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Helpless at Home

I hold the cuffs in my hand, turning them over, running my fingers over the soft leather. Should I do it? Should I buy them? I look over my shoulder, feeling a little embarrassed even though this was a sex store, after all. I had never gone into one before, but the sight of coils of soft, white rope and a huge, black ball-gag in the window display was too good to pass up.

I’ve always loved being tied up, for as long as I can remember. Well, I’ve never actually been tied up, but images of damsels in distress in films and television shows have always made me... horny, I guess. I know a lot of people are into it, but I never imagined I would be one of those people. I can get off when having vanilla sex, but when I’m masturbating I’m always looking for videos or pictures of women tied up and gagged.

I look up at the display of gags in front of me. Thick panels of leather, red ball-gags, head harnesses with cock inserts... I’m getting wet just look at them. I’ve gagged myself with duct tape on many occasions, but to have an actual gag in my mouth... I shiver a little at the thought.

When I get to the register, I realize I’ve kind of gone a little overboard. The black leather cuffs, a ball-gag with an over-the-mouth leather panel, a leather blindfold, and a four-point leather hogtie. The cashier rings me up and hands me the bag of my new toys. With a trembling hand, I take it and quickly leave the store. I was out shopping for a birthday gift for my dad, but I have to get home as soon as possible. The whole drive all I can think about is the snug grip of leather around my wrists and ankles, the feeling of a ballgag keeping me quiet. I’m so excited to see myself tied up and helpless like all of the damsels I’ve masturbated to my entire life. I can feel my wetness spreading in my panties.

Finally, I’m home. I unlock my apartment door, take off my coat and shoes, put my keys on the table, and take my shopping bag straight to my bedroom. I take my shirt and pants off so that I’m just in my black bra and underwear. I take the cuffs out of the bag and snap them to the hogtie. This should be easy enough to get out of. I’ve done some extremely light self-bondage before, but nothing more than tying my wrists behind my back with a robe belt.

I experiment with the clip connecting the cuffs to the hogtie. Just in case, I buckle the cuff on its second largest hole and slip my wrist inside. It’s snug enough that it doesn’t slide right off, but I can pull my wrist out of it with a little bit of effort. Okay, maybe one more tighter setting... I pull the cuff off and tighten it. That should be good.

Next, I take the gag out from the bag. I run my fingers over the ball that’s meant to go into my mouth. God, I can hardly wait to stuff it into my mouth. I press it between my lips and suck gently on the silicon ball. The leather panel curls around my mouth and tightens as I tighten the buckle in the back. I pull it to the tightest setting and moan quietly into the ball. My voice is muffled and sounds so, so delicious. God, I want to start touching myself, but I know it’ll be worth it if I wait.

Next, I pull out the ankle cuffs. I have to think about how to do this. I guess I should put the ankle cuffs on, connect them to the hogtie, then slip my wrists into the buckled wrist cuffs. That way, I’ll be able to pull my wrists out of the cuffs whenever I’m ready to be untied. Okay. I take a deep breath. Let’s do this.

I connect the ankle cuffs to the hogtie and wrap them around my ankles. The tightness of the leather around me sends hot waves of pleasure up to my cunt. I don’t know if I’ll have to even touch myself to get off. Being tied up will make so wet and horny that I could probably squeeze my inner walls together and cum on my own. I test out the strength of the leather ankle cuffs. With the hogtie connected to them, I can’t pull my legs apart at all.

Okay, well, here goes nothing. I connect the wrist cuffs to the hogtie and turn over onto my stomach. From there, I slip my wrists into the cuffs, and succumb to my bondage. I immediately release a moan of pleasure as the cuffs pull my limbs towards one another. I struggle a little, tugging on my arms and feeling a puddle of wetness growing in my already soaked panties.

I look up and see myself in the full length mirror across from the bed. My mouth looks so good covered by the leather panel. I give myself a pleading stare, a look of begging helplessness. I pretend I’ve been kidnapped and left to struggle and writhe on the bed. I pull on all of my limbs at once and moan again in sweet, hot pleasure. Struggling is making me so horny. I watch myself as I lean over onto my side.

“Mmmphh,” I moan at my reflection. God, if only I could touch myself.

I roll onto my back and try to kick my legs away, but they stay attached to the hogtie. I could be fucked so easily with my body contorted like this. My ass is fully accessible to be spanked for fucked. I continue moaning, letting out a series of sweet garbled unintelligent moans. My voice sounds so fucking hot when I’m gagged. I wish I had thought to videotape myself.

“Bree, it’s me! Knock knock!”

My heart constricts in my chest. Fuck! My best friend Mary. What is she doing here?? Oh god, no, no, what if she finds me?! I start struggling hard against the hogtie. I try to yank my wrist from the cuff, but... it’s not coming loose! It’s too tight!

“I was in the neighborhood and remembered I still had your key. Just wanted to drop it off! You home?”

I try to stay as quiet as possible, but I can hear footsteps approaching my bedroom door. Please, please, no. Please leave, please don’t find me–

“Oh... is this a bad time?” I look up and see Mary standing in my bedroom doorway.

“Mmph...” I moan pathetically in the gag.

Mary looks... pleased, I think. She smirks down at me and slowly approaches the bed. “Whatcha doing, Bree? I see why you didn’t pick up my phone call.”

I look down at the bedspread below me, saying nothing else. I am so, so embarrassed.

“So I’m guessing you had a little freetime and decided to experiment with a little self-bondage, hm?”

I look up, suddenly. How does she know what self-bondage is? Mary sits down on the edge of the bed and pulls gently at the hogtie. “Impressive. Is this keeping you tied up all nice and tight?”

I nod once, unsure where this is going. “Mph,” I moan.

Mary’s hands continue travelling up my back until she’s running her fingers through my hair. “Hm, look at you. All helpless and squirming. You know, anyone could just walk right in and do anything they want to you.”

A hot wave of pleasure runs through me. I’m getting turned on again. Is this really about to happen?

Mary laughs as she pushes me onto my side. She reaches down and grabs my chin in her hands, running her fingers over the restrictive gag. “Who knew you were such a kinky slut, huh? Are you? Are you a kinky little slut, Bree?”

“Mmmpph,” I moan, nodding. “Yephh,” I attempt to say, “Mmaaknnkkehhslluuu,” My words are hardly intelligible at all. God, I’m helpless. Mary’s hand travels down to my ass. She squeezes it gently, then–

CLAP!

Her hand smacks my ass with fervor.

“Mmph!” I cry out into the gag.

“Let’s just see how much of a slut you are.” Mary murmurs. She runs her hands up my thigh and hovers over my underwear. “Oh my god. I can feel how wet you are from the outside of your panties. You should be ashamed.” She murmurs.

I squirm, trying to move away from her touch despite how badly I want it. One of the things I love best about bondage is that you usually get tied up when someone wants to do something to you. The sexiest thing, to me, is pretending I don’t want it but not being able to do anything about it.

Mary’s fingers pull my panties to the side and she swipes them across my clit. I jerk in pleasure. Lying down behind me, she starts fingering me very slowly. “You look good in that gag, bitch. I like how little noise you make.”

“Mmmm,” I moan into my gag, bucking my hips in rhythm with her fingers. I can’t believe I’m being fucked by my best friend, while tied up in bondage.

Her fingers move downward to my wet core. Suddenly, she pumps them into me, hard. I cry out, my moans turning into strangled whimpers. Oh, god. It feels so good. Being tied up is making me so much wetter.

She starts fucking me harder and harder, putting her whole body into every thrust.

“Mmmph!” I groan, “MMMPHHH!”

“You like that, bitch? Is that you want? That’s why you tied yourself up, isn’t it? You want someone to come and fuck you like you deserve to be fucked? Hm? You little slut. Only sluts like to be tied up.”

I’m so close to cumming. God, it’ll only take a couple more minutes to make me explode. I look up at Mary and whimper pathetically at her.

“That’s right, slut. You gonna cum?”

I nod vigorously, my body tensing as my orgasm gets closer and closer.

Her fingers extract from my pussy and she starts rubbing my clit extremely fast. How is she so good at this? How many women has she fucked?

