clothes, all jewelry. The first one who is completely naked wins this round. Go!”
Jane hesitates for a moment, but Charlotte wastes no time. She tears the buttons of her expensive shirt open, and Jane soon follows, eager not to be left behind. They groan and whimper as the movement cause the ropes around their necks to tighten further, and my wife lets out a shriek when Charlotte tries to bend over to pull her skirt down.
I laugh. This is the most fun I have had in months, and I can feel myself getting hard again as I watch them struggle. The competition causes them to push further than they otherwise would, and I feel a sting of guilt when I see the veins on Jane’s neck throbbing as she chokes. She’s not going to back down. Ever.
I breathe a sigh of relief when the two finally kick off their heels and stand naked on their toes, holding the rope to keep from choking further.
“I won again!” Jane says, coughing as the rope presses on her neck. Her gorgeous body is stretched and on full display, but Charlotte is no slouch either; the large breasts are firm and perky, and though she lost, there is a hint of a smile on her quivering lips.
“That’s 2-0 for Jane,” I say. “I think you deserve a little reward, but first …” I hand them both a pair of handcuffs; they have been lying in a drawer for ages, but Jane and I never got around to using them. “… lock these on your wrists behind your back.”
They both stare at the shiny metal, turning it over in their hands to get a feel for the restraints. They lock them on their wrists with almost religious reverence, shivering as the cold steel restrains them. I walk up to Jane and slide my hand up her inner thigh. “You’ve done well,” I say as I slide two fingers inside her. There is no resistance; she is soaking wet. “This is your reward.”
She closes her eyes and bites her lower lip. “Thank you …” she whispers. She struggles to stay on her toes, and her breathy moans start filling the room.
“Not fair,” Charlotte mutters. She tries to reach her clit with her hands, but the handcuffs prevent it, and the struggle causes her to trip, yanking the rope around Jane’s neck, but it seems to cause my wife more pleasure than pain as her body quivers.
I slide my fingers out of Jane.
“No!” She stares at me with wild, lustful eyes. “Rich, please!”
“Patience, my love.” I smile and kiss her. “We have to punish Charlotte, remember?”
I untie Jane’s noose from Charlotte’s and tell her to kneel on the floor. Jane has always been a strong, independent woman, and I am surprised at how easily she has transitioned into the submissive role. She watches in silence as I lock Charlotte’s handcuffs in front of Charlotte, before tying the other end of the rope around her neck to her handcuffs, forcing Charlotte’s hands above her head. If she tries to lower her hands, she chokes.
“Very … inventive,” she mutters as she balances on her toes. There is frustration, but also admiration, in her voice. She lets out a squeak of pain and joy as I pinch her nipples and grope her breasts.
“Thank you, Charlotte,” I say. “And now … I’m going to fuck you.”
Her eyes widen. “Really? I thought … I thought you were going to punish me?”
I smile. “I think you’ll find it a fitting punishment.” I look over my shoulder at my beloved wife kneeling on the floor. “And you get to watch.”
Jane groans, but she does not protest.
Charlotte’s excitement turns to horror when I lift her leg up and slowly insert my large cock into her dripping wet pussy. It throws off her balance, and the mixture of discomfort and arousal is evident on her face as I start thrusting into her. Harder. Harder. I am fucking my wife’s friend in front of my wife, and I am loving every second of it.
“I … I can’t breathe,” she mutters.
“Do you want me to stop?”
Charlotte shakes her head violently. “No! Don’t stop!” Her eyes are glazed over as if she is far away.
She is tight and wet for me. Her pussy feels amazing. I make sure to grind my pelvis against her clit to bring her even more pleasure, and I can tell that it is driving her mad.
Then I lift her other leg.
“AAAAH!” she cries as she is impaled on my cock; a lot of her weight is suddenly placed on her neck, and her cuffed hands cling to the rope around her neck to take some of the pressure off. Her face contorts in painful lust as my hips crash into her. She screams. “That’s AMAZING!”
She is close. I can feel it. Her words turn to loud moans.
Then I pull out.
“FUUUCK!” she cries, struggling to find her footing.
“I told you this was a punishment,” I say with a grin and lie down on the soft rug in front of her; my face is right in front of her feet, and I look up at her with a smile.  “It’s time for Jane to get her reward.”
My wife’s face lights up as she gets up and stands astride my body, facing Charlotte and me. The noose is still tied around her neck, and I grab it, pulling her down toward my towering erection. Charlotte’s pussy was wonderful, but as Jane slowly lowers herself onto me, it feels like coming home. I am filled with a pleasant warmth as I watch my wife’s blissful smile. She starts riding me, embracing the cock that is stretching her to her limits, even after all these years. I can hear the chains of her handcuffs clattering as she tests her restraints. She is embracing the helplessness and submission.
By God, she looks amazing. The lovely breasts and the blonde hair bounces merrily as she rides me, and I look up with delight at Charlotte’s frustrated grimace. She is madly turned on by the display, judging by the juices trickling down her inner thigh.
Jane opens her eyes and smiles at me. “I feel sorry for her, my love. Please, can I?”
I nod. “You have my permission.”
Jane leans forward and starts licking Charlotte’s pussy. Jane’s body continues riding me without pause, and the three of us join in a beautiful choir of lustful moans.
It is like a chain reaction. I come. Hard. The most powerful orgasm I have ever had propels my seed deep inside Jane as I let out a bestial roar. Shortly after, Jane’s body quivers as her body drowns in orgasmic delight. I grope her breasts and pull her nipples to help send her over the edges, and she screams into Charlotte’s pussy.
Then it’s Charlotte’s turn. I watch as her body shakes, and I can tell that she is pulling her hands down to choke harder, letting the asphyxiation drive her orgasm further and deeper.
“FUUUUCK!” she cries as her legs cramp. She whimpers and shakes as Jane pulls away with a smile. “Fuuuuck … that … fuck.”
Fuck indeed.
The sun is setting as I sit next to my wife on the porch. The jacket of her blue pantsuit is hanging from the backrest of the white lawn chair. A relaxed smile is resting on her lips as she stares out over the garden. I untied the two women an hour ago, and Charlotte left in a great mood.
“Being tied up is such a weird experience,” my wife says with a sigh. She massages the deep red grooves on her wrist. “I didn’t think I’d like it this much.”
“You’re a strong, wonderful woman,” I say and take a sip of my soda. “Maybe it’s good for you to take the pressure off once in a while and submit.”
She nods. “Maybe you’re right. Maybe you should just tie me up when you think I’ve gotten too cocky.”
“And even when you haven’t.”
“It’s a deal.”



