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BDSM Club

Rachel had never seen anything like this before. She was new to the world of BDSM, but the sight before her was beyond anything in her wildest, horniest, dreams. She was pulled from her reverie, literally, by a tugging on the leather collar around her neck. From its center ring, a metal clip led a long, black leash to her mistress’ hand.

Summer clucked her tongue over her shoulder, “Come.” She instructed firmly, giving the leash a couple of tugs. Rachel hurried forward a couple of steps and snuck one last glance of wonder around the dark room.

They were in the basement of an apartment building in an extremely wealthy area of the city. A doorman had let them inside and led them to the metal door beneath the building’s central staircase. There, a heavy pulse of bass had suddenly enveloped them as they went down a narrow set of metal stairs. It had been difficult with her hands cuffed behind her back, but Rachel managed to go slowly.

A soft red light filled the central room as they arrived at the bottom of the stairs. Now, Rachel understood why Summer had refused to tell her where they were going. At least thirty other mistresses and their subs filled the space. Though the music was loud, Rachel swore she could hear the moans of multiple people being pleasured throughout the space.

Summer’s lips were suddenly very close to her ear. “Do not disobey me tonight and you will be rewarded with a little treat.”

“Yes, mistress.” Rachel said.

She felt spoiled by the gifts Summer had given her for their night out. The metal fittings of her collar were gold-plated, as were the fittings on her chest harness. Beneath that, she wore a pair of crotchless latex pants and a pair of black stiletto heels. The black cuffs on her wrists were held together behind her back with a tight gold clip.

This, Rachel realized, was a BDSM sex party for women. And Summer had brought her here for a night out.

Summer tightened her hold on the leash and Rachel’s head dipped forward as she was led from the central room down a black hallway. As they neared the end of the hall, they entered a room with low, dark ceilings. In one corner was a small cell that could fit one, or perhaps two, people. Against the back wall was a bed with slippery looking sheets. And in the center of the room were a number of hooks hanging from the ceiling.

Rachel felt a warmth grow deep inside of her at the sight of a woman in the cell. Her hands were tied to two bars far enough apart that she was forced to stand with her arms wide open. There were clothespins attached to her nipples and her mouth was forced open by a metal spider-gag.

On the bed, another woman was lying face down with her ass in the air. Her hands were bound to the headboard and her mistress was fondling her clit while three others watched from beside the bed.

Rachel gasped at the sensation of Summer’s hands on her shoulders. She was growing incredibly horny and even that small touch was enough to startle her. “Do you like what you see? I’ll bet you do, you dirty slut.” She purred.

Rachel nodded, swallowing. “Mm, yes, mistress. Are you going to do to me what’s being done to them?”

“That, and more.” Summer confirmed. In one quick movement, Summer unbound Rachel’s hands from behind her back. She pulled them together in front of her and lifted them up. Then, she bound them together again and lifted them onto the hook just above their heads. Rachel was pulled upwards slightly and had to stand on the tips of her toes.

Summer removed the leash from Rachel’s collar, then turned away briefly and set down the large, leather bag she had brought with her. She busied herself with taking out a few items. Rachel glanced around her as well as she could from where she was tied. She felt the gaze of at least five other women looking her up and down. The sounds of the room were making her wet. Every few seconds she heard a moan from behind her where the woman in the cage writhed and struggled or from her right where the submissive was being fingered and tickled.

Summer circled around her own submissive slowly, licking her lips as she observed the curves of Rachel’s hips, the swell of her ass, and her erect nipples. She smiled a little when she noticed that her submissive could not keep her eyes off of the other dominating and punishing that was happening in the room. “Does it make you wet? Being exposed for everyone to see?”

Rachel nodded once, shutting her eyes for a moment. “Yes, mistress.”

“Why does it make you wet? Do you want everyone to see what a bad girl you are? How badly you need to be punished by your mistress?”

Rachel pulled a little on her wrist restraints. She was suspended from the ceiling and couldn’t shift any of her body weight to get out of this position. One of her favorite things about bondage was testing out her bonds. It was so exciting when she was restricted by something that was absolutely inescapable. “Yes, mistress. It... it makes me horny. I want to be punished by you. And... I want them to see. I’m yours. You can play with me wherever you want to.”

Summer ran her hand slowly down Rachel’s abdomen. She let her fingers hover just above Rachel’s clit. She laughed as her sub tried to push her hips forward, begging to be touched by her mistress.

“And what if I left you in here? If I left to go watch some other submissive get fucked by her mistress? What would you think of that?”

“Please, mistress, no. Please, don’t leave me. Please, I want you to fu–”

CLAP!

Rachel released a whimper of ecstasy and pain as Summer’s hand struck her bare ass.

“Stop talking.” Summer instructed her casually. 

Rachel immediately silenced.

“I’m going to punish you in front of everyone in here. They’re all going to see you crying and whining like you do when I fuck your wet cunt. I’m going to punish you until you cum all over yourself. Everyone in here is going to see you leaking all over the place. I may even let a few others punish you.”

Rachel shuddered at the thought. While being bound and gagged was her favorite part of bondage, she was beginning to learn the joys of shame and humiliation. Last weekend Summer had tied and gagged her on display in her living room after inviting over her two friends, Felicity and Marie. It had been incredibly humiliating to be spanked, fingered, fondled, and fucked in front of these two strangers, but that humiliation had quickly transformed into horniness.

Rachel couldn’t help but release a ragged breath as she realized she was helplessly bound and surrounded by many dominant women who were gazing up at her exposed form. She could feel Summer standing behind her but was unsure what she was doing, what was going to happen next.

Then, a huge rubber ball gag was shoved into her mouth. This one was bigger than any she had ever felt before. It forced her mouth open wide and her teeth were pressed hard against the ball. The straps were tightened cruelly behind her head and her clit throbbed with want. Summer circled back around to face Rachel. She was smiling with amusement as she bent forward and grabbed a fistful of Rachel’s hair. She brought their heads together and gag-kissed her thoroughly. Her tongue ran across Rachel’s restricted lips, sliding over the ball, and sucking on the corners of her wet mouth.

Rachel moaned into the kiss, a slew of unintelligible gag-talk leaving her. ‘Please, Mistress, fuck my clit, please, please.’ She attempted to communicate.

Summer moved behind Rachel once again. From there, she reached around and took hold of both of Rachel’s nipples. She pulled on them very gently, squeezing them, rolling them around between her thumb and forefinger. “You like that, slut?” She murmured.

Rachel nodded, a whimpers leaving her.

“Yeah? You like that, hm?” Summer continued tweaking Rachel’s full nipples until they became erect. When they were sufficiently swollen and raised, Summer brought a clamp onto the left nipple. She tightened it until Rachel released a small cry of pain. Then, she attached the other clamp to her right nipple.

Rachel’s breath came harder and harder as the clamps gave her a rush of both pain and pleasure. “Mmmnnghhh,” She mumbled into the gag.

To her left, she could see a few more mistresses approach and watch as Summer dominated her. Her eyes ticked upwards and she felt a wave of hot pleasure swell inside of her as she met eyes with another dominatrix.

Summer’s hands were running over her hips, tickling her as her fingers danced downwards. One hand brushed through the soft wetness of her clit and labia. Then, her fingers very slowly began to slide up and down inside of Rachel’s cunt.

“Good girl,” Summer whispered into Rachel’s ear as the submissive began swaying slightly with writhing pleasure. She slapped Rachel’s clit with the palm of her hand. “Bound, gagged, a helpless prisoner...”

Rachel leaned backwards into Summer’s touch.

“I wonder what would happen if I left you here... Do you think they,” Summer nodded towards the three hungry looking mistresses watching closely, “would fuck you? Hm? Think they would punish you?”

Rachel squirmed as she shook her head, licking the back of the ball-gag with her tongue.

Summer’s hands slipped deeper inside of Rachel, entering into her, penetrating her. She pushed up against her submissive’s g-spot, pressing on the velvety area firmly. “You are mine, bitch. I own you. I can do whatever I’d like with you. You know that?”

The bound woman moaned appreciatively, her head lolling in a lazy nod.

Summer began to fuck Rachel with torturous slowness. She pumped her hand in and out of her every few moments. Her free hand moved around to Rachel’s front and tugged gently on the chain connecting the two nipple clamps. The longer she fucked her, the more Rachel’s need to cum grew. Her clit was swollen and sensitive despite having been given very little attention.

Suddenly, Summer’s hand pulled out of Rachel’s clit and the submissive slave was left suspended, weak with wanting. She watched as Summer moved away from her over to the group of women who had begun watching them when they began playing. Rachel could not hear what they were saying, but felt flares of hot desire heating her as her eyes continuously met the others’ gazes.

Moments later, Rachel found her hands being removed from the suspension hook. She made a quiet questioning moan, but of course, was told nothing of what was about to happen. Summer held Rachel’s wrists tightly together in her hand as she led her towards the occupied cell in the back of the room.

The woman that currently occupied the cell was bent over slightly as her wrists were bound to cell bars about three feet apart. Her nipples were purple and swollen from the clothespins that cruelly clamped them.