I gasp into my gag, my legs bucking hard against their restraints. I’m so close–

“Look at you, so pathetic all tied up. So helpless. C’mon, slut, cum for me.”

I’m going to cum–oh, God–fuck fuck fuck I’m cumming I’m cummin–

“Mmmmmppppphhhhhh,” One long moan slips out of my gagged lips and I hump the air, squirming and writhing in my bonds. My eyes slip shut and I relax into the bondage. Wow.

Mary lets out a soft sigh and pushes me onto my stomach. “Well, I can see you’ve got a full plate for today, so I’ll get out of your hair. Have fun.” She purrs. Before I can gather up the energy to protest, she’s sashaying out my bedroom door and I hear the apartment door shut. It’s only then, in the midst of my beautiful afterglow, do I realize that I’ll need someone to release me from my bondage. My pussy clinches with desire as I realize just how helpless I really am.

Office Fuck - Domination, Handgag

You had been staring at me all day long. I felt your eyes on me everywhere I went. We’ve been working together in the same office for only six weeks, but every single day I’ve felt you looking me up and down whenever I walk by your office, or when we’re in a meeting together, or when I’m alone at my desk.

I was on my way to the employee kitchen when I suddenly felt a hand grazing across my ass. I was wearing my black pencil skirt that day, and your hand easily slipped up inside of it. I whirled around and was not surprised to see you there, smirking down at me.

“What’re you–?” I tried to protest but you held your finger to your lips and beckoned me to follow you to the women’s bathroom. I should have ignored you, but you are so sexy when you’re smirking at me like that. I licked my lips and followed you down the hall. As soon as we entered the bathroom, your hands pressed hard up against me and shoved me into the nearest stall. You shut and locked the door and suddenly your lips were on mine.

“Turn around,” You growled at me. I immediately did as you asked and turned to face the stall door. You grabbed onto my wrists and pinned them above my head with one hand. I gasped, my pussy clenching tightly beneath my thong.

You pressed your body up against mine and slid your fingers up into my skirt. I whimpered, wanting you inside of me so, so badly.

You tease me, rubbing your fingers over my underwear but not entering me. Not yet.

“How badly do you want me?” You whispered, leaning down and pressing your lips up against my ear. I shivered under your rough touch, struggling to move my wrists. “Stop struggling.” You muttered at me.

“Unf... I... I want you. I want you so badly,” I whispered, and immediately stopped struggling against you.

“You’ve been thinking about me?” You murmured, your hand trailing upwards and pressing up against my left breast. You began to knead my nipple, gently at first, then harder and harder, pinching it, rolling it between your thumb and forefinger.

A little moan left me at the sensation of having my nipples played with. You were so rough with me, slapping at my breasts, your teeth chewing on my earlobe. With your free hand, you teased me down my front, hovering over my sex.

“Say it.” You murmur, “beg me to fuck you.”

I whimpered again. Your voice was so demanding. I would do anything you told me to. “Please,” I found myself whispering, “Please, fuck me. Please, god, I need you inside of me.”

You teased me a little more, rubbing your finger across my underwear, pressing up against my clit. Then, you grabbed onto the waistband of my thong and yanked it down to my thighs. You shoved your fingers inside of me,  two at first, pumping into me, then sliding out and rubbing against my sensitive clit. “You are so wet...” You murmured into my ear. “Is this how you want me? Fucking you in a bathroom stall?”

I nodded through a series of uncontrollable moans. My pussy was throbbing, desperate for more of your touch. I had become so wet that cum was dripping down my thigh. You continued to tease me, rubbing my clit with painful slowness. You tightened your hold on my wrists and I realized I was helpless to you.

“Yeah, yeah, please, right there–” I begged, thrusting my ass outwards up against your crotch.

You pumped your fingers inside of me again, this time three, widening my wet hole. You pressed up against my g-spot and I gasped at how well you filled me up. Suddenly–

The bathroom door opened. As if you had been expecting it, you removed your hand from my wrists and wrapped it so tightly around my mouth. Your hand stifled my cries and I made sure to be as quiet as possible. We listened as someone came in and began to wash their hands at the sink. For many moments, you held me in the tightest handgag I’ve ever felt, your fingers very slowly sliding out of me. Then, the door opened once again and you began thrusting your fingers in and out of me as hard and fast as you could.

You kept your hand gagging my mouth as you went hard on me, fucking my pussy over and over again. I moaned into your hand, squeezing my eyes shut tight. Fuck, you felt so good inside me. I wished I could tell you, but your hand was so relentlessly tight against my mouth.

“Like that, bitch? You like that?” You purred into my ear. You pulled your fingers out of my pussy and spanked my sex. I cried out again and again, my juices leaking out of me. I was going to cum so soon–

You rubbed my clit furiously, pulling my head to the side and holding it in place, like you owned me. “Cum for me, baby. Cum for me right now.”

I whimpered pathetically, over and over again, helpless to your touch. “Mmmph, mmph, mmph!” I whined as my orgasm came closer and closer. It was coming–I was coming–

My hips bucked as my body shivered and trembled as my orgasm took over. Your hand loosened around my mouth and you pulled your fingers from my pussy. “Look at this, look how wet you are. Look at your cum,” You commanded me. I was embarrassed by how much cum was on your hand.

Without another word, you unlocked the stall door, washed your hands at the sink, and left me alone in the bathroom. I stood in the stall with my underwear around my knees, and the feeling of your hands still pumping in and out of me, feeling so deliciously used, so filled up, so yours.

Menagé Punishment - Group Sex, FFF, Anal

“I was thinking... maybe we could... spice things up a little bit?”

Sara was taken aback by her girlfriend Megan’s suggestion. For their entire two-year relationship, their sex had been very, very good. They fucked at least three times a week and seemed to be unable to keep their hands off of one another. How could things get any spicier?

“Spice things up?” Sara murmured from where she lay straddled beneath Megan. “Okay. What do you have in mind, baby?” Sara wondered what exactly Megan was about to suggest. They owned many dildos and vibrating toys, but, she supposed, there were many things they hadn’t yet tried.

“Well...” Megan pulled her shirt over her head, her breasts bouncing gently as she set it aside. “I have this... fantasy.”

“Yeah? Tell me about it,” Sara said, reaching up and brushing her fingers across Megan’s nipples.

“I... um....” Megan murmured, “I want you to punish me.” She bent down and pressed her lips up to Sara’s.

“Punish you?” Sara said into the kiss. “What do you want me to punish you for?”

“I want you to catch me doing something naughty.” Megan went on, her own hand slipping downward towards her own pussy which was growing wetter as she described her fantasy.

“Something naughty, hm? Are you a naughty girl?” Sara grabbed a handful of Megan’s ass, squeezing tight and giving it a little slap.

“Yeah,” Megan hissed, “I want you to catch me cheating... and then... I want you to punish me for it...”

Sara pulled away from the kiss, looking into Megan’s eyes. “You want to be punished? By me and someone else? You want to get tied up and gang-banged?” She confirmed.

Megan nodded silently, a breathy sigh leaving her as her clit began to throb in her underwear.

Slowly, a smile spread across Sara’s face. “Okay, baby. I think that can be arranged.”

Three days later, Sara could hardly contain her excitement as she made her way home from work. It was nearly eight PM and, as she and Megan had planned, Megan should be at home right now with another woman. Megan insisted she had a co-worker whom she thought would be interested in fucking her. After inviting the woman home with her that night, the plan was for Sara to walk in on Megan and this other woman, and from there Megan’ fantasy would commence.

Sara pulled into the driveway, gathered her purse, and with her heart hammering in her chest, Sara walked inside her and Megan’s apartment. “Hello? I’m home.” She called out.

From upstairs, she heard a rustling, the sounds of movement coming from their bedroom. Licking her lips, Sara put her purse down and made her way up the stairs.

She pushed the bedroom door open, and her eyes fell upon Megan, lying on their bed with a tall, brunette woman lying on top of her, kneading her breasts and kissing her neck.

“What the fuck is this?” Sara asked, crossing her arms over her chest. “Megan? Are you fucking serious? You were going to get fucked by someone else? In our own bed?”