Bound for Detention
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Anna’s frantic breathing echoed in the darkness and mixed with the whirring sound of the school’s aging ventilation system. She tried to stand on her toes in a desperate attempt to take the weight off her aching wrists, but it offered her only temporary relief. How long had she been standing there? An hour? Two? The inky blackness disoriented her, played with her senses.
Once more, she pulled at her restraints, but there was no give in the tight shackles. The rattling chains sounded loud and piercing, and the struggle only made her sweat even more; the heat was unbearable, despite her nakedness.
Footsteps. Anna’s heart started racing. She knew not what awaited her; it was a strange feeling, staring into the unknown, but she could not help but smile as she heard the door unlock.
***
Winter had given way to spring, and the looming spring break and summer graduation had turned the entire campus on its head. Hopeful spring flings were carried out in public under the towering trees, and travel planning for the southward migration during the coming holiday was a hot topic.
Anna walked past a young couple sitting on a bench, kissing as if their lives depended on it. None of them paid any heed to Anna as she passed, partly because of their distracting make-out session, partly because the tall, thin girl had become adept at blending in with her surroundings over the past few years. Her high school years had been uneventful at best.
She could not help but look back at the salivating couple with a deep sigh. Anna had managed to reach her 18th birthday without her virginity intact, but the distracted, awkward first time with Dale, a guy from her math class, had failed to ignite any spark or motivation to pursue further sexual encounters with the opposite sex; Anna had chosen to focus on her academic pursuits, her swimming, and her friends instead.
The classroom was buzzing in anticipation, not of learning, but of the booze and bad decisions to come. Anna sat down next to a group of her friends and started unpacking her notes and texts for the class; all was meticulously color-coded and ordered, just the way she liked it.
“Where were you yesterday?” Isabella leaned in and looked at Anna over her black-rimmed glasses. “It’s not like you to miss a class?”
“Miss… what?” Anna stared at her friend in disbelief. “What are you talking about?”
Isabella groaned and started playing with Anna’s long, dark brown braid. “The test yesterday, you weren’t there.” She yawned.
Anna felt a cold shiver down her spine. “I was swimming, I had checked my schedule, I …”
“Alright, class, settle down!” Mrs. Hope entered the classroom with a posture and authority that could make a general jealous. “Save the chit-chat for the break.”
Isabella rolled her eyes. “So harsh. At least you probably nailed the paper due last night, as always.”
What paper? Anna thought as her mouth went dry.
The class was interesting and engaging, as always, but Anna had a hard time focusing. She had not missed a single class all year, and now she had overlooked both a test and a paper at the same time?
Isabella must have been joking, she thought and tried to shake the anxiety. Just focus on the class.
Mrs. Hope was deeply engaged in her analysis of the book they were working on. Her dark blonde hair was tied in a bun, and her tight-fitting skirt did nothing to hide the well-shaped posterior. Anna looked up to the strict, but fair, teacher; she was inspiring in her passion for the subject, but as Anna glanced around the room, she suspected that the intense looks from the boys had less to do with the main character’s identity crisis than with the young teacher’s white, buttoned-down shirt that gracefully hinted at the bosom beneath.
Mrs. Hope checked her watch and cleared her throat. “That was it for today, class. Make sure to read the next two chapters before we meet again.”
Anna and Isabella started packing their things when Mrs. Hope approached their table.
“Anna, do you mind staying behind? We need to talk.”
Anna’s throat started closing. “Of… of course, Mrs. Hope.”
Isabella sent her a concerned look as she left with the other students, leaving only Anna and her teacher behind.
Mrs. Hope leaned against the teacher’s desk and crossed her arms. Her brow was furrowed and her lips a thin line. “You missed the test yesterday, Anna.”
Anna shook her head. “I’m so sorry, I don’t know how it happened!”
“And the paper.”
“I must have missed something, you know I always hand in my papers on time!” Anna could feel tears welling up, and she fought hard to keep herself under control.
Mrs. Hope cocked her head. “I’ll have to sign you up for detention, Anna. School policy.”
Detention? The word felt like needles in Anna’s brain. She had never been sent to detention before.
“Please…” The tears could no longer be held back. “I… I just got accepted into my dream college, I don’t want to risk…”
“It’s just detention, girl,” said Mrs. Hope with a surprised expression. “You are way too high strung if you react this way to all this, Anna. It’s probably why you missed the paper and class.”
Anna struggled to calm herself. The world seemed to crumble around her, and even though she rationally knew that she was overreacting, her body had stopped listening. She looked up at her teacher with tearful, begging eyes. Mrs. Hope no longer seemed concerned; her intelligent, gray eyes observed Anna’s breakdown with intense curiosity.
“Maybe we can help each other out, Anna…” Mrs. Hope’s warm voice was almost a whisper, and she kept an eye on the closed door. “Avoid the detention, ensure that no record is kept.”
Anna’s eyes widened. “Anything! I can’t stand the thought!”
“I will schedule an unofficial detention,” the teacher said, biting her lip. “It will just be you and me.”
This doesn’t sound too bad.
“But you cannot tell anyone. And we will have to do it Friday evening when no one is around.”
No alarm signals sounded in Anne’s desperate mind. She merely nodded with a relieved smile.
“Thank you, Mrs. Hope! I swear I won’t tell anyone, you’re saving my life!”
The woman smiled. “Don’t thank me yet. Detention is not supposed to be… pleasant,” she said and checked her watch. “But it can be enlightening. I have to get to my next class. Meet me in my office Friday at eight.”
***
Anna kept her promise; she had told Isabella that Mrs. Hope had let her off with a warning, and she had not given the detention much thought the rest of the week.
The school building looked menacing and uninviting as Anna parked her parents’ old Jeep in front of the main entrance. The front doors slid open as she approached as if the old building awaited her. The hallways echoed with every step of her high-heeled boots; Mrs. Hope had not said how long the detention would last, and Anna was hoping to meet Isabella at a house party afterward, hence the short, red dress. Her parents thought she had driven straight to the party.
Mrs. Hope also functioned as one of the school’s guidance counselors, but Anna had never been to her office, placed in the far end of the building. The flickering, fluorescent lights that lit the halls seemed eerie and inefficient, and Anna felt a growing unease with every step.
A warm, welcoming light creeped out from under the office door, and Anna’s growing anxiety dissipated when she heard Mrs. Hope’s welcoming voice in response to the knocking. Despite Anna’s relief at the sight of her teacher’s smile, she could not help but feel that she had taken a step into the unknown when the door closed behind her.
The office was sparsely furnished, the walls home to worn, mandatory motivational posters older than Anna herself. Mrs. Hope had brought in a few potted plants to liven up the place, but it could not hide the fact that the desk and the chairs were from a time when ‘cutbacks’ had not yet become one of the school board’s favorite words.
Mrs. Hope herself was elegant and imposing as always; the cold glare of the computer monitor reflected in her reading glasses as she observed Anna entering the room. The dark blonde hair was loose and reached the beautiful teacher’s shoulders, and she wore no jewelry apart from the large, masculine silver watch that she enjoyed tapping demonstratively whenever someone was late for her class.
“You’re right on time,” she said with a smile.
“I figured I’d better be.” Anna tried to pull her dress down over her knees, but it was not long enough.
Mrs. Hope nodded at the dress. “Expecting to go partying later?”
“Maybe.” Anna blushed. “I’m sorry, I should have asked how long this would take; I did not mean to assume, Mrs. Hope.”
“It all depends on a lot of things,” Mrs. Hope said and took off her glasses. “This will not be normal detention, Anna. You see, I’ve observed you for years now; you’re hard-working, determined, competent, yet I’ve hardly ever seen you smile.”
Anna moved in her seat; she felt she was being undressed by the large, gray eyes that seemed to pierce her very soul.
“Earlier this week, you had a veritable breakdown at the prospect of a simple detention.” Mrs. Hope got up and walked in front of the desk. “Tell me, when is the last time you did something unscheduled? Tried something new? Broadened your horizons?”
Anna had to think a while before answering. “I recently tried listening to one of my dad’s country records, but I don’t think it qualifies…”
Mrs. Hope sighed. “I don’t think so either. That is why I have planned something… special. I hope you will trust my judgment, Anna.”
“I do.”
“Good. If at any point you want to end this little experiment, you say the word ‘Shakespeare’.”
Anna snickered. “What, like a safeword?”
“Exactly.” Mrs. Hope smiled. “Exactly like a safeword. You get to leave, go to your party, and stand with Isabella in the corner, looking at the others, being careful not to drink too much because your mind is focused on swimming and grades.”
Ouch. That was too accurate.
“Or you stay. Let this all play out. Try something new, see where it takes you. Trusts in my plan.”
Anna nodded. It all felt surreal, heavy, but she had no intention of disappointing her favorite teacher.
“Good. Here are the rules: You do not ask questions. You do as I say.” The smile remained on the attractive face, but the eyes were narrow. “And for tonight, you will address me as ‘Mistress Hope’.”
Mistress?
“Stand up.”
Anna hesitantly got up. She could smell lilacs as Hope approached her.
“Turn around.”
Anna obeyed. She heard an odd sound, one she had never heard outside movies before.
Are those… chains?
She had no time to react before the handcuffs locked around her wrists. Sharp, cold steel imprisoned her.
“What are you doing?” she said, struggling against the unexpected restraints.
“Remember, no questions.” She felt Hope’s warm breath in her ear and a comforting hand on her shoulder. “I told you this would be different. Trust me, there is a point to all that is going to happen.”
She is insane! Just say the word, just end this!
Anna turned around, opened her mouth; she was about to speak the safeword, but the calm, controlled expression on her teacher’s face stopped her. The word remained unspoken, but the decision did not stop the rising anxiety and threat of a panic attack.
“Please… take these off.”
Hope shook her head. “You need to accept that you are not in control. Until I see fit to release you, you are my prisoner. My slave. Clear your mind of everything else going on in your life; it doesn’t matter right now. Take a break – let someone else make the decisions.”
It all sounded oddly comforting and rational to Anna’s frantic mind.
“Now you say it.”
This was a command, not a request. Hope seemed to grow in front of Anna, filling the room with her powerful, commanding presence.
“I…” The words felt thick and sticky in her mouth. “I am your… slave.” Anna paused. “Mistress.”
The contract had been sealed. A wry smile appeared on the teacher’s full lips. She pulled out a set of legcuffs from under a stack of graded papers.
This isn’t real. Anna stared as her new mistress knelt and locked the restraints in place around her boots; her mind was unable to comprehend the meaning of it all, the implications, and kept playing increasingly unlikely scenarios as a bad matinee of awkward encounters. She imagined a late-night janitor open the door. She imagined her parents walking by outside, recognizing the car, and walking in.
“You’re thinking again,” Hope said and slapped Anna on the cheek. The stinging pain forced her back to the present. “This is happening now, here. You are handcuffed and manacled in your teacher’s office on a Friday night. Nothing else is important.”
Anna was still in shock after the hit, but she managed to nod.
“Have you ever known a woman’s touch, slave?”
“No, mistress.”
“There’s a first time for everything.”
Hope grabbed Anna’s hair and bent her over the desk, pushing her head down onto what looked like next year’s curriculum. Anna struggled out of reflex, but even though she was a strong girl after years of competitive swimming, her cuffed hands limited her, and she could only whimper as she felt Hope’s gentle hands lift her dress.
“This is not the underwear of a confident woman expecting to get laid,” mistress Hope remarked as she pulled down Anna’s worn panties. “Were you hoping to bed a man tonight, slave?”
“No… maybe… I don’t know.” Anna was caught off guard at the question; she was still wrestling with the predicament she had ended up in.
Anna cried out as her mistress’ hand hit her exposed butt hard.
“Do you masturbate regularly, slave?” Hope’s words were hard and cold.
Anna squirmed as another hit landed perfectly with a loud smack.
Why does she ask me these questions?
“No, I… I don’t like it.”
Another hit.
“Then you are doing it wrong.”
“What are… no!” Anna felt her head being pushed harder onto the desk as she struggled against the hand moving up her thigh. “Stop! Please!”
“Stop resisting this,” Hope said. “I know what I’m doing. Submission is freedom.”
Anna bit her lip and fought the urge to end the entire thing as she felt a finger gently follow the outer lines of her vagina. It felt wrong, even violating at first, and for some reason, it made her think back to the first time she had been told to keep her head underwater during swimming practice. She took a few deep breaths, and suddenly the invasive touch changed character; a subtle stream of arousal started moving through her body, almost undetectable at first.
The moment her body started relaxing, Hope let go of Anna’s hair and started spanking her with one hand while the other continued its enthusiastic exploration of Anna’s genitals. The slaps were hard and firm, but the pain only served to add to the arousal. Slowly, the office seemed to vanish around her as Anna gave in to the unfamiliar sensation; the absurdity of the whole situation no longer mattered. Her body started twitching as the waves of desire increased, causing the handcuffs to dig even further into her skin. She was suddenly reminded that she was shackled, helpless, but it did not scare her the same way anymore.
A moan escaped her as mistress Hope’s fingers entered her. This was nothing like the times she had tried touching herself at home, filled with self-inflicted shame. The contrast between the intense, lust-inducing touch of the fingers and the increasingly hard spanking elevated the experience, and Anna’s body started to shake as she approached the zenith of the lustful mountain she was climbing. Despite never having orgasmed in her life, she knew she was close.
Then it all stopped.
“No…”
Reality rushed back in as Anna’s was pulled to her feet by the hair.
“Please…”
Once again, she found herself in the dimly lit office. At her school. On a Friday night. Handcuffed.
“That was just a taste,” Hope whispered in her ear. “What kind of teacher would I be if I gave you all the answers upfront?”
Anna glared at the smirking woman with a sullen, pouty expression.
“We are just getting started, my dear slave.” Hope let her hand slide firmly across Anna’s wet pussy to underline her point, causing the poor schoolgirl to moan loudly. “It’s time for a walk.”
Anna found it awkward to be handcuffed, but it was nothing compared to the instant, overwhelming humiliation when mistress Hope opened her bag and pulled out a shiny, wide steel collar with a long chain welded on.
“I am not wearing that!” Anna blurted, but she regretted it the second another one of her teacher’s firm slaps made her cheek burn.
“Is that up to you?”
Anna looked at the floor. “No, mistress.”
She could feel the tears well up as the collar hugged her neck, weighing down on her clavicle. It fit her well, but she still could not help but feel like her breathing was restricted. The steel felt cold on her skin.
“Do you find this humiliating, slave?” Hope gave a demonstrative tug at the collar chain.
Anna nodded. She felt like she could cry, yet the safeword remained unspoken; she had gotten a taste of what Mrs. Hope had to offer, and she wanted more.
“You have no choice but to go where this chain leads you. It’s not up to you. Accept it, enjoy it.” Hope picked up her bag and started pulling Anna out of the small office – into the wide, open hallways of the school.
Their pace was slow; Anna was not used to the hobbled walk caused by her ankle restraints, and she winced as the sound of the chains bounced between the walls. Every time they neared a corner, she tried to walk closer to the wall, tried to keep her head down, but Hope pulled her forward. Anna felt like a pet being dragged against her will.
Mistress Hope stopped outside the school cafeteria and turned towards her unwilling slave. She looked at Anna with a cocked head and disappointed frown.
“I am disappointed in you,” she said. The words stung harder than Anna had thought they would. “This is one of the most intense moments of your life, and yet you worry about who might see you, what might happen. What others might think.”
Anna bit her lip and tried to avoid the intense, inquisitive stare.
“It doesn’t matter!” Cloe said and grabbed Anna’s chin, forcing her to take a deep dive into the expressive eyes. “You are a gorgeous, strong woman, about to escape this hole of repetition and shallowness. Hold your head up high!”
She grabbed Anna by the back of the head, pulled her in, and kissed her. The kiss was intense, but warm, and took Anna completely by surprise. She had never kissed a woman in her life, and her initial resistance soon turned to pleasure as she let Hope’s tongue enter her mouth. This was not a kiss of love; this was part of the teacher’s odd brand of tutoring. It was a kiss of respect, of passion, a kiss where the gender of the involved had no meaning.
Anna’s entire body was buzzing from the kiss, but the anxiousness returned a few moments later.
“You have got to be kidding!” she said and froze in place.
Her mistress sighed and pulled hard on the collar chain. “You’ll do as I say. I say we’re going outside.”
Anna had no choice but to follow as Hope opened the door leading to the school’s football grounds. The cold air hit her scantily clad body as she was dragged towards the end of the large field. The ground was soft after last night's rain, and Anna’s high-heeled boots and shackled feet caused her to trip a few times, causing her to choke as Hope continued to pull on her leash. Her eyes kept scanning the stands, but even though she saw no signs of life, her heart refused to settle down.
“Please, mistress. I beg you, take me back inside! I promise I won’t speak the safeword, just…”
“No one is here,” Hope said, calm as always. She was shivering herself from the cold, still wearing her white linen shirt and black, tight pencil skirt. “There is always a risk involved when you’re pushing boundaries. Do you want to end this?”
Anna was tempted. The field was lit up by powerful lights, as it was every night, and she felt exposed, but she still shook her head no.
Hope nodded; Anna could have sworn she saw a glimpse of respect in her mistress’ eyes. Hope used a padlock to lock Anna’s collar to the goal post and unlocked her handcuffs and leg restraints.
“Undress. All of it.” She took a few steps back and looked expectantly at her slave.
Anna wanted to protest, but she knew that it was pointless. Soon, her dress, underwear, and boots laid in a pile on the ground, and she hugged herself to try and stay warm. She knew that plenty of her schoolmates had been naked on the football field or in the bleachers over the years, but she had never expected to be one of them. And she doubted that anyone else had been collared to the goalpost.
Mistress Hope forcefully turned Anna around to face the goalpost and proceeded to cuff her hands on the other side of the thick, cold metal bar. She did the same with Anna’s ankles.
“You are an athlete,” Hope said as she appeared in front of Anna, who could barely move. “You know pain, you have sought it out, pushed yourself to improve. And yet, you have taken great care in avoiding it in all other facets of life.” She opened her bag and pulled out a leather flogger; it looked worn and well-used. “If we do not experience pain, how will we know joy?”
Anna did not say anything. She stared at the tool in her mistress’ hand, knew what awaited her; it filled her with dread, but curiosity had joined the wealth of emotions tearing through her body. She had enjoyed the spanking and felt ready to try more.
The first few hits were playful, but they soon increased in frequency and force. Cloe focused her strikes on Anna’s exposed butt, occasionally landing a fierce, brutal hit that made Anna cry out. She feared that someone would hear her, that her entire class would suddenly walk into the field, snatching pictures with their phones. But as the punishment progressed, the worries started evaporating; she was helpless to stop it, unable to escape her restraints, and as the flogger moved to her thighs and genitals, she finally gave in. Her mind emptied as she submitted to the pain, opening herself up to a flood of arousal. She started moaning and thanking her mistress; her body leaned into the flogger’s stinging strikes, and nothing existed in the world except her body, the whip, and her mistress.
***
Anna’s body had been a sore mess when Hope had finally dragged her back inside, naked, dirty, and cuffed. The hallways had seemed less threatening, even warm and inviting, as she had been pulled downstairs, into the depths beneath the school, usually off-limits to students. Anna had hoped that the pain was over, that pleasure was next, that she had proven herself to mistress Hope, but it was not to be.
The darkness felt massive, total, engulfing. There was not a single spot of light in the small, damp maintenance room, hidden in a remote, unseemly corner of the massive basement complex. Anna suspected that she was the first person to be in the room in years, and she felt like a prisoner, forgotten in an old dungeon. This was further underlined by the wide, heavy shackles that had replaced the handcuffs, and the matching manacles around her ankles.
Where does Mrs. Hope get this stuff? Anna thought as she once again tried to move in her tight restraints. Her body was stretched, her hands shackled to the thick pipes in the ceiling, and the heavy manacles hurt her ankles. Her discomfort was only made worse by the collar; in a moment of sadistic ingenuity, Hope had decided to lock the collar’s chain to the pipes as well, meaning that Anna choked whenever she was not standing on her toes. Her entire body ached, and time had lost all meaning in the dark.
Even if Anna wanted to end it, Hope was not there to hear the safeword. The way out was closed, but Anna was starting to embrace the complete loss of control; her mind came alive, filled with images of her attractive teacher, of her ordeal on the football field, of what might happen next. It was as if a veil had been pulled from her eyes; she was loving every second of the pain and discomfort, yet looking forward to feeling her mistress’ touch again.
She smiled when the door finally opened. It no longer mattered if pain or pleasure was next, Anna only wanted to be near her mistress.
“Have you enjoyed yourself, slave?”
Anna nodded, coughing as the collar choked her. “Y… yes, mistress.” She shuddered as Hope let her soft hands caress Anna’s sweaty, hungering body. “Thank you, mistress.”
“You’re a fast learner,” Hope said. “Maybe you deserve a reward. Would you like to kiss me?”
“Yes, mistress. Very much.”
“It is yours for the taking if you want it enough.” Hope took a step closer. “Kiss me.”
Anna pushed her head forward, as far as it would go. The collar held her back, the metal felt tighter than ever, but she wanted the kiss. As the steel dug into her neck, preventing her from breathing, she felt Hope’s soft lips on hers. It was but a peck, a tender, teasing kiss, but it turned the smoldering embers in her loins into a roaring fire, fanned by Hope’s fingers that penetrated her at that exact moment. They were only inside her for a few seconds, but it felt like a drink of water during a heatwave; it refreshed her, enticed her, and egged her on – she would do anything to please this woman.
She screamed as the blood rushed back into her arms when Hope unlocked her restraints from the pipes. Anna fell to her knees, coughing as her buzzing hands clutched her collar. She both hated and loved the restricting metal around her neck; it was uncomfortable, painful even, but it was a symbol of her submission.
“The night is coming to an end,” Hope said as they walked through the narrow basement corridors. “Does this make you happy, slave?”
“No, mistress.”
“Don’t worry, I still have one more thing in store for you.”
Anna felt exhausted, and the pain in her ankles only got worse for every step in the heavy steel manacles, but she wanted to see it all through. A few hours earlier, the prospect of walking naked and shackled into the school gym hall would have terrified her, but after the whipping on the football field, she could not care less. Only a few lights were on, leaving much of the large room in shadow.
Hope walked onto a large, hard mattress used for gymnastics and pushed Anna down onto the mat. Anna looked up at the impressive woman as she towered above her with a confident smile.
“Do you like what you see?” Hope started unbuttoning her shirt.
Anna felt her breathing accelerate. “Yes, mistress.”
“Does it make you horny?” The shirt fell to the ground, as did the bra, revealing the firm, round breasts beneath.
“Yes, mistress.” She wanted her. There was no longer a shade of doubt in her mind about it.
“Then touch yourself.” Hope seductively started touching her nipples. “It is about time you started pleasuring yourself.”
Anna’s hands hesitantly started massaging her clit. The shackles made it difficult, but she did not want to disappoint. It felt awkward at first; she was inexperienced, but she soon started replicating the movement of Cloe’s hands from earlier in the evening. Slowly, but surely, the fire started to spread, driven by the vision of an undressing goddess standing astride her. Mistress Hope was now completely naked, touching herself as she looked down on her willing slave girl.
No more words were spoken as Hope lowered herself onto Anna’s quivering body, lifting her shackled hands over her head.
The kiss was gentle at first. Anna sighed as she felt the warm body on top of her.
Their tongues met as Hope’s hand found her way inside Anna.
It was a dance, a meeting of souls, yet Hope was still in control; she directed Anna like a masterful conductor, pulling her chains, guiding her hands. Tongues moved from mouths to nipples, from nipples to vagina. Their mutual moaning echoed in the empty hall, and the rattling of chains was the only other sound.
Anna submitted fully to the experienced teacher’s silent directions. When Hope forced her shackled hands above her head and handed her the chain to the collar, Anna instinctively started pulling it as Hope sat astride her face. The intense combination of her restricted breathing from the tightened collar and her mentor’s wet pussy on her face was titillating, and Anna relished the moans resulting as she started licking Hope. The teacher soon returned the favor.
The naked, sweating bodies writhed in unison until they both reached a loud, earth-shattering crescendo. Anna screamed as she orgasmed for the first time in her life, screamed into the quivering pussy still enveloping her mouth and nose. She registered Hope’s body convulsing on top of her, but her mind was elsewhere.
When her mistress shortly after lifted herself off of Anna’s face, she gasped for breath and suddenly felt overwhelmingly tired, yet unable to stop smiling.
“Well done, Anna,” Hope whispered as she embraced Anna and pulled her in tight. “I enjoyed that very much.”
Anna was still trying to calm her breathing. “So did I, mistress.”
“You don’t need to call me that now. Brooke will do.” She kissed Anna on the neck. “Do you want me to take the restraints off?”
“Not yet.” Anna smiled. “Let me keep them on for a little longer.”
Anna looked at herself in the mirror as she washed up in the school bathroom. She recognized the tall woman looking back at her, but something was different; she liked what she saw. The strong jaw was suddenly appealing, not masculine, her freckles no longer an annoyance, but a charming decoration. She let her fingers run over the bruises on her body; a deep, red ring had formed on her neck from her collar, red marks had formed on her wrists, and her butt and back were still red from the whipping. Anna picked up her phone and wrote a message to Isabella, claiming that she had fallen asleep and would not make it to the party, before putting her dress and boots back on.
“I hope you learned something tonight,” Brooke said as she entered.
Anna had always looked up to her teacher, but she had never fully appreciated her beauty until now.
“I have, truly. I’ll play it less safe from now on.”
Brooke smiled and kissed Anna. “Good.” She looked at her student. “Wondering what happens next?”
Anna blushed. “Yes. I… what do we do now?”
“Detention is over, Anna.” Brooke cocked her head. “Are you saying you want more… private tutoring?”
“I… I think so.”
Brooke bit her lower lip and looked at the bruises on Anna’s body. “Very well. But only until summer; you have to move away and move on then.”
Anna nodded. It was better than what she could have hoped for. “So you can take on new… students?”
A secretive, playful smile formed on the perfect lips. “Maybe.”
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The office was bathed in sunlight, and the streets below were teeming with people enjoying the weather, all heading to the nearby beach. Summer was in the air, yet Ashley did not share the excitement of the people outside.
“I see that you deleted your social media content,” David commented and leaned back in the comfortable leather chair.
Ashley sighed. “I did.” She stood by the window, staring at the crowds below.
David groaned. “You know it’s bad for business, right?”
“I’m not stupid, David.”
“So you just don’t care?”
Ashley heard no anger or accusation in David’s voice. He was genuinely curious.
“It’s just not a priority for me right now,” Ashley said and sat down in the chair across from her manager. “I won’t cancel any scheduled gigs if that is a concern.”
“Your well-being is my concern.” David leaned forward. “I know times have been tough since the divorce, but you …”
“It’s not about that.” Ashley paused. “Well, not entirely. I just feel … burned out. I have spent so much of my life on a narrow track, both in my professional life as well as my private life.” She adjusted the worn T-shirt and winced.  “Going solo, getting divorced – it was supposed to liberate me, you know?”
David nodded. He had known her for years and always supported her increasingly crazy whims. “I don’t want you to burn out, Ashley. Did you have anything in mind?”