Rachel was surprised when Summer pushed her into the cell, and even more surprised when her mistress began binding her in the exact same way as the other submissive. With her wrists bound to the same cell bars, she was forced up against this blonde submissive, her breasts pushing up against the woman’s bare back and her dripping wet pussy pushing up against the woman’s ass. She had no choice but to rub up against this stranger. And now, with how incredibly horny she was, she couldn’t help but hump the woman’s ass. She needed friction, desperately, needed something, anything to touch her desperate clit.

“There,” Summer murmured, smiling down at the two women who moaned and whimpered up at her. The three other mistresses approached the cell, each laughing down at the two bound prisoners.

“Oh, Summer, your little pet is drooling onto mine. How sloppy of her.”

Rachel could not help but let a huge stream of drool fall from her gagged lips onto the back of the woman beneath her. She continued humping her, rubbing the front of her pussy up against this bound, helpless slave. The woman was pressed up against the cell bars and moaned hungrily at the sensation of Rachel’s rubbing.

“Look at that. They want to fuck each other so badly.” Summer murmured with amusement. “Too bad.”

The owner of the submissive beneath Rachel reached out and removed the clothespins from around her nipples. She massaged the nipples with her fingers, murmuring to her submissive, “Good girl. Such a good little fuck. I’m going to fill that mouth of yours.”

Rachel thrust her hips harder and faster as she watched this woman beneath her have a dildo shoved into her mouth, held open by a metal, wiry spider-gag. She raised her eyes up to Summer and felt fucked just by the woman’s gaze. She loved being watched by her mistress.

Rachel pressed her wet, drooling mouth up against the woman’s neck, trying to wipe away the excess of saliva from her lips.

Summer bent down close to the bars, caressing the back of Rachel’s neck. “Have fun.” She said, softly. Rachel struggled suddenly, pulling hard on her bonds as she whined and whimpered.

“She has some separation anxiety and jealousy issues.” Summer explained to the other women beside her. “I’m trying to train it out of her.” Before Rachel could protest any further, Summer turned on her heels and walked away.

“Mmmphhh,” Rachel moaned after her, sighing in defeat as she realized this was her true punishment. She enjoyed being bound and slapped and gagged and humiliated too much for it to be punishment. But when Summer left her to attend to other submissives, that truly was painful.

She need to cum very badly, but she wasn’t sure how she was going to accomplish that while tied up against this other submissive. The woman’s ass was round and supple, but there was no way she could rub her clit up against her. Her wetness was starting to slide down her legs.

The sub beneath her was sucking dutifully on the dildo inserted into her mouth, refusing to spit it out despite how easily it could have been done. She pushed her ass backwards up against Rachel, probably just as horny as Rachel was. Together, they continued rubbing uselessly up against each other, unable to give each other pleasure with their hands bound, suffering together.

Fifteen or so minutes went by until Summer walked by the cell again. She approached the bars and smiled almost lovingly down at her bent over sub. “Enjoying yourself?”

Rachel moaned a few times up at Summer, her mouth moist and wet and dripping.

“Okay, I think you’ve deserved a little treat.” Summer untied Rachel’s cuffs from each of the cell bars. She motioned for Rachel to step out of the cell. Clipping the leash back onto her collar, Summer cuffed Rachel’s hands behind her back again.

In silence, she led her dripping, panting submissive back to the main room. There were a number of sofas, benches, and armchairs dotted around the room where other women were fucking each other, observing, or conversing. Summer pushed Rachel gently down onto an empty sofa. She positioned herself against the edge of the sofa and drew Rachel towards her.

Rachel sucked in a huge breath as the ball-gag was removed from her mouth. Before she could exhale, Summer’s hand tightened over her wet lips.

“Did you enjoy that, my impatient slut? That’s one of my favorite things to do to you... Make you so wet and wanting, so painfully aroused that you’re squirming and writhing about, and then... leave you. Did you try to fuck yourself on that other little slut? Hm? Did you rub your wet mound up against her ass?”

Rachel moaned into the tight handgag that sealed her lips. She nodded at her mistress’ words, her clit begging to be touched. She didn’t care how Summer fucked her, she just needed the release as soon as possible.

“And you want me to fuck you now, don’t you? Even in front of all of these people?” Summer pulled again on the chain connecting the two nipple clamps that severely pinched Rachel’s red and swollen nipples.

Still keeping her prisoner gagged with a tight clamping hand, she reached downwards and began vigorously fingering Rachel. She focused all of her attention on the woman’s clitoris, rubbing it, slapping it, spreading her cunt’s wetness all around. “You are such a greedy little slut. Always wanting me to fuck you and only you. You do not deserve to be pleasured. Do you?”

Rachel pulled hard against her wrist cuffs, her hips twitching and shuddering with each moment of Summer’s mercilessly fingering.

“Here, here,” Summer scooped up some of the cum leaking out of Rachel’s crotch. She briefly stopped gagging her to shove her cum-covered fingers into her sub’s mouth. “Lick it, bitch. Lick it up, baby.”

“No, please, n-no, don’t make me taste my cum,” Rachel, in truth, loved when Summer forced her to taste her own juices. What turned her on even more was to pretend that she didn’t like it. It made their activity that much more pleasurable when she pretended Summer was forcing her into it.

“Shut up and take it, you dirty fucking slut.” Summer rubbed her wet hands all over Rachel’s face, spreading the cum all over her chin and cheeks. Then, she tightly gagged her with her hand again.

She continued flicking her clit, fingering her harder and faster than Rachel had ever been fingered before. Rachel whimpered again and again into the oppressively tight handgag, her eyes squeezing shut and the taste of her own cum filling her mouth. She was close to cumming, her orgasm building behind her navel and travelling downwards, threatening to spill out, to explode all over this sofa.

Rachel shuddered, pleasure overtaking her, burning her insides. Her cries were getting louder and louder behind Summer’s hand. And then, beyond Rachel’s control, she screamed into the gag, her body tensing tensing tensing and finally... cum sprang out of her, down her legs, coating Summer’s hand in her liquid pleasure.

Summer continued very gently fingering her submissive until the shudders began to quieten and lessen.

“Good girl.” Summer whispered.

Panting, Rachel was grateful that Summer did not remove her handgag just yet, despite having cum. She leaned into the touch and moaned appreciatively into her mistress’ wet palm.

“You’ve been a very good girl tonight. I think tonight I’ll let you pleasure me when we get home. How does that sound?”

Another wave of hot pleasure somehow materialized in Rachel’s loins at those words. She nodded again and again, and couldn’t wait to get home.

Owned By My Lesbian Boss by Victoria Charlesworth

7:18pm. Okay, I’m officially annoyed. My boss asks me to work late frequently if we have a big presentation to a client coming up soon, or a project nearing a deadline, but the office is now completely empty save for me and her. Elena Hardwick, the hard-ass. That’s what everyone around here calls her, and deservedly so.

I have no idea why she asked me to stay late tonight. I’ve had so little to do today I’ve mostly been surfing the web at my desk watching time crawl by. I pull up the email she sent me a few hours ago and read it through a couple more times.

Samantha,

You’ll need to stay late tonight to assist me with some unscheduled work.

Elena

Unscheduled work. What the hell does that even mean? I haven’t actually seen Elena all day and if I want to get out of her before 9pm, then I better go and find her. In fact, no one ever really sees her all that often. She’s usually hidden away in her office all day. I sigh as I slip my four-inch heels back onto my feet and rake a hand through my long, brown tresses. I dust off the front of my black dress and walk down the wall towards Elena’s office. I’ve only worked here at Hardwick and Grisham Associates for three months, so I’m honestly still a little frightened of Elena. She hardly ever smiles. She’s tall, thin, and very severe looking with her strawberry-blonde hair pulled back into a tight, perfect bun.

As I approach her office door, I give it a small knock. “Ms. Hardwick...?”

“Come in.” Her voice is sharp and commanding behind the polished oak door. I let myself into her office and am greeted with the familiar smell of hardwood polish and lilies which she always keeps a vase of on her desk. “Shut the door behind you.” She insists, not once looking up from where she sat at her computer, typing away.

I do as I’m told and sink silently into a chair across from her desk. “Ms. Hardwick, I was just wondering if you needed anything else from me today. It’s 7pm...”

Elena doesn’t respond, only continuing to type. Ten, fifteen seconds go by until she finally gives me any indication that she’s heard me. Her green eyes tick upwards to me and she stares at me very directly for a few long moments. Then, she shuts her laptop and gets to her feet.

Uh-oh. Did I do something wrong? Did she keep me here late to berate me for a mistake I made? What’s she going to do?

Elena walks very slowly around her desk and settles herself directly behind me. A shudder runs through me as she places her hands onto my shoulders. What is she doing?!

“Samatha. I’ve asked you here tonight because I’d like your assistance with something of a... delicate nature.” She squeezes my shoulders lightly, beginning to massage them very gently.

“D-delicate?” I murmur.