The brunette sat up suddenly, looking over at Sara with wide eyes. Megan had explained to her exactly what was going to happen, but she still looked frightened at the sight of Sara.

“You fucking slut.” Sara hissed.

Megan sat up, shaking her head. “It’s-it’s not what it looks like, baby. Please–”

“Shut up, bitch.” Sara muttered, moving to stand at the foot of the bed. “You need to be punished for what you’ve done. Turn over.”

Sara looked over at the brunette and leaned upwards to capture her lips in her own. She kissed her hard and deep for a few long moments before bending down and retrieving a metal box from beneath the bed. She opened up the box and took out a pair of handcuffs, a roll of latex tape, a thick, black dildo, and a flogger.

“You’re going to regret cheating on me, bitch.” Sara said, climbing onto the bed. She grabbed Megan’s wrists and brought them together behind her back roughly. She clicked the metal handcuffs around her girlfriend’s wrists. “Dirty, fucking bitch.”

The brunette climbed onto the bed beside Sara. “I’m Alison.” She said.

“Alison,” Sara said, “will you help me teach this naughty little bitch a lesson?”

“Absolutely.” Alison said, running her hands down the back of Megan’s thighs.

“So, you like being fucked, is that it?” Sara asked Megan, reaching down for the flogger at the foot of the bed. She had never used it before, nor the handcuffs or the latex tape, but Sara was confident enough to fake it.

Megan was squirming a little, pulling at the handcuffs and testing their tightness. “I... I just...”

“What, am I not a good enough fuck for you?” Sara demanded. She dragged the tails of the flogger gently across Megan’s ass and down to her taint. Tickled, Megan hissed in a quiet breath.

“Well, if you like getting fucked so much, I guess you’ll like this...” Sara snapped her wrist and the flogger snapped onto Megan’s ass with a sudden SMACK.

“Ah!” Megan cried out, sticking her ass up a little bit.

Alison reached over and ran her fingers through Megan’s pussy. “She’s really, really wet...”

“Turn her over.” Sara demanded. Alison grabbed onto Megan’s hips and flipped her onto her back. “If she likes being fucked so much, I bet she can handle having all three of her holes filled up at once.”

“What?” Megan gasped, “No, please, please, Sara, don’t. I’m sorry, baby, I’ll never cheat again, I’ll never–ahhhh oh god, Jesus, fuck–fuck–”

Sara slid the black, six-inch dildo inside of Megan’s cunt. She pumped it in and out a couple of times before pushing it in as far as it would go. “Alison,” Sara said, looking over at the brunette who was gazing hungrily at Megan groaning and writhing on the bed. “You have your choice of hole.”

“Hm,” Alison murmured, running a hand down Megan’s side, “I guess her mouth needs a good fucking.”

“Please–” Megan whined, “Please–I’ll be good, please, oh god, oh fuck, fuck–”

“Just shut the fuck up, slut.” Sara muttered bending down to rustle through the black box again. She handed Alison another dildo and a black leather harness.

Alison stepped into the harness and tightened it around her hips. She slipped the dildo inside and admired it as it hung from her pelvis. It was thick and black and ridged. She placed her hands around Megan’s hips and drew her closer to the edge of the bed, careful not to dislodge the dildo already shoved up her pussy.

“This will keep you nice and quiet.” Alison murmured as she grabbed a fistful of Megan’s hair and brought her head forward. She forced Megan’s mouth around the silicon cock hanging from her hips and roughly pushed and pulled her head back and forth.

Megan looked up at Alison with pleading eyes, looking pathetic with her hands bound behind her back and the cock sliding in and out of her mouth. “Mmmm,” She moaned, her inner walls tightening around the dildo inside her.

From behind her, Megan felt Sara lying down beside her, her breasts pushing up against Megan’s back. She squirmed a little as she felt Sara’s fingers near her ass. She could tell what was coming, but there was nothing she could do to stop it.

Sara’s fingers explored slowly, exploring the round curve of Megan’s ass before pressing gently around her girlfriend’s asshole. “Ready for hole number three?” She asked, though she did not wait for an answer before plunging two fingers deep into the woman’s asshole.

Megan let out a long, drawn out groan of indescribable pleasure. She was helpless to the whims of the two women fucking her from the front and behind.

“Like that? Like being fucked like the slut you are?” Sara asked as she curved her fingers and began stroking the woman’s interior walls.

Drooling on to the bedspread, Megan shut her eyes tightly and whined unintelligibly.

“I think she likes it,” Alison said, pressing the cock so far into Megan’s mouth that she began to gag.

“Well, now that she’s good and wet, I think we should give her a little show. Something to watch and think about.” Sara suggested, removing her fingers from Megan’s ass and giving her a slap with her open hand.

Alison slowly extracted the cock from Megan’s mouth, wiping it across Megan’s face before stepping away from the edge of the bed.

Sarah pushed Megan onto her back and removed the roll of latex tape from the black box. With one hand, she grabbed both of Megan’s ankles and held them together. Megan groaned out a little sigh of pleasure as her ankles being forced together pushed the dildo a bit further inside her.

Sara began wrapping the latex tape around and around Megan’s ankles, securing them together tightly. “Just something to make you even more helpless. Oh, and can’t forget...”

Sara grabbed Megan’s discarded panties off the ground and held them up close to her girlfriend’s face.

“No, please, please, Sara–what are you doing? What are you going to do? Please don’t put those in my mouth. Please, I’ll be good. I’ll never cheat on you again, baby, I’ll do anythi–mmmph!” Sara ignored Megan’s begging and whining and shoved the dirty panties deep into Megan’s mouth. Then, she ripped off a long strip of the latex tape and began winding it tightly around Megan’s mouth.

“God, baby, you look really good gagged. I think I’m going to gag you more often. Maybe keep you tied up in our bedroom each night so you can’t run off and fuck other women.” Sara chewed on her bottom lip as she observed her bound girlfriend. She gave her cheek a little slap and moved to the foot of the bed. Lying beside Megan, she opened her legs wide and licked her lips as she looked up at Alison. “So...?”

Smirking, Alison lowered herself on top of Sara, rubbing the cock up against her wet slit. “You think Megan will like watching us fuck each other?” She murmured as she bent down and kissed Sara.

“Oh yeah,” Sara murmured into the kiss. “I think she’ll be incredibly jealous... Look at her squirming around. What a pathetic little slut.”

Alison eyed Megan as she grabbed hold of the tip of the cock and pressed it up against Sara’s pussy. She slid it inside of her slowly, circling her hips around and around as she pressed it deeper and deeper.

“Oh... god.... Yes,” Sara moaned, throwing her head back. “Yeah, baby, yeah. Alison, fuck me. Fuck me right there.”

Alison thrust the cock inside further, then pulled it almost entirely out. Then, she pressed it again, and again, and again. Sara’s moans became louder and louder as she was fucked by Alison’s cock.

Behind her, Sara could hear Megan pleading into her tight gag, begging for release, wanting so badly to participate. “You like this, baby?” She called back to Megan. “You like seeing your girlfriend fucked by someone else?”

Alison continued thrusting in and out of Sara, one hand holding the woman’s hip, the other holding onto the bedpost. “Oh, Sara, I should have been fucking you all along.” She said, her eyes never leaving Megan’s. “You feel so much better than Megan. God, you feel good.”

Sara’s pleasure was building and building. She was going to come soon based on how wet her pussy was. She cried out louder as Alison reached out and began playing with her clit while she fucked her.

“God, yes,” Sara groaned, “Oh, Alison, fuck–I’m going to cum, baby, I’m going to cum–”

Megan whined louder, wanting so badly to touch herself, but her bound hands kept her immobile. Her inner walls were tightening around the dildo inside of her the wetter she grew. Her own cum was dripping down her thighs.

Alison increased her speed, fucking Sara harder and harder until the woman’s body went rigid and tense. Sara’s mouth opened in a silent scream, and then she shuddered and trembled as her orgasm passed through her. She sighed out a breath of pleasure, going limp on the bed beside Megan.