Ashley shook her head. “Not really. At least not something you can help me with.” She bit her lip. “I want to … explore my sexuality. It feels like it has been in a coma for a long time.”
David smiled. It was a smile of understanding, of support, not amusement. “I do think I can help you with that.” He got up and made sure that his nosy secretary was not eavesdropping at the door. “There is this place. All kinds of people go there, some for recreation, others for therapy, but the waiting list is long.” He leaned against the desk in front of Ashley. “But I know some people. I think I can get you in.”
Ashley raised an eyebrow. “What, you’re shipping me off to some spa retreat?”
He smiled. “My dear Ashley, far from it!”
***
Ashley had tried to rest the entire flight, but despite the comfortable first-class seat, sleep eluded her. She looked at the few other people flying in luxury – were any of them heading to the same destination? Important, serious-looking men in suits, styled women that carried their tiny, temperamental dogs in their purses; Ashley had never felt like she fit in when she flew first class.
I am mad for doing this, she thought and tried once more to close her eyes. If word gets out …
A discrete car picked her up at the terminal. The driver asked no questions, not even if Ashley had enjoyed her flight. The drive felt like it lasted an eternity. The busy cityscape gave way to rural areas, then to forests and fields. She did not see a single building for the last twenty minutes of the uneventful drive, and when the car reached the sea, there was nothing but a single pier with a speedboat that took her to a nearby, small island, which seemed to contain nothing else but the massive resort, her destination. The grounds were well maintained, but the building did not come off as ostentatious with its clean, white façade.
The moment Ashley got off the boat, she was greeted by a tall, red-haired woman. The impossibly white smile seemed to be perfectly etched into the freckled face.
“Ms. Wilson, welcome to Afrodite’s Sexual Health Retreat!” She grabbed Ashley’s hand and shook it enthusiastically. “My name is Alicia, I will be your caretaker during your stay.”
“Caretaker?” Ashley raised an eyebrow.
Alicia’s smile seemed to widen. “My job is to ensure that you are informed of all the numerous options available here, as well as to cater to your every need.” She nodded at a young couple nearby who was being shown around by another perky young woman wearing the same light blue, short dress as Alicia. “Everyone gets a caretaker. But before I show you to your room, we need to handle the paperwork.”
Alicia led Ashley into a small office near the entrance. It was not much more than a desk and two chairs, and the wall was decorated with motivational posters unlike any, Ashley had ever seen; ‘Have you climaxed today?’, ‘Why have sex with one when you can do it with a dozen?’, and many more.
“It is a standard non-disclosure agreement,” Alicia said and pushed a piece of paper towards Ashley. “I’m sure a celebrity like you can appreciate that everything that happens at Afrodite’s should stay here.”
Ashley nodded; David had prepared her for this part. She signed her name on the dotted line, unsure of what this place had in store for her.
“Excellent!” Alicia placed the paper in the folder she carried around with her. “I’ll let you get settled. Come meet me at the reception when you are ready for the tour!”
Ashley exited the shower and looked in the mirror. A dark-haired woman stared back at her. She seemed more tired than usual, but it had been some rough months. Despite the warm welcome, Ashley was hesitant; was she ready for this? What if it did not work? She looked at the tattoo on her arm; ‘Tomorrow is just another adventure.’ It was a younger Ashley that had had it done, but she decided to take her own advice and go into this experience with an open mind.
The room was by far the strangest hotel room, Ashley had ever stayed in. On the surface, everything seemed normal – a kingsize bed, nice furniture, and a gorgeous view of the beach and sea. But on closer inspection, she noticed anchor points on the bed’s headboard, rubber sheets beneath the cotton ones, and condoms and lube in the drawers. The pamphlets that usually told guests how to access the wifi had been replaced with instructions on how to get a cart filled with bondage equipment, how to get room service to bring up a large selection of vibrators, and more.
Alicia was waiting for her at the reception and was eager to start the tour. Ashley found her caretaker’s bubbling enthusiasm contagious, even if the perkiness seemed slightly at odds with the contents of the tour.
“… and down those stairs, you will find several well-stocked BDSM dungeons. There are staff available for both domme and submissive roles if you should so desire, just tell me or inquire at the reception …”
Ashley was blown away. Every desire and kink was catered to, and not once did she sense any judgment from Alicia. The resort was a sex wonderland.
“… the glory holes are through that door, a fun time for sure, and over here, you can sign up for group sex and gangbangs – remember to specify any limitations, it can get pretty wild!” Alicia bit her lower lip. “If you want a slow start, you can consider a sensual, tantric massage in the cunning hands of Jean Claude.” Alicia pointed towards a stupendously handsome, muscular man talking to a guest nearby.
Ashley had a hard time taking it all in; she had no idea where to start. Part of her wanted to run back to her room and lock the door. For years now, she had been painfully aware of her every action, fearful of making embarrassing headlines, and now she was expected to let loose and live out her every sexual fantasy and desire. During the tour, she saw a guy getting a blowjob from a staff member behind a pillar and a couple openly having sex in the pool while others were swimming past.
Alicia seemed to pick up on Ashley’s hesitation. “Don’t worry, Ms. Wilson, the NDA is air-tight.” She nodded towards an elderly man walking past them, wearing a diaper. A tall, latex-clad dominatrix was dragging him towards the dungeons by a leash connected to a leather collar.
“Is that …?”
Alicia nodded. “Yep. If one of the most powerful men in Congress is willing to walk around here like that, you have nothing to worry about.” She winked at Ashley. “I think that concludes the tour. Please, don’t hesitate to call me with any request or wish. Every member of the staff is at your full disposal.”
Ashley raised an eyebrow. “Full disposal?”
Alicia blushed. “Yes, it’s a fascinating job. If you say the word, I’ll lick you to orgasm on the patio outside right now.” The freckled face lit up in a heartfelt smile at the sight of Ashley’s reaction. “But maybe you want to start with something … lighter?”
Ashley nodded. “I have no idea where to start. I want to push my boundaries, to explore new things, but it is all so …”
“Intimidating? I understand. May I suggest spending an hour or two behind a glory hole? You decide how much you want to interact with the … visitors, and no one can see you.”
Ashley felt her heart pounding in her chest. It seemed perfect, and though she had expected to spend some time considering what her first activity should be, the rebel rock star in her wanted to jump into the deep end.
She took a deep breath. “Alright, let’s do it.”
Alicia showed Ashley through a shower room to a row of doors. She opened one that led to a small, white room. There was a stool in the corner and a full-length mirror on the wall, but it was the holes at different heights that drew Ashley’s attention.
“As soon as you lock the door, a green light will shine on the other side, letting guests know that the room is occupied. How you interact with whatever is pushed through those holes is up to you – you can always choose not to engage.” Alicia smiled. “Enjoy! Oh, and you should probably take your clothes off.”
Ashley locked the door behind the effervescent woman and took off the jeans and T-shirt, as well as her underwear. She did not have to wait long before the first cock was shoved through one of the holes, right in front of Ashley’s face. It was a nice size, despite its flaccid state. She could not help but feel a certain obligation towards the gentleman on the other side, but Ashley still felt awkward as she grabbed the cock.
At first, she felt exposed, standing naked in the small room, despite no one being able to see her, but the soft skin felt nice in her hand, and she could not help but smile as it hardened. Ashley felt in control for the first time in months; this man’s pleasure was literally in her hands.
It did not take long before she closed her lips around the now erect cock, letting her tongue dance merrily up and down the shaft. Muted moans could be heard from the other side of the wall; Ashley wondered if it was a celebrity, a fan of hers, or maybe just a working man in need of intimacy. She enjoyed not knowing, and her mind started imagining all kinds of people the cock could belong to.
A few minutes later, the man came. It caught Ashley by surprise, and the massive load made her gag and pull back, causing the ejaculate to hit her breasts. Seconds later, the cock was gone, and Ashley was left with semen dripping from her mouth and breasts. At first, she was disgusted, but she soon started laughing – it was oddly liberating.
And she wanted more.
Shortly after, another cock peeked through one of the holes. Ashley attacked it with renewed appetite – it was not a large specimen, but she did not let that affect her performance. While one hand aided her mouth, the other found its way between her legs. Arousal flooded her veins as she fingered herself, and she soon pulled the small stool towards the hole and stood on it, grinding her genitals against the cock, whose owner rewarded her with a rock-hard erection. She teased him, allowed it to peek inside her pussy, only for her to pull away.
This time, the inevitable cum hit her back, and once again, Ashley started laughing. She had not felt this good in ages, even if she could not explain why.
Every time Ashley finished off one cock, another appeared. At one point, she was blowing one while giving a handjob to a second cock through a different hole. She felt powerful and wanted, and every time another man blew his load in her mouth or on her body, she smiled. Being a celebrity meant navigating a sea of lies, deceit, and fakeness, but there was no faking here; in the minutes she interacted with the cocks, she established an intimate, real connection, even if it was just for a moment. It was refreshing. She did not even get mad when one of the cocks peed on her.
When Ashley exited the small room two hours later, she was covered from head to toe in cum and piss. Her hair was matted, and she pitied the staff member who had to clean up the room after her. Alicia was waiting outside in the shower room with a towel and a bottle of shampoo.
“We have it made especially for this,” she said as she handed the shampoo to Ashley. “It’s exceptionally good at cleaning sperm out of hair.” She cocked her head. “Did you enjoy yourself?”
“Very much,” Ashley said, struggling to believe she was having this conversation in such a casual tone. “I hope they did too.”
“I saw countless men with very big grins on their faces leave while you were in there, so I’d say so.” Alicia checked her watch. “I imagine you must be pretty hungry by now. Dinner is being served in the restaurant in thirty minutes. You may want to shower first.”
Ashley snickered. “And what if I don’t?”
“Then it will only be the fifth weirdest thing I’ve seen today.”
Ashley felt invigorated after the glory hole experience, even if it had taken some time to clean herself afterward. She had already begun contemplating how she would spend her evening as she perused the impressive buffet in the restaurant.
After filling her plate, she found a small table in the corner. Ashley could not help but feel a little awkward, sitting by herself. It was obvious that some of the other guests recognized her, judging by their glances, and though Alicia’s assurances about the effectiveness of the signed NDA did calm her somewhat, she constantly felt like someone was watching her. It did not take long before she realized that she was not the only one – she noticed a few other celebrities there and even shared a smile and a nod with the lead singer of a band she had met several times on the road.
A few other guests were sitting alone, but most visitors were couples. Ashley saw several larger groups as well.
Ashley was checking her phone, ignoring the countless messages from people inquiring where she was when she was interrupted.
“Excuse me, do you mind if we sit here?” a whispy voice sounded.
Ashley looked up to see a young couple in their mid-twenties standing with their trays of food.
“Oh, of course!” she said with a polite nod.
“Thank you so much!” the woman said. Her face lit up in a smile. “I’m Emma, this is Scott.” The broad-shouldered man next to her nodded but did not say anything. “Is this your first day here?”
“Yes. It’s … quite a place.”
Emma’s intense, blue eyes shimmered with excitement. “I think it’s amazing! So much stuff, and so many people, to do!” She laughed. It was a loud, bright laugh that caused everyone nearby to smile, Ashley included. “I came here to smoke weed and fuck people, not necessarily in that order, and it has certainly delivered so far.”
“So I assume you’re not here as a form of therapy?” Ashley asked, still smiling from Emma's contagious laughter.
Emma shook her head. “Not really.” I just needed a break from my thesis, financial analysis can get a bit dull.” She raised an eyebrow. “Don’t look so surprised!”
“And you?” Ashley looked at Scott.
He shrugged. “I go where Emma goes. And an island with nothing but people looking to have sex sounded like my kind of place.” Scott was a handsome man, with bulging muscles visible beneath his tight T-shirt, tanned skin, and beautiful, brown eyes. “What brings Ashley Wilson of Powerslide to this place?”
“So you know who I am?” Ashley felt a chill down her spine.
Scott nodded. “Emma listens to your songs from time to time. Don’t worry, we understand the need for privacy if you prefer not to share.”
“It’s alright.” Ashley paused before answering. “I just needed to get away, I guess.”
The conversation was pleasant and relaxed as the three of them ate their dinner, and a bottle of wine was shared between them. Emma did most of the talking; her airy voice, the colorful clothes, and the eyebrow piercing made her come off like an airhead at first glance, but most of the words that came out of her never-resting mouth were intelligent and thoughtful. Scott, who was a personal trainer, kept to making small comments and spent most of the time staring lovingly at Emma.
Ashley was enjoying herself immensely when Emma suddenly became silent and scratched her long, dirty blonde hair. “You know …” She glanced at Scott. “Gosh, how do I even say this …”
Scott smiled and laid a calming hand on Emma’s shoulder. “Ashley, Emma is probably a bigger fan of yours than she is letting on.”
“Scott!” Emma’s pale cheeks became flushed.
Scott ignored her and looked at Ashley. “Have you ever tried being with a couple? As their ‘toy’?”
Ashley did not know it was the pleasant couple’s radiant chemistry or the wine, but she was not offended. “No, never.”
“Would you like to?” Scott was relaxed and confident, a stark contrast to his girlfriend who seemed ready to crawl under the table to escape the situation. “I promise it’ll be an experience you’ll never forget.”
Ashley leaned back in her chair and scratched her neck. Even though she liked Emma and Scott, jumping head-first into a threesome, especially as their ‘plaything’, seemed overwhelming, even though she was still riding the high from sucking a few dozen cocks earlier that day. But she was there to push boundaries, to explore new things, and this certainly qualified.
“I guess I can be your celebrity sex toy for the evening,” she said with a smile, surprised at the words coming out of her mouth.
After a long, pleasant bath, Ashley put on a short, black dress, and applied a light make-up. Her body was a mess of conflicting emotions; excitement, anxiety, arousal, even fear. She was not sexually inexperienced but having a threesome with a couple where she was nothing but a toy for them to use was wilder than anything she had ever done.
She walked slowly down the resort corridors. Alicia had told her that the doors to the hotel rooms were soundproofed, yet Ashley heard several lustful screams. Emma and Scott’s room was on the other side of the main hall, but as soon as Ashley entered the foyer, she froze.
This is too much, she thought and turned around, only to stop again a few steps later. No, you are not one to chicken out. You can do this.
“Ms. Wilson, are you alright?”
Ashley had been walking back and forth for a few minutes, focused on her internal struggle, and had not noticed Alicia walking over. “Alicia! Hi! I … I have a sort of ‘date’ …”
Alicia smiled and ran a hand through her long, auburn hair. “And it’s a bit crazier than what you are used to? It’s very common for guests to have doubts.”
Ashley nodded. “I am to be a toy for a couple.”
“Uh, sounds like fun!” The innocent face lit up – a lustful spark suddenly appeared in the green eyes. “Are they nice?”
“They are.”
“Then look at it this way – what is the worst that can happen? If you’re uncomfortable, you say stop, shake hands, and walk away. No harm done. You will never see them again after this visit, and I’m certain they’ll understand.”
“I guess that’s true.” Ashley was annoyed that she had not seen the simple, obvious angle on the problem herself. “You look nice. Going somewhere?”
Alicia winked. “You’re not the only one with plans. A group of businessmen needs a girl for a huge gangbang. It’ll just be me and eight rowdy stockbrokers.”
“Have fun?” Ashley tried to find a suitable facial expression but eventually gave up.
“Oh, I will! I expect to have every orifice filled for the next few hours. Best way to spend a Monday evening if you ask me!”
Ashley could not help but smile as she saw the young woman half walk, half dance down a nearby corridor while she hummed a happy tune.
“Ashley! You came!” Emma smiled and hugged her idol. “I cannot tell you how nervous I have been, this is like a fantasy come true for me.” She bit her lip as if to stop herself from talking. “Eh … no pressure.”
Emma and Scott were already naked. Scott was calm and nodded politely at Ashley as she entered the room. His tall, well-trained body was impressive, but not as much as the massive cock between his legs. Ashley felt her cheeks blush at the sight.
Emma was considerably less relaxed than her boyfriend, exuding manic, twitchy energy out of sheer excitement. She was no taller than Ashley, and her small, perky breasts fit the thin body.
After a slightly awkward pause, Scott cleared his throat. “Thank you for agreeing to this, Ashley. If at any point you want to stop it all, you just say so. If you are gagged …”
“Gagged?” Ashley interrupted.
“… you just shake your head.” Scott smiled. “Don’t worry. I think you’ll enjoy this immensely, even if your pleasure is not our priority.”
Ashley nodded and took off her dress and underwear, revealing her naked, tattooed body to the young couple. Scott had explained the concept to her earlier. She was to be their toy, to do with as they pleased. Despite her initial reluctance, Ashley had realized that the thought turned her on – relinquishing control sounded liberating.
“Is it okay that I tie your hands?” Scott asked. His voice was deep and controlled, and it soothed some of the jitters Ashley was feeling. “It will be the last question I ask tonight.”
“I guess that is alright.”
Ashley’s body quivered as Scott tied her hands with a length of rope. He had seemingly done it countless times before, and the result was inescapable. Ashley stared at her bound hands. She had tried a pair of fuzzy handcuffs before, but this was a new experience, and she was not yet certain that she liked it, but it did underline her predicament: She was not in charge here.
“Do you like how she looks, my love?” Scott said and grabbed Emma’s ass.
Emma nodded. “It is everything I ever dreamed of.”
The two started kissing. Delicate at first, but soon their tongues were tangled in an erotic display of affection. Ashley felt awkward watching, tied up and naked as she was, but her presence seemed to turn on the couple.
“Lie down, my dear,” Scott told Emma. He then grabbed Ashley by the hair, forcing her head down towards Emma’s feet. “Lick her feet.”
Ashley looked at him with a furrowed brow but saw no reason to protest. She started licking Emma’s small, soft feet, using her tongue to trace the soles and the soft, sensitive skin on the top. Ashley had trouble finding a comfortable way to lie due to her tied hands, but she never stopped licking Emma’s feet and sucking her toes.
While Ashley was busy at one end of the bed, Scott proceeded to lick Emma’s nipples. The young woman’s satisfied moans echoed in the small room, and Ashley had to admit that she found it quite enjoyable. She started getting into it, sucking each of the toes with the same enthusiasm she had mustered earlier that day at the glory holes. She was so focused on her task that she did not notice that Scott had moved.
A surprised gasp escaped Ashley as she felt Scott’s fingers trace the outer lips of her pussy. She was lying on her knees and elbows, her butt raised and perfectly exposed to Scott’s gentle touch. Her body tensed up at the unexpected touch, but it soon calmed as the initial shock waned and gave way to lust.
“Tease her, darling,” Emma moaned, biting her lip as a response to Ashley’s sensual toe sucking.
Scott’s touch was light as a feather. Every time Ashley thought he was going to enter her with his fingers, he moved further down her thighs. It was a masterclass of teasing, a game of cat and mouse, and it was driving her insane.
“Lick your way up to Emma’s pussy,” Scott commanded.
The clear, concise commands triggered something in Ashley, something that she had never noticed before. It was as if a submissive side of her had been awakened, suppressed for years by the rebel rock star. Every time Scott directed her, commanded her, she felt both safe and aroused.
Ashley moved slowly, letting her tongue explore every inch of Emma’s legs as she crawled forward. Scott continued his teasing behind her, and her moans soon joined Emma’s in a beautiful choir of lust. Part of her wanted to tell Scott to slide that magnificent cock inside her wet pussy, but she knew it was not her place. If it happened, it was because Scott wanted it.
When Ashley neared Emma’s inviting pussy, Scott grabbed her long, platinum blonde hair and whispered in her ear: “Lick her pussy like you would want to be licked yourself. Make my lover happy.” His warm breath on her ear was intoxicating, and she could feel his semi-erect cock on her butt.
Ashley leaned in over her bound hands and started slowly licking the outer walls of Emma’s vagina. It smelled of lavender, and her delicate landing strip tickled Ashley’s nose. It was an intimate meeting between women, a first for Ashley, and she found it immensely satisfying to hear the whispy moans and feel Emma’s soft hands in her hair.
Ashley could not help but groan when Scott removed his magic hands from her thirsting pussy. He got onto the bed and sat astride Emma’s upper torso, gently sliding his massive cock into his girlfriend’s mouth.
I am but a toy, a tool for them to use. The thought made Ashley even hornier than she already was. Being a celebrity meant nothing here. Her tongue entered Emma’s pussy, exploring the entrance. The moans were muted by Scott’s cock, but it was obvious that Emma was edging hard at this point.
Emma’s hand grabbed hold of Ashley’s hair and pushed the rock star’s face deep into the wet pussy. The young girl screamed into her boyfriend’s cock as the orgasm shook her body. Ashley struggled to breathe as she kept licking, but she did not want to interrupt.
“God, YES!” Emma yelled when Scott pulled his cock out of her mouth. She was out of breath, her face glowing, her chest flushed.
Scott laid next to Emma, and the couple kissed for several minutes. Ashley was still lying between Emma’s legs, observing the two. She envied their connection, their passion, but felt lucky to be involved, even as a submissive.
“Our little toy did well, darling,” Emma said and stroked Ashley’s hair. “Can we play with her a bit?”
“You read my mind.”
They both got up and each grabbed one of Ashley’s arms, pulling her up towards the bed’s headboard. Scott tied Ashley’s hands to one of the many anchor points, leaving her helpless to resist the whims of the charismatic couple.
“She looks thirsty,” Emma said and bit the tip of her thumb with a playful smile. “We can’t have that.”
Scott propped up Ashley’s head and held her mouth open while Emma poured two large glasses of water down Ashley’s throat.
“Emma gets turned on by people pissing themselves,” Scott whispered.
Do they want me to piss myself? Ashley felt uncomfortable with the new development, but she was aroused by being tied to the bed, feeling Scott’s warm body next to her, and she did not want to ruin the mood.
“Allow me to show my appreciation for your performance so far,” Emma said and disappeared between Ashley’s legs.
The tender kisses on her inner thigh made Ashley moan. Scott picked her panties off of the floor and forced them inside Ashley’s mouth. He did it slowly, sensually, and his cock rubbed against her hip the whole time. Scott’s hands moved downward and started touching Ashley’s breast. It was delicate at first as if her breasts were made of glass and he was afraid to break them, but the strong hands soon started grabbing them harder. At the same time, Emma’s kisses turned into long, wet licks from the taint to the clit. Ashley moaned, biting down on her panties as she pulled at the ropes holding her.
She could not speak up.
She could not escape.
She never wanted it to stop.
Scott sat on her stomach and started using both hands to play with Ashley’s breasts. He pinched the nipples, flicked them, caressed them, while his long cock rested between the two breasts. But even though he did not rest his full weight on her stomach, Ashley could feel the pressure on her full bladder.
Emma continued to lick Ashley’s clit while her fingers started playing with Ashley’s asshole. The other hand inserted three fingers into her pussy.
“Fuck me, Scott. I think she is getting close,” Emma said, taking a short break from her enthusiastic licking.
Ashley looked at the spectacle between her legs. Emma’s dirty blonde hair moved as she brought Ashley ever closer to climax, while Scott inserted his cock into his girlfriend, fucking her from behind. He looked powerful, his toned muscles glistening with sweat.
Oh God, I think I’m going to wet myself! Ashley started groaning in an attempt to signal the couple. She was so close – she did not want to ruin it all by peeing in Emma’s face.
Scott just smiled. “Go ahead, little toy.”
No! He can’t be serious! I have to hold it in!
As she edged ever closer, Ashley struggled to keep her bladder in check, but as Emma intensified her licking, applying even more pressure to Ashley’s clit while the fingers inside Hailey kept prodding at the bladder, it all finally exploded.
“MMMHMMMMM!” It was as if Ashley’s entire body emptied for a second, only to be filled a moment later by pure, distilled pleasure. As she climaxed, the ropes dug into her wrists, and her bladder relieved itself all over Emma’s face and hair. The relief mixed with the earth-shattering orgasm and flooded Ashley’s brain with endorphins. The humiliation and shame of having wet herself was a distant whisper in her chaotic mind.
Emma wiped her hand over her face before licking it. “I can’t believe I got pissed on by Ashley Wilson.” She smiled. “That is so fucking hot.”
“She seemed to enjoy that,” Scott said and pulled his cock out of Emma. He kept stroking it while he looked at Ashley. “I think you should call room service, my love.”
“A great idea!” Emma wiped her hair with a nearby towel and danced towards the telephone on the bedside table. “Reception? Yes, this is room 69. We’d like number 3 on the menu. Two minutes? Perfect!”
Ashley was exhausted, but she could tell that her night was only just beginning.
The doorbell rang soon after. Scott had released Ashley’s hands from the headboard, but she remained tied. He took the gag out of her mouth and presented his cock to her while Emma opened the door.
“Suck it. I can tell that you want to.”
She truly did. Ashley’s bound hands grabbed hold of the massive cock as her lips closed around it. Out of the corner of her eye, she could see Emma carry a tray and put it on a table in the far corner of the room.
Ashley felt Scott’s cock expand in her mouth and enjoyed the feel of his soft skin on her tongue, as well as the pleased, muted moans.
“Turn around, get on all fours.” Scott’s voice was soothing but authoritative.
Finally! Despite her recent orgasm, Ashley still craved to feel Scott inside her, and she gasped as the massive, drool-soaked cock entered her pussy. He filled her to the brim; it was by far the largest she had ever experienced, and all traces of tiredness or exhaustion vanished instantly.
“That looks like fun,” Emma said. “Mind if I join you, darling?”
“The more, the merrier.”
Before Ashley could even register what was happening, Emma was kneeling in front of her on the bed, brandishing a large, purple strap-on; it seemed that ‘number 3’ was not a late-night snack. The taste of rubber soon landed on Ashley’s tongue as Emma started fucking her mouth.
This should be humiliating, Ashley thought. Being tied and double-teamed by a young couple had never been on her bucket list. But it feels amazing!
The couple fucked her for a while. Ashley deep-throated the rubber strap-on to the best of her ability while Scott’s powerful thrusts increased in pace and force. It was a fantastic experience, one that Ashley hoped would never stop, and she was surprised when Scott pulled out of her.
“Turn around.”
Ashley obliged, and she soon stared at Scott’s engorged cock again. Behind her, she heard what sounded like a bottle being opened.
“I think it is time to ramp this up a bit,” Scott said with a wry smile. “First, I will give you a taste of what you did to Emma earlier. Open your mouth.” He pointed his cock at Ashley’s face and released a stream of piss.
Ashley gagged as the piss filled her mouth and hit her face and hair. A small part of her was angry, humiliated, and disgusted, but that rational part of her brain had long since lost its power. The submissive side of her relished the degradation, and when Scott soon after rammed his cock down her throat, she sucked it with glee. Seconds later, she felt the tip of Emma’s rubber strap-on, heavily lubed, peek inside her asshole – testing at first, but it did not take long before most of the large dildo was fucking her ass.
Moaning, groaning, and cheering soon filled the hotel room.
Ashley stared at the ceiling. She kept replaying the events of the intense night in her head; it all seemed so surreal, and the smile refused to leave her lips. She was covered in piss, lube, drool, and semen, yet she had never felt more alive. On her right side, Emma was lying on her side with her head on Ashley’s shoulder, her hand resting on Ashley’s chest. On the other side, Scott lay in the same position, snoring, his hand also lying on Hailey’s chest, holding Emma’s.
This trip was the best idea ever. The first day had been a roaring success, and she still had three more to go. Ashley knew something had changed inside her. A new path had been opened, and she could not wait to explore what awaited her.
But first, she needed a shower.