“Yes. You see, I’m in need of an assistant. A secretary, if you will. I need someone who can handle my more demanding and intimate needs.”

Is she saying what I think she’s saying? Against my better judgement, I feel a little bit of warmth growing deep inside of me.

“Um... I’m not sure I understand.” I say. I lean back into her touch, letting my eyes slide shut and enjoying the relaxation her touch is bringing me. Elena’s hand start to dip below my shoulders, rubbing downwards until they reached the top of my breasts. Is she...? She’s hitting on me, definitely. I can’t deny her, though. She’s my boss! She could fire me...

I’ve never been with a woman before. I’ve never even thought about it, to be honest. All my life, men have always gone after me and I’ve chased them right back. I always thought that I would have known by now if I were a lesbian. So, why am I getting wet as Elena touches me?

Elena’s fingers very gently pinch my nipples through my dress. She squeezes them, tweaking them in her fingers and twisting them around. It sends a surge of pleasure through me, a wave of warmth and moisture growing in the seat of my panties. Despite myself, a little moan leaves me.

“I merely need someone who can cater to my whims. Can you do that?” Elena asks, her voice steady and sure. She kneads my breasts some more, tightening her hold around my erect nipples.

“Y-yes. I... I can do that.” I reply back, though I’m not really sure why. She’s just making me feel so good right now and I don’t want it to stop.

“Good girl.” Elena says, and her fingers drop away from my nipples. “Stand up.”

My eyes open and I’m suddenly missing her touch. I hesitate to do what she says, gripping the arms of the chair as I try to figure out what the hell is going on here.

“Now.” Elena commands, again. “Do not make me repeat myself.”

I get to my feet quickly and wait for my next instructions.

“Turn around and bend over. Place your hands on the arms of the chair.”

Bend over? What is she going to do to me? What is going on? If I’m uncomfortable, I’ can leave at anytime. But... what if that pisses her off and she claims I sexually harassed her or something? My heart is hammering in my chest, but I slowly do as I’m told and bend over the chair, holding onto the arms of it tightly.

The dress I wore today is probably a little too short for workwear, but I know I look hot in it, so I wore it anyway. It pulls up around my ass and is exposing the black thong I have on underneath today.

I’m not sure what Elena is doing but I can hear her approaching me from behind. I can’t believe I’m getting wet from this...

THWACK!

A hand spanks my asscheek with force, the clap of sound reverberating throughout the room. I cry out a little, mostly out of surprise, and suck in a breath. “What-what are you–?”

THWACK!

Elena spanks me again. “Quiet.”

I stop talking.

THWACK!

I’ve never been spanked before. I mean, maybe as a kid, but never as an adult, never during sex. The pain is only momentary, and afterwards its followed by waves of pleasure which I wasn’t expecting. I kind of like it, if I’m being completely honest with myself. I stick my ass out a little further.

Elena reaches over and pulls my dress up, exposing my full ass. “You’re a very bad girl.” She says, grabbing a handful of my left asscheek and squeezing it. She kneads it like dough, giving it a few slaps.

“Why am I a bad girl?” I question her, looking briefly over my shoulder though never lifting my hands from the chair.

Elena bends over slightly and presses her face very close to mine, her lips hovering just above my ear. “Because you’re enjoying this.” As if to prove her claim, Elena’s hand snakes from my asscheek over to my wet slit. She deftly pulls away the black thong and slides a single finger through my wet pussy and lets it hover over my throbbing clit.

A pathetic moan leaves me. God, that feels so good.

Elena moves away from me and returns to her seat at the massive oak desk. She makes herself comfortable, taking her time before calling over to me.” Stand up straight and turn around to face me.”

My clit is dripping wet now, and I really, really need to be fucked. Chewing on my bottom lip, I do as I’m told. I’m pulling my dress down when she reaches into her desk drawer and extracts something that makes me gasp: a thick, black, silicone dildo. She places it down onto her desk and nods towards me.

“I want you to touch yourself, Samantha. Fuck yourself for me.”

Okay, I can’t do this anymore. I can’t believe I’ve even let it get this far. I shake my head. “No, Ms. Hardwick. I won’t do that. I’m not... I’m–I can’t do this.”

For a moment, Elena doesn’t speak. I think I got through to her. I’m going to just–

“Do you like having a job, Samantha?” My stomach sinks. I think I know what’s coming.

“Y-yes, Ms. Hardwick. I like working here very much.”

“And do you think that you’ll still have a job waiting for you here tomorrow if you don’t fuck yourself for me right now?”

I shake my head, knowing the answer. “Are you... you’re blackmailing me, Ms. Hardwick?”

“All I’m saying is that I think it will be very difficult to be hired anywhere with sexual harassment accusations hanging over you.”

She’s blackmailing me. I can’t believe it. My boss is blackmailing me into masturbating in front of her. I have to do this. I literally have no other choice.

“Please, Ms. Hardwick. Please, I’ll do what you want. I’ll do anything that you want.” I plead, reaching over and grabbing the dildo.

“Very good.” She says, leaning back in her leather chair and crossing her legs. She nods at the thick cock I hold in my hands. “Proceed.”

I suck in a deep breath and pull my panties down to my ankles. I, admittedly, am already extremely wet so sliding this thing up inside of my won’t be an issue. Slowly, I use one hand to pinch my left nipple, tweaking it and twisting it very gently. I moan a little into the air, releasing a quiet whimper of pleasure.

I have three vibrators at home that I use frequently, but I’ve never had a dildo shoved up my pussy before. I wonder what it feels like... I guess I’m about to find out.

With my other hand, I take the dildo and rub it gently up against my clit. I let out another little moan and Elena smiles. She looks pleased. I slip the dildo further back and push it up against my hole. Then, I press it inside, inch by inch, so slowly.

“Oh... oh, god...” I mumble as I keep inching it upwards. I push it up until it can go no further. It’s pressing up against my g-spot so deliciously. I pump it a little, pushing it in and pulling it out, fucking myself with it. I ride the air, bucking my hips with each little thrust.

“Fuck,” I whisper, “Oh, fuck...”

I move my hand from my breasts down to my clit and begin to play with myself. I flick and rub at my clit which has practically doubled in size from how horny I am. My whole core is dripping wet. Cum is leaking down my plugged up pussy, down my thigh, and towards the ground.

I pump the dildo harder and increase the speed I’m fingering myself at. It feels so, so good. I’m getting hot, my core tensing and warming as waves of pleasure ride over me.

Elena retrieves her cellphone and begins to film me. I want so badly to tell her not to, but I know that she has the power over me right now. I have to do everything she says or she’ll accuse me of being the one to harass her...

“Mmm... god, oh fuck, Jesus, I’m... I’m going to cum soon. M-Ms. Hardwick, I’m-I’m–” I hear Elena laugh a little. Then, I cum hard. I bend forward and grab onto the edge of her desk for support as my orgasm overtakes me. I shudder and tremble beneath it, reduced to a pile of jelly. I can hardly move, but I reach forward and begin to draw the dildo out of me.

“That was very enjoyable.” Elena says, putting her phone down.

I’m panting and can’t help but to squeeze my nipples a couple of times as I come down. I don’t know what to say, what to do, what to even think about what just happened.

“You’re a very obedient and good girl, Samantha. Don’t worry, you’re going to be rewarded for that.”

“Thank you, Ms. Hardwick.” I say, putting my hands behind my back.

Elena opens up the center desk drawer of her desk and retrieves a small item. I can’t see what exactly it is as she gets to her feet and moves to the other side of the desk. She stands in front of me and smiles. Her teeth are very white and straight and she is radiating confidence. In her hands, she holds a small egg-shaped vibrator.

Oh, god. I know exactly what this is. I’ve seen them at the sex shop I got my vibrators at.

“While you are under my employ, you will wear this at all times. Keep it inside of your pussy and hold it in place with your underwear. I,” She reached backwards and held up a small remote control with three buttons on it. “am in control of it. Put it in. Now.” She hands me the egg and for a moment I just stare down at it, unable to believe what my life has become in the last hour.

With her insistence, I push the egg up inside of me, exhaling a hot breath of pleasure as I do so. It fits snugly inside of me and stays in place as I pull my underwear up to my hips. I bite on my lower lip, wincing expectantly for it to turn on.

Elena holds the remote control in her hands and after ten torturously long moments, she presses one of the buttons and it roars to life. ”I am in control of how much pleasure it gives you. I may keep it on the lowest setting for extended periods of time throughout the day. Or, I may put it on an exponentially higher setting if I’m feeling bored and want to be amused.”

I hold in my whimpers, squeezing my eyes shut tight. Oh my god. How am I ever going to wear this around the office? Someone will definitely hear me moaning in pleasure, no matter how hard I try to hide it.

Elena presses another button and the sensations weaken. It’s still incredibly pleasurable, but manageable.

“Yes, Samantha, I think we’re going to make quite a team you and I.” She says with an easy smile. “Now, you are dismissed for tonight. I will see you here bright and early.”