Alison removed the cock from inside of Sara and lay down next to the spent woman. She looked over to Megan and flicked the woman’s clit. “How was that, Megan? Like seeing your girlfriend get fucked by me? Wish you could play, too?”

Megan moaned in response, rolling onto her side to face Sara and Alison. It sounded as if she were attempting to say something, but the two women simply ignored her.

Sara reached over and very slowly extracted the dildo from Megan’s cunt and tossed it aside. “So, baby, did we punish you enough? Feel like you got what you deserved?”

Megan nodded emphatically, yes. Sara leaned over and gave her girlfriend a long gag-kiss. “Good. Are you ready to be untied? Want to be fucked, baby?”

Again, Megan nodded over and over again.

“Hm.” Sarah hummed, “Well, that’s too bad, because we’re not quite done with you yet. Let’s tie her up in a new position, Alison. Something really punishing and tight.”

Megan moaned suddenly, shaking her head. She realized, then, that not planning beforehand with Sara how long her punishment would last was a big, big mistake.

First Time Lesbian – Lesbian Seduction, FF, Blackmail

Violet had never felt anything like this before.

It was confusing, the way her stomach tightened and warmed every time she laid eyes on Julie. It was like her heart swelled and her insides squirmed anytime the lithe, confident woman walked in the room. On occasions where she felt helpless to this attraction, she couldn’t help but imagine what Julie looked like beneath her clothes, or what she might sound like telling someone she wanted to to fuck them.

Violet had certainly never felt attraction for another woman before. But, as she eyed her co-worker standing in the middle of their shared hotel room, she wondered if perhaps attraction might be what she was feeling. But that would be ridiculous. Violet was not a lesbian, and as far as she knew, neither was Julie. Violet had never once been the initiator when it came to sex or romance. She was always the passive one, always waiting on someone else to make the first move.

Julie and Violet were co-workers at an advertising agency, and for the next three days they had been tasked with attending a conference in Chicago. Though they were little more than acquaintances, Violet had to admit she was incredibly excited that she and Julie would be sharing a hotel room. Not that she expected anything to happen, but she simply liked being around the tall, blonde woman and admiring her from afar.

Admiring herself in the full-length mirror against the bathroom door, Julie ran a couple of fingers through her long, yellow hair. The conference was over for today and all that was left to do was relax with dinner and drinks. “...and then the bastard actually had the gall to suggest that I re-run the numbers again, as if I hadn’t already done that three times before our meeting. Can you believe the nerve of some of these executive-types?”

Violet’s eyes were locked on Julie’s neck, taking in the curves of her visible collarbone, the way her blazer hugged her hips perfectly. She was so enamored with Julie that she had hardly even heard her question.

“Hello? Violet? You still in there?” Julie threw a look over her shoulder at her hotel-mate. A smirk slowly rose to the surface of her lips. She recognize the look Violet was giving her. “Like what you see?”

“Huh?” Violet seemed to return to consciousness then. She cleared her throat and darted her gaze elsewhere, her heart hammering in her chest. She looked out the window, at her feet. Anywhere other than the sumptuous curve of Julie’s ass. “I... um, sorry?”

Julie turned away from the mirror and leaned up against the bureau. She crossed her arms over her chest and gave Violet a look up and down. “It’s alright. I get looked at frequently. By men, women, everyone.”

“I’m... I’m sorry.” Violet apologized meekly, still not raising her eyes to Julie’s. That was embarrassing, she thought.

“Do you have a boyfriend, Violet?” Julie kneeled down in front of the mini-fridge beneath the television and extracted a couple of small bottles of liquor from the door. She stood to her full height which, Violet realized then, was above-average for a woman, and began pouring the caramel-colored liquid into two glasses.

“Oh, no, no, I... Not for awhile.” Violet admitted. She was sitting on the edge of her bed, toying with her high heels. She was expected to attend a dinner meeting in about half an hour, but she was far too comfortable in the cloud of Julie’s perfume to get up. “Um... do you? Husband? Boyfriend?”

Julie seemed to smile to herself as she placed a couple of ice cubes in the glasses. She turned and held one of the glasses out to Violet. “Not exactly.” She winked.

What did that mean, Violet wondered as she took the offered glass. Liquor would help her nerves, she decided, and took a long swallow.

Julie moved gracefully and cat-like as she took a seat next to Violet on the edge of the bed. She sipped her own glass thoughtfully, turning herself to face her co-worker and again letting her green eyes slide slowly up and down Violet’s form.

“You seem tense, Violet.” Julie observed. “Long day smizing with clients?”

“Yeah.” Violet nodded, though in earnest she felt more relaxed here in the hotel room with Julie than she had all day at the conference. Again, Violet kept her eyes glued to her espadrille wedges.

A laugh seemed to burst from Julie’s throat. She shook her head as she took another sip. “Violet, it’s okay. You don’t have to feel ashamed. I told you, I get looked at all the time. I’m used to it.” She took another drink. “Have you ever been with a woman?”

Violet’s heart seemed to jump in her throat. She crossed her legs and tightened her hold around her glass. Finally, she allowed herself to look up at Julie. She noticed the way her eyes glimmered in the soft light of the room, and how her lips twitched with amusement at the sight of her own seeming innocence and lack of experience. “I... I... no. I’ve never...” 

“Really?” Julie’s voice softened. She reached a hand out and gently pushed a couple of strands of Violet’s hair behind her ear. Oh my god, Violet thought, is she trying to... get with me?

A surge of warmth flew through Violet, then. She recognized the feeling for what it was now: pure desire. It was hard to admit to herself, but Violet was fairly certain she was getting a little wet from the attention Julie was giving her. “I’m not... not a lesb–”

Violet’s words were cut off by the sensation of a pair of lips crashing into hers. The kiss was soft, but probing. She gasped as Julie’s tongue pressed itself between her teeth and began to gently massage her own. Violet had the sudden desperate urge to toss her glass aside, to use both hands to grab onto Julie, but she did not. Instead, she pulled away from Julie’s kiss. “I... I can’t–I...” But she could not come up with a reason good enough for stopping this interaction.

Julie’s knee pressed up against the outside of Violet’s thigh with such softness that Violet was unsure if it was intentional or not. Julie placed her drink down on the bedside table behind her. Then, one hand landed on the top of Violet’s thigh, the other tangling in the strands of hair at the back of Violet’s neck.

An unexpected moan left Violet’s lips. She had never felt desire like this before. Her whole body was thrumming like electricity was coursing through her. The wetness in her panties was growing, and she could feel a small puddle beginning to form. What was happening to her?

With impressive dexterity, Julie reached over and took Violet’s glass from her hands.

“What–what are you doing?” Violet whispered as Julie brought their wet mouths together into another kiss, though she made no move to pull away.

“What you’ve been too scared to do all night.” Julie murmured back, running her hand down Violet’s thigh again. She lingered at the edge of Violet’s skirt, her fingers toying with the hem. “You’ve wanted this for awhile, haven’t you, Violet?”

Violet inhaled sharply, a quiet whimper of desire leaving her. “N-no, I... this is wrong.”

“That’s why you want it so badly.” Julie’s hand slipped further upwards along Violet’s thigh, threatening to caress the woman’s sex. Her fingers gently pulled at the thin material covering her co-worker’s pussy. “You would make me stop if you really wanted me to...”

Violet’s face contorted into a grimace of pleasure. Her body was trembling now, her pussy throbbing with want. She pushed her hips forward a little to get the friction of Julie’s fingers up against her. Was this what she really wanted? Julie’s fingers all over her?

Violet was surprised at how soft Julie’s lips were as they pressed up against her own. The lingering scent of Julie’s perfume was musky, like aged leather and vanilla. Violet couldn’t help but break the kiss so that she could place her lips up against Julie’s neck and smell the sweet fragrance.

Julie let out a soft moan of pleasure as Violet’s lips tickled the edge of her neck. At that same moment, she pushed Violet’s underwear aside and slid her fingers very, very slowly across the woman’s slick clit. “You’re wet, Violet. Don’t deny how badly you’ve been wanting this.”

Violet shook her head, chewing on her bottom lip as her wetness grew. “Please,” She begged, though she was unsure what exactly she was begging for. “Oh, god, Julie, please...”