Sexual Deviant Imprisoned
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There were hardly any people in the large courtroom. There was no lawyer, no audience, and the aging judge looked like he had been interrupted in the middle of his lunch break and was still wiping ketchup off his chin when he sat down.
What the hell is happening? Heather thought. She wanted to ask someone, but the huge ballgag filling her mouth made it impossible. Standing in front of the judge, she felt exposed and vulnerable. Heather had barely stepped out of the mental health Institute where she worked before the police had grabbed her and dragged her into their car, and she still wore her tight, short nurse uniform, complete with white suspender stockings and high heels.
The judge yawned and eyed Heather up and down. “Can we move this along? I assume this is a standard case of deviancy?” His lustful gaze rested on Heather’s generous bosom, barely contained by the uniform.
“It is, Your Honor,” a voice sounded behind Heather.
That voice … Elisa? Heather’s eyes widened as her best friend came into view. Elisa sent her a superior smirk and adjusted the elegant pantsuit before turning toward the judge.
“Your Honor, I will prove that the defendant is a sexual deviant and should be isolated from society, based on the new laws for the betterment of societal harmony.”
Heather could not believe what she was hearing. Elisa was an experienced prosecutor, but Heather had never expected to be the accused in one of her friend’s cases. The laws were fairly new and draconic; any person suspected of sexual deviancy could be arrested and put on trial right away, with no right to a proper defense. Heather wanted to speak, but only a muffled sound escaped the gag, and the handcuffs prevented her from removing the gag. The cuffs were locked to a wide leather belt around her waist, and a tight pair of leg cuffs were digging into her ankles.
I’ve done nothing wrong, Heather thought, she can’t possibly …
Heather stared as Elisa pointed a remote at a huge TV screen on the wall.
“The deviant walked through the city, exposing herself to random men, begging for them to fuck her,” Elisa said as a shaky video started playing. Heather recognized herself; the red dress, the black pumps, the long, blonde hair, but she did not remember any of it.
“You! Please fuck me! I’m a dirty slut and need a huge cock inside me!” the woman in the video shouted in the middle of the street.
I did that?
The judge looked at Heather with a judgmental stare. “A serious case. Did she succeed?”
Elisa smirked. “I’d say so.”
She pressed the remote. Heather shrieked as a picture of herself, naked and covered in cum, appeared on the screen. Wait … that’s Elisa’s apartment. I woke up there a few weeks ago after our night out! She drugged me! The realization hit her like a punch in the gut. She clenched her fists and glared at her friend, but there was nothing she could do; people suspected of deviancy were not allowed to talk.
The judge seemed momentarily distracted by the picture before clearing his throat and banging his gavel. “I’ve seen enough. Heather Bell, I sentence you to seven years of incarceration at the Deviant Rehabilitation Institute. The professionals there will help you control your rampant sex addiction. No chance of parole. God have mercy on your wicked soul.”
Strong hands grabbed Heather’s arms and escorted her out of the courtroom.
Not even an hour later, Heather was dragged out of the police car in front of the intimidating, concrete building that housed The Institute. Her mind was still struggling to comprehend what was happening. A few hours ago, she had looked forward to a quiet night at home with her boyfriend, and now she was facing years in a dreary cell.
A young woman stepped out of the heavy doors to the Institute. She wore the same uniform as Heather, and she kept her auburn hair in a tight ponytail.
“What the …” she said, stopping in her tracks. “Heather? You’re the new arrival?”
Heather groaned through her gag.
The cop sighed. “The deviant has been given a seven-year sentence. Can we hand her over to you for processing?”
The young woman blinked a few times before nodding and smiling. “Of course. I’ll take her from here.” She grabbed hold of Heather’s arm and pulled the chained captive into the dark depths of the Institute.
“I never pegged you for a deviant, Heather,” the woman whispered as they walked down the halls. “They usually do comprehensive background checks before hiring people here, but I guess you slipped through the cracks.”
Heather tried to speak, but she only succeeded in creating a long strand of drool that landed on her breast. She could not believe that she was going to be incarcerated at her place of work and even be processed by her coworker Alice. Just take the gag off, Alice. Let me explain. She sent her friend a pleading stare, but Alice shook her head.
“You know the rules, Heather. The gag doesn’t come off. Can’t have you spreading your filthy thoughts.” There was a sadistic timbre in Alice’s voice that unsettled Heather. Part of the woman she had perceived as a friend was enjoying the new roles. “You’ll be processed and assigned a cell. This way.”
Heather rolled her eyes. She knew the process and the rules; she had worked there for years. The job was wonderful, but being on the receiving end of the cruelty that took place at the Institute was not a nice prospect, and Heather felt like she could cry as Alice pushed her into a small room. The walls were bare concrete, and the room contained nothing but a steel table and two steel chairs.
“Please sit, Miss,” Alice said, not attempting to hide the sarcasm in her voice.
Heather groaned as she hobbled toward the chair and sat down. The handcuffs were tight and hurt her wrists, but she knew that it would only get worse from there. Alice unlocked her handcuffs from the waist belt and locked them back on behind the chair, forcing Heather’s hands behind her back, pushing her chest forward. The motion made one of the top buttons on her nurse’s uniform pop off and fly through the room.
This is humiliating, she thought. The worst part was the drooling; the gag was large, and she had no way to stop it.
Alice sat down across from Heather and folded her hands on the table. “Welcome to the Deviant Rehabilitation Institute. Our task is to help you deal with your sexual addiction and deviance.” She smiled. “You will be restrained and gagged at all times when not in your room. You will not address the staff unless spoken to. The staff can choose to keep you restrained while in your room. To keep you from giving in to your horrible yearnings, you will be wearing this.”
Heather had dreaded this part, and she felt tears come to her eyes as Alice held up the steel chastity belt that all women staying at the Institute wore. Heather was released from the chair, still cuffed behind her back, and bent over the table. Alice removed the leather belt around her waist. Heather squirmed as her panties were pulled down and her dress lifted, exposing her pussy to the chill air in the depressing room.
“Mmmmmph …” she pleaded, but it was of no use. She shivered as Alice inserted the large steel dildo into Heather’s vulnerable pussy and locked the chastity belt around her waist before closing it between her legs, keeping the large dildo in place. Every movement made it rub against the sides of her pussy, and she hated the sensation. It was invasive and humiliating.
“This device will help you control your urges,” Alice said and pressed a button on a small remote. The dildo whirred to life inside Heather, sending an involuntary jolt of intense pleasure through her body. “It will keep you on edge, but it will never grant you release. This way, you will get better at controlling your lust.”
Is this what I’ve been doing to women for the past three years? Heather thought to herself. She had believed in the method, in the system, but she felt violated and betrayed. The image of a smiling Elisa watching her being dragged from the courthouse in chains was burned into her mind.
She wanted revenge. But how?
Heather’s nurse uniform, stockings, and heels were removed and replaced with pink, loose-fitting scrubs. Alice seemed almost giddy as she locked the handcuffs back onto Heather’s wrists.
“Time for you to see your new home for the next seven years,” she said with a grin and grabbed Heather by the arm.
They walked through the white, barren corridors in silence. The humiliation deepened with every step; familiar faces, staff and patients alike, stared at her with a mix of surprise and condemnation. The ankle cuffs dug into her skin, hurting more and more, and the trail of drool left on the floor behind her only made it all worse.
I don’t deserve this, she thought as she tried to ignore the huge dildo inside her that moved as she walked. She did not want to give in to the building pleasure and arousal it caused, but her defenses started to falter, and when they finally reached her room, she was ready to burst.
“Enjoy your stay,” Alice said as she opened the heavy steel door. She removed the restraints and the ballgag before pushing Heather inside and locking the door behind her.
“Alice, I …” Heather tried, but Alice was already gone. With a sigh, Heather massaged her sore jaw and stared for a moment at the deep red grooves on her wrists where the handcuffs had been. She had been in the patient rooms countless times, but now that she could not escape, it felt smaller and more oppressive.
It's not a room, it’s a cell, she thought and walked up to the steel-barred window. She had a view of the lush, green gardens outside, where shackled women and men walked around gagged and miserable, watched over by the vigilant staff. Heather’s new home contained a bed, a chair, and a small table, as well as a tiny bathroom with a sink, toilet, and shower. She laid down on the bed and stared at the ceiling, trying to ignore the dildo moving inside her, but she eventually gave in and tried to squeeze a finger under the chastity belt to rub her clit.
“Fuck …” she whispered to herself. It was impossible. The cold steel device was a tight fit, and after a few minutes, she had to give up, even though the lust persisted. Her thoughts inevitably turned to her boyfriend William. They had been together for years and had been talking about marriage; how would he react to the news? He had connections at the Institute, but not enough pull to get her out.
“You’re in big trouble, Heather,” she sighed. After an awkward visit to the toilet, she fell into a restless sleep.
The next morning, Heather was woken by the sound of a metal plate sliding in through a small slit at the bottom of the door.
“Morning walk in ten minutes, deviant,” a gruff voice sounded. Heather recognized it as Brock, the broad-shouldered orderly.
Great … Heather knew that Brock was a stern believer in the deviancy laws, and often treated the patients harshly. She ate the meager meal with a sigh and waited for his return.
“Put this on,” the voice sounded ten minutes later. A huge ballgag, larger than the one from the day before, appeared from a small hatch in the cell door, held by a large, strong hand.
Heather stared at the gag. “Brock, that is too large, I can’t …”
“Don’t talk back, deviant!” The voice was harsh and cruel. “You’ll be punished for that.”
Heather bit her tongue and took the gag. She could barely fit it in her mouth, and she felt like crying as she tightened the straps. She knew that he was watching through the spyhole, and the moment the last buckle had been closed, the door opened.
“Hands against the wall,” he said.
Heather hesitated; it felt wrong.
Brock’s eyes became narrow slits in the rugged face. “You should be familiar with how it works here. Good thing I brought a few extra restraints to help you remember.” He pointed at the wall. “Now, do as I say.”
Heather squealed as the vibrator inside her came to life on its highest setting. It was as if it expanded inside her, tearing at her pussy, and the torrents of lust that resulted overwhelmed her. Brock seized the opportunity to lock a set of wide, heavy shackles around her wrists and ankles, connected by a large chain. A brutal steel collar was placed around her neck as the final insult, and the orderly locked a chain to the collar before dragging her out of the room like a disobedient pet. If anything, the new restraints were even more painful than the ones she had worn the day before, and when the two came outside, she was already exhausted. Her jaw hurt, and she wanted nothing more than to return to her room and be left alone. Every time she fell behind on the walk, Brock triggered the vibrator, and before long, Heather was a dribbling mess, bursting with pleasure and lust that she had no way of relieving.
This is not treatment. This is torture.
At least, that was how she viewed it at first.
“Get in there,” Brock said an hour later when they returned to Heather’s room. He removed the gag and pushed her inside. “I think I’ll leave the restraints on for a while.” He smiled, but there was no joy in the small eyes, only cruelty. “Just to teach you a lesson.”
Heather stared in disbelief as the door closed. The prospect of spending hours in heavy restraints should terrify her, but for some reason, it did not. An hour of constant stimulation had turned the restraints from a burden and a nuisance into an arousing addition. The steel weighed on her, reminded her of her predicament, but it only added to her desire. The tight collar restricted her breathing, but she still felt a surge of lust as her trembling fingers ran across the smooth steel, and she spent a few minutes just staring at her reflection in the mirror.
“Maybe you’re a bit of a deviant, Heather,” she said to the beautiful blonde in the mirror with a secretive smile. The lack of relief still frustrated her, but she no longer wanted to be rid of the building arousal. Her mind still turned to her boyfriend, but it was no longer worries about his reaction to her incarceration that concerned her; it was his huge cock that haunted her dreams and her waking hours. She wanted him. Badly.
***
A few months later, Heather had settled into a sort of routine. The restraints and gags no longer upset her, and she found herself challenging the staff at times to make them leave her chained up in her room. The food was not too bad, walking in heavy restraints was effective exercise, and she had access to reading material during the long hours in her cell. She had always said she wanted to read more, and now, she had the time.
But it was not all positive. Despite her new-found love of being restrained, it was a lonely existence. A few weeks into her incarceration, William had sent her a letter in which he broke up with her due to her deviancy. He was a rising star on the local political scene, and though Heather understood his reasons, she was heartbroken and frustrated that she never got the chance to explain herself. She missed him, especially when the guards turned off the lights at night, and she was left alone in the dark with her thoughts and a huge dildo inside her.
It was not a pleasant life. And Heather was well aware that seven years of monotony and constant edging would drive her insane.
She sat in her room, staring at the summer sky through the bars while she massaged her nipples to ignite a trickle of desire that she hoped would distract her from her darker thoughts when someone knocked on the door.
“Bell! You have a visitor!”
Heather had no idea who it could be. She had been disowned by both friends and family after her sentence, and no one had come to visit her. She strapped the ballgag on, feeling the familiar sensation of the red ball resting on her tongue before putting her hands against the wall. An orderly entered and cuffed her hands behind her back. She felt a small surge of lust as the cold, sharp steel slapped shut around her wrists, and she could not resist touching the smooth metal while he locked on the legcuffs. A medium-sized steel collar was locked around Heather’s neck. Soon, the sound of rattling chains echoed in the hallways as Heather walked toward the wing where patients could receive visitors. She envied the ones who received conjugal visits; they were allowed a few times a year, and it was the only way for inmates to get any sort of relief from the chastity belts.
Who could it be? She felt a mix of excitement and anxiety as the door opened, but it was soon replaced by a confusing mix of guilt and relief when she saw William sitting behind the table. God, he looks good!
It felt surreal. For the first time in months, Heather felt embarrassed to be chained, and she could not discern how William felt about it as his narrow eyes followed her across the room. The orderly placed her cuffed hands behind the backrest of the steel chair before attaching a chain to her legcuffs, pulling them under the chair, locking the other end of the chain to the cuffs. This forced Heather’s legs to spread as her knees were pulled to the side, and her chest thrust forward as her back arched. It felt nice. Intoxicating. Sitting on the chair caused the dildo to push even deeper inside her, and the sight of her handsome ex sitting in front of her only added to her arousal. The orderly placed the keys on the table in front of William and left the room.
“Hello, Heather,” William said, folding his hands on the table. His face was grim and cold.
“Hmmmph …” Heather replied, causing her to dribble due to the gag. She wanted to speak. She wanted to explain. If she still had William, the years would be more manageable. It would …
“I’ve come because I wanted to tell you this face to face,” he said. His voice quivered, and he struggled to retain eye contact. “When you were … sentenced, I was livid. Heartbroken. I … I felt lonely. Luckily, Elisa was there to comfort me.”
Heather felt an unpleasant knot form in her stomach.
“We’re engaged. I didn’t want you to hear it from anyone else.”
Fuck her! This was her plan? She was jealous of us? Heather struggled against her bonds and screamed into her gag, but no intelligible sounds came out.
William leaned back in the chair, seemingly intimidated by Heather’s frustration. “I’m sorry. It makes it easier that you’re not able to talk.” He got up and started walking toward the door.
“WILMMPH!” Heather cried, sending more and more drool onto her scrubs and the floor. The cuffs dug into her tender flesh, and tears streamed down her cheeks.
William paused with his hand on the door handle.
He turned toward her.
“No. I can’t leave without letting you speak your mind.” He walked back and removed the ballgag from Heather before sitting down. “Get it out of your system, Heather. I understand.”
Heather tried to calm herself. “No, you don’t.” She had not spoken to another person in months, and she found the words oddly hard to find. “William, I … I didn’t do those things.” She paused. “At least … I don’t remember doing them. Elisa drugged me.”
William raised an eyebrow. “Heather, don’t start …”
Heather shook her head. “You know me, William. I’d never behave like that. I’m not a deviant …” A resigned smirk appeared on her lips. “At least, I wasn’t …”
“What do you mean?”
Heather shrugged. “Let’s just say that being constantly stimulated by a dildo inside my pussy and the presence of handcuffs and other restraints has awakened something in me, but that’s not the point.” She held his gaze, stared into his soul. “Can’t you see? Elisa wanted to break us up, to get rid of me, so she could have you all to herself.”
William was silent. He rubbed the stubble on his broad chin as he pondered the accusations.
“Please, William. Even if you no longer want me, I need someone to know the truth.”
He sighed. “It would explain a few things.” He looked at her and smiled. “I’m sorry I never came to visit. I never allowed you to explain your side of the story.”
“You’re here now.”
“I am.” He bit his lower lip. “And I have to admit that you look great in chains.”
“Oh, you like this?” Heather pushed her chest forward and rattled her chains. “So do I.”
William stepped closer. Heather could smell his cologne. “I … I shouldn’t,” he said and shook his head.
“But you want to.”
“I do.” He scratched the back of his neck, and though he seemed torn, he eventually managed to quell the rational part of his mind. He took the keys from the table and removed the chain connecting Heather’s restraints. Her body shivered at the prospect of feeling his touch.
“Let me remove those cuffs,” he said.
Heather shook her head. “Don’t.”
“Are you sure?”
“We both like it this way, don’t we?”
“Sure, but what are you going to do with your hands behind your …” He smiled as Heather knelt in front of him.
William had barely unbuckled his belt and revealed his cock before Heather had closed her lips around it. He was already partially erect from just being near her, and he soon hardened further as Heather’s tongue danced up and down his shaft. The chains rattled as she moved her head back and forth, and she could feel herself getting turned on by blowing her husband while cuffed.
Heather enjoyed the feel of William’s smooth-skinned cock on her tongue. She looked up at him with submissive eyes and found great joy in seeing the satisfied grin on his face – it made her feel desired, wanted, and appreciated for the first time in months. She could feel the muscles in his body tighten as he started edging after a while. He filled her mouth with his cock, and she awaited his ejaculation – but it did not come.
Instead, William pulled out and smiled. “Not yet.” He pulled Heather to her feet and slid his hand under her shirt, gently pinching her nipples.
“You tease,” she said between muted moans. “I want you, Will.”
“I want you too.”
Heather bit her lip and sighed. “But … the belt.”
“I’m still listed as your main contact.” He shook the bundle of keys in front of her face. “One of these unlocks the belt.”
“You had the key the whole time, you jerk?” Heather pouted. She could barely contain herself as she watched him unlock the belt and gently slide the drenched dildo out of her. He unlocked her cuffs and locked them back on in front before lifting her onto the table and laying her down on her back.
“You’re not going anywhere,” he said, positioning himself between her legs.
“I don’t want to.” Heather bit her lower lip as she felt the warmth from his body. She raised her hands over her head, listening to the steel cuffs clatter against the table.
He allowed his hands to explore every part of her upper body, teasingly tickling the sensitive skin under her arms, causing Heather to shudder, and tracing the outside of her areolas. At first, he was gentle, using a light touch on her delicate breasts, but he soon started fondling them, massaging them with more pressure. Heather let out a gasping moan as he pinched both nipples at the same time.
Heather kept moving her restraints just to feel the metal and hear the sound of the chains. The collar weighed on her neck, a constant presence, and she loved it. William entered her as he had done countless times before, but it felt different.
She was wetter.
He was harder.
He filled her to the brim. He felt bigger than ever, and after months of constant stimulation and edging, every slight movement was like an explosion inside her. The table creaked as his thrusts increased in force, and after coming inside her, he graciously licked her to a loud, fulfilling climax. The depressing room seemed to melt away around them as the orgasm ravaged Heather’s body, and it took several minutes before the stupid grin on her face evaporated and allowed the bleak reality to set in.
“What’s next?” she said and frowned as watched William push the dildo back inside her. Her pussy was still sore and sensitive after being fucked hard.
“I’m not sure.” William carefully locked the cold steel chastity belt around Heather’s waist. “I need to investigate a few things. You’ll have to be patient.”
Heather groaned. “You know where to find me.”
He kissed her and stroked her cheek. “I’m sorry about all this. I’ll make it right.” William grabbed the ballgag and smiled. “Any final words?”
“I want her to pay for this.”
***
Weeks passed. The memory of William’s cock inside her helped keep Heather warm during the lonely nights, but as time passed, she started to wonder if he had forgotten about her. Maybe Elisa had shown him the pictures and videos and managed to convince him that Heather was lying and deserved to stay locked up. The dark thoughts enveloped her at times, and as the lust and desire inside her started to build again from the constant edging, so did the pessimism. The cuffs no longer felt as good, and the gags seemed uncomfortably large in her mouth.
Heather had all but given up until she was walking through the garden one day. The orderly had wanted to torment her; she had never been restrained like this, and she was struggling to walk. A wide steel collar hid her neck, making every breath a chore, and she could barely open her mouth wide enough to contain the enormous ballgag, that was kept in place by multiple straps. Her wide steel shackles were connected by a steel rod instead of a chain, and a similar device clamped her elbows together, ensuring that she could not move her arms.
Fuck you, Ricky, she thought and glared at the orderly dragging her by the collar chain. Every step caused her pain as the heavy ankle restraints dug into her skin, and her white shirt was practically see-through from the drool, showing off her perky nipples through the fabric. The vibrator buzzed away inside her without pause, and Ricky the Orderly grinned with sadistic glee as they walked toward the main building.
William? A warm sensation spread in Heather’s body when she saw her ex walking toward them with a big smile on his face.
“Mr. Grover?” Ricky said hesitantly. Most of the employees at the Institute knew William, both as Heather’s former boyfriend and as a pillar of the community. “What’re you doing here?”
“I’m here to take Heather Bell on her yearly day out of the Institute,” William said and showed Ricky a formal-looking paper. He winked at Heather as the orderly spelled his way through the complex wording.
“It looks … fine.” Ricky glanced at Heather. “Do you want me to unlock her restraints?”
William rubbed his chin and pondered the question for a bit. “You know … I think we’ll leave it on. All of it.”
Heather rolled her eyes, but she had to admit that the brutal restraints suddenly felt far more titillating than before.
“Just give me the keys … and the remote.” William held out his hand. “She’ll be back before you turn off the lights.”
Heather struggled to get into the passenger seat of the large, black SUV, and she glared at William when he laughed at her attempt.
“Don’t look at me like that,” he said with a smile. “At least it’s a short drive.”
Soon, they were driving on the familiar roads that Heather had traveled to and from work countless times. She looked at William, tried to discern what he had in mind, but he was quiet for the first stretch of the trip.
“No, I’m not going to remove the gag,” he said when he noticed her inquisitive stare. “Or the restraints. We’re going to our … my home.” He scratched his arm and avoided her gaze. “Elisa is there … we’ve … lived together for a while. Before I knew what had happened.”
Heather should have been angry, but it was not a big surprise.
“It hasn’t been easy since you told me the truth. I’ve managed to avoid being physical with her, but I needed time to get all the paperwork for your furlough.” He sighed. “It’ll be interesting to see how she reacts to seeing you again.”
She’ll be there? This was not what Heather had in mind. She clenched her fists in anger at the thought of seeing Elisa.
William looked at her with a devious smile. “Angry, are we? A shame that you’re shackled.” He lifted the remote and waggled it in front of Heather’s face. “Let’s see if I can’t get your mind off it all for a bit.”
Heather cried out when the vibrator inside her started going faster and faster. The orderlies at the Institute were masters at stopping just short of orgasm every time, but William had no such intention. He laughed as he watched Heather go cross-eyed from pure lust, and her entire body shook from the intense sensation. Her neck muscles strained against the steel collar, and when she finally came, her body shook so violently that her elbow restraints made a huge dent in the car door’s wood paneling.
Wow, that was … wait … why isn’t he turning it off?
Heather stared at William as massive discomfort replaced the pleasure.
“I’m liking this,” he said with a grin. “Being in control. If I ever get you out of that place, we need to discuss our dynamic, I think.” He turned it off and blew a frustrated, but aroused, Heather a kiss.
Maybe we do, she thought. The idea was not an unpleasant one.
“What the FUCK is this?” Elisa yelled when she came to see what the noise coming from Heather’s chains was. She wore a smart, short dress and heels, likely the day’s work outfit, and an unflattering redness starting to spread on her neck and cleavage at the sight of her old friend.
William, who moments earlier had come off self-assured and cocky in the car, stared at the floor. “I’m sorry, honey, but … the Institute contacted me and said I was the only one listed as Heather’s contact. If I didn’t take her for her one-day furlough, no one would.”
“And you didn’t think to discuss it with me?” Elisa crossed her arms and tried to ignore Heather’s hateful gaze.
William sighed. “It had to be this weekend, otherwise, she’d have to wait a full year. I know she’s a deviant, a criminal, but I didn’t have the heart to refuse.” He dragged Heather into the living room and locked her collar chain to a radiator. “She’ll be chained and gagged the whole time, just try to ignore her.” William checked his watch. “Shit, I forgot – I have an important call to make, it’ll take ten minutes or so.” He smiled at Elisa. “As I said, just ignore her. She’ll only be here for a few hours.”
Heather watched William leave before turning toward Elisa, who did not seem to know how to react to it all. Heather was tempted to lunge at the prosecutor, but the chain was short, and she was too restricted. This woman had moved into her home, stolen her boyfriend. And changed the furniture? That bitch!
“So … here you are,” Elisa said after pacing back and forth for a while. There was a slight tremble in her voice. “I had hoped never to see you again.”
“Mmmmph …”
“Yeah, yeah, I get why you’re angry,” Elisa said in a dismissive tone. “But you never deserved William. A man like him shouldn’t be with a fucking nurse. We’re a good couple, him and I.” She walked up to Heather and let her soft fingers run through Heather’s long, blonde hair. “You’re pretty, I’ll give you that, but I’ll make him happier than you ever did.”
Heather struggled to stay calm. She wanted to headbutt the beautiful woman in front of her.
“Now you’re just a prisoner, hidden away from a society that has rejected you.” Elisa yanked the collar chain and pulled Heather closer. “This is the power I wield. Drugging you, enticing you to do things you’d never have thought to do otherwise. Using my power to get you thrown away. You think it’ll just be seven years? Unless you agree to leave the country when you get out, I’ll have you tossed back inside for life before you take a single breath of freedom.”
Got ya.
“That sounds like a gross misuse of power, among other crimes.” William walked into the room with a grim, determined expression on his face. “You’ll pay for this, Elisa.”
The blood left Elisa’s face. “What? What do you mean?” Her voice feigned innocence, but her eyes frantically jumped between Heather and William.
William held up a recording device. “This should be enough evidence to exonerate Heather.” He smiled. “And to put you away for life.”
***
Heather adjusted the nurse outfit and looked in the mirror. A smiling, attractive woman looked back at her, and she blew the woman a kiss before stepping out into the busy hallways of the Institute. She had been back at work for a few months now, and it felt good. She had a better understanding of what the patients were going through; she knew now that it was all a sham, a cruel punishment dreamed up by horny politicians, but she could not deny that watching shackled, gagged people hobbling around all day was a major turn-on.
“Heather?”
She turned toward Ricky, the orderly. “Yes?”
Most of the orderlies had trouble keeping eye contact with her now, knowing how they had treated her during her incarceration, but Heather found the awkwardness empowering. “The deviant is ready, as you asked. Room 408.”
She smiled. “Thanks, Ricky.”
The sound of Heather’s tall heels echoed in the hallways as she approached room 408. She had longed for this day ever since her release. Before she entered, after making sure that no one was watching, she stopped for a second to let a finger slide up under her short skirt. The feel of cold steel enticed her, and she could not help but push against the chastity belt for a bit to cause the massive dildo inside her to move. No one knew that she wore it, and William had the only key.
She embraced the gentle surge of pleasure and smiled. This will be fun.
“Hi Elisa,” Heather said when she entered the tiny room.
A terrified Elisa stared wide-eyed at her old friend. Once, she had been a beacon of immaculate beauty, but a few months in jail had taken its toll.
“You didn’t expect to end up here, did you?” Heather smiled and sat down. She allowed herself a moment to soak in the sight of a broken Elisa. The slender body was naked, except for the chastity belt. Her hands were cuffed behind her back to the chair, and Ricky had made sure to add a few feet of chain across the lovely breasts to ensure that Elisa could not move. The chains made her breasts look even bigger than they already were. Her mouth had been stuffed with a piece of cloth, and a few pieces of tape kept it in place.
“Mmmph?” Elisa’s words were muffled, her eyes watery and pleading.
“Prison was too good for you. William used his contacts and made a few statements about the deviant nature of your desires.” Heather inspected her nails. She felt vindicated and justified, and there was no trace of sympathy for the miserable woman in front of her. “Your sentence has been changed. You’ll spend the rest of your life here at the Institute.”
Elisa started crying, shaking her head.
“It’s true. And I get to do whatever I want with you.” Heather turned the vibrator inside Elisa’s pussy to the max setting and watched the woman squirm. “I threw out all your stuff, by the way.” She leaned in over the table. “I fuck him every night, you know. Dirty, filthy, deviant sex. I love bondage sex now, and he obliges my desires. He fucks me hard, Elisa, harder than ever.” She looked at the ring on her finger. “Oh, and we’re married now, by the way.”
Heather grabbed hold of Elisa’s chained breasts and pinched them hard. A shriek of surprise and pain escaped the prisoner. “I’ll make you feel lust on a level that you never thought possible,” Heather said and got up from the chair. “But I’ll not grant you release.”
Heather turned down the intensity of the vibrator before leaning in over the shivering Elisa. Heather grabbed Elisa’s long, soft hair and pulled her in for a kiss. It was not a kiss meant to arouse or entice, it was a statement of power. Heather’s soft lips touched the smooth tape before yanking Elisa’s head back and kissing the part of her neck not covered by the wide steel collar.
“Mmmmm …” Elisa’s pitiful sounds were a mix of moans and whimpers. She wanted Heather to stop, but there was nothing she could do.
Heather moved her head further down, using her mouth to create a vacuum around Elisa’s nipple, sucking it into her mouth. The moaning increased and Elisa’s breathing became heavier. Heather felt powerful and godlike, in control of another woman’s pleasure.
“We’re going for a little ride, Elisa,” Heather whispered. “I pulled in a few favors. You’re going to love this.”
William greeted the two women when they arrived at the house. Heather dragged a whimpering, edging Elisa inside by her collar, relishing the feeling of power. She bathed in it, knowing that she would relinquish all control soon enough.
“So happy that you could join us!” William said and placed a humiliating kiss on Elisa’s taped cheek. The former prosecutor stared at him with a frown; her hands were still cuffed behind her back, the chains still enveloped her upper body, and Heather had made sure that the legcuffs were tight. The collar fulfilled the image of a defeated woman.
Heather smiled and dragged Elisa into the bedroom, placing the prisoner at the foot of the bed. “I dreamed of this moment for a long time, Elisa. Time for a little … payback.” She stepped onto a stool and attached the collar chain to an anchor point in the ceiling, forcing the naked, belted Elisa to stand on her toes to avoid choking.
William and Heather started kissing passionately, making sure to send a few teasing glances at Elisa. Heather loved knowing that her old friend was forced to watch what she could not have, what she had tried to steal from them, and William’s lips tasted sweeter as a result. But this was only the beginning.
With the press of a button, she turned Elisa’s vibrator on. Not enough for her to come, but enough for her body to start shivering, making it harder for Elisa to stand on her toes.
“You’re a cruel woman,” William said with a smile as he undressed his wife. “Do you want to whip her? Punish her?”
Heather shook her head. “Watching us, knowing that she will be locked up for the rest of her life, is punishment enough.” She bit her lower lip. “I want you to fuck me, William. Hard. Restrain me so I can barely move, make me feel helpless.” She grabbed him by his shirt and kissed him. “Then I might want to get out of all the restraints and have a nice, long bath.”
“Your wish is my command.”
William opened a drawer nearby and found an elegant steel collar, a chain, and a pair of handcuffs. He took his time, carefully cuffing Heather behind her back. She loved the sound of the cuffs closing, the feel of the steel. It made her feel safe. The collar embraced her neck, and the click of the padlock as William attached the chain to the collar and let the clattering steel rest on her naked back sent a shiver down her spine. He pulled the handcuffs up as far as they would go, until her arms started hurting, and locked them to the chain. Heather’s back arched as her wrists pulled at the collar, choking her. It was painful and intense, but she could feel herself getting wet instantly. He found a panel gag and forced the ball into her mouth; Heather groaned as he tightened the numerous buckles.
“Helpless yet?” he asked with a smile.
“Mmhmmmmm …” Heather looked at Elisa; they were in similar predicaments, but unlike Elisa, Heather was loving every second of it.
William grabbed hold of the chain connecting Heather’s collar and cuffs and pushed her onto the bed. She was choking, gagging, and moaning at the same time when he started spanking her. She still had red and black bruises on her butt from their last session, and it made the sting of the slaps that much more intense. When he finally unlocked the chastity belt and removed the huge dildo, Heather was ready for him, but he was not done with the foreplay. William started teasing her, switching up the spanking with gentle, feathery touches of Heather’s genitals. As he touched her, the feel of the chains mixed with memories of her incarceration in her mind and drove her mad with lust. Now that she was free, the months in the Institute had changed from a depressive, humiliating experience to an eye-opening one.
Heather was soaking wet when William’s rock-hard cock entered her and started fucking her with power and determination. This was not an intimate meeting of romantic lovers, this was primal and animalistic. His thrusts were violent and strong, jamming his engorged shaft deep into her pussy. Heather struggled against the restraints to feel the helplessness, to milk it for all she could, and when he pulled the chain that was already choking her, causing Heather to gasp for air, she started edging. Heather stayed there, tensing her body to delay the inevitable; she knew that coming would bring release, relief, and great pleasure, but she wanted to stay on the edge for as long as possible.
Finally, she let go and plummeted into the orgasmic abyss. She screamed, cried, struggled to escape the intense pummeling, but William kept fucking her, prolonging the already powerful orgasm further. When he finally came, when his ejaculation fired inside her, she was a wreck.
A smiling, satisfied wreck.
“That was wonderful,” she said as he unlocked her restraints. She cuddled up under the blankets and looked up at Elisa, who was staring at her, scared and teary-eyed. “Maybe it’s too harsh of us to deprive her of a similar experience.”
William sat down next to her, and the spouses cuddled up together in front of the unwilling onlooker. “Maybe you’re right.” He handed Heather the remote. “Do you want to do the honors?”
Heather nodded and turned Elisa’s vibrator to its maximum setting. Shortly after, Elisa came with a scream, almost losing balance as her legs buckled beneath her. Her body strained against her chains, and though there was a hint of gratitude in the weeping eyes, it was wiped away a moment later when she realized that the vibration did not stop.
“What a perfect evening,” Heather sighed as she watched Elisa come, again and again, the next orgasm more painful and uncomfortable than the last.