With that, I’m ushered out of the office and left in the dark of the empty building. My clit throbs against the soft, slow vibrations of the egg and I wonder what the hell I’ve gotten myself into.

*

My heart is hammering in my chest as I ride the elevator up to the fourteenth floor. My office floor is an open-plan and about thirty people are all spread out in separate cubicles. I take a deep breath and step off of the elevator. The vibrating egg is sitting just inside my pussy, right where Elena told me to keep it.

I wore black, lace underwear today to keep it in place. No way am I going to risk wearing a thong again with that thing up inside me.

I walk towards my cubicle carefully, one foot in front of the other, afraid the egg might become dislodged and fall out of me. I have to be ready for it to turn on at any moment. The prospect of suddenly being forced to have an orgasm at any point throughout my day is... strange, but exciting, I have to admit.

I sit down at my desk and nod a quiet hello to Shelly a few desks away from me. I place my purse down at my feet and slowly slip into my chair. The egg stays in place but rubs gently up against my labia. God, that feels good even when it isn’t vibrating.

I open up my email and start to go through the few messages I’ve gotten this morning. Spam... invitation to the office social... and... something new from Elena. Sent thirty minutes ago.

Report to my office as soon as your arrive. I will expect this daily.

A shiver runs through me as I read the message. I read it a couple of more times and bite my lip to stifle a hot wave of pleasure that runs through me. I wonder what Elena is going to have me do...? Is she going to spank me again? Or something more?

I close the email, and then on second thought I delete it. I get to my feet and slowly march towards Elena’s office. I pass at least ten people on my way and can’t help but blush a little at the thought of them not knowing about the vibrator plugged up inside of me.

I knock softly on the door and immediately here Elena’s voice from behind it. “Come in.” She demands.

Just as I did last night, I enter Elena’s office, shut the door behind me, and wait patiently for my next instructions. Elena is reviewing a stack of documents in front of her. She does not look up at me as I enter.

“I have a meeting in fifteen minutes with the board of directors. You will accompany me and keep thorough notes of our conversations and decisions.”

“Yes, ma’am.” I agree, slipping my hands behind my back. What is her deal, I wonder. Does she get off on being able to tell me what to do? I shake the thoughts out of my head and focus on being obedient.

“For now, you will sit quietly.” Elena nods to the chair in front of her desk. The one I was bent over last night. I comply and lower myself into the chair, careful not to dislodge the egg. Though she’s busy overlooking the stack of papers, she does glance up at me once with a wicked smirk.

I fold my hands in my lap and–

I gasp. A quiet, gentle buzzing has erupted in my underwear. I shift in my seat, my lower lip trembling. She’s turned the egg on to a low setting. I can’t help but squirm. The vibrations send teases of pleasure up to my clit. It warms my pussy and I slide my eyes shut.

“How does that feel?” Elena murmurs, her attention focused squarely on the papers in front of her.

“Mmm,” I moan a little, shifting my hands to my thighs and rubbing them gently. “I... I like the way that... feels.”

“You like that?” Elena continues, “You like being teased like that?”

“Yes,” I moan, trying hard to control myself. If I were anywhere else right now I would finger myself, but I’m not sure that I have permission.

“Getting wet down there?” My boss, my captor, questions me. She spares me a single, uncaring glance.

“Mmhm,” I nod, licking my lips and whimpering quietly.

“Well...” The vibrations suddenly intensify and I release a long, trembling moan. I grip the sides of my chair tightly, my hips bucking slightly. I hump the air, trying to get any amount of friction onto my sopping wet pussy.

Elena moves out from behind her desk and moves to lean against the edge of her desk. She watches me, tilting her head upwards and running a hand across her own abdomen, down, down to the hem of her black pencil skirt. She stands and takes a step forward, standing just beside my chair.

I whimper again as I look up at her.

She slides a finger across my thigh and I gasp. “M-Ms. Hardwick, please–”

My words are cut off as Elena’s fingers press up against the fabric of my underwear. She presses up against my clit and I hump the air again and again, begging for release, silently begging for her to fuck me. Instead, she just applies pressure to my wet clit, laughing quietly beneath her breath.

“You must be incredibly wet...”

Elena raises her hand from my wet mound and slips her thumb into my lips. She pumps it slowly, lightly, and I suck on it gently. I tongue her thumb and moan into her hand. “Well, Samantha, unfortunately it’s time to go. We’ll have to continue this after the meeting.”

I moan out a noise filled with pleasure and disappointment. How am I going to go into a meeting like this? I can smell my own cum leaking out of my underwear. I hope to god no one asks me any questions or requires me to do anything but sit silently.

Elena turns around and grabs a notebook and pen off of her desk. She shoves the items into my hands and starts for the door. “Let’s go. I do not like to be late.”

I’m forced to regain my composure in about ten seconds and get to my feet shakily. I hold the notebook and pen under my arm and move to follow Elena. I pause at the doorway and shift my thighs a little. The egg is still buzzing on its lowest setting. I can’t believe my boss is forcing me to go into a board meeting while being masturbated by a remote-controlled vibrator...

I remain a few steps behind Elena as we walk down the hallway together. I give a few fake smiles to my co-workers as we pass by a number of desks. Can they tell I just almost had an orgasm? Can anyone else smell my cum-stained panties?

Elena leads the way into the board room and sits in one of the tall leather chairs on the left side of the table. I sit down beside her very slowly. The egg remains in place. A few other board members trickle into the room behind us and one sits down to my right. What if he can hear the buzzing of the vibrator?

A little horrified, I try to catch Elena’s gaze but she seems to be ignoring me. The meeting begins a few minutes later and it’s all I can do to write down today’s date without humping the air. I squirm in my seat, clearing my throat and attempting to scribble down the conversation topics as they begin.

I have no idea what this meeting is about because all I can focus on are the low, gentle buzzings that are massaging my pussy. I really, really need to be fucked right now. God, I would lay across this table and let Elena fuck me in front of all of these board members if it came down to it, but clearly that’s not going to happen.

About fifteen minutes into the meeting, my heart, and my pussy, constrict. The vibrations have increased. Did Elena bring the remote with her?! Oh, god, I can’t take this. I can’t. I clear my throat for the second time and shut my eyes. My hips thrust forward uncontrollably. I can feel my wetness growing through my panties. I’ve got to be leaking cum onto the leather chair by now.

Fuck, I want to touch myself. I want to finger myself and pump this egg further up into my pussy. I look to my left and try to get Elena’s attention again, but she’s turned slightly away from me as she listens to a board member across the table explain his proposal. It feels so good, buzzing up against my clit, torturing me with those endless vibrations. Why is Elena doing this to me? Does she like to see me suffer? It must get her off to watch me squirm.

I’m going to cum, I realize with horror. It might be seconds or minutes, but I’m definitely going to come. The egg has hit a sweet spot and I ride it in my chair, circling my hips in my seat as surreptitiously as possible. I don’t dare look over at the guy next to me. Fuck, what do I do? What am I going to do? I can’t cum here, not now. Please, Elena, god, please give me mercy...

I’m squeezing the sides of the chair so tightly that my knuckles are white.

Here it comes. Oh my god. Oh god, oh shit, I’m cumming. I’m cumming. God, I’m cumming! I grip the chair and tense my entire body. I suppress a couple of tremors, but my body still jerks uncontrollably. Did anyone see? God, I hope no one saw that...

The meeting ends a few minutes later, but the vibrator has not stopped buzzing. My clit gets so sore after an orgasm, and it was painfully sensitive after I came. The merciless vibrations were making my pussy numb. I gather my notebook and pen and followed Elena out of the boardroom and back towards her office. I received a couple of odd looks from one of the board members as we left, but that could have simply been because I was Elena’s new assistant.

When we reached her office, I shut the door behind me and hugged the notebook to my chest. “M-Ms. Hardwick, I–I need a break from–”

The vibrations shut off before I could even get the words out. Elena had the remote in her hand throughout the entire meeting. She turned to face me and looked me up and down like I was just a specimen to be admired.

“Let me see the notes you took at the meeting.” She demanded.

My mouth went dry. I had forgotten to take any notes. I had been so distracted by how horny the egg was making me that I hadn’t written anything down...

I slowly turned the notebook around and handed it to her.

“Tsk, tsk.” Elena murmurs, looking at the blank page. She tossed the notebook to the ground and crossed her arms over her chest. “Now, I think that’s worthy of a punishment, don’t you?”

“Yes, Ms. Hardwick.” I murmur towards the ground. “I... I should be punished.”

“Bend over across the desk.” Her voice was sharp and cold, as usual.

I do as I’m told and step towards the desk. I lower myself down on top of it, taking hold of the far edge of the wood and holding on tight. I have a feeling I’m about to be spanked again. Although it isn’t something I ever found sexy before, I have to admit to myself that this attention from Elena is... well, hot. I know I’m being blackmailed and forced into sexual acts by my domineering boss, but... is it wrong that I get horny from it?

After all, that’s all I’ve been wanting since last night, is to finally get some release, to finally get fucked–

THWACK!