Julie pressed her fingers in further, sliding them downward across Violet’s wet lips and slipping them up into her wet cunt. Violet released a sudden moan of pleasure. She was being penetrated by a woman. It was so, so wrong, but god did it feel good...

Julie pumped her fingers upwards, downwards, in, then out, over and over again, increasing her speed with each movement. “You like that, don’t you, Violet? Don’t lie to yourself, to me. You’ve wanted me to fuck you for awhile now, haven’t you?”

Violet gasped as she was pushed backwards, her back hitting the soft comforter of the hotel bed. Julie’s free hand drifted slowly upwards to Violet’s breasts. She gave each one a soft kneading as she continued to pump her two fingers in and out of Violet’s pussy. Violet released a whine of pleasure with every thrust, her body tensing and writhing against Julie’s penetration.

“Admit it, Violet,” Julie purred, “you’re a dirty girl. Say it.” She instructed her.

Violet squeezed her eyes shut tight. “I...” She didn’t want to say it, but she knew Julie was right. Her thoughts and desires for Julie were dirty. She had never, ever allowed herself to be dirty before, to think about someone in that way. “I’m... dirty. I’m a dirty girl,” She gasped, grabbing a handful of the sheets beneath her and squeezing them tightly.

Julie removed her hand from inside of Violet and pulled the underwear completely off of her. She tossed them aside and climbed on top of the woman, straddling her left leg and bending down to kiss her again. “Say it, again.”

“I’m a dirty girl,” Violet gasped. “I’m–oh, god, I–I want you to... I want...”

“What? Julie pried, grabbing Violet’s chin and turning her face to the side so she could better access the woman’s neck. “What do you want?”

“I want... I want you to fuck me... Julie, please, I–I want to cum, I want you to make... make me cum...” Violet begged.

“That’s what I thought.” Julie hummed, her fingers dancing down Violet’s leg once again. She began rubbing Violet’s clit with fervor, her fingers swiping over the sensitive area with ease. Violet’s wetness made her clit slick and slippery. “Turn over.”

Violet’s eyes flew open at Julie’s instruction. She hesitated, looking into the woman’s eyes, unsure of what was about to happen next. Julie’s voice had been very commanding, and so she turned slowly onto her stomach, holding herself upright on her elbows.

Julie grabbed Violet’s hips and lifted her ass into the air. She sat up onto her own knees and without any further warning shoved three fingers into Violet’s pussy from behind.

Violet cried out in a moan of surprise and sweet, indescribable pleasure. She had never done anything so... dirty before. All of the sex she had ever had was very fast and usually in traditional positions. In fact, the only pleasure she had ever really gotten from sex was on the rare occasion that she masturbated.

This was unlike anything she had ever experienced before.

Julie fucked Violet from behind with animalistic pleasure and pace, her whole body bucking and jerking with the effort she was putting into penetrating Violet. “Yeah, you like that, don’t you, baby? You’re my dirty girl, hm? You like being fucked by a woman. You, who everyone thinks is such a good girl. But you’re not, are you? You’re a dirty little slut, aren’t you?”

Violet’s moans were stifled by the bedspread as each thrust brought her that much closer to orgasm. She could feel it growing inside of her, ballooning, ready to burst.

“Oh, god, fuck, please–Julie–please, I’m going to–oh, god, I’m going to cum–” Violet cried.

Julie quickly removed her hand from Violet’s pussy and began rubbing her clit once again. “You’re going to cum, are you? Let’s go, then. Cum for me. Say my name while you’re cumming.”

Violet’s hips bucked violently forward and backwards, her clit on fire, waves of pleasure exploding from within her. She was close, so close–she was going to cum–”I–I...oh, fuck me! Fuck! Julie, fuck, fuck, fuck me, oh god, I’m cumming!”

Julie’s rubbing slowed as she felt Violet’s body begin convulsing with pleasure. She smiled down at the woman, slowly lowering herself down beside her. She removed her hands from the woman’s clit and stroked her inner thigh gently. “Wow. Who knew quiet little Violet was so horny?”

Violet chewed her lip as she basked in the afterglow of her orgasm. Should she be ashamed of what she had just done? She looked over her shoulder at Julie and shivered beneath her touch. “Please... please don’t tell anyone, Julie. Please.”

“Hm.” Julie murmured, biting at Violet’s shoulder. “How about this? I’d like to see how good you are at pleasuring me. If you give me satisfactory pleasure, then I’ll consider not telling anyone about our little weekend away.”

Violet turned to face Julie fully. All she could so was nod subserviently and comply, a slave to her shame and desire. “But... but I’ve never...”

“Well, then I suggest you get started.”

A Lesson in Domination - First-time, Femdom, Spanking

Claire looked up at the numbers printed on the front of the building. 1345 Fenmore Avenue. This had to be the place. She looked down at her phone and checked that it was the right address once more. She re-read the email for the twentieth time, or so. Enter through the north doors, take the stairs up to the fourth floor, and go into studio number sixteen.

Should be easy enough. Claire climbed the few stone stairs up to the front doors of the massive industrial building and entered the foyer. As she look around at the high-ceilings and the warehouse loft, Claire was reminded of how much she loved her life. She had been acting for almost fifteen years now, since she was nine years old, and her craft had opened her life up to the most interesting of experiences.

Today she was working on an independent film and was... nervous, to say in the least. The role she was playing was a dominatrix. Today she was going to be meeting her scene-partner and rehearsing a scene in the film where her character dominates another woman in bed. She had never done a sex scene before, and had certainly never done any scenes involving BDSM. Of course Claire had done some research before coming in today, but outside of the few videos she watched and online sex shops she perused, she felt completely ignorant to the world of bondage.

She called the elevator down and stepped into the large freight car. It took her up to the fourth floor of the building, and she wandered down the empty hallway towards studio number sixteen. A sign on the door reading “Film Shoot” signalled to Claire that she was in the right place. She knocked once on the door, then, without waiting for an answer, pushed her way inside.

“Claire! You made it. Found it okay?” Claire smiled as the director, a shorter woman with purple hair and a nose-ring, ran up to her and embraced her.

“Hi Flora. Yeah, found it just find. Hope I’m not late or anything.” A wave of pleasure filled Claire at the sight of the massive warehouse studio filled to the brim with film equipment: cameras, lights, crew. All of her favorite things.

“Oh, no, you’re right on time. Tara is already here, so you two can get going on rehearsing whenever you’re ready.” Flora said, pointing over to the set.

As Flora led Claire over to the makeshift bedroom set, the actress felt a wave of excitement wash over her. She hadn’t yet met her scene-partner, which, once she thought about it, was kind of exciting due to the nature of the scene they would be rehearsing today.

Sitting on the edge of bed surrounded by lights and cameras, a red-headed woman sat reading through a thick leaf of papers.

“Tara, there you are. This is Claire who you’ll be rehearsing with today.” Flora introduced the two.

Tara glanced up suddenly, her brown eyes twinkling under the many lights. Her lips broke into wide smile revealing a small gap between her two front teeth. “Oh, hi! It’s great to finally meet you.” She took Claire’s hand in her own.

Claire found that, for many moments, she could not speak. She was struck by how beautiful Tara was. “I, um, hi. Hi. I’m Claire. It’s great to meet you, too.”

Squeezing Claire’s shoulder, Flora nodded to the two actresses and began backing away from the set. “Alright, I’ll let you two get started. I’ve got just a few more things to do to get prepped for shooting tomorrow, but I’ll check on you in a bit. Have fun, ladies.”

Claire watched as Flora disappeared into the chaos of the studio. She placed her purse down on the ground beside her feet and retrieved her own thick script from the bag. “So...” She smiled gently at Tara as she sat down on the bed beside her. She had to admit she was feeling a bit shy. “Um...”

“Want to get started, then?” Tara asked, her eyes drifting up and down Claire’s form.

“Right. Yeah, of course.” Claire nodded, a small blush rising to her cheeks. She wasn’t a naturally shy person, but something about Tara was making her feel sheepish and timid. Maybe it was the fact that she was going to be dominating Tara in their scene together and doing that to a total stranger was daunting, to say in the least.