Guilty and Bound
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I look out the window with a sigh, trying to sort through the plan in my head. A nagging voice in the back of my mind tells me that I should not go through with it, that I have no idea what the consequences could be, but after years of hypocritical lectures on how friendship is the most important thing, I manage to silence the voice.

I look at the clock on the wall. They will be home soon. The girls I share a flat with might be forgetful in some aspects, but I can always count on them showing up at home exactly twenty-five minutes after spin class to chat and drink wine. I make sure that everything I need is in the bag next to me. I have checked it a dozen times, but there is a lot at stake. Today, my dear friends will get their comeuppance, their punishment. And I will get to live out a fantasy that has been building inside me ever since they pulled this stunt the first time.

I sit in the living room when I hear them on the stairwell. My heart is pounding in my chest, fueled by both excitement and anxiety. What if they do not play along? I push the thought aside. There is no way back now.

The door opens, and the sound of heels on the hardwood floor fills the house. Their bright laughter only adds insult to injury as I lean back in the soft lounge chair.

Valerie is the first to enter the living room. She looks striking in her summer dress. The dark blonde hair flows like a gentle waterfall onto her shoulders, and she manages to show off just the right amount of cleavage. The blue eyes are playful, and her tanned skin glows in the midday sun sneaking through the windows

She looks good.

“Marcus! What are you doing here?” she says with a surprised smile. “I thought you were visiting your family this weekend?”

“Marcus is here?” My old classmate from school, Tanya, enters the room. Her raspy, deep voice makes it sound like I have insulted her by being here, but that is how she always sounds. She is no less elegant and attractive than Valerie; the sunkissed skin is barely covered by a short, sleeveless dress, and she is wearing heels that would make most girls trip. The short blonde hair and immaculate makeup add to the intense presence she radiates whenever she enters a room. We have always been close, and even though I was hesitant when she first suggested that we moved in together with her two friends, it has worked out well. A gentle smile appears on her ruby lips when she looks at me. “What a pleasant surprise.”

The third and final member of the close-knit trio appears between the two. Alicia and I do not always see eye to eye on things, but we get along, even if she can be hard to keep my eyes off of. She lets out her dark hair. “Hi, Marcus. How’re you doing?” The tone is casual and indifferent. Alicia always fascinated me, ever since Tanya introduced us a few years ago, with her classy, superior look and intense eyes. Her dress is longer and shapelier, making her look like the upper-class socialite she aspires to become.

They stand there, every guy’s wet dream. My beautiful, busty roommates. My friends. Other guys say I am the luckiest man alive, living with these girls, and while they mostly hang out with each other and not me, they do treat me well. Call me part of the crew. More important than family.

“I could be better, Alicia.” I take a deep breath and muster up the confidence needed to carry on with the plan. “Do you all know what day it is?”

The three girls look at each other with furrowed brows.

“What do you mean?” Valerie says and kicks off her heels. “It’s not your birthday, is it?”

I shake my head, and a wave of relief seems to wash over the three, but it is only temporary. “No. It’s not my birthday.” I get up from the chair and cross my arms. “That was yesterday.” I clench my jaw as I try to contain the rage and frustration that has been building over the last twenty-four hours. “You forgot. Again. You forgot my twenty-second birthday!”

Tanya takes a step forward. “We’re sorry, Marcus. It’s been busy … we’ll make it up to you!” Her face radiates compassion, but it is too late for that.

“No!” I snarl. “No more! You’ve forgotten all my birthdays since we moved in here, and you all know you’d be furious if I did the same to you! Every year you tell me that you’ll make it up to me, that next year, we’ll have a big party. I know I’m an adult, that I shouldn’t care, but the three of you always lecture me on how the crew is the most important thing.”

Alicia sighs. “It is, Marcus, we …”

“You talk the talk, but you never follow through.” I place my hands on my hips and try to look bigger than I am. “I’ve had enough. You’re all hypocrites.”

Valerie scratches the back of her neck, unwilling to meet my furious gaze. “You’re right. Let’s celebrate today – we’ll do whatever you want!”

I try to suppress a smile. They are following the trail of guilt right into my trap. “Whatever I want?”

The three girls all nod. “Anything. We feel horrible,” Tanya says and flutters her eyelashes at me. There has always been some sexual tension between us, but we are both quite happy with the current state of our friendship.

“Alright. I’ll forgive you – if you play a little game with me.”

Alicia looks at the others with a raised eyebrow. “A game?”

“I want to tie you all up.”

An awkward silence fills the room. The three confident, gorgeous girls look at each other, unable to find a suitable response. I enjoy putting them in this position; it is a fitting payback, and somehow, it makes it even better that they are all dressed their best, likely having drawn the look of every man they have passed on their way. They are ready to be taken down a notch or two.

“Don’t be silly, Marcus,” Valerie says with a chuckle and starts fondling her long, blonde hair, trying to disarm the situation. “We’re not going to let you tie us up.”

“It’s a simple request.” I feel more confident with every second that passes. I know I am trying to convince three girls who are used to being on top of things, but I have the upper hand in the negotiation. “You let me tie you up, we have a little fun with it, I forgive you, and I don’t tell anyone that you forgot another birthday. I know you all pride yourself on remembering stuff like that.”

Valerie rubs her arm, looking like she is very uncomfortable with what is being discussed. “I don’t like it … I’m not into that kind of thing.”

“I’m not going to take your clothes off, Val,” I say and roll my eyes. “I just want to see the three of you in a different situation. What’s the harm? Are you afraid?” A pleasant lie. If all this goes the way I intend, the clothes will not stay on.

Alicia nods. “I guess you’re right. What’s the harm? We’ll do it.” She sends the other two a disarming look. I have always pegged Alicia as the kinkier one of the three, and it looks like I am right.

The knot in my stomach loosens. I have won, but the fun is only about to begin. “Very good. Alicia, I know you’ve been a girl scout.” I toss her a few coils of white rope from the bag next to me. “Why don’t you tie Tanya’s hands behind her back, as well as her feet? And make sure it’s tight!”

Alicia stares at the rope in her hand for a while. She seems reluctant at first, but there is a spark of playfulness in her expressive eyes. Valerie and I watch for a bit as Tanya reluctantly places her hands behind her back, crossing her wrists. Alicia knows her knots, and I cannot help but think that this is not the first time she has tied someone's hands. She coils the rope around Tanya’s wrists several times, crisscrossing it before finishing with a perfect square knot. There is no way Tanya is getting out of it, and I cannot help but smile. It is everything I hoped it would be. There is no doubt in my mind that Alicia thinks she can avoid being tied herself by helping out, but I have no intention of letting her off the hook.

I grab Valerie’s arms and force them behind her back while Alicia starts tying Tanya’s ankles together. I place Valerie’s wrists together – it would be more comfortable for her to have her wrists crossed like Tanya’s, but I want to punish her. I tie the rope around her wrists multiple times before looping it around the coiled rope to ensure that she cannot escape.

“It’s tight, Marcus.” Her beautiful face contorts as the discomfort sets in. “I don’t like it.”

“You’re not supposed to like it,” I say. “You can’t say you don’t deserve it.”

She answers with a groan that is dripping with frustration and guilt. I kneel in front of her and tie her ankles using the same method. The bound wrists force her arms back, pushing her chest forward, and I must admit that it makes her look even more attractive. The buttons on her dress look like they are ready to pop from the strain.

After tying her feet, I gently carry her to the couch nearby and help her to sit. She struggles against her bonds, her cheeks flushed from the humiliation she must be feeling. I do the same with Tanya. The two look great next to each other, but there is still one left.

“Your turn, Alicia,” I say and grab another pair of ropes.

I can tell that she wants to back out, but part of her wants it.

“We did it, you better do too, Alicia,” Valerie says, looking frustrated and annoyed.

I look at Valerie with a furrowed brow. “You don’t get to talk.”

She glares at me and rolls her eyes.

Alicia’s wrists are more slender than Valerie’s, but it just allows me to loop the rope around her wrists even more times, restricting her further. The white rope looks good against the tanned skin, and I swear that I hear a muted moan as the ropes tighten.

She is enjoying this.

After tying her ankles, I place her next to her friends. I take a step back and enjoy the view. Three confident girls have been reduced to damsels in distress, a work of art if I ever saw one. They struggle against their bonds, but they will not escape.

“This is humiliating,” Valerie says and pouts. “Marcus, you can release us now.”

“Yeah, we’ve learned our lesson.” Tanya struggles against the ropes and lets out a frustrated groan when they do not budge.

“I’m not sure you have,” I say with a devious smile. I produce three scarves from my bag. “These should help keep you quiet.”

“You are not putting one of those in my mouth!” Valerie says with a stern expression on her face, but it only encourages me to proceed.

I know that a scarf has next to no effect as a gag, but that is not the point. I always liked how they looked, and it is more about sending a message. “You all need to learn a little humility.”

I start by cleave-gagging Valerie. She looks up at me with a mix of shame and irritation as I push the red scarf into her mouth and tie it as tight as I can.

“Comfortable?” I say with a grin.

“Mmmmhhhh …” she mumbles and shakes her head.

Tanya is less cooperative. She tries to move away from the green scarf, but she is helpless to resist due to her bonds.

“I’m not …”

I push the scarf inside the moment she opens her mouth to protest. It brings me immense satisfaction to see the displeasure on her beautiful face, framed by her dark hair. I know they hate this, hate being humiliated and degraded. They have spent so much effort building their image as flawless, beautiful girls in charge of their life, and now their harmless roommate is in control, even if just for a short time.

Alicia does not protest or try to move away, though I can see the muscles in her jaw work to hold in the snarky remark she is undoubtedly ready to unleash.

“You all look wonderful,” I say. I mean it – the sight of the three bound and gagged girls is the stuff of dreams. My dreams, at least. I can feel the frustration being released from my body as I watch them squirm before me. All three of them possess a radiant beauty, and the cleave gags only accentuate it. “Now for the fun part. You have five minutes to get free. You’re not allowed to help each other or use tools. If you don’t manage to free yourself, we’re going to play another game.”

I pull the lounge chair closer and sit, watching the three girls look at each other, seeing if the others are going along with my ludicrous demands. Valerie is the first to start struggling, eager to get out, but I know I tied her well enough. Whenever she tries to move her arms, the rope tightens, and only keeping the arms straight relieves the tension. The other two soon follow, and I cannot help but laugh as I see the three image-conscious girls whimper and groan as they try to get free. Tanya ends up on her side, writhing like a snake on the couch, bumping into Alicia. None of them make any headway, and I can tell that they’re getting more and more frustrated as time passes. Valerie even manages to check her large silver watch along the way to keep track of time, but it does not help her.

When the five minutes have passed, they are all panting and wheezing from the exertion.

“Too bad,” I say and shake my head in disappointment, though I am clapping on the inside. "You might not enjoy the next part.”

Valerie’s eyes widen as I grab her by the arm and pull her to the floor, placing her face down on the expensive carpet that Alicia had brought with her from her well-off parents. She continues to struggle, but it is no use, and her escape is made even more unlikely when I take another coil of rope and use it to hogtie her; I pull her ankles as close to her wrists as I can and make sure that she has no way of reaching the knots. I allow myself a few moments to drink in the sight of her squirming on the ground before I do the same to Tanya and Alicia.

Since Tanya seems to hate it even more than the others, I want to be extra cruel to her. I kneel and pull her chest onto my lap, allowing me to pull her feet and hands even closer together. When I place her on the floor, it forces her to keep arching her back, pushing her wonderful bosom forward and causing her immense discomfort. There is genuine loathing in her eyes as she looks up at me, but I am certain that I spot a hint of arousal as well. Perfect.

I remove the gags from the three women and receive a hail of protests and curses in return.

“This is degrading, Marcus!” Valerie says, but like with Tanya, her voice has changed. She cannot hide the growing arousal she is feeling as the helplessness sets in.

“This is too much,” Alicia says. The large vein on her neck is throbbing from the strain of the uncomfortable position, but she is too proud to admit that she cannot handle it. “Marcus, there must be something we can …”

“You’re talking again.” I pull a roll of duct tape from the bag and wave it in front of them. “I think I need to do something about that.”

Tanya furiously shakes her head. “No! Don’t gag me again! I promise I’ll be …”

The tape gag is far more effective than the scarves were, and Tanya, who usually struggles with knowing when to stop talking, is soon reduced to a groaning, whimpering mess of muffled sounds. Valerie tries to avoid the tape as it approaches her mouth, but the hogtie leaves her no way to go. I use several pieces of tape on each one of them, and I end up using half the roll.

God, this is fun.

“Don’t struggle too much, you’ll ruin your dresses.” I laugh and go into the kitchen to grab three cold soft drinks from the fridge. When I return, they are lying still, but their labored breathing reveals how strenuous the position is for them. I should feel a tinge of guilt, knowing that they are in pain because of me, but I only feel satisfied.

Justified.

I sit in the chair, staring at them as I enjoy a cold beverage. Occasionally, a muffled protest tries to escape from the layers of tape, but they are lessening with every minute.

“We should do this more often,” I say as I finish my drink. “I think it’d be good for you all. Isn’t it nice to not always be the ones in charge?” I check the clock on the wall. They have been hogtied for nearly half an hour, and I am certain that their arms are aching at this point. I look at them with a smile. “Are you going to behave if I untie you?”