My ass is smacked just like it was last night, only this time it’s not just a hand doing it. It just be something hard and wood. A paddle, maybe? I cry out, gripping the desk harder.

THWACK!

“You’re such a dirty girl, aren’t you? Getting off at work? I ought to fire you for that...” Elena threatens, though I can hear the desire in her voice. She’s loving this.

THWACK!

“I could smell your cum throughout the whole meeting. I bet everyone saw you squirming in your seat, giving yourself pleasure. And on top of all that...”

THWACK!

My ass is throbbing, waves of pain and pleasure emanating from each hit of her paddle.

“You failed to take suitable notes of what was discussed during the meeting. You need some training, Samantha. Otherwise, you’re not going to make a very good assistant. Do you want to be a good assistant?”

“Yes, Ms. Hardwick.” I assure her. Then, my horniness giving me a little more confidence than usual, I scoot my ass out a little further. “I’m a dirty girl, Ms. Hardwick. I need to be punished.”

“Oh, do you?” Elena purrs. Suddenly, I feel her pressing up against my ass. She bends down and her lips are just up against my ear. Her tongue darts out and she nips at my earlobe. I shudder with hot pleasure. A man has never treated me like this before...

Elena’s hands are on my hips and she rubs herself up against me. Then, she takes one hand and pulls my panties down from my red dress. Without warning, she slides three fingers inside of me and up into my pussy.

“Ah!” I cry out as she pumps her fingers in and out of me, fucking me hard and rough. I knock against the desk with every thrust.

Elena’s free hand grabs a fistful of my hair. “You like this, dirty girl? You like to be fucked by your boss?”

“Oh, god-god, yes, yes, Ms. Hardwick, yes, please, don’t stop, r-right there–”

Elena shifts her fingers from my pussy to my clit. She rubs it sensually and slowly. It’s still so sensitive from my orgasm a few minutes ago. I whine up at her, twisting in her hold, writhing in delirious pleasure.

She slaps my pussy with her hand, then, all too suddenly, she leaves my side and returns to her chair behind the desk. I’m still bent over the desk when she sits down and it takes me a moment to realize she’s finished with me. I straighten, dragging a shaky hand through my hair.

“That’s all for now.” She dismisses me without looking up at me. “I’ll buzz you if I need anything.”

With that, I slowly turn and leave the office feeling simultaneously full and empty, used, and cherished. I return to my desk, certain that I smell of cum and sex, and wait patiently for the moment my boss will call upon me again.

Dominating My Enemy by Victoria Charlesworth

“Well, well, well, it’s the golden girl.”

Sarah begrudgingly glanced up from where she stood at the bar trying in vain to order a chardonnay from an overworked bartender. She knew that voice. She hated that voice.

“Kate.” She muttered, despite herself, not even bothering to raise her eyes to her taunter.

The brunette woman two seats away at the bar slid to her feet, tall and lanky. She raked a hand through her wind-swept hair and smirked at the shorter blonde. “Having trouble getting a drink? Funny. I didn’t think little-miss-perfect Sarah Thornton had trouble with anything.”

“What do you want?” Sarah demanded, giving Kate a contemptuous up-down. This interaction better not cost her the bartender’s precious attention. She had been dragged to this swanky Midtown speakeasy for a girl’s night out with some old college friends, and certainly hadn’t expected on running into any co-workers. Not to mention, her least favorite co-worker.

“Fast car, big house, good food, good sex. What does anyone want?” Kate responded, her wolf’s grin never leaving her face.

Sarah rolled her eyes so hard she thought they might get stuck in the back of her head. Whatever. She didn’t have time for this. She waved her hand out towards the bartender, trying desperately to get his attention. The sooner she could get a drink, the sooner she could get away from Kate.

The taller woman laughed wryly as she watched Sarah struggle. She slid back over to her own seat and nodded once at the bartender who almost immediately came to take her order. “Two whiskey cokes.”

She returned to Sarah’s side less than a minute later and pushed one of the glasses into Sarah’s hand.

“What’s this?” Sarah brought the drink up to her nose and sniffed, wrinkling her nose in distaste. “Jesus, you actually drink this stuff? No wonder there’s something wrong with you.”

“Hey,” Kate took another step forward and Kate got a whiff of her perfume. Calvin Klein One, she recognized. Her ex-boyfriend used to wear it. “Try broadening your horizons sometime. You might like it.” Her husky voice tickled the inside of Sarah’s ear and the blonde couldn’t help but feel a shudder run down her spine. She wrenched away and took a sip of the drink.

“So... here to prey on unsuspecting women? Find a skank to take home tonight?” Sarah asked, placing her free hand on her hip. She let her eyes run down Kate’s figure once again. She was always wearing too-tight pants to work that showed off her ass and narrow hips. Her breasts were small, but there was something about Kate that made her both feminine and domineering. Perhaps it was her devil-may-care attitude. Not that Sarah thought about her often. Or at all.

“Kiss my ass, Sarah. You would love for a night in the sack with me. I see how you look at me in the office. You can’t keep your eyes off me.”

“Yeah, I can’t keep my eyes off of you when you’re constantly harassing me with your sexual innuendos, or-or talking over me at the weekly meetings. Oh, and hey, here’s a bright idea, how about you don’t fuck the interns in the women’s bathroom?”

“Jealous?” Kate murmured, leaning in again so that her lips were just inches away from Sarah’s ear. “I know it was you who stuck around in the stall to listen to what dirty things we were doing in there. I would recognize those Louboutins anywhere.” She nodded down to Sarah’s feet, clad in black stiletto heels.

“God, you are so annoying.” Sarah muttered, though she made no move to put distance between herself and the taller woman.

“Or maybe you wanted to learn a thing or two, hm? You’ve probably had so much mediocre vanilla dry-humping in your life that something as banal as workplace sex sent you over the edge. Didn’t it? Were you masturbating as you listened to us fuck in the bathroom stall, Sarah?”

Sarah shoved Kate away with a groan. “You’re disgusting.”

Kate only laughed, raising her drink up so as not to spill it. “Whatever you say, baby.”

Anger boiled in the center of Sarah’s chest. She couldn’t stand the way Kate always dismissed her as tightly-wound or prude. That’s it, she decided. She was going to prove to Kate that she was neither of those things.

Without warning, she grabbed the woman’s arm and led her silently to the womens’ bathroom. She pushed her up against the wall beside the closed door and placed her lips close to Kate’s jaw. “You have no idea what I could do to you. I could ride you all night like a whipped pony. But I’m not so depraved as to parade it around the office all-day long like you.”

For a moment, they both looked at each other, glaring, jaws tensed. Then–

Their lips crashed together, hard. Kate pushed her tongue into Sarah’s mouth without permission, groaning hungrily into the wet hole.

Sarah yanked her head away, wiping her lips. She looked panicked for a single moment, as if questioning what she was doing. Then, avoiding Kate’s eyes, she tilted her head up to kiss her again.

“Take me somewhere.” Sarah growled.

Thirty minutes and a cab ride later, they had hardly even stumbled into Kate’s apartment when Sarah roughly pushed the brunette up against the wall. She met her with a crushing kiss, biting down on Kate’s lip and chewing desperately on the swollen, red mouth.

“I want to–”

“Shut up.” Sarah protested, shoving Kate into the wall again. “Just shut the fuck up.”

Kate’s hands travelled down to Sarah’s hips. She fumbled for Sarah’s skirt zipper, finally bringing the skirt down the floor. “Well, look what we have here. What a tease, leaving your underwear at home tonight. Y’know, you walk around with a stick shoved so far up your ass, I’m surprised to see you ever let your pussy out to play.”

“You don’t know me.” Sarah muttered, “Are you always this insufferable?”

“Only to you, baby.”

Suddenly, Sarah felt a pair of hands close tightly around both of her wrists. A moan escaped her as she was forced backwards into the wall behind her and her hands brought in front of her. Kate was grabbing blindly for something while she shoved her tongue into Sarah’s desperate mouth.

Sarah wanted to protest. The words were in the back of her throat, desperate to come out, but something kept her from saying anything. She allowed the sensation of rope wrapping tightly around her wrists to continue. What the hell was Kate doing? And why wasn’t she stopping her?

Kate pulled the rope upwards and wrapped it around a coat hook secured into the wall. Sarah’s arms lifted above her head without her permission and she tugged against them a little to see how tight they were. An exhale of pleasure and frustration left Sarah’s lips as Kate grabbed hold of her chin and held it in place.

“Little miss tightly wound, all tied up. What am I gonna do with you, huh?” Kate growled lowly, her lips pressing up against Sarah’s ear.

“Fuck you.” Sarah mumbled, trying to jerk her chin away.

“Fuck me?” Kate laughed a throaty chuckle. “Right now I’m fucking you, bitch.”

Kate’s hand trailed down Sarah’s bare abdomen, hovering lazily over her wet pussy. She slid two fingers across Sarah’s clit and another laugh left her. “You fucking slut, you are so wet right now. You like being teased, don’t you?”

“I don’t really have much of a choice now, do I?” Sarah muttered, glaring up at her dominant captor.

