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The stairs creak beneath my shoes as I drag myself up toward the apartment. It has been a rough day at work, and I cannot wait to kick the squeaky shoes off and pass out on the sofa.

Did they add more stairs since this morning? I stop at the next floor and stare with tired eyes at the apartment numbers. Nope, still another floor to go. On a day like this, I wish I lived alone, but that is not the case. Maybe they’re out. The pleasant thought soothes my mind for a few seconds, but my hope is crushed the moment I near the front door.

Fuck … Loud music. They only play loud music when they either have guests, are in a silly mood, or …

I open the door and step inside. It is option three.

“Hi, Mark!” Janet says and looks at me with a sheepish grin. “I guess we lost track of time!”

Most of my friends are jealous. Living with a pair of lesbians might sound good on paper, but after a while, you get tired of walking in on half-naked makeout sessions like this one. Janet quickly hides her large breasts away under the sleeveless T-shirt and kisses me on the cheek when she rushes past me in the hallway to check on the food in the kitchen.

I rub the space between my eyebrows and sigh. “You want to get dressed too, Taylor?”

“Why? Don’t you like what you’re seeing?”

I do. I take off my jacket and try to act nonchalant while Taylor takes her sweet time getting off the couch. She is still topless when she walks past, winking at me with that playful smile she often has when she is in a good mood. I cannot help but stare at the perfect ass, squeezed into a pair of jeans so tight that she might as well not be wearing any. The long, dark brown hair is just the right amount of messy, the breasts are perky, and the lightly tanned skin is pristine. She looks good. They both do.

“That does smell good,” I say and walk into the kitchen to join them. Taylor is hugging Janet from behind, pressing her firm breasts against her lover’s back while kissing her neck. Their hips sway to the rhythm of the music, and I cannot help but feel like I am intruding a bit.

Janet smiles. “It tastes even better, I hope you’re hungry.” She gently pushes Taylor aside and sends her a firm, loving look. “Get dressed, Tay, it’s not fair to Mark.”

Taylor frowns and grabs a T-shirt from the window sill. “Fine. But I just want to have it on record that I did not initiate this.”

Janet chuckled. “You walked in on me cooking while you were topless. That is initiating.”

I watch them bicker as they set the table. Janet is roughly ten years older than Taylor, in her late thirties, but her energy and smile make her come off a lot younger. Only the gentle wrinkles near her eyes reveal her true age. She is not as slender as Taylor, but Janet carries her broader shoulders and hips with impressive grace. She is no less gorgeous than her young, impulsive lover.

The food tastes amazing. I can tell that they are touching each other under the table, they often do that, but I pretend that I do not see it, even when Taylor slides her fingers down Janet’s pants, causing the respectable businesswoman to go almost cross-eyed as her cheeks blush. The two could probably afford their own apartment, but it is a volatile market, and I know Janet has been saving for a house for years now. I guess I could have worse roommates.

“So …” Janet leans in over the table after she has pushed Taylor’s hand aside. “Your birthday is coming up, Mark.”

“That’s right!” Taylor smiles and brushes a strand of dark hair away from her round, freckled face. “Do you have big plans?”

I shrug and push the chair away from the large, sturdy dining table before leaning back. “I did. Sort of. James and I were going to the movies, then to a bar.”

“So the same as every other weekend?” Taylor said with a disappointed frown. “I know he’s your best friend, but … come on.”

“I don’t mind, but his mother is sick, so he had to cancel.” I yawn and consider going straight to bed. “I think I’ll just stay home and watch a movie here.”

“No!” Janet slams her hand on the table, causing the plates to jump. “Not good enough! It’s your birthday, Mark, we have to celebrate!”

“What, like taking a pottery class before going to a lesbian poetry reading?” I say with a smirk.

“Hey, Taylor had a great time, right, sweetie?” Janet glances at Taylor who refuses to look her in the eye.

“Eh … it was alright.”

Janet shakes her head as Taylor and I laugh. “Pfft, uncultured peasants.” A secretive smile spreads on her full, red lips. “Maybe there’s a way I can make it up to you, then. And give Mark a birthday to remember.”

I raise an eyebrow and lean forward. “What do you have in mind?”

Janet grabs a toothpick from the holder on the table and winks at me while putting it in her mouth. “You know Taylor is bisexual, right?”

I nod. “I figured as much, seeing how often she says she wants to fuck Ryan Gosling until her uterus falls out, yes.”

“See where I’m going with this?” Janet looks at me with a smile.

“I’m … not sure.” Then why am I getting hard?

“A threesome, Mark, for crying out loud.” Janet laughs.

A burst of nervous laughter escapes me. “Wait … what?” I look at Janet. “You’re serious?”

She nods. “If Taylor doesn’t mind …”

“Eh …” Taylor bites her lower lip and blushes. “I think it could be fun …”

“Then it’s settled,” Janet says. “On Friday, when you get home from work, we’re all yours.” She rolls the toothpick between her fingers. “Maybe you should start thinking about what you want to do with us.”

Oh, I will.

I lie awake for most of the night. I would be lying if I said that I had not fantasized about my roommates from time to time, but I never imagined it would happen. My mind is a jumbled mess of dirty fantasies and anxiety; what if it ruins everything? I live with them, after all. How far can I take it? I have always loved bondage, but will they? It was their suggestion, Mark, calm down, I try to tell myself. When I finally fall asleep, I am plagued by dreams where it turns out that it was all a prank.

I should not have worried, though. Even though my birthday is still a few days away, there is no doubt that the girls are thinking almost as much about my birthday present as I am. There is a sparkle in Taylor’s eyes whenever she looks at me, and before I leave for work, she has already managed to ‘accidentally’ graze my crotch with her hand three times when we pass each other in the kitchen or living room.