They all nod in unison. The stubborn pride has been washed away by the hogtie, and their eyes beg me for release. I start by untying Alicia’s hands, leaving her to untie her ankles and remove the tape by herself. Deep red grooves are visible on her slender wrists from the tight ropes, and she whimpers as she pulls the tape from her mouth.

When I untie Tanya, she rolls onto her back while massaging her wrists. Our eyes meet, but there is no anger there, only exhaustion. And something more.

“Damn, that hurts,” Valerie says as I kneel in front of her and pull the tape from her mouth. “Please, Marcus … I’m so sorry.” She struggles against her bonds and looks at me with pleading eyes. “I feel awful. Please … I beg you … let me out of these ropes.”

Valerie has never begged me – or anyone – before. The rush of power and confidence it gives me feels great, and I consider keeping her tied for a little longer to help make the lesson permanent.

I release her. She leans up against the couch and inspects the marks left by the ropes. The three look relieved, but I am not done. Not yet.

“One more thing …”

Valerie just finished helping Alicia to her feet, and the three stare at me with wide eyes. There is fear there, but also a tinge of excitement.

“Only one of you gets to go free. For now, at least.” I sit back in the chair, placing my hands behind my head in anticipation of the wonderful chaos I am about to witness. “The one not tied up in five minutes gets to stay free.”

Valerie chuckles. “Come on, Marcus, we said we’re sorry. There’s three of us, we could just as well tie you …”

She does not get to finish the sentence. Alicia and Tanya seize the chance and grab Valerie, pulling her to the floor before she has time to react. Tanya pins her down while Alicia grabs the roll of tape and uses it to quickly tie Valerie’s hands and ankles.

“No! Stop it! We don’t have to … MMMMHFFFF!” Two pieces of duct tape silence her. She struggles for a while before giving up with a sigh.

I could make a great gambling business off of this, I think as I watch Tanya and Alicia turn on each other. Beautiful, popular girls wrestling to tie each other up. Tanya would likely have the best odds due to gymnastics, but Alicia did not become the fastest riser in her firm by playing nice. Before long, she is sitting on top of her friend, forcing her hands together and using the tape to tie her. They both laugh, seemingly enjoying the game. The moment her wrists are taped together, Tanya knows she has been defeated, and she barely struggles as Alicia tapes her ankles and mouth.

Alicia wipes a loose strand of hair from her face and exhales loudly. “Phew, that was tough.”

“You did well, Alicia.” I look up at her with a smile and gesture toward a chair next to me. We both grab one of the cold drinks and take a sip with a pleased sigh as we look at the squirming women on the floor in front of us.

She smiles as she watches her friends in bondage. “So … all is forgiven?”

“As I promised,” I say and take another sip. “Maybe you’ll think twice before bailing on my birthday next time.”

She smirks. “I’ll have my assistant put it in the calendar right away. Maybe book a holiday for all of us to ensure that no one is busy with anything else.”

“I’d like that.”

She sits back in the chair and blows a kiss at Tanya, who glares at her. “You were right, I think we needed this.” She looks at her watch. “How long should we leave them like this?”

I kneel next to Valerie and stroke her dark blonde hair. “I don’t know. I’d dare suggest that the three of you are enjoying it at this point.” I look up at Alicia and raise an eyebrow.

Alicia blushes and bites her lower lip. “I can’t deny that.” She looks at the two tied-up girls on the floor. “They look amazing like this. I think we should take this all a step further, don’t you agree, girls?”

Valerie and Tanya send each other skeptical glances but do not answer.

“Come on. We’ve talked about fooling around together before.” Alicia squats in front of them and strokes Tanya’s cheek. “I can tell that being bound is turning you both on.” She points at Valerie. “Don’t try to deny it.”

Valerie rolls her eyes and nods reluctantly.

“I’ll take that as consent,” Alicia says and starts to undress. I cannot believe what is happening; I had hoped that it would come this far, but I had not expected Alicia to be such an enthusiastic partner in crime. Her gorgeous, naked body is bathed in sunlight as the dress drops to the floor. Firm, round breasts that I have only seen in glimpses when she has forgotten to cover herself properly after showering are now on full display.

“I don’t think the girls are the only ones enjoying themselves,” she says when she notices me staring. She smiles at me, and she lets her soft fingers run across my cock on top of my shorts. A jolt of pleasure shoots through me, and I smile as I watch her walk up to Valerie.

“Auch, that stings,” Valerie says as the tape is removed, but it is soon replaced by a playful smile as Alicia sits in front of her face and spreads her legs.

“Lick me, Val,” Alicia says. Her voice is dripping with desire and playfulness.

Valerie frowns, but her eyes mirror the lust emanating from her roommate. Soon, I can hear the sound of her tongue against Alicia’s pussy and Alicia’s willing moans. I enjoy the show for a bit, occasionally looking at Tanya who stares at the two with a face showing both trepidation and curiosity.

“You can’t see much from there,” I say and lift her to a seating position on the couch. Tanya is light as a feather and does not resist. She squirms and tries to get comfortable with her hands taped together behind her back, but she cannot wrestle her eyes away from Alicia and Valerie. The position pushes her gorgeous breasts forward; I have always admired them, but apart from an awkward, drunken makeout session back in high school, we have stuck to being friends. I am aware that I am risking a lot, but I cannot resist slipping a hand in through the top of the dress’ gracious cleavage. She looks at me, but there is no trace of anger or shock on her face, merely a questioning look. She is asking me if I am sure.

I nod.

A muted moan escapes her as I start groping the breast, playfully pinching the nipple. She returns to watching the other two; Alicia has started to rub her clit as Valerie’s long tongue slips deeper inside her. The soft skin on Tanya’s nipple feels nice against my fingers, and I start pinching them harder. She does not try to pull away; instead, she leans into it, arching her back.

Time for the next step.

“No underwear, huh?” I whisper as my hand moves from her breast and up her inner thigh.

Tanya groans, but she still spreads her legs as much as she can with her ankles tied together. She rests her head on my shoulder as I slip inside her. She is wet, but I still make sure to take my time. I explore my friend’s pussy, eliciting loud moans as her breathing accelerates.

“Are you having fun?” I ask.

She nods. Her eyes are closed. This is my window, my opening, the moment I have fantasized about for years.

“Do you want me to fuck you, Tanya?”

Her eyes are still closed. She pauses, hesitates, and ponders the consequences, just like I have. Then she nods.

“First, you have to suck my cock.”

She opens her eyes and glares at me.

I laugh. “You’re not in control here, Tanya.”

She rolls her eyes and nods. She kneels on the floor, right next to Alicia, who is edging badly at this point. Alicia’s naked body is glistening with sweat, and she is furiously rubbing her clit with one hand while the other pushes Valerie’s face even deeper down between Alicia’s legs.

I remove the tape from Tanya’s face. She winces but does not protest. The tape leaves red marks on her cheeks, but she has never looked more beautiful. I remove my belt and drop my pants, revealing the one part of my physique I know I can be proud of. Tanya seems to agree; her eyes widen, and she starts licking my cock without hesitation. Her soft tongue dances up and down the semi-erect shaft, and I feel myself hardening. Growing. She warms me up by licking the outside for a while before she takes the tip in her mouth.

The silky smooth lips are divine on the sensitive skin, and any doubts I might have about her willingness are silenced a moment later when she pushes herself forward until the tip hits the back of her throat. Her tongue flattens against the underside, applying pressure.

“Shit, Tanya, that feels amazing!” I start fucking her mouth. She gags on my cock, but there are no protests, only pleased moans that join mine in a delightful choir, joining Alicia’s.

It is good. Amazing. Too amazing. I can feel the control slip out of my hands as her mouth dances up and down my saliva-drenched cock. At this moment, she is in control. I will do anything to have her keep going, to keep her lips on me.

She knows it. Her mouth lets go; a string of drool connects her to me as she looks up and smiles. “Fuck me, Marcus.”

“I did not tell you to stop.” I cannot keep the lust from adding a slight vibrato to my voice. “You better continue.”

She cocks her head. “And what if I don’t feel like it?”

I look down at her with a wry smile as I grab my black leather belt. A tinge of fear enters her eyes, but I am not going to hit her. The fear turns to lust as I tie the belt around her neck and pull it, choking her slightly.

“Suck my cock, Tanya.” I pull her closer, and her stubbornness vanishes, turning into aroused submission.

At that moment, Alicia comes with a scream. Her body shakes, and a liberating smile brightens her face. She looks over at me and bites her lower lip; she stands up, her legs barely able to carry her, and helps Valerie to a kneeling position next to Tanya. Soon, Valerie joins in, managing to get in under me to lick my balls while Tanya keeps sucking my cock. Alicia stands next to me, gently turning my face toward her. She starts kissing me with furious passion, and my mind and body explode with lust as the three women pleasure me.

They are starting to love this as much as I am, and I have to pull Tanya away a moment later to stop myself from coming before I have had a chance to be inside her.

“Get up,” I tell Tanya and pull the belt, choking her as she stumbles to her feet. “Do you still want me to fuck you?”

She nods and licks her lips. “Yes, Marcus. Please.”

I bend her over the armrest on the couch. Alicia removes the tape from Valerie’s ankles and positions her on the couch such that Tanya can lick her while I fuck her. After removing the tape from Tanya’s ankles, I use the rope to tie them to the legs of the couch, ensuring that she is spread and vulnerable. As Alicia forces Tanya’s face into Valerie’s pussy, I start rubbing the tip of my cock against the labia. The scene playing out in front of me is surreal, and my mind struggles to comprehend that I am even a part of it. Three gorgeous women are writhing and moaning on the couch; Alicia is kissing Valerie while she masturbates and gropes Valerie’s breasts and Tanya is licking her friend with impressive enthusiasm. All of them are caught up in the moment, in the torrents of lust, and as I enter Tanya, I join them.

Man, she is tight! Her pussy envelops me; she is wet, welcoming me in, and her loud moans fill me with desire and confidence. Her tied hands close into fists as I start fucking her. I go deep, filling her, stretching her, and I cannot help but smile. This is all I dreamed it would be. The belt is still around her neck, and I pull it as I ride her, taming the wild beast beneath me.

“Please, Marcus …” Tanya’s voice is pleading, barely audible. She takes a short break from licking Valerie and looks back at me. “Fuck me harder.”

I nod. Who am I to refuse a beautiful woman like her? The muscles in my abdomen tense up as I start fucking her harder and faster. Every thrust sends waves of lust through my body as my hips crash into her firm, round buttocks. She screams into Valerie’s pussy, barely able to contain herself.

I start spanking her. My hand paints her ass red; she cannot escape me, she is helpless to resist, and the knowledge only makes me hornier. I focus on the intense experience and barely notice Valerie climaxing with a scream.

“Fuck, I’m close,” I say between clenched teeth. I do not want it to end, but there is no turning back either.

“Come inside me,” Tanya moans. “Please, Marcus. I’m …”

She does not finish the sentence before she comes. Valerie is still lying on the couch, panting and sweating, but Alicia has moved her attention to Tanya. She is sucking her tit while her hand rubs Tanya’s clit, and it has sent Tanya over the edge. A moment later, I shoot my load inside her with a satisfied groan. I keep coming, filling her, and as I exit her, a long string of cum connects the tip of my cock to her pussy. It trickles out from her, down her inner thigh.

Silence.

I stand there, naked from the waist down, watching my glistening cock go flaccid. Alicia looks up at me with a smile.

“That was fun,” she said and starts removing the binds that hold Tanya and Valerie.

I nod. I am at a loss for words. I wonder what happens next. Will things go back to how they have always been?

Tanya massages her wrists and takes a deep breath as she removes the belt from her neck and stares at it. She sits on the couch’s armrest; her legs are visibly shaking. “Fuck …” Her voice trembles. “I …”

I hold my breath.

“… I’m hungry. Let’s order pizza.”

An hour later, we are all lying on the couch together. Watching TV. Eating pizza. Naked. Tanya’s head is resting on my chest. Alicia’s hand is resting on my cock. Valerie is snuggled up against my thigh. It is heaven.

“We should do this again sometime,” Tanya sighs.

I could not agree more.