With her free hand, Kate suddenly grabbed Sarah’s ankle and thrust it upwards, opening up access to her warm, pink pussy. She thrust three fingers inside of her and Sarah released a low moan of pleasure. She thrust her hips upwards, pushing her pussy out and further onto Kate’s fingers, riding them hard and fast.

“Fuck,” Sarah exhaled, “Oh, fuck, god, harder!”

Kate thrust deeper and harder into Sarah’s cunt, pushing and pulling her fingers in and out of her, fucking her over and over again as Sarah’s cries of pleasure grew louder. Her hand was covered in a growing wetness as Sarah’s cunt began swelling. She was dripping with need.

“Harder!” Sarah insisted again through panting breaths.

Kate suddenly stopped and extracted her fingers from the woman’s pussy. She got to her feet and disappeared into the kitchen.

“Hey!” Sarah called breathlessly. “What the fuck? What are you doi–mmph!”

Kate returned just a moment later and pressed a strip of black electrical tape across Sarah’s mouth, using her palms to smooth it down and ensure it stuck well to the woman’s lips. “Shut the fuck up, you slut. God, I can’t stand to hear your voice.”

“Mmmpph,” Sarah whined into the tapegag. Her pussy throbbed with hunger. Her clit was engorged and sensitive with want.

Kate ran her fingers slowly across Sarah’s clit and the bound woman shuddered and writhed. “Oh, you like that, do you? Like when I rub your clit like that?”

Despite herself, Sarah nodded, feeling meek and helpless in her current predicament. She kept her eyes away from Kate’s, not wanting to giving the woman the pleasure of knowing just how intense this sexual encounter was. Their bickering with each other had produced such tension between them over the last two years. It annoyed Sarah to her core when she realized that she wasn’t just annoyed and repulsed by Kate’s constant teasing of her. She loved it. She had been disgusted with herself when she realized her attraction for the brazen, cocky brunette. Now, all she could do was succumb and submit to Kate’s pleasure.

Kate’s fingers circled over the sensitive area with torturous slowness, teasing Sarah with gentle, constant rubbing. “Such a greedy slut. You really want to be fucked, I can tell. You’ve always been such a selfish, needy bitch. Turn over.”

Sarah moaned unintelligibly as Kate grabbed roughly onto her hips and turned her over to face the wall. With her hands still tied above her head, Sarah tucked her knees beneath her and was forced to press her forehead against the wall. She stuck her ass out towards Kate, her body tensing into a taut, curved line as her captor slapped her ass with a loud CLAP! She realized then, as she pulled at the rope that bound her wrists together, that she was completely helpless. This woman who she had butted heads with for so long was now in total control. She could do anything she wanted to her: fuck her relentlessly all night, leave her tied up all weekend, whatever she wanted.

Sarah suffered through another wave of wetness as Kate’s hand came down on her ass three more times. “Fucking bitch.” She hissed into Sarah’s ear, “I’ve been wondering how tight your pussy is for so long. No surprise an uptight cunt like you would probably have a tight-ass pussy.” She thrust fingers into Sarah’s wet core from behind, fucking her so hard that they were both knocking into the wall with a rhythmic thumping.

Sarah released a guttural and low groan with every thrust of Kate’s hand, her whimpering cries silenced by the tight strip of tape stretched over her mouth.

“You go around acting so innocent, like a fucking princess, but really you’ve been begging for me to fuck your wet, dripping pussy all night long.” Kate grabbed a handful of Sarah’s hair with her free hand, yanking the blonde woman’s head backwards. She stared down at her prisoner and slowed her thrusts. “I want to hear you say it.” She decided, removing her fingers from Sarah’s tortured pussy and ripping the tape off of her lips.

“Ow!” Sarah whined as the tape came off. “Say what?” She muttered.

“Say how much you want me, how badly you’ve wanted this.” Kate gripped the handful of hair tighter.

“Go to hell.” Sarah said, pushing her ass out further. “And just fuck me.”

Kate reached around Sarah’s front and tightly squeezed both of the woman’s nipples, rolling them around roughly in her fingers. “Tell me what you want me to do to you. C’mon, don’t be a cunt, Sarah. Tell me.”

Sarah bit down hard on her bottom lip, stifling a quiet whimper that escaped her. The last thing she wanted was to actually admit to Kate that yes, she was turned on by her and had fantasized about being fucked into oblivion by the brunette woman. “I...” She swallowed hard, “God, I... I want you to...” Her nipples being squeezed was giving her such pleasure. If only Kate would fuck her and tease her nipples at the same time...

“C’mon, bitch. Just fucking say it.”

“Yes, okay, I want you to fuck me! Happy now? I want you to fuck me all night long, okay?”

Kate removed one hand from Sarah’s breast and rubbed the engorged clit mercilessly. “God, you’re fucking wet.”

“Fuck, fuck, oh, fuck, Kate, right there, god, don’t stop–”

“Don’t fucking tell me what to do or I’ll gag you again.” Kate suddenly demanded, squeezing Sarah’s nipple hard and continuing her assault on the bound woman’s clit.

“God–please, Kate, don’t, don’t stop, right there, right there–”

“What, are you going to cum? You better say my fucking name louder, bitch.”

“Kate–god, I’m cumming, Kate, I’m cumming–!” Sarah’s body tensed into one giant nerve. She writhed and shuddered over and over again, waves of pleasure rendering her limp in her bonds. Kate remained hovering over Sarah, her hand still brushing up against the woman’s sensitive and swollen clit. She released her hold on the erect nipple, and began squeezing and kneading Sarah’s full, perky ass.

Sarah was too weak to protest when she felt Kate turning her over to face her again. “So, are you going to beg me for another orgasm?”

Panting, Sarah glared up at Kate and shook her head. “You don’t ever stop being a pig, do you?”

“Like I said, baby, it’s only for you.” Kate muttered, getting to her feet. She gave Sarah a smirk and wink as she made her way to what Sarah assumed was her bedroom. Taking a moment to take pleasure in the remnants of her orgasm, Sarah sighed in content and tugged on the rope binding her wrist. She desperately wanted to be able to rest her arms, but she figured Kate might have other plans for her tonight.

A couple of minutes later, Kate came back around the corner, this time adorned with an eight inch silicon cock hanging from her pelvis. She had taken all of her clothes off and Sarah couldn’t help but stare at the woman’s pale, lithe body.

Getting down onto her knees, Kate took a hold of both of Sarah’s legs and tugged the woman closer to her, bringing the strap-on and Sarah’s wet cunt close together. “You seem like the cock-loving type. Are you, Sarah? You like a big, thick cock to fuck you?”

“My sex life is my business.” Sarah murmured, though she desperately wanted to agree that yes she was a cock-loving girl and wanted Kate’s cock inside of her right this instant.

“Mmhm.” Kate hummed, pressing the tip of the strap-on up against Sarah’s clit. She gasped beneath her breath, her bottom lip trembling as her teeth scraped over it.

“What was it you said to me earlier tonight? That you could ride me like a whipped pony? Doesn’t look like you’re doing much riding tonight, blondie.”

“Yeah, well I can’t do much with my hands tied, can I? God, this is so typical–”

“Jesus, I think I’m going to gag you again. Your mouth really has no good use, does it?” Kate ignored Sarah’s feeble protests and grabbed the discarded piece of tape off the floor. She slapped it tightly onto Sarah’s mouth and massaged the strip of material onto her face. “Much better. Hey, maybe you could wear a gag to work so you won’t be able to constantly bitch and moan about every little thing, huh?”

Without warning, Kate shoved the strap-on cock deep into Sarah’s cunt. Sarah cried out into the restrictive gag, her inner walls clenching tightly around the silicon. She bucked her hips up and down, trying desperately to ride the cock sitting inside of her.

“That’s my girl. Knew you’d like that, fucking slut.” Kate muttered, slowly thrusting the cock into and out of the bound woman. She circled it around, pressing up against Sarah’s g-spot and torturing her with slow, hard thrusts.

Sarah’s moans were loud and continuous. No matter how much she hated Kate, her body had a far different response to the provocative, sexy woman. Kate increased the speed of her thrusts, bucking her hips forward and back to fuck the blonde woman as hard and fast as she could. “Gonna fuck you like you deserve to be fucked, bitch.”

Sarah brought her eyes up to Kate and for the first time that night, she submitted to the woman, begging her with her eyes, moaning unendingly up at the woman giving her such unimaginable pleasure. She pulled hard on her bound arms, her back pressing up against the cool wall as Kate’s cock deepended inside of her.

Kate grabbed hold of her face again, holding her chin and licking up the length of Sarah’s neck. Sarah could feel she was nearing another orgasm already. How was Kate pleasuring her better than any of her other previous lovers? It was almost embarrassing how wet Sarah was. She could feel her wetness puddling beneath her on the ground.