Claire flipped to page eighteen in her script, her eyes running quickly over the highlighted areas. “Okay, so, I’ll, um... I guess you can be on the bed, and I’ll... or we can just read the lines first, or–”

“Hey, Claire,” Tara reached out and placed her hand on Claire’s knee. “There’s nothing to worry about. You can relax.”

Claire felt a shiver run through her at Tara’s unexpected touch. She had to stifle a quiet gasp from leaving her. Nodding, she laughed quietly at herself and got to her feet. “Yeah, I’m sorry. I think I’m a little nervous about this scene.”

“Don’t be.” Tara winked, pulling her legs up onto the bed and lying down onto her back. She placed one wrist up near the headboard, as if it were tied in place, and held her script in her free hand.

Claire held her script in one hand as she stood at the foot of the bed. She took a deep breath and began to read her lines aloud. “So, Ms. Cherish, late again? I think you know what happens to customers who don’t respect my rules...”

“Oh, Mistress, it won’t happen again, I swear. There was traffic on the way here, and...”

“Oh... um,” Claire realized she was supposed to interrupt Tara, but delivered the line a bit late. “No excuses. You’re going to be punished for your... transgressions.” Claire could hear in her own voice a timidness, an uncertainty on how to approach this character. Why was she so nervous? Why was the sexual content of the script getting to her?

Tara, on the other hand, was delivering her lines as convincingly as if she had been dominated in bed a thousand times before. “What are you going to do to me, Mistress?” She asked, her voice quivering with anticipation.

“I...” Claire read the words on the page over and over again, but her frustration was getting the better of her. She would never be able to be convincing on camera without actually having some of these experiences. And when would she ever get dominated by some mysterious dominatrix? With a sigh, Claire put her script down. “I’m sorry, Tara. I just... I don’t know what’s up with me. I guess I’m feeling a little... uncertain about this character. I don’t know why. I’m actually kind of surprised I was cast for this part.”

Tara sat up from where she lay on the bed. She placed her script to the side and crossed her ankles. “You know, I think I can help you out with some of this. I’ve worked with Flora on a couple of other small features, and I’ve got a pretty good understanding of what she’s looking for. Why don’t you come by my place tonight and we can work on rehearsals together in a slightly more... private setting. What do you say?”

“Yeah,” Claire quickly agreed. “yeah that sounds great. I think having this huge crew around is making me nervous.”

“Great, well, let me text you my address.” Tara said, reaching for her phone in her coat pocket. “Say... around 7? I’ll grab some dinner for us. There’s a great Mediterranean cafe by my place.”

The rest of the day on set went by quickly as Claire buried herself in her script, writing notes in the margins, brainstorming a detailed backstory for her character and doing a little more research on BDSM culture. She left the studio at five PM that evening and spent a few hours at a coffee shop nearby studying her script some more.

At 6:45, Claire made the short walk over to the address Tara texted her. She stood in front of the massive brownstone, marveling at the beautiful facade filled with hand-carved stonemasonry. She hit the buzzer for Tara’s apartment and a couple of moments later the front door buzzed open.

She took the elevator up to the sixth floor and knocked on the heavy wooden door.

As the door opened, Claire was met with a delicious smell of vanilla and leather. She smiled as Tara allowed her inside.

“Hi,” Tara greeted her, “C’mon inside.”

“You’ve got such a nice place,” Claire said, taking a look around the clean, well-lit space. She followed Tara over to a black leather couch. A large platter of humus, pita, and tabbouleh sat on the coffee table beside it.

“Oh, that’s sweet. I have to admit my sister is an interior designer, so I get a little help in the decorating department. Sit, sit, have something to eat.” Tara sat down in the middle of the couch, crossing her legs and pouring wine into two glasses on the coffee table in front of them.

“So,” Claire started, pulling her script out from her bag. “I’ve had all day to go over this thing and do a little more research, and... I think I finally cracked it. I think I can do this.”

“That’s great,” Tara said, nodding, “I’m really happy to hear that. You know, Claire, I have some... experience in some of the things our characters are doing in this scene.”

Claire’s eyes ticked up towards Tara’s. Her heart seemed to constrict in her chest, and then began to beat very, very face. Experience. Did she mean...? Had Tara dominated someone before? 
“Oh... really? You mean, like...?” She pointed down at the script and Tara nodded, a smirk growing on her face. “Wow. I... I guess... yeah, I could really use someone showing me... exactly how to do... what’s in the script.”

“Well, I understand how intimidating it can be, especially if you’ve never experienced it for yourself. Here, why don’t you come in here? Let me show you something...” Tara got to her feet and motioned for Claire to follow her. She led the way down the short hallway into what Claire presumed was her bedroom.

On first glance, it looked to Claire like an average New York City bedroom. A plush queen sized bed sat up against two bay windows beside a small closet and bureau. Everything was neutral-toned with a leaning towards black. What was Tara about to show her...?

Tara walked over to the bureau and placed her wine glass on its top surface. She pulled open the top drawer and nodded for Claire to come join her.

Her legs feeling a bit like gelatin beneath her, Claire approached the bureau and peeked inside. Her eyes widened. Her breath hitched in her throat. Laid out before her was an impressive collection of leather cuffs, latex hoods and gloves, dildos, ball-gags, and coils of rope. The entire drawer was like a small sex shop. “Oh...wow.”

“I’ve been in the scene for a few years. I guess my collection is a little extreme.” Tara said, a hint of pride seeping out of her voice.

“No, no, it’s... it’s... I’ve never seen anything like it before.” Claire murmured. She let out an exhale of... something. Desire, uncertainty, pity for how inexperienced she was.

“Here,” Tara reached inside the drawer and pulled out a pair of simple black leather cuffs. She nodded towards the bed and took Claire’s hand, drawing her forward. “Just lie back. Relax.”

Claire had a sudden experience of both her heart and loins tightening at the same time. Warmth erupted in her core and she was certain she was getting wet. She was nervous, or maybe apprehensive. Did she... want this?

She seemed to have forgotten how to breathe as she sat down on the edge of the bed. Standing in front of her, Tara took the first cuff and wrapped it very slowly around Claire’s left wrist. “Soft, isn’t it?”

Claire nodded, unable to bring any words to her lips.

Tara wrapped the second cuff around Tara’s other wrist, being very gentle and sensual as she buckled it shut. The leather hugged Claire’s wrists. They were restrictive, but not painful.              

“Lie back,” Tara instructed, her voice suggestive, but firm.

Claire did not for a single moment consider disobeying Tara. Despite her apprehension, it was as if she were suddenly under a spell, compelled to do everything asked of her. She lay down onto the soft bedspread, her eyes moving slowly up to the ceiling. Though she could not properly see her, she could sense Tara on the right side of the bed. Her wrists twitched as she rest them at her sides. She could hear Tara doing something with the headboard of the bed.

Then, before she could gather the confidence to turn over and see what her new friend was doing, Tara reached over and grabbed both of Claire’s wrists. She pulled them over her head, clipping them together and attaching them to a hook coming out of the headboard.

Claire tugged on the cuffs and for a single moment fear struck her. She absolutely could not move her wrists. They were secured tightly to the headboard with little leeway for movement. It wasn’t uncomfortable, though, she was surprised to find. It was... comforting, almost. It felt good in a way Claire had never expected.

Tara moved to the foot of the bed and admired her handiwork. “How does that feel?” She asked.

“Quite... g-good.” Claire stammered, smiling sheepishly up at the red-head. “It’s... I like it.” She admitted.

“Do you?” Tara smirked, returning to the bureau drawer. She extracted a few items, though Claire couldn’t see what exactly she had chosen. Her clit was practically pulsing, adrenaline flowing through her like never before. What was happening to her body? Why was she so turned on by this?

Tara approached the bed again, sitting down on to the edge beside Claire and placing her chosen objects down. Wordlessly, she attached an identical pair of cuffs to Claire’s ankles, connecting them together with a metal clip.

Claire remained still as she was bound further, her eyes never leaving Tara’s. She admired the woman’s jaw and the curves of her cheeks.