Fangs and Chains
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Megan stared out the window at the sprawling city beneath her. Friday night. To her left was the business district, bathed in darkness apart from a few windows where tired, overworked cleaning staff did their best to wash away the sins of the week in preparation for Monday’s restart. To her right was the sea of lights from the restaurants and bars.
She stared into her empty coffee cup and sighed. “I’m going to need more.”
Another late night. Another looming deadline. Everyone else had left, returned to their families, their friends, their lovers – but not Megan. Her boss, Robert, had yelled at her for fifteen minutes straight earlier that day, despite her flawless presentation, and threatened to rape her eyesockets with a rusty screwdriver. He was rude to everyone, but  Megan always seemed to get the worst of it.
Megan staggered toward the break room and walked past the old painting of the company founder, Eric Draven. The canvas was worn, but the image of a young, handsome man was still clear to see. The picture creeped her out; she could never shake the feeling that the man in the painting followed her with his eyes, not unlike the Mona Lisa, and she did not understand why the 200-year-old painting had a place in a modern, minimalistic office environment. The current CEO was the latest branch on the Draven family tree, and even though she had never met him, he was known as a fierce leader, who sat in his office on the other side of the world and ruled the multinational company with an iron fist.
She refilled her cup and sat down in front of the monitor. Before the screen turned back on, she caught a glimpse of her reflection. A tired woman stared back at her. Several strands of her bobbed hair had chosen to go rogue and live a life of their own, but she could not be bothered to fix it. There was no one there to impress.
No one but the cameras. Megan looked up from her cubicle at one of the ever-present security cameras. She knew that the security guard on the first floor was likely asleep, but she waved at it nonetheless.
She had worked late countless times before, but there was something off about this night. Again and again, Megan thought she heard something, but when she looked over her shoulder, there was nothing there. The cleaning staff would not be there until Sunday, and the security guard never bothered to do the rounds. And yet, Megan could not shake the unpleasant feeling that she was being watched.
Too much caffeine, too many horror movies, Megan, she thought and smiled to herself, trying desperately to push away the unnerving feeling. She tried to focus on her work and the thought of her soft bed, but even though the office was bathed in cold, fluorescent lights, the shadows in the corners seemed to grow deeper.
A beep from her computer made her jump in her seat.
An email.
“Elevator.”
Megan rubbed her eyes and stared at the screen. The ‘from’-address was a jumbled mix of random letters. She was about to close it when the elevator doors nearby opened.
“Hello?” Megan got up from her desk and stared at the elevator, but it was empty. A cold shiver trickled down her spine, and a lump started to form in her throat. Her heels clicked against the hardwood floor as she neared the elevator and stepped inside.
The doors closed.
Megan pressed the button to open them, but the elevator did not respond. Instead, it started moving. Up.
“What the …” She tried pressing other floors, but the console was not responding. The lump in her throat grew to the size of a melon as fear gripped her.
88th floor.
89th floor. The top floor. Reserved for board members and the very elite of the Draven Company.
The elevator continued.
This can’t be right. Megan stared at the countless buttons. There was nothing past the 89th floor, and yet, the screen said 90th.
The doors opened.
“Wow …” Megan stepped out of the elevator as quietly as she could and into a dark hallway. The walls were made from what looked like black marble, and there were no windows. She cringed with every step; the intense echo made her feel like she was in a cathedral, and a heavy sense of misplacement gripped her heart. Part of her wanted to go back, but something drew her forward.
The corridor soon opened up into a giant room. The city looked tiny through the massive windows that allowed the moon to color the room a ghoulish gray. It was sparsely furnished; a few black leather couches and chairs were placed in groups, and at the center of the room stood a monolithic, imposing desk made from dark wood.
“Come in, Megan,” a voice sounded. The voice came from behind the desk, but Megan could have sworn that she heard it in her mind and heart as well, as if the voice caused her bones to vibrate in a frequency that her mind could turn into words. A figure behind the desk leaned forward, out of the shadows and into the moonlight. It was a man, an impossibly handsome man. The youthful face was pale and flawless, with marked cheekbones and a slender profile. The eyes were dark, black even, and a secretive smile seemed to permanently reside on the narrow lips.
Megan took a few steps forward, but she still could not help but feel that she should not be there. “Excuse me?” She fiddled with the clasp on her watch as she often did when she was nervous. “I … the elevator opened, I got curious.” She paused. “Wait, how do you know my name?”
The man smiled. “I’ve been watching you.”
“You have?” Megan’s first instinct was to protest, but something in the man’s voice made her feel safe rather than insulted. She could not stop staring at his striking features; he looked familiar, but she could not quite place it.
“Of course.” The man disappeared back into the shadows, but Megan could feel his eyes on her. “You’re kind. Self-sacrificing. You’re ambitious, but you would never tread on anyone to get ahead. All traits I look for in my … employees.”
Megan reluctantly felt her cheeks blush. “Wait … you’re Mr. Draven? The CEO?” She looked at the figure cloaked in shadow with a furrowed brow. “You look an awful lot like your ancestor.”
“I get that a lot.”
Megan felt awkward as she stood there in the middle of the room, talking to an elusive billionaire. She became acutely aware of her untidy hair and the small coffee stain on her shirt. Mr. Draven stepped out from behind his desk and stood in front of it. The tailored suit hugged the broad-shouldered body; it had probably cost more than Megan’s entire wardrobe. There was something timeless about the elegant man, and Megan could not judge his age. The thick hair and pristine skin spoke of a man in his twenties, but the eyes were wise beyond their years.
Who is this man?
“Mr. Draven … You talk like you know me …” Megan took a step back. “But we’ve never met.” She did not get the feeling that Mr. Draven had sinister intent, but the math did not add up. Megan had crawled along the walls since she started working at the company, not treading on anyone’s toes and letting her work speak for her. There was no way that any of her meager achievements had reached the ear of the CEO.
Mr. Draven smiled. “Please. Call me Eric.”
“Named after your ancestor, too?”
“No.” He crossed his arms. “And to answer your question; I use the company cameras to keep an eye on my employees.”
Megan raised an eyebrow. “All of them?”
Eric chuckled. “No, not all of them. The ones that have caught my attention.” He stared at Megan, and she could not help but feel naked; it was like he could see her soul. “By the way, you no longer have to take abuse from Robert Paulson. He is being transferred to Siberia on Monday. Company restructuring.”
Megan started fiddling with her watch clasp again. “He … Robert has kids. A family.”
Eric cocked his head and stared intently at Megan. “He is a menace. It’s happening.”
“Because of me?” Megan felt her mouth go dry.
“You deserve to have someone take care of you, Megan,” Eric said and stepped forward. She could smell the musky, expensive cologne as he came closer, and she did not have the willpower to step away. “You’re here all the time. I know you don’t have anyone waiting at home.” His hand traced a fragile line down the outside of her arm. His touch was cold, but it caused her skin to sizzle.
“Why … why me?”
“I’m drawn to you.” He leaned in and smelled her hair. “You look even more breathtaking in person, Megan.” His voice was calm and confident. “Don’t you want me?”
“I do.” Megan had not even considered the answer before it rolled off her tongue. She could not deny her attraction to the powerful, handsome man in front of her, but she could still not shake the feeling that there was something he was not telling her. And why was she not more upset that he had been spying on her?
Eric pushed closer. His body touched hers; she could feel his strong chest against her breasts, but it was not what caused her cheeks to blush. It was the presence of his massive package touching her leg.
“Wow, you’re …” Megan did not know what she had intended to say, but her mind was taken off Eric’s endowment a second later when he smiled and the moonlight reflected off his fangs. “… a vampire!” She tried to step back, but Eric’s strong hands held her arms.
“Does that scare you?” he said.
Megan paused. Did it? “No … maybe … are you going to kill me?”
“No. I don’t kill people.”
“So you’re a nice vampire?”
“I’m the CEO of a major multinational company, so there are limits to how nice I am, but yes.”
Megan took a deep breath. “So … you’re the original Eric Draven? The founder?”
He nodded. “I am. I founded the company 200 years ago in London.”
“Don’t you think you’re overdue for a retirement?”
Eric shrugged and smiled. “Maybe. I’ve taken a few breaks along the way.”
I can’t believe I’m having this conversation.
He let go of her arms and took her hand. “I want to show you something.”
Megan nodded. She wanted to stay close to him. Megan had gotten attention from men before, but not men like this. Confident. Powerful. Kind.
And rich. Don’t forget rich.
He led her past the desk and into a corridor, not unlike the one that had taken her from the elevator to Eric’s office, but instead of cold, black marble, the walls were lined with glass cabinets. At first, the cabinets contained various antiques that had likely been expensive, but which Megan did not find interesting. Soon, however, the display’s started taking a dark toward the macabre. Instruments of torture, whips, floggers, as well as shackles and collars of all kinds and sizes. Some looked brand new, others were ancient.
“What do you think?” he said, seemingly amused with Megan’s shocked expression.
Megan swallowed a lump as she stared at the horrifying collection. “I’m not sure. Why do you have all these?”
Eric paused. “I want you to be my slave, Megan.”
Megan pulled her hand away from Eric’s and took a step back. “Excuse me?”
“I’ve lived for millennia. I’ve had many slaves in that time.” He let his fingers run across the glass with a nostalgic smile on his lips. “They all chose it themselves. They were all kind, good people. Like you.” He looked at her, his eyes filled with desire and power. “You look like her. My favorite. That is why I was drawn to you in the first place.”
Megan looked over her shoulder. Could she escape? What powers did he have?
“I will not force you to stay, Megan,” Eric said. “I know this scares you. But I can read your mind; there is desire there as well.”
He can what?
“Read your mind.”
Megan was overwhelmed and started feeling dizzy. “I … I can’t … this is too much.”
“I know.” Eric smiled. “They’ve all reacted this way.”
“Why … why would anyone choose to become a slave?”
“A fair question.” Eric opened one of the cabinets and picked up a pair of shackles. They were old and worn; rust had started to form on them, but the thick steel still looked inescapable. “Imagine letting go of all your worries. All responsibilities. I’d treat you well, as a goddess, if you submit to me. You’d never want for anything. There is freedom in submission, Megan. Let me show you.”
He opened the shackles and carefully closed them around Megan’s wrists. The cold steel made her shiver, but she could not help but stare at them. They were crude but effective.
“They were last worn by a witch who was burned at the stake 400 years ago.”
“That’s … horrible.” The shackles felt heavier all of a sudden.
“I’ve collected many such … memorabilia.”
He grabbed the chain connecting Megan’s shackles and pulled her closer. His strong arms embraced her, and he kissed her with force and passion. Any reluctance melted away as he pressed his body against hers. She wanted this. She wanted him. Her life had become a chore, a grind, and Eric was offering her a way out.
A slave … why not?
“Is that a yes?”
Megan frowned. “Can I have a few thoughts to myself?”
“Of course, I’m sorry.” He smiled.
“And … I’m not sure.” Megan sighed. “It’s tempting.”
“You don’t have to say yes right now,” Eric said and led her into a bedroom at the end of the corridor. The giant bed was clad in black satin, and an even larger collection of restraints and tools of teasing and torture surrounded it. “Let me give you a taste of what to expect first.”
He locked Megan’s shackles to a chain hanging from the ceiling in front of the bed. Eric then pressed a button on the wall; the chain started moving, pulling Megan’s hands up. It was both arousing and scary, but something in Eric’s confident, calm smile made her relax. She had never tried anything like this, and though a rational voice in the back of her head told her that it was a bad idea to let a vampire restrain her, it was nothing but a whisper.
“If I wanted to harm you, I could’ve done so the moment you stepped inside my office,” Eric said and approached her. He took off his suit jacket and threw it on the bed. “I won’t bite.”
“Would it kill me if you did?”
He shook his head. “No. It doesn’t work that way. It wouldn’t turn you into a vampire either.”
Megan tried pulling at the shackles, but there was no way for her to escape. The knowledge made her tingle with anxious anticipation. “I’ve never been restrained before.”
“Embrace it.” Eric kissed the underside of her arm while his hand gently slid up her back. “Give in to the helplessness. There is power there. Direction.” He grabbed her hair and yanked her head back, kissing her gently on her neck. Megan shivered as she felt the tip of his fangs against her skin. “Why worry about projects? Abusive bosses? You cannot do anything about it now. There is only pleasure and submission.”
Megan let out a muted whimper. Eric’s touch was magic, more intense than anything she had ever experienced. The position was uncomfortable, but it only made his sensual exploration of her body feel deeper and more significant. He lifted her shirt and kissed her stomach; it was tender and intimate, an odd contrast to the cruel restraints and vulnerable position. It was addicting.
“Your defenses are lowering,” he said and smiled.
“It’s nice.” It was an understatement. Megan’s entire body was on fire, and he had barely touched her. “I want … more.”
He bowed. “As you wish. How do you feel about … pain?” He walked up to one of the shelves and grabbed a flogger. “It’s not meant to hurt you.” Eric let the numerous leather tails run across his hands. “It’s meant to set you free.”
Megan stared at the device in Eric’s hand. Part of her wanted to protest, but a voice in her mind had grown in strength and told her to give in. To let Eric take the reins, to trust his judgment.
She looked at him. Do it.
He smiled. “Kick off your heels, Megan.”
The chain was raised. Megan now balanced on her toes as the ancient steel dug into her wrists. Eric circled her, watched her, read her mind to gauge her reaction. Megan was not sure if she was fooling herself, but she could swear that she felt his presence in her mind.
He walked up behind her. Lifted her shirt, bared her back.
He took off her skirt and her black-laced underwear.
She felt his strong hands caressing her buttocks. “Such beauty,” he whispered. “Such curves. You’re one of the most beautiful women I have ever seen, Megan. And I’ve walked this earth for a long time.” His fingers continued down the back of her thigh.
You’re teasing me.
“Pleasure is not to be rushed, young lady.”
He took a step back. Megan closed her hands around the chains to her shackles as she braced herself for the pain. The first strike was light and playful; the tails impacted her right buttock, sending a pleasant shiver through her body. To Megan’s surprise, a moan escaped her lips, which seemed to encourage Eric. The next strike was harder, landing on her lower back. It stung, and a burning sensation lingered for a bit.
Harder. It felt right. She wanted this. The work, the stress, the anxiety, it all seemed far away. Inconsequential. Hit me harder. I submit … Master.
She felt his body behind her. “I want to hear you say it, Megan. Out loud.” His warm breath on her ear drove her insane with lust.
“I submit, Master.”
“And you know what this means?”
She nodded. “I’m yours. Do with me as you wish.”
“I want to protect you … my slave.” He kissed her neck. “All I do will be in pursuit of your pleasure. And mine.”
“AAAAAAAH!” Megan screamed as the next hit struck her back. Eric’s strength was immense, and for a moment, she lost her footing and hung from her wrists. Her back burned, the pain was overwhelming, but as it faded, it turned into a torrent of pleasure that tore at her body.
She braced herself for another strike, but instead, she felt his lips on the spot he had hit. A gentle, loving kiss.
More strikes. He never hit the same place twice. He painted her back, her thighs, her ass, igniting the fire, again and again, always following it up with a kiss. The pain was real, as were the tears, but he managed to keep her on the edge, never pushing it too far. She walked the edge between pleasure and pain for what felt like an eternity.
“This … is submission.” He embraced her. She leaned into his hug, sobbing. Her mind was in a different state, and all she wanted was him. All of him.
He unlocked her restraints from the chain and carried her to the middle of the room as if she weighed nothing more than a feather. He laid her down on a soft rug and stood astride her, towering above her like a god. He undressed, baring his chiseled body to the moonlight. When he removed his pants, Megan’s heart skipped a beat; the largest cock she had ever seen hung between his legs, thick and strong like the muscular tail of a jaguar. She unbuttoned her shirt as she looked up at him, revealing her breasts, inviting him in.
“Kneel before me,” he said. His voice was strong and commanding.
Megan slowly got up from the rug, never losing eye contact. The rattling of her chain was the only sound in the room as she kneeled in front of him. The air between them was thick with lust, and it only became more intense every second they did not give in to desire.
“A slave needs a collar,” Eric said and locked an elegant, shiny steel collar with a long chain around Megan’s neck. The act felt almost religious, and as the lock clicked, it felt as if a door had closed behind her. The cold steel felt good against her skin, and she smiled as Eric held the chain.
May I suck your cock, Master?
He nodded.
The chains clattered as Megan closed her hands around the massive member. She felt it harden from her touch, showing his affection and desire. She was in awe at its size. With tender adoration, she kissed the tip before licking it gently, savoring the soft, immortal skin against her tongue. Megan knew that she was not his first, that a man like this likely had had hundreds, if not thousands of sexual partners, but at this moment, his cock was hers to enjoy.
He was hard when she finally opened her mouth and let him inside. The cold skin felt odd in her mouth as it filled her. She looked up at him as she moved her lips back and forth along the shaft, massaging the sensitive, silk-like underside with her tongue.
“Not bad.” His grin was appreciative and primal, revealing his fangs. He pulled the chain, forcing her closer. The other hand held her hair. Megan was still in control of the pace, but the collar restricted her movement, a constant reminder of who was in charge. No other man had ever treated her like this, and no other man could have gotten away with it. Something in Eric’s demeanor made her feel safe and appreciated, as well as submissive.
Eric pulled the chain to Megan’s collar upward. The steel pressed against her throat while she still had his cock in her mouth. Megan had trouble breathing as she pulled against the collar like a dog fighting its leash. Eric grabbed hold of her hair and pushed his cock inside Megan’s mouth as deep as he could. She gagged on his massive member and smiled. She looked up at him. His dark eyes were on fire, his jaw clenched. He bared his teeth, showing the primal beast underneath. The hunter. The predator.
“You are magnificent,” Eric said. Power dripped from every syllable, and just the sound of his voice made Megan wet.
“Thank you, Master.” Megan’s shackled hands were still pleasuring him, slowly and sensually. Please … I want you inside me, Master.
He smiled. “The slave does not make demands of the master, Megan. Even in her thoughts.” He pulled Megan to her feet by the collar, choking her.
Megan let out a gasp as his fingers slipped inside her. He managed to find spots of intense pleasure that she had never discovered on her own. “Please …” she whimpered. “I’ll do anything.”
“Begging? I like that.”
He traveled deeper inside her as he used the other hand to pull the chain upward. He was strong. Supernaturally strong. She did not doubt that he could lift her clean off the ground if he wanted. Even as he fingered her, she could feel his erect cock rubbing against her body.
“Oooh …” Megan cried in a shallow voice. “Thank you.”
His fingers left her. She was a desperate mess, trying to grind her pussy against his thigh, but she could not reach him.
“Show me how much you want it, my Princess,” he whispered, kissing her neck. Megan could have sworn his lips were electric. “Suck them.” He held his fingers up in front of her face. They glistened in the moonlight.
Megan did not hesitate and sucked her juices from his fingers. She had never tasted herself before, and it felt forbidden, taboo.
Fantastic.
He pushed his body against hers, forcing her up against the wall. The smooth, cold marble sent a shiver down her spine, a fitting companion to the cold, hard body of Eric. He bent his knees slightly, allowing his cock to slip in between Megan’s legs, teasingly rubbing against her slit. He was still holding the chain, and the other hand exited her mouth, grabbed the shackles, and pulled her arms over her head.
“You smell so good, Princess,” he whispered as he licked her neck. “My senses are stronger, and your scent overwhelms me. It makes me high.” The collar around her neck pressed harder against her throat. Every breath was laborious and arousing, as if her skin was twice as sensitive as usual, registering every slight twitch of his muscles. Megan gave in to the helplessness, the knowledge that she belonged to him. A profound sense of freedom and lust washed over her, and all the tension, anxiety, and fear that dominated her stressful life left her body in a liberating moan.
“I’m yours,” she said. She meant it.
She could feel his smile against her neck. He pressed her harder against the wall, and the touch of his tip against the outside of her pussy was making her soaking wet. Eric released the tension in the chain and lifted her, laying her down on the bed with what Megan could only describe as forceful tenderness. He towered above her, his face covered in shade. He was remarkable, imposing, majestic as he looked down at her, his body poised to attack. Megan raised her hands above her head, felt the shackles around her wrists, her restraints, her prison, showing him that she was his to take. She spread her legs wide, exposing the pussy that was already dripping for him.
He closed in. Slowly. A vision of barely contained lust. His eyes swallowed her whole, but he was determined to make her wait. Eric’s body was almost horizontal above her, kept up by his straightened, strong arms. His cock teasingly grazed Megan’s stomach. The smile was playful and menacing at the same time. She writhed beneath him, pushing her pussy up towards his cock, but he dodged it.
She whimpered, frowning at him. Her mind filled with dirty thoughts in an attempt to lure him in, to turn him on.
“Patience.” He started massaging her clit. “I want you to tell me what you are to me, Princess.”
Rays of pleasure shot out from her clit, and she struggled to focus on his words. “I … I am yours, Master.” The words were caught between short breaths and moans. “Your slave, your Princess.” She pulled her wrists apart as far as she could, feeling the steel against her skin. “Oh, God …”
“He isn’t here. I will take care of you, Princess,” he said and used his hand to guide his cock, rubbing the tip against her clit. “I will keep you safe. Forever.”
The words sizzled in her mind. They were a promise, a contract, and it made Megan stupidly horny to hear them spoken in that deep, sexy voice. Her body shivered as he 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.
“Don’t be hasty, Princess.” His burning eyes undressed her, removed her skin, bared her soul. It was the hottest thing she had ever seen. His very presence was like a drug to her. His body barely touched her, yet she could feel the centuries of power and knowledge emanating from his body.
This is torture! Every time his girthy cock took a peek inside her, it vanished a moment later. The collar burned her neck, the shackles seared her skin, both reminding her that she had no control. It was both frustrating and liberating. She knew he did not need to restrain her; with his strength, she had been helpless to resist, but she loved feeling the steel on her skin.
“Are you ready, Princess?” 
I am ready for you, Master.
Megan’s pussy exploded in an intoxicating cacophony of pain and pleasure as his cock filled her It was a glorious entrance, worthy of fanfare. She had never been stretched like this before, and for a second, she feared that he might be too big. He paused, allowing her to get accustomed to his girth. The velvety skin of his cock was cold, yet his presence inside her lit an uncontrollable fire in Megan.
She opened her eyes and stared into his. The connection was immediate and intense as they smiled at each other. He started thrusting into her, gently. She could sense the predator beneath every movement; she was not the only one on a leash. “You are mine now.”
She nodded and bit her lip. “I know. It … it is what I want.” She put her arms around his neck, as tight as the restraints would allow. “Please … fuck me, Master. Harder.” Megan smiled, letting him know it was alright. “Let go. Stop holding back.”
He hesitated for a moment before his lips split and his eyes narrowed. He licked his fangs. “I could hurt you.”
“You won’t.”
Megan’s body drowned in a flood of pure lust as his thrusts increased in force. There was still kindness in his eyes, but the beastly part of him had joined the fray and was driving his huge cock deeper inside her than she had ever thought possible. Every little part of her pussy rubbed against the silk-like skin that covered the rock-hard force of nature between his legs.
Her screams filled the room. Some words were unintelligible, simply being an outlet for the massive sexual energy her body could not contain.
He growled as his hips clashed against hers. The chain to her collar clattered with every thrust. Despite the ferocity and brute strength on display, his cock brought her immense pleasure. His tongue licked her neck, his hand teased her nipples; he was a man with hundreds of years of experience in lovemaking, and she could not argue with the results.
“Choke yourself, Princess,” he commanded.
Megan unwrapped her arms from his neck and grabbed hold of the chain, pulling it above her head, enough to elevate the beastly thrusts even further. It was dirty, brutal sex like she had never experienced before.
It went on. Forever. Positions changed as he lifted her body without effort, his cock never resting or softening. His stamina was infinite. But hers was not. Orgasm after orgasm ravaged her body, tore her apart, yet he continued. He slowed down to let her recover, his thrusts ebbed and flowed like a well-conducted symphony.
The world had melted away. Megan was floating in a sea of pure ecstasy as she gave her body to him. He controlled her pleasure, her lust, and he was a master at it. He kept her on the edge for what felt like an eternity, only to gently guide her into the orgasmic abyss again and again.
She stared into his eyes. Told him that it was his turn. She could feel his strong abs tense as he allowed himself to near the climax.
“I am going to come inside you, Princess,” he groaned, staring her in the eye.
Please … do it. And bite me as you do. Drink from me. I want to feel your power.
He spilled into her as the bear-like roar attacked her ears, underlining his domination. Every muscle in his body threatened to burst through the skin as the massive veins in his neck pulsed. He leaned in over her, sinking his razor-sharp fangs into her neck. The pain and intimacy of the act sent Megan into a frenzy of desire as he drank from her. His pelvis rubbed against her clit in a beautiful duet with his cock’s final thrusts as she let go. Megan threw herself off the cliffs and into the infinite, orgasmic abyss. He embraced her as the orgasm tore through her, getting more intense every second until she screamed. He was still fucking her, but slower. Slower. He sucked the last few drops of blood from her neck and kissed it gently.
“Your blood … is sweet,” he said, licking a drop off his lips. “I’ve never felt this nourished.”
Megan was warm all over, despite the cold emanating from Eric’s body. Her cheeks and chest were flushed. “Thank you.” Her body was spent and tired. “What … what happens now?” She stared at the ceiling as her mind began to clear.
Eric got up from the bed and stood naked in the moonlight. “This was just a taste, Princess. You’re my slave now.” He smiled. “Forever.”