“Mmph,” She groaned into the gag, giving Kate a look she hoped would communicate what was about to happen. “Mph, mmmph.” She was close to cumming, her clit begging for attention that she knew it wouldn’t get. Kate increased the speed of her thrusting–in and out in and out in and out in and out–and Sarah’s body became tight and taut once again. She released a series of pathetic whimpers into the gag, and her body once more went limp as another orgasm overtook her.

Kate peeled off the piece of tape gagging the woman and crumpled it. “You know, I’ve thought of a good use for that dirty fucking mouth of yours.” She sat up on her knees just slightly and pulled the silicon cock out of the harness she wore. She pressed it’s tip up to Sarah’s lips.

“Oh, jesus, no, Kate, that’s fucking disg–” Sarah tried to protest, but could do nothing as the cock was shoved into her mouth.

“Taste your own wet juices, Sarah. Lick ‘em up.”

Sarah glared daggers at Kate, though she was helpless to do anything other than was demanded of her. Kate slid the cock into and out of her mouth before holding it about three quarters of the way in Sarah’s mouth.

The blonde woman tongued the head and sides of the silicon cock, gagging a little as it touched the back of her throat. She had never tasted herself before, but found that it wasn’t as bad as she expected. She tasted sweet and a little tart, like cherries.

“Good girl.” Kate praised her, finally pulling the cock away and setting it aside. “I guess you’re not as prude as I thought you were, golden girl.”

“Stop calling me that.” Sarah complained.

Kate climbed forward and positioned their cunts right up next to one another, her legs on opposite sides of Sarah’s. Their faces were very close together, but Kate made no move to kiss Sarah. “You are so fucking sexy.” She finally murmured, the words tumbling out of her mouth as if she wasn’t in control of them.

Sarah shook her head, “This,” she nodded down at herself, “will never happen again. It cannot ever happen again.”

“Sure,” Kate agreed, smirking, clearly not in agreement. “I won’t ever tie you up and fuck your brains out again.”

She silenced any further protests with a heavy, biting kiss. She moaned into the wet embrace, exploring Sarah’s mouth with her tongue. “Guess you’ll just have to bite your tongue next time you see me fucking an intern in the bathroom?”

“Why’s that? You think I won’t report your sorry-ass to human resources?”

“No,” Kate murmured, her lips still pressed up against Sarah’s. “You won’t.”

“Oh, no? And why’s that?”

“Because I’ll tell everyone about the submissive side of Sarah Thornton. I’ll tell the whole fucking office about the time I fucked the blonde bitch from hell. And you don’t want anyone knowing you stooped down to my level, do you?”

Sarah growled into another violent kiss, biting down hard against Kate’s bottom lip. “Guess it’ll be our little secret.”

Kidnapped by Victoria Charlesworth

“Don’t move. Don’t speak.” The words sent an icy chill down Madison’s back. They also sent a burst of warmth through the front of her skirt. This was it. It was finally happening. She was finally getting to experience her ultimate fantasy: getting kidnapped.

Standing in front of her closet and tidying up the small space, she hadn’t felt another presence in the room until Jordan’s voice broke the silence.

Just like they had planned last night, Jordan immediately grabbed Madison’s wrists from behind and began binding them together with duct tape.

“Hey! What’re you–? Help! No, please, help!” She cried out, though there was no one else in the apartment to hear her.

Jordan’s leather-gloved hand wrapped tightly around Madison’s lips, gagging her into muffled quiet. “Shut up! I told you not to say a word!”

With her mouth gagged and hands bound, Madison was quickly becoming utterly helpless. She whimpered into the handgag as she was forced down to her knees.

The hand over her mouth was warm and smothering, but it felt so dehumanizing having her speech taken away. She was so helpless without the ability to call out. All she could do was make unintelligible moans that were just audible reminders of her victimhood. She pulled on the restraints that kept her wrists bound together, but they had hardly any give.

“Mmph,” She mumbled into the handgag, trying to move her head away from Jordan’s hand.

“Shut up.” Jordan warned her, tightening her hold around Madison’s mouth.

Jordan slowly removed her hand from around Madison’s mouth and grabbed a coat from the closet. She placed it around Madison’s shoulders to hide her bound hands.

Madison jerked her head away as Jordan approached her with a strip of black tape. “No,” She begged, “Please don’t gag me, I’ll be good, I swe–mmphh!”

“Yeah, I’m sure you will.” Jordan muttered, smoothing the tape down on Madison’s lips. She then took a long black scarf from the closet and wrapped it tightly around Madison’s mouth. “Don’t cause any trouble. Just do what you’re told and you’ll be fine.”

Without another word, she brought Madison to her feet and led her outside. Madison kept her eyes down to the ground, not daring to let a single sound out as Jordan brought her to her car. She opened the backseat and forcefully pushed Madison inside. She pushed her so that she was lying down on her back in the backseat and threw a blanket from the floorboards on top of her.

Madison wasn’t sure how long they drove around for, but it felt like at least twenty minutes. She had no idea where Jordan had taken her. Her heart was hammering in her chest with excitement. They had planned a lot of the details of her kidnapping together last night, but she knew nothing of where she would be taken or how long she would be held captive for. All she knew is that she was Jordan’s prisoner for the next foreseeable future. When the car finally slowed to a stop and she heard the backdoor open, Madison moaned into her gag quietly. The blanket was yanked off of her.

“Get up,” Jordan instructed, “get out of the car.”

Madison did as she was instructed as well as she could with her hands bound behind her back. She walked very slowly up to the front door of the isolated cabin the car was parked in front of, shivering at the feeling of Jordan’s hand on her hip, tightly maneuvering her.

Inside, Jordan immediately led Madison into a room down the hall and to the right. It was a bedroom with a single window and a wooden chair.

Madison felt herself being pushed forward until her knees hit the edge of a bed. Jordan put a hand in the center of her back and pushed her face down into the soft bed.

To her surprise, Jordan removed the strip of tape sealing her lips shut.

“Please,” Madison begged, “Please, let me go. I won’t tell anyone about this. I won’t go to the cops, please. Just mmphh–!”

A pair of underwear was shoved into Madison’s mouth. A moment later, another piece of black electrical tape sealed her lips shut. “Mmmpphh, mmph, mmmph, mph,” She whimpered, feeling her helplessness amplify. All she could do was squirm and writhe and moan.

Jordan pushed Madison fully onto the bed and turned her over onto her stomach. She began tying her victim’s ankles together with a coil of soft, white rope. After tying her ankles together, she used the leftover rope to attach the ankles to Madison’s bound wrists. Though it was not a proper hogtie, it kept her immobilized. Then, Jordan used the scarf that had previously been gagging her to blindfold her victim.

Blindfolded, gagged, and tied, Madison was reduced to a helpless, squirming victim. She was at the mercy of her kidnapper, and had never been hornier. She, of course, could not let Jordan know that.

“Mmmphhh!” Madison begged, blindly rolling her head around and pulling at the ropes that kept her bound.

“You need to be quieter than that.” Jordan muttered. She moved over to the closet and retrieved a black bandana scarf. A moment later, she was double knotting it tightly around Madison’s head. She took a hold of Madison’s chin, squeezing it tightly. “Now, listen to me. You listening? You’re mine. You’re going to do everything that I tell you to. You’re going to obey my every command, got it? We’re out in the middle of nowhere and no one is going to hear you. No one is going to come and save you. You want to be tied up and left here? No? Then do everything I tell you to. Be good.”

Madison slowly nodded, wishing she could see Jordan’s face.

Jordan massaged Madison’s gagged mouth, squeezing the sides of her cheeks and rubbing them with her fingers. After a few moments of this, she pushed Madison’s head back down to the bed. Then, Madison felt Jordan move away from her. She couldn’t tell if Jordan left the room or was standing nearby watching her.

She tested the rope restraining her ankles. Of course, it was unbearably tight. The rope connecting her ankles to her wrists was taut and kept her limbs curled towards one another. She pressed her face into bed and tried to remove the scarf from around her mouth. It barely budged as she rubbed her face up and down against the comforter.

For many minutes, Madison squirmed on the bed, pulling at her restraints and sighing and moaning into her restrictive gag. Then, she felt the weight of another body lying down behind her.

There was a quiet beeping noise, and then Jordan’s hand was running slowly up and down her breasts. “Mmm,” Madison moaned very quietly.

Jordan unbuttoned Madison’s top. “No bra, I see.” She pinched Madison’s left nipple, rolling it between her fingers like she was kneading dough. Madison continued moaning very quietly.

Jordan’s hand moved further south down Madison’s body. With torturous slowness she pressed two fingers up against the bound woman’s underwear. “Wow. Getting kidnapped really must have turned you on. What kind of slut gets turned on from being taken against her will?”

Jordan was filming the whole encounter, looking up occasionally at the camera and watching herself as she very slowly fingered Madison.

“You like this?” Jordan whispered, and Madison very slowly nodded, a low moan escaping her throat. “I kidnapped you so that I could do whatever I want with you. So that I could keep you here and no one will know. So you can be my little toy. Would you like that?”