Tara trailed a hand down Claire’s side sending shivers up the bound woman’s back. “Do you feel how helpless a little leather can make you?”

Claire nodded.

“I can do anything I want to you now. With your hands and feet bound, you really have no choice but to endure whatever I want to subject you to.”

Again, Claire nodded, inhaling sharply. Her clit was absolutely throbbing now.

“If I wanted... I could,” Tara’s hand hovered just above Claire’s breast. She lifted the woman’s shirt, revealing her black lace bra. Through the bra, she gently kneaded and pinched the woman’s nipple. “touch you here. And there’s nothing you can do to stop me.”

A whimper left Claire. A woman had never sexually pleased her before, and rarely had her previous lovers ever given any attention to her nipples. God, it felt good. She burned for Tara’s touch.”

“You could beg and plead for me to stop. But I could gag you and keep you quiet. I could fill your mouth up and seal it shut. I could blindfold you, keep you guessing about what I’m going to do next.” Tara’s fingers continued pinching and rolling the erect nipple between her fingers. “Would you like that?”

Claire nodded emphatically, a moan leaving her. “P-please, Tara, I... Oh, god–”

“Mistress.” Tara corrected her. “You will call me Mistress from now on. In fact,” Tara grabbed one of the items she had brought over from the dresser. It was a thick leather collar with a metal ring in the center of it. She placed the collar around Claire’s neck and buckled it tightly behind the woman’s neck. “while you’re wearing this, you will call me Mistress. You will be my slave. Do you understand?”

Claire’s clit was on fire now, begging for touch, for any attention whatsoever. She needed to be touched. “Y-yes, Mistress.”

“Good. Now, I understand you need to be taught a lesson. Specifically, a lesson in dominating. So, I’m going to show you everything I know about dominating a submissive little slut. If you do well, then you’ll be rewarded. If you act out, then you’ll be punished.”

Claire chewed on her bottom lip, her entire body practically shivering with anticipation.

“Now, a good domme is always in control of her submissive. Am I control of you right now, Claire?” Tara hummed. She removed her hand from Claire’s nipples and began stroking her abdomen, hovering over and around her hips and thighs, dragging light fingers over her skin.

“Y-yes, Mistress.” Claire responded, her voice trembling.

“Good. Now, Claire, turn onto your side and expose your ass for me.” Tara instructed.

Claire hesitated, looking down at herself and wondering if she would be able to move at all. Her ankles were tied to one another, but if she shifted to her right, she could lie on her side. Her arms twisted slightly as she manuevered into the new position. She could no longer see Tara and that made her nervous.

A hand reached around her waist and unbuttoned her jeans. Claire shifted slightly, surprised by the touch, but she did not protest. Her pants were slid down to her ankles, exposing her ass and the thong she wore. The hand shifted down to her asscheek and rubbed the area, giving it a few light taps.

Then, Claire heard the sound of leather hitting skin before she felt it. “Ah!” She gasped, her legs twitching with the sensation. It wasn’t pain, necessarily, but something like pleasure.

Tara swung the crop against Claire’s ass again. And again. Claire hissed in a breath with every impact. Her cum was pooling in her underwear now. Before long, it would be running down her leg.

“Do you like that, Claire? Do you like the way that feels?”

With her eyes squeezed shut, Claire nodded. “Yes, Mistress. God, yes. I...” She inhaled deeply. Was she allowed to tell Tara she was horny? She decided she better not.

The crop hit her again. Three more times, leaving a patch of red rectangles all across her ass. Claire cried out with every hit, the pain mingling so deliciously with the pleasure.

“I think you’re getting a bit too loud.” Tara mused.

Claire whimpered as her chin was grabbed roughly and her head forced to look over at Tara.

“I’m going to gag you now. I’m only telling you this because it’s your first time in such a situation, not because I’m giving you an opportunity to do anything about it. With that pretty little mouth of yours all filled up, your helplessness will increase exponentially. You won’t be able to be heard by any neighbors or anyone nearby if you decide to scream. Nor will you be able to tell me, or beg me rather, to untie you or let you go. You will be completely and utterly helpless. How does that make you feel?” Tara was readying the gag as she spoke, though Claire could not see what was about to be used to silence her.

“I... I want it...” She found herself whispering, “I want to be... helpless... against you...”

“Good.” Tara murmured. With one hand holding Claire’s head still, she stuffed a pair of her own underwear into the woman’s mouth. Then, she held up a black silicone ball-gag. She pushed the ball roughly into Claire’s mouth and buckled the leather straps behind her head. “Go ahead. Try it out. Let’s see if it’s effective against your pathetic moaning and whining. I personally prefer my submissives to be gagged very, very severely.”

Claire tongued the wad of cloth in her mouth, finding it to be mouth filling but not uncomfortable. The ball however, forced her mouth open and kept it wide. The straps were biting into her. She felt very much like a prisoner, a bound captive, kidnapped, or held hostage by Tara. The feeling was frightening, but exciting. Claire whimpered into the gag. The noise she made sent a fury of desire into her pussy. The sound of her voice gagged was very nice to hear, pleasant, even. She sounded so powerless, so helpless. “Mmmpphhh,” she tried again, this time releasing a long, low moan into the gag.

“Very good.” Tara praised her. “If you get too loud again, I’ll have to bolster that gag with some tape, or perhaps a scarf. But for now,” She pushed Claire onto her back again and settled herself beside the woman. “you are experience what it’s like to be dominated. This, of course, is only half a lesson. I can take you far further than this child’s play of little cuffs and ball-gags. I can take you to new universes of sexual awakening that you’ve never even dreamed of before.”

“Mmmph,” Claire moaned at the thought of Tara tying her up in various positions, teasing and torturing with a variety of methods. Did she want to go further? Her pussy was telling her, emphatically, yes.

“Would you like me to take you there, Claire? You most certainly will not be able to go back if you say ‘yes’... That tight little gag will keep you from being able to utter a safeword, or to decide you don’t want to do this anymore. If you say yes, you will be undeniably mine.” As she spoke, Tara’s hand pulled on the metal ring attached to the collar on Claire’s neck. Her face was very close to Claire’s, and before she allowed the bound woman to answer, she placed her lips around the protruding silicone ball and gag-kissed gently. She licked and lapped at the woman’s gagged lips, sucking on the ball, wrapping her lips around it. “So, what do you say?”

Claire moaned into the kiss, wanting desperately to feel Tara’s lips around her own. She gave the woman a pathetic, begging look of pleading. Did she want to submit completely to Tara? What would that even mean? Would Tara fuck her? God, she hoped so. Without thinking much about the freedom she was about to give away, Claire nodded. “Mmph,” She moaned, shortly. “Mmphh, mmphh.”

“Wonderful. I’m so glad that was your answer.” Tara mused. She climbed up onto Claire’s prone body, straddling her with one leg over each of the woman’s sides. “Look at you,” She laughed, “All tied up like a Thanksgiving turkey. That’s all you are, you know? Just a piece of meat. A piece of meat for me to play with.”

Another surge of pleasure flew through Claire at those words. She was reduced to nothing but a plaything, nothing but a toy for Tara to do with what she pleased. Never before had she been so helpless, so utterly at the mercy of another. And never before had she enjoyed having her freedom taken away.

Claire was breathing very heavily through the gag. The feeling of Tara’s weight resting on her lower body was making her ache for her touch. Her pants were still around her knees and her black lace panties were visible just beneath her shirt. The metal clip of the cuffs tinkled quietly as Claire’s arm jerked in anticipation.

Tara reached down to the floor on the side of the bed for one of the objects she had brought over her earlier. When she sat up again, she was holding a long, white candle and a lighter. Claire’s eyes widened slightly, but she made no move to protest.

“I don’t know you very well, Claire, but... I have a feeling your sex life has been rather... vanilla. Your lovers don’t seem to have taken very good care of you. And that’s unfortunate, because I like to treat my submissives very, very well. I like to give pleasure and pain.” Tara’s voice was like silk, smooth and creamy as she lit the candle and held it vertically in the air just above Claire’s exposed abdomen.