Ballet Bondage
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Serious faces surrounded Kate no matter where she looked, but she was too focused on the upcoming meeting to care. There was always a tense atmosphere whenever a major project was about to be presented. A lot of jobs were on the line, and it all hinged on Kate’s performance.
You got this, Kate thought to herself and smiled. The sound of her heels on the hardwood floor echoed in the hallway and filled her with confidence.
A familiar face greeted her in the break room. “Nervous?” Alice smiled at Kate and took a sip of her coffee. The blonde curls framed the round face, and Kate could feel the last of her worries evaporating in the company of her best friend.
“Of course.” Kate grabbed a cup of coffee and checked her watch. Five minutes until the presentation. “But the team has knocked it out of the park. I’m confident it’ll go well.”
Alice nodded. “Don’t give away all the credit. You’re not the youngest project leader in the company for nothing.” She looked at Kate’s feet. “New shoes?”
“Yeah. I figured I should look my best today.” The heels were considerably taller than Kate was used to, and her feet were already hurting.
“They look … painful.” Alice finished her coffee and gave Kate a quick peck on the cheek on her way out. “Go kick their ass.”
On her way to the meeting, Kate stopped for a moment outside the conference room and checked her reflection in a nearby window. A pale woman with long red hair looked back at her, beaming with confidence. Her body was skinny and her chest flat, but the elegant black dress made her look and feel like a million bucks, and the heels only served to further accentuate her feminity. She loved how they looked.
Applause. They had applauded her. Kate had been forced to squeeze a dozen sweaty hands, but all she could think of was how much her feet were hurting. After her boss had finished his long-winded monologue about Kate’s career trajectory and upcoming promotion, she rushed to the bathroom. Kate sat down on the toilet seat and pulled one of her shoes off. As she massaged her sore toes and heel, watching the bruises and marks, an odd, surprising sensation crept in.
What the …? Am I … turned on?
Kate stared at her feet and the black leather shoes. Every time she touched a sore spot, the resulting pain sent a rush of adrenaline and lust through her body. She sat there for nearly twenty minutes, pondering the implications, but she eventually pushed it aside. She had too much to do. With a groan, she put the shoes back on and walked out of the bathroom, wincing with every step.
The stairs to her apartment seemed to go on forever. Every step was a chore, a painful exercise, but also accompanied by the intriguing arousal she had felt building throughout the day. Kate’s thoughts did not linger on it. She was tired and worn after an intense day at work, and she breathed a sigh of relief when she finally reached the spacious apartment on the fifth floor. Work had been kind to her, and few women in their twenties could afford a place like this. Kate threw her purse onto the kitchen counter and was about to kick off the torturous heels when she paused. Something stopped her; a curious voice in the back of her head told her to keep them on, despite all her instincts telling her to remove them. She stared at the smooth black leather with a puzzled expression on her face.
Why does this feel so good? Kate knew she wanted to explore it further, and a sudden urge sent her to the bedroom. She knelt in front of the large dresser and pulled out the bottom drawer. Hidden under a few oversized hoodies, the last remaining trace of her former boyfriend, was a pair of steel legcuffs and matching handcuffs. Her ex had begged her to let him cuff her in bed, and though she had enjoyed their BDSM sessions, they had broken up soon after – Kate simply had no time for a serious relationship with the career she was pursuing. She let her finger run over the smooth, shiny steel and smiled. It felt forbidden, taboo.
Arousing.
Why not?
A sweet tingle trickled down Kate’s spine as she closed the legcuffs around her ankles. The cold steel felt amazing against her bare skin. She had not worn them since the break-up and almost forgotten that she even had them, but something about the discomfort and sound of the rattling chains created a major rush of adrenaline. Kate started walking through the apartment, listening to the sound of her heels and the chains. The legcuffs pressed on her Achilles tendon, adding to her discomfort, and even though her tired mind screamed at her to take it all off, the flood of arousal soon took over.
Kate stopped in the middle of the large living room and stared out at the blue summer sky. Her feet were crying, her toes sore, yet she had never felt this horny before. She knew she had a masochistic side; her ex had caned her a few times, and she had enjoyed it, but she had never imagined she could experience similar arousal from tormenting her feet. It opened a new world of possibilities, and it intrigued her. It was a different sort of pleasure than being caned or flogged. It was not the sting of being hit, but rather a more prolonged agony, always present, made worse with every step. She had control over it, but she could not fully escape it without removing her shoes.
Kate walked back to the bedroom and dug out the pair of handcuffs. She was not about to stop her journey now, and she slowly clicked them onto her wrists, soaking in every loud click of the ratchet lock. She stared at them for a while and listened to the steel click against her watch. They were not uncomfortable in the same way as the legcuffs, but even though they did not cause her pain, the feeling of helplessness enhanced her arousal.
You’re in trouble now, Kate.
The next day, Alice came into Kate’s office with a huge smile on her face. “There’s the company’s rising star!” She closed the door behind her and pulled a bottle of champagne from her bag. “Time to celebrate!”
Kate chuckled. “Day-drinking? At work? I just got promised a promotion and you’re already trying to get me in trouble?”
Alice shrugged and opened the bottle with a pop. “That can’t surprise you! Besides, you’ll be the boss around here soon enough. You can make day-drinking mandatory.” She took a swig of the bottle and handed it to Kate who allowed herself a sip of the sparkling drink. Alice nodded at Kate’s legs. “Stockings? There’s a heat wave going on, Katie, and you’re wearing stockings?”
Kate could feel her cheeks blush. “Eh … I found it went better with the outfit.” She let her hand run down the soft fabric of her red dress and desperately looked for a way to change the subject. “How did it go with Ryan last night?”
Alice rolled her eyes. “Worst sex I ever had!”
Kate nodded as Alice started ranting about her date, but her eyes were constantly drawn to her high heels and sore feet. She could not bring herself to tell Alice the real reason that she wore stockings; Kate had ended up wearing the handcuffs and legcuffs for the entire evening while watching Youtube videos of women trying to walk in brutally high heels. She had masturbated countless times and finally fallen asleep in the restraints on her couch. The stockings served to hide the deep red grooves on her ankles, and she wore a larger watch than usual as well as a few bangles on her other wrist to cover the handcuff marks.
You can’t keep doing this, Kate. If word of your new hobby gets out …
Kate already knew that she could not talk sense into herself. She was aching to hurry home and lock the hand- and legcuffs back on.
Kate was a masochist. She had never imagined that she was, never bothered to find out, but after a few weeks, her feet were wrecked from wearing heels all day, yet she did not want to stop. She was more careful about using the restraints to avoid leaving marks, but the heels only left her feet when she showered or slept.
For the first time in months, Kate had no plans for the weekend. Her heart pounded like a drum in her chest as she entered the luxurious shoe store and made a beeline for the heels. She was going to treat herself; the promotion had left her flush with cash, and she was going to spend them.
“Can I help you, Miss?” A friendly-faced, brown-haired girl approached her.
Kate nodded towards the heels. “I need shoes for work. Several.”
The woman looked Kate up and down with the trained eye of a person that is used to selling to the rich. “Corporate? Stylish, but sexy?”
“Sounds good.”
The woman pulled down a pair of black heels not too different from the pair that Kate had been wearing nonstop for weeks now. “How about these? Classy, goes with every outfit.”
“Do you have something … taller?”
The woman raised an eyebrow. “That probably won’t be comfortable.”
“Doesn’t matter.” Kate cleared her throat and tried to suppress the lust she was feeling at the sight of some of the more severe shoes. “I need to … keep up a certain appearance. Besides, I’ll be sitting at a desk for most of the day.”
The woman nodded. “Very well. Our tallest heels are 12 centimeters.” She pointed at a pair of red, incredibly tall heels. “But I wouldn’t recommend them, to be honest.”
Kate ignored the woman’s recommendation and the screams from her feet and smiled. “They sound perfect. I need four pairs in different colors.”
Her entire body was tingling with excitement and a hint of anxiety. Kate had been wanting to elevate her self-bondage experience for a while, but she had not had the time until now. She had been researching and testing various forms of release. She wanted to feel properly trapped and helpless, unable to escape. It would be a perfect way to break in her new heels, after all.
I need more toys, Kate thought to herself as she laid out the handcuffs, legcuffs, and a few lengths of rope she had bought earlier that day. Her mind was flooded with fantasies and scenarios, and she made a mental note to spend the evening browsing restraints online. But for now, what she had would have to do.
Kate’s apartment was fully modernized, but it still had some of the old crossbeams near the ceiling that had been left by the contractors to add to the ‘rustic charm’. Kate knew that her desire was irrational, that tying herself up and enduring massive discomfort made no sense, but rational thought had gone out the window long ago. Just the thought of what she was about to do made her wet, and she had to resist the temptation to masturbate right there and then.
She was going to use a stocking with ice cubes as a release method; Kate had done a few experiments and found that two ice cubes should give her roughly an hour in bondage. It was going to be her first strict tie, and she could not wait. She placed the two ice cubes in the stocking and tied them to the beam above her while standing on a stepladder. She pulled at the stockings a few times to ensure that the knot was tight and not going anywhere. 
Next was the rope. She tied one end to a padlock and locked it around the stockings on the other side of the ice cubes. When the cubes had melted, the padlock would fall along with the rope. Simple. Foolproof.
Hot as hell.
Am I doing this? Kate took off her clothes and her normal heels before finding a pair of her new shoes. Her feet were already sore, but it did not prevent her from stepping into the incredibly tall heels. She struggled for a bit to find her balance, and though they hurt more than she had expected, they had the desired effect. The rush was incredible, better than ever before, and Kate could not resist rubbing her clit for a moment. She felt empowered, standing naked in the middle of her apartment.
Kate could barely breathe from excitement as she locked the legcuffs onto her ankles, tighter than usual. The searing pain from her tendons and feet was dizzying. She locked the handcuffs onto one wrist and left the keys on the kitchen table, out of reach.
“Now for the final piece.” Kate took the rope and pulled it between her legs, ensuring that it rested between the lips of her wet pussy. The sensation was intense and only got better when she pulled the rope tight and tied it around her waist, over the pussy rope in front as well, ensuring that the knot was on the front of her belly.
All she had to do was lock the handcuffs onto her wrist. She paused for a moment and tried to think through all possible scenarios, but eventually, lust took over, and Kate clicked the handcuffs in place behind her back.
She was trapped.
Helpless.
And in pain.
What have I done? The tight rope through her pussy ensured that Kate could not move. If she kicked off her heels, her feet would no longer be able to reach the floor. She would hang by the crotch rope, likely causing her to tilt backward and hit her head on the floor. The danger was intoxicating, even though the muted, rational voice in her mind yelled at her to find a way out, that it was too risky.
Kate tested her restraints. The handcuffs were secure, impossible to escape, and they prevented her from reaching the knot on the front. She tried tugging at the rope, but it was too tight to budge.
Fuck, this is intense. Every slight movement made the rope grind against her pussy, and she could feel her juices trickle down her inner thigh. She had never felt this horny before in her life. But it was the heels that made the difference. Her feet were contorted to fit the new shoes, and the pain was almost unbearable. It was too much. Kate had overstepped, and she knew it. I can’t do this for an hour!
She started to panic, but every attempt to move the rope or take pressure off her feet failed. She had to stand there like a statue until the ice melted. Kate tried to calm herself, tried to take deep breaths, and after a while, acceptance started to settle in. There was nothing she could do but wait. She knew that the ice would eventually disappear, after all.
The minutes crawled by, and the pain kept increasing. At first, Kate struggled to reap any pleasure from the crazy experience, but eventually, the anxiety could no longer stem the tide of lust that kept pressing on from her aching pussy and tortured feet. The legcuffs tore at her tendons, her feet cried, and it terrified Kate how much she was starting to love it. Despite her attempt to gag the rational part of her brain, she could not silence the voice telling her that pain was something to avoid, that this was wrong, but it only made it better.
When the ice finally melted after an hour, Kate dropped to her knees and screamed. It was a scream of pain and intense, primal lust, as well as relief. She was still handcuffed, but at least the pressure was off her feet. Kate looked at the keys on the kitchen table. They seemed far away, out of reach, even though she was no longer tied to the beam above her. Her swollen, aching feet and tormented ankles caused her to wince as she walked towards the kitchen table on her knees. She was not able to get back on her feet and had to use her mouth to pull the keys onto the floor. With some trouble, she unlocked one of her handcuffs.
Kate did not even bother to uncuff the other wrist. Her hands were drawn to her pussy, and a few seconds later, she had two fingers buried deep inside her pussy while the other hand rubbed her clit. The bondage had prevented her from seeking release, causing the lust to build and build within her. The memory of her recent predicament kept replaying in her mind as her fingers slid in and out of her pussy, lubricated by the torrents of desire and lust, fueled by the constant pain from her feet and ankles. She pulled her feet apart, as far as the legcuffs would allow her, just to feel the steel dig into her skin. To feel trapped.
To feel whole.
It did not take long for her to climax. It was not a gentle, soothing orgasm released with a feminine gasp. It was brutal and intense, tearing through her like a mad bull. She screamed; she had no choice. Her slender body could not contain the insane lust within.
Then she laughed. She let go of her pussy and laughed. The absurdity of the situation dawned on her as the fog of desire lifted. She was naked on the floor of her apartment on a Friday afternoon, wearing inhuman heels and legcuffs. The rope was still tied around her waist, and the handcuffs dangling from her wrist. The clarity of mind led her to think that it was a one-time thing, that she had her fill, but part of her knew that it was not the case.
The dam had burst. There was no way to build it back up.
***
The stern-faced woman wore her leotard surprisingly well. The hair was gray and tied in a tight ponytail, and the lips did not look like they had produced many smiles in her lifetime. She stared at Kate’s feeble attempts at doing a proper plie and shook her head.
“Aren’t you a little old for this?” she said with a frown.
Kate smiled. “I’m 26.”
“As I said, old.” The woman cocked her head and crossed her arms. “Why’re you here?”
“I love ballet,” Kate lied. ”I wanted to try it.”
“Fine. But ballet is not a pitiful pastime like yoga. It takes dedication and effort. What do you seek to achieve?”
Kate paused her exercises and tightened her ponytail. “I want to be able to stand en pointe.”
The woman laughed. “En pointe? Are you kidding? It takes years to do!” With the grace of a swan, the woman raised herself onto her toes as if it was nothing. “Do you possess that kind of dedication?”
Kate could feel her pulse rise. “I do. I don’t want to make a career in ballet, but … I want to do that.” She pointed at the woman’s feet.
The woman lowered herself back down with a skeptical smile. “Very well. You have the frame for it, I guess.” She poked at Kate’s protruding hip bones and flat chest. “But why en pointe?”
Because the thought of it makes me so horny I could pass out, old woman.
Kate’s life was a blur. Her career was like driving in the fast lane, but she found that even during the most important meetings, her thoughts still drifted toward her new addiction. She only wore the tall heels now, even at work, and though she occasionally got comments on the implied discomfort, she had learned to ignore them. Her self-bondage had increased in scope as well; she had added several new restraints to her collection, including heavy steel collars, shackles, and ankle restraints. She kept searching for the next rush and adding weight to her body to punish her feet and increase the intoxicating feeling of helplessness was just another way to achieve it.
After a few months of ballet practice, Kate had ordered a custom pair of black leather ballet boots. They were shaped like pointe shoes, but a tall, thin heel had been added to make them easier to use. They were still massively uncomfortable, and Kate found herself struggling to stand up while wearing them. She had not made it easier by locking a matching set of wide steel shackles onto her ankles and wrists, as well as a massive collar around her neck. Every step was pure torture, and every step made her wet with desire.
You look good, Kate, she thought as she looked in the mirror. The steel looked massive on the pale, naked body, but it only seemed to accentuate the fragile femininity. The ballet boots squeezed her feet, but they were almost used to the pain at this point. They had even started to change their shape recently.
Heavy chains connected her restraints, weighing her down, and Kate felt like a helpless slave. A slave to herself.
She smiled at her mirror image. “Time for a little …”
Her phone buzzed from the kitchen table. It took Kate a while to reach it, since balancing on the ballet boots was made difficult by the heavy chains disturbing her center of balance. It was a text message from Alice:
“Hi sweetie. I just broke up with Ryan, I need some wine and a hug. I’ll be at your place in five minutes.”
Kate felt the blood freeze in her veins. Alice occasionally popped by with short notice, but Kate could think of no reason why Alice should stay away. They had seen each other a few hours earlier, Alice knew Kate was home, and she even had a key to the apartment.
Fuck! Kate whimpered as she staggered to the bedroom. Her sweaty hands struggled to unlock the massive restraints, and the tightly laced ballet boots offered her even more trouble. She had barely managed to throw on a robe when Alice opened the door.
“Kate! Where are you?” Alice shouted. “I need to bitch and whine about what idiots men are before we order take-out and watch a sappy romantic comedy that tries to convince us that men are great.”
“Be there in a second!” Kate threw on a scarf to hide the marks from the collar, as well as her watch and bracelets for the wrists. To hide the bruised feet and ankles, her panicked mind could think of no other solution than to put on the winter boots that stood next to her closet, hoping that Alice was too distraught to comment on her unorthodox clothing choices.
Luckily for Kate, Alice was already slightly inebriated and had barely hugged Kate before her long rant began. The entire night, as they watched movies and bitched about men, Kate’s fingers kept touching her wrists, feeling the grooves left from the shackles. She wanted to wear the ballet boots again, badly, and for the first time, she wanted Alice to leave.
She would rather be tortured by tight boots and shackles than spend time with her best friend.
The thought only managed to manifest for a moment before Kate pushed it away.
Her instructor had told her it was too early to try. Kate knew she was right, that it was too soon, too risky, but she could not resist. The mailman had just dropped off her pointe shoes, and even though it would take years before she could use them properly, she had to put them on.
She tied the straps around her ankles. Tighter. Felt the surge of adrenaline. Kate knew that she had an unhealthy addiction, but she had no desire to fight it.
She stared at the tight pointe shoes for a while, smiling as she imagined standing on her toes, feeling the pain and immense pleasure it would bring her.
Do it now. Just try it.
The voice was insistent and ominous. Kate got up and supported herself against the kitchen table.
Her feet trembled as she got onto her toes; even though the table held most of her weight, it was still nearly impossible for her to stand en pointe. The pain was immense and immediate, as was the rush. Kate could not help but smile as she groaned and whimpered. Her feet and ankles showered her brain with warnings, begging her to stop it, but she reveled in the suffering. One hand let go of the table and started rubbing her clit. She could not help it. The arousal was overwhelming, threatening to overload her mind. Feelings of pride and lust mixed in a delightful cocktail, and the high lasted for a while after she was forced to get out of the strenuous position. It felt like a milestone, and it motivated her to continue the long hours of training. All of it only to be able to stand on her toes.
She still had a long road ahead of her, but she would get there. She had to.
She no longer had a choice.
Kate still wore the pointe shoes when she brought herself to a dirty, riveting climax a few minutes later.
***
It had been two years. Two years of rigorous training that many would have called pointless. Why train ballet if you are never going to dance it? Kate did not care. She cared about few things anymore. Work was still good, but her career had stalled; her energy was spent elsewhere. Kate had tried dating a few men and one woman since her fascination with pain and bondage began, but nothing had come close to the rush she could achieve on her own, and the ones she had been seeing eventually lost interest after too many missed calls and unanswered messages.
Kate had changed, and not only mentally.
“All that ballet hasn’t been good for you,” Alice said and dried her tanned body. The shower room was empty except for the two women, and the sound of chirping birds enjoying the summer snuck through the half-open windows. “Your feet are messed up!”
Kate looked at her feet. They had a prominent arch now, and she could barely walk barefoot anymore. She wore nothing but tall heels, and the ballet had proved a convenient excuse for the physical change. Kate told people that it was a way for her to cope with the stress of being a high-achieving career woman, which was partially true.
“I like the way they look,” Kate said and welcomed the familiar surge of arousal she always got when she looked at her arched feet.
Alice shook her head. “If you say so. Anyway, are you bringing a plus one for the wedding?”
Kate laughed. “Of course not. I’m still struggling to believe that you’re getting married to Ryan.”
“We’ve matured, Katie.” Alice frowned. “Marriage is a logical step for us. You should try finding a good man.”
“I thought we established years ago that they don’t exist.” Kate slipped on her 12-centimeter heels with a satisfied sigh. She always felt better when they were on. She politely continued the conversation, but all she wanted was to rush home to touch and torture herself.
Kate stood at the window in her apartment and stared at the busy streets below. Couples walking hand in hand, people rushing to work, families laughing – it all seemed distant like they lived in a different world to her. There was only Kate and her addiction. The pain. She could endure the pain of standing en pointe for half an hour now, and the pain was addicting. Kate often spent her holidays alone, shackled for days in a row in her apartment, torturing herself with pointe shoes and ballet boots.
Kate was naked except for her panties, but no one could see her. The tinted windows shielded her from the outside world and its problems, allowing her to stay in her kinky cocoon. She turned and looked at the toys laid out on the table nearby. Her trusty shackles and collar were scratched and dented after years of heavy use, and she had added several more to her collection. A few ball gags laid next to the restraints, as did her newest acquisition.
She let her fingers run over the shiny steel shoes. They were the most extreme thing she had ever seen; they were shaped as pointe shoes, but made entirely of stainless steel, forcing the wearer onto her toes without the support of a heel. Kate licked her lips and gently caressed her perky nipples to soak a few drops of pleasure from the sight of the cruel device. She had not worn them yet; she wanted the first time to be special.
Tying herself up was second nature now. She had done it several times a week for years. There had been a few close calls, but she knew what she was doing at this point. Kate looked up at the chain hanging above her head – it was connected to an ice release that would give her more than an hour in bondage. It was going to be strenuous, but that was the way she liked it.
Kate sat down on a chair and started applying her restraints in an almost ritualistic fashion. She allowed herself to soak in every click of the locks, every touch of steel against her pale skin. First, she slipped her feet into the steel pointe shoes. They had been expensive, made to fit her perfectly, and she shivered as she locked them in place. A steel band wrapped around the top of her foot and the ankle, ensuring that she could not take them off without the key, and they had been shaped in an arch to make it impossible to stand up in any position than en pointe.
Afterward, she closed the heavy steel shackles around her ankles, feeling the weight of the heavy connecting chain. The collar was next. The wide steel was a snug fit, restricting her breathing slightly. She could wear it for days now, even if it made eating difficult.
Mmm … this feels good, Kate thought as she touched herself. Her body was already bursting with desire and forbidden lust, and she had to force her hand away to ensure that she did not come before the fun had even started. A large red ball gag entered her mouth, and Kate carefully tightened the straps to ensure that she could not push it out with her tongue.
The sounds from the street acted as background music as Kate stood up and sat on the window sill. She did not want to rest her full weight on her toes just yet. She groaned as she applied a pair of nipple clamps to her sensitive nipples; though torturing her feet was still her main source of pleasure, she had found that clamping her nipples added a certain spice.
Almost ready.
Kate pressed a small remote and let out a gasp as the vibrating dildo in her pussy, held in by her panties, started vibrating. A pleased moan escaped her gag and sent a long strand of drool onto her chest as she grabbed hold of the chain hanging from the ceiling and pulled herself to her toes.
Her entire body shook with agony and delight as the pain from her feet soared through her body, and Kate had to force herself to finish what she had started before her hands could no longer resist bringing her to a climax. She locked the chain to her collar and locked her wrists in the heavy handcuffs attached to the chain behind her back.
There was no relief to be had; she had to stay on her toes in the torturous shoes until the ice lock released her.
It does not get better than this, Kate thought as she took a deep breath and swam in the intense emotions. Her toes already hurt like hell, the heavy shackles pressed on her tendons, and her arms were shaking from the strain. The chain pulled at the collar, ensuring that every slight movement threatened to choke her, and she had to stay on her toes to avoid hanging from her neck.
It was reckless and dangerous. She knew it, and she no longer cared. It was the biggest rush imaginable as the restricted airflow and intense pain mixed in a cocktail of pure, unfiltered lust.
Once again, Kate looked out the window. She stood right next to it, able to see the people in the office building across the street and the reflection of a red-haired, skinny woman wearing several pounds of steel, drooling uncontrollably.
Kate Moore, career woman. She could not help but smile at the irony. She was respected as a strong, independent woman, yet here she was, helpless and pitiful, a slave to her urges and the search for the next rush.
Her eyes were drawn to a man in one of the windows across the street. He was handsome, with thick, brown hair and a well-groomed beard. If only he knew what he could see right now if the windows weren’t tinted. Kate paused. They ARE tinted, right? She knew they were, but the irrational thought still lingered.
The intense discomfort and pain started messing with her mind; in her imagination, the man looked up from his computer and saw her. Their eyes met, his face splitting in a wry smile.
Minutes later, he opened the door and entered the apartment. Kate could see his reflection in the window, see him undress behind her. There was nothing she could do, and her vivid imagination fueled the rampant desire that was already causing her to near orgasm, aided by the vibrator inside her pussy.
The man grabbed her red hair and yanked her head back. “Someone is being a bad girl,” he whispered, his warm breath on her ear sending a shiver down her spine. He released her collar from the chain and bent her forward, but the cuffs still forced her to stand on her toes. The shift in balance put further strain on Kate’s feet, and her legs started to buckle as the man pulled down her panties and slowly removed the vibrator. “Let me help you. No need for these toys.”
Kate felt like her heart could jump from her chest as she felt the tip of his cock on her pussy. He entered her slowly, forcing his way inside her. Kate could not resist, nor did she want to.
Fuck me. Fuck me hard. Kate could feel the collar pressing on her neck as her imagination continued playing the vivid images in her mind. She imagined that the vibrator inside her was the man’s cock, pummeling her poor, helpless pussy while her feet and toes screamed for release.
She swore that she could feel it. Feel his cock stretch her pussy, rubbing again the walls with force and lust. He was big, strong, perfect. The man she needed. The man who did not exist except in her mind, where he fucked her until she exploded in a glorious orgasm.
The man was not real, but the orgasm was. Kate screamed into her gag, sending droplets of drool onto the window. The vibrator had sent her over the edge, and she found herself falling into an infinite abyss of pleasure and joy for a few miraculous moments. Everything else seemed to fade away; the people disappeared from the streets below, and she saw nothing but blue skies and the man in the window across the street.
“MMMMMMMMMmmmmmmm …”
The scream died out, and unwelcome reality washed in over Kate. She no longer felt the large cock inside her, only the buzzing vibrator. Her skin tingled from the massive orgasm, but the pain that had driven her masochistic pleasure moments earlier now overwhelmed her with its intensity.
People below her continued their daily lives. Kate could only watch. Helpless. Tortured. Crying.
She loved it. She hated it. The collar seemed to tighten around her neck as he legs started shaking, threatening to let go. She tried grabbing the chain behind her back, pulling it to take a little pressure off her neck, but it was a temporary relief and only served to make her shoulders hurt. She wondered if her toes would ever recover. She wondered if her feet would. This was far more intense than she had imagined. It was too much. Had she finally reached her limit?
You did this to yourself, Kate. She looked at her watch lying in the window in front of her. Still at least 50 minutes to go.
The vibrator kept going. Kate would come another three times before it was over.
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Descent into Slavery

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

The Master’s Prisoner Slaves

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

His Slave for the Summer

Sasha was just looking for a little fun over the summer break from college. Now, she is shackled and gagged in a cabin with two young men.

There are a lot more stories to be found here
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Thank you for reading. I hope you will follow the links above to read some of my other stories – most are BDSM-themed. If you want to know about new releases, follow me on Twitter or Instagram. Check out my Patreon if you like handcuffs, shackles, and/or wristwatches(!). I also offer custom short stories on Fiverr.

Love, Jessica
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