Jordan’s fingers pulled away from Madison’s clit as she reached behind the pillow and pulled out a wand vibrator. She pulled Madison into her arms so that the woman was lying against Jordan’s chest, her bound legs tucked beneath her. With one hand on the vibrator and one hand on Madison’s right breast, Jordan lowered the wand to Madison’s clit.

“Mmmph,” Madison moaned suddenly, the vibrations sending sudden waves of pleasure through her. She bucked and squirmed in Jordan’s hold, whimpering pathetically.

“Yeah? Does that feel good?” Jordan teased. “You think anyone is going to come and save you? No, no they’re not... you’re helpless. You’re not going anywhere.”

Jordan’s dirty walk was making Madison’s clit swell and swell. Her hips rubbed into the wand with such pleasure. She was not very far away from coming.

“Shhh, you’re mine. I can do whatever I want to you while you’re all tied up like that. Look at that tight gag on your face keeping you quiet. You’re mine for as long as I want you. You going to beg me to let you go?”

Madison nodded emphatically, a series of whines leaving her strictly gagged lips.

“Yeah? Beg me. Beg me to untie you.” Jordan insisted.

The wand was sending wave after wave of pleasure into Madison’s wet core. She pulled against her restraints, flailing against Jordan, helpless and bound. Jordan laughed, pressing the wand harder up against her clit.

“Mmmph,” Madison begged, “Mmmph, mph, mmmmmm.”

“I can’t understand you. Is there something you want to say?” Jordan teased.

Madison nodded again, attempting to say the word ‘please’ into her gag.

“I think it can wait.” Jordan decided, increasing the speed of the vibrating wand. She moved it up and down against Madison’s dripping wet clit, smiling at the sight of the bound prisoner in her arms.

Instead of letting Madison cum, she suddenly turned the vibrator off and put it aside. She got off the bed, leaving her captive face down on the comforter. She reached over and removed the blindfold and for the first time Madison saw that she was being filmed.

“Mmmmm,” She whined frowning up at Jordan. She nodded her head towards the camera. “Mmmph, mph, mmmmmph.”

“What? You don’t like being filmed? Too bad, sweetie. The camera saw you squirming around, moaning, begging to be fucked. Oh, don’t look like that. You’re so, so wet. I know being kidnapped turned you on. C’mon, I know you’re enjoying this, but you’re far too embarrassed to admit it. What kind of freak is turned on by being kidnapped against their will?”

With that, Jordan suddenly left the room, leaving Madison alone to struggle against her tight bondage. She looked up at the digital camera again, glaring at the blinking red dot that indicated it was recording her. She pulled at her wrists yet again, but the layers of duct tape were far too tight. The more she pulled at the rope restraining her ankles, though, the more it seemed to loosen. She spent many minutes writhing on the bed, trying to bend her ankles backwards far enough for her hands to reach. So... close.... Her fingers grazed the rope until... finally! She was able to pull at the knot holding the rope around her limbs.

She pulled her ankles apart and let out a quiet moan of relief as she was able to stretch and roll her aching legs. Madison sat up and looked around the room for anything she could possibly use to untie her wrists, but the room was completely empty.

Jordan had been gone for at least twenty minutes now. There were no sounds coming from the rest of the house, but she knew Jordan wouldn’t have left her captive such an easy escape. She had to be extremely quiet if she was going to get out of her. She swung her legs over the side of the bed and for a couple of minutes tried to pull the tape from off of her skin, but it stuck painfully.

“Mmph,” She moaned a little as the tape squeezed her skin. She looked up at the camera lens again and moaned in frustration.

“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” Jordan’s voice cut through the silence like a knife. Standing in the doorway, she looked furious as she moved to the bed and grabbed hold of Madison’s arm. “Trying to escape? I was trying to be easy with you, but looks like you need to be tied up way tighter. Get up, bitch.”

Jordan dragged Madison, moaning and whining, over to the wooden chair in the corner of the room. She pushed her down into the chair and used a pocket knife to cut away the duct tape binding her arms. In on swift movement, she pulled Madison’s hands behind her back around the chair-back. Pulling a pair of handcuffs from her pocket, she cuffed each wrist together on the tightest setting. Then, she reached under the bed and pulled out a humongous coil of white rope.

She wrapped a length of rope beneath Madison’s breasts and tied it to the back of the chair. Then, she tied her elbows together and to the chair. Next, she tied each foot to a leg of the chair, followed by Madison’s knees and thighs. When she was finished, Madison was whining up at her with constant whimpers through her gag. Then, she ripped off the strip of tape sealing her lips together and pulled out the underwear stuffed into her mouth.

“What? What is so important that you have to say?”

“Please, please, let me go. I’ll do anything–anything, just please, untie me. Please, I’m begging you.” She half-whispered, pleading up at Jordan with wide eyes. Jordan reached over and stroked Madison’s chin, running her fingers across her face gently.

She lowered her fingers and pressed them up against Madison’s cunt. She was still incredibly wet, and practically dripping onto herself. Jordan pressed her fingers inside of Madison without warning, moving her hand from Madison’s cheeks to her captive’s lips. She handgagged with a smothering grip as she slowly pumped her fingers in and out of Madison’s wet center.

Madison released another series of quiet moans, her eyes slipping shut in uncontrolled pleasure.

“You’ll do anything to be untied?” Jordan asked.

Madison nodded slowly.

“And you won’t tell anyone that you were kidnapped?”

Madison shook her head, her body jerking slightly with each pump of Jordan’s dexterous fingers.

“Hm. That’s too bad, because the whole reason I brought you here was so that I could tie you up and fuck you. If you want to be untied... well, too bad.” Jordan pulled her fingers from out of Madison and held them up for her victim to see. They were covered in a slick layer of Madison’s cum. “Besides, I don’t think you really want to be untied. You are absolutely dripping.”

Madison glared up at Jordan as she presented her with her fingers. She sighed and yanked hard on her bonds, but, as expected, they hardly had any give.

“How long are you going to keep me here?” She asked, suddenly having a desperate urge to cum. Jordan had teased her twice now and her pussy was begging for release. Hot spurts of pleasure were growing inside of her and if she wasn’t fucked soon, she would burst.

Jordan shrugged nonchalantly as she bent down and grabbed a roll of black tape from underneath the bed. She pulled off a strip and smoothed it down against Madison’s lips. “As long as I want to, bitch.”

She pulled off another strip and layered it on top of the first. “You’re mine to do with what I want. And if I want to tie you up and finger you all weekend, then I will. Now, shut up.” She layered one final piece of tape on to the tape gag and brought a blindfold over Madison’s eyes.

Madison released another moan of quiet pleasure and protest. She was embarrassed to admit that Jordan was right: she was enjoying this immensely. Being pleasured occasionally by her kidnapper, never brought to full orgasm, was tantalizing. She felt like Jordan’s plaything, just a toy she could take out and put away as she so desired.

She sighed in pleasure as Jordan’s hands ran slowly down her arms, tickling her lightly. She dragged her fingers across Madison’s thighs, massaging them gently. Then, her fingers trailed upwards and very lightly brushed Madison’s nipples. Jordan unbuttoned the first four buttons of Madison’s blouse and began to knead her breasts at first with delicate slowness, then with increased vigor. She squeezed and batted them, rolling the nipple around in her hands and pinching them between her thumb and forefinger.

“You like that, slut? You are such a horny bitch.” Jordan murmured, and Madison moaned in return. “Are you good and horny now? Nice and wet?”

To answer her own question, Jordan ran two fingers across Madison’s clit. “Oh yeah, you’re wet. You are ready for a good fuck, aren’t you?”

Madison nodded affirmatively, over and over again.

When Jordan placed the vibrating wand against her clit again, Madison screamed into her gag with total and complete pleasure. Her body writhed and squirmed uncontrollably in the chair, her grips grinding down onto the seat, and her legs twitching with mad desire. She wanted so, so badly to cum. The wand swept up and down her, sending hot waves of pleasure from her cunt up to her belly. She attempted to buck her hips at the air, but the ropes kept her still.

“Oh, you do like this, do you? You don’t want to be untied? You want me to keep going? Want to cum? You want to cum, don’t you?”

Again, Madison nodded vigorously, moaning into her gag, begging for her captor to let her cum.

The wand continued relentlessly, buzzing into her, heating her, bringing her such pleasure like she had never had before. She was close–so, so very close–

Jordan continued rolling her left nipple in her hands, pinching them very hard until Madison was releasing a series of high-pitched squeals through her gag, a sound like she couldn’t take anymore, like was going to–

“Mmmmmmmmph,” Madison’s body jerked a few times up against the wand and a long, satisfied moan left her. Jordan turned the wand off and set it aside.

“You see?” She whispered into her captive’s ear. “I don’t think you do want to be untied. I think that you love this attention, and you’re begging for more...”

Jordan reached over and removed the blindfold. For the first time that day, she removed the mask covering her own face. “So? Is this a good birthday gift so far?”

Madison looked up at Jordan and though her mouth was gagged, her eyes showed she was smiling beneath the layers of tape. She nodded.

“Good.” Jordan pulled the mask back up on her face. “Because it’s nowhere near over yet.”
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