Claire’s eyes were locked onto the candle, watching as a small bubble of wax formed just below the flame, then fell, fell, fell, down the shaft of the candle and hovered at the end of it. She gasped, though the ball of liquid wax did not yet fall. Her body jerked again, anticipating the feeling of the hot wax. Would it burn? Why would being tied up and gagged make hot wax feel pleasurable?

Tara’s eyes were similarly locked onto the candle. She laughed quietly to herself as she twirled the candle over, bringing it to a horizontal angle. The liquid wax dripped in two quick successions, landing just beside Claire’s navel.

“Mmm! Mmmmm...” Claire moaned from behind the gag. Each splash of wax gave her a short, shocking burn, then tapered away into a dull, warm sensation.

“How does that make you feel, Claire?” Tara asked, tilting the candle upwards slightly.

Knowing she could not respond with intelligible words, Claire met Tara’s gaze and tried to communicate silently how fucking turned on she was.

The candle tilted again and another stream of wax dropped onto the woman’s abdomen, hardening as soon as it touched her skin. Claire squirmed in her bondage, though she did not want the sensation to end. Her panting grew as her arousal did. If only Tara would touch her...

Tara drew the candle down Claire’s exposed legs, letting the wax fall and harden against her thighs and smiling with satisfaction at every whimper and moan that left Claire.

After the woman’s legs and abdomen were covered in wax droppings, Tara set the candle aside. She climbed off of Claire and wordlessly unclipped the ankle cuffs keeping Claire’s legs bound together. She produced a coil of rope from the top drawer of the dresser and began unwinding the red, silky cord. She wrapped slipped the rope around a metal ring in each of the ankle cuffs and wrapped it tightly to the lower bedposts, leaving Claire in a spread-eagle position on the bed. Her legs were wide open, exposing the small triangle of Claire’s underwear.

When Tara climbed onto the bed again, it was with the look of a hungry wolf about to take her prey. “You’re, no doubt, very turned on right now, aren’t you?”

Claire nodded, moaning a little with each shake of her head.

“And you would like to have an orgasm now. Your pussy is probably the wettest its ever been, and you are absolutely aching for touch. For attention.”

“Mmmpph,” Claire whined in agreement.

Tara placed her fingers very gently against Claire’s pussy. She could feel the woman’s wetness had soaked completely through her panties. A throaty laugh left her. “Wow. Well, it seems I underestimated how much you were enjoying this. Makes me want to deny you an orgasm for a little bit longer...”

“Mmmnnoo, mmnnoo!” A pathetic, pleading whine escaped from Claire without her permission.

Tara pulled the panties down Claire’s legs and, keeping eye contact with her submissive, she caressed the woman’s clit with long, broad strokes.

Claire bucked, her hips jerking with the wave of pleasure that came down on her like a sneeze or a splash of water. Tara used Claire’s wetness to rub the clit slick, pressing her fingers into the slit and teasing it very softly. “You don’t deserve an orgasm. Playthings don’t deserve pleasure.”

Claire’s eyes slid shut as Tara’s fingers worked on her. This was exactly what her throbbing cilt needed. But she wanted more. She wanted Tara inside of her, fucking her, taking her as her own. She wanted to feel used.

Tara removed her hand from Claire’s pussy and the bound woman practically screamed in protest. God, she needed more. She couldn’t stop now. Not after so little stimulation...

Wordlessly, Tara climbed off of the bed and again returned that magical dresser drawer where all of her toys were kept. She was gone for a couple of agonizing minutes where Claire was debating if she had left the room entirely. When Tara returned to the bed, she wore a black leather harness over her tight, black jeans. The harness contained a thick, ridged dildo.

Claire’s eyes widened into brown saucers. Finally, she would get some release...

Tara roughly pushed one hand against Claire’s chest, as if to hold her down, and pressed the cock up against her warm, wet pussy. “Would you like this inside of you?”

Drool was seeping down Claire’s chin, her pupils wide with want. She nodded endlessly, a silent plead to be filled up to the brim.

Tara pressed the tip of the dildo inside Claire, letting it rest within her walls. Claire sucked in a sharp breath, a stream of expectant moans leaking out of her. “More?” Tara prodded.

The bound woman pushed her hips forward, hoping to feel friction between the cock and her inner walls.

Tara pushed it in further, her hips pressing into Claire’s pelvis. It was half-way in now, and Claire could not keep her voice contained. She pressed herself forwards and back as well as she could in her bound position. She needed more–

Tara plunged the cock deep into Claire’s pussy, pressing it as far as it would go inside of the slippery interior walls. She thrust it in and out, fucking Claire with relentlessly, all of the sudden. The dildo plunged in and out, in and out, hitting Claire’s g-spot with accuracy each time it entered and left her again.

Claire lost herself, disappearing into the senseless cloud of pleasure. She pulled hard on her bindings, though they had no give whatsoever. She strained and strained, taking in Tara’s cock and feeling her body give into the swarm of delight the red-head was giving her. Her mouth and chin were completely wet now, mirroring the wetness that was leaking out of her pussy.

She was going to cum very, very soon. The orgasm had building and building for nearly an hour inside of her. It was going to overtake her, burst out of her–

Tara pulled the cock out of Claire and began furiously rubbing the woman’s clit. She slapped it with her open palm a couple of things, causing Claire to jerk and twitch and writhe. Her legs pulled hard at their bonds, not to escape, but only because her body could not handle the overwhelming amount of pleasure building inside of her.

Tara’s face was very close to Claire’s as she leaned forward, her fingers swiping wildly against the bound woman’s clit. “Cum for me. And when you do, you will say my name.” With her free hand, Tara grabbed a fistful of Claire’s hair and held it tight.

“Mmmmphhh,” Claire moaned again and again and again as a warmth began to fill from within. Here it was–she was going to cum–Tara jerked her head to the side by her hair.

Her clit throbbed and pulsed beneath Tara’s perfect touch. Her inner walls released–”Mmmuuummmmmng,” Claire tried to articulate, but her words were helpless gibberish. “Aaarraaa mmuccummmng! Mmmph! Mmmphh!”

Her entire body jerked and spasmed as her orgasm took over. Her whole body seemed to seize up in pleasure, like electricity was shooting through her. And then, her wetness surged out of her, suddenly releasing moisture all around her, pooling in a small, moist puddle beneath her.

Claire panted into the gag. Her body was completely limp now as Tara climbed off of her. She briefly left the room and Claire could hear the faucet running in the adjacent bathroom. When Tara returned, she stood at the foot of the bed for a moment, silently admiring her bound prisoner.

After a moment, she moved to the side of the bed and unbuckled the ballgag. She removed the wad of panties from Claire’s mouth, but did not make a move to untie her. “So,” she prodded, “I hope this lesson has been education for you, Claire. Now that you’ve had the experience of being dominated, do you think you can perform your role in the film better?”

Claire licked her lips and adjusted her jaw a few times, reveling in the feeling of being able to take in a full breath. “I... I think so...” She said.

“Because if not, I’d be happy to give you another lesson some time.” Tara suggested.

Looking down at herself, bound, exposed, covered in wax, Claire found herself nodding slowly. “Yes...” She whispered, “Yes... I would like another lesson... sometime.”

“Very good.” Tara reached over and unclipped the wrist cuffs from the headboard hook. Claire sat up very slowly, feeling as if she had been out of her body for that entire experience. “I agree. I think you’ll need... quite a few lessons in order to accurately understand the mindset of a domme.”

Claire unbuckled the ankle cuffs from around herself and very slowly pulled her panties and pants back on. She felt dizzy with desire and the weight of the massive orgasm she had just endured. She sat on the edge of the bed for a moment, licking her lips and fingering the collar that was still tightened around her neck.

Tara stood in front of her, looking down at the blonde and grabbing hold of the metal ring around her neck. “You remember the rule, don’t you? You’re mine as long as you wear this collar...”

“Yes... mistress.” Claire whispered, her eyes briefly meeting Tara’s, then skirting downward towards the ground. Her pussy ached and throbbed as she thought about any future sessions with Tara. There was one thing running in her mind as she gathered her things and prepared to head home: how in the hell was she going to top her domme on set tomorrow?
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