“Oops, I’m so clumsy,” she says with a sensual smile.

It’s like a cheap porn movie, I think, but Taylor’s teasing is maddeningly effective. I cannot stop thinking about her while at work, and it is not made better when I get home later that day to find her strolling through the apartment in the nude. No excuse, no comments, just Taylor’s gorgeous 25-year-old body walking slowly from the bathroom to their room without a care in the world.

Damn, that body … Knowing that I will soon get the chance to fuck her boggles my mind, and I can feel myself getting hard just thinking about it. I shake my head in disbelief, wondering if this is really happening.

Later that evening, I am standing in the kitchen, looking for a snack in the fridge, when Taylor comes up behind me. She is fresh out of the shower, wearing only her black underwear, and the smell of lilacs hangs about like a tantalizing fog.

“Hi … Taylor,” I say, unsure of what to do with the salami and cheese in my hands.

“Hey, Mark.” Her voice sounds deeper than usual. “Can’t wait for your birthday.” She presses me up against the fridge and rubs my cock on top of my pants.

“I … me … me too,” I stutter, unable to focus. Her touch feels so good.

She leans in, pressing her firm breasts against my chest. “Don’t hold back,” she whispers in my ear. “Get … naughty.”

Janet walks in at that moment, rolling her eyes as she pulls a grinning Taylor away from me. “Taylor, for God’s sake.” She turns Taylor around and slaps her gently on the ass. “Go get ready, we’re already late!” Janet shakes her head as she watches her lover walk away. “That girl … God, I love her. You alright, Mark? You look a little flustered.”

“I’m fine, she’s just … excited.”

“So are you, by the look of it,” Janet says and nods at the visible erection that my pants cannot hide. She notices my discomfort and smiles. “Hey, don’t overthink it, okay? Have fun with it! We both want to do this for you, with you.” She hugs me and caresses my cheek. “I mean it. I … I don’t want you to penetrate me, okay? But anything else … seriously. Go for it.” She winks at me. “Taylor has no limits, trust me.”

“I’ll keep that in mind,” I say. I stare at Janet as she leaves the kitchen; the black cocktail dress accentuates her feminine curves, and my erection refuses to calm down, but it no longer bothers me. Janet’s reassuring words were all I needed to hear. I smile to myself; this is going to be fun.

The day finally arrives. I wake to the smell of pancakes and the sight of two grinning women standing at the foot of my bed.

“Happy birthday!” they shout and lie down on either side of me.

“Thank you,” I say. Before I have time to wonder if my morning wood has time to disappear before I get up, Taylor has already snuck her hand in under the covers. “Hey!”

“Someone’s up bright and early.” She strokes it a few times before letting go again. “God, I hope you’re going to fuck me with that thing tonight.”

Janet shakes her head. “Come on, give the man time to wake up.” She kisses me on the cheek. “Breakfast is almost ready. Just like we’ll be when you get home from work. What do you want us to wear … if anything?”

I consider the question for a bit. “Ehm … lingerie? And your silk robes? Is that okay?”

“Anything for you, birthday boy,” Janet says with a smile. So far, Taylor has been the one unable to hide her excitement, but I see it in Janet now too. “Are you going to tie me up, Mark?”

“What?”

Janet blushes. “Nothing, I … it’s all up to you.”

When I come back from work late in the afternoon, I traverse the five flights of stairs in no time. My heart is pounding in my chest, and everything I have planned keeps running on repeat in my head. I still cannot believe it is happening, and as my trembling hand reaches for the doorknob, I wonder if they will even be there. It is too good to be true.

At first, I do not see them. I nervously take off my shoes and jacket before walking into the living room. There, standing in the middle, are the two goddesses. Both are wearing pink silk robes, and the edge of Janet’s black lingerie can be seen near her impressive cleavage. Both of them look a little nervous, just like I am, but their smiles are reassuring.

“Welcome home,” Janet says. “Are we how you want us?”

“Oh yes,” I say, unable to stop grinning.

Taylor bites her lower lip. “We’re yours. Do whatever you want.”

I take a deep breath to calm my thoughts. I have planned this for days now. “Alright, this is how it’s going to be. You’re going to be my slavegirls, understand?”

They glance at each other and smile before nodding.

I step closer and am momentarily overwhelmed by their perfume. It tickles my sense of smell and turns me on. “You’ll do whatever I tell you, and you’re going to call me Master.”

Janet giggles. She stops herself immediately and sends me an apologetic look, but the look turns into surprise a moment later when I slap her on the cheek.

“AUCH!” she says and massages her cheek. “I … I’m sorry … Master.” She smiles at me; a part of her likes it. I feel a rush of arousal from watching her submit, and it encourages me to proceed.

“Now … kiss each other.”

They turn toward each other. I have seen them kiss hundreds of times, including some fairly hefty make-out sessions during parties or when I have walked in on them, but this feels special. I feel in control. I circle the two gorgeous women as they begin kissing, their tongues soon intertwined in a sensual display of love and lust.

“I’ll tell you when you can touch,” I say and slap Taylor’s hand away when it begins caressing Janet’s cheek. Taylor sulks at me but does not protest. “Hands behind your back, both of you.”

They obey. It is a tiny thing, but it fills me with a sense of power. Subtle moans escape them as they dig deeper, rubbing their bodies together; they cannot help themselves.

“Remove the robes,” I say. I keep circling them like a predator stalking its prey. My body yells at me to participate, to get relief from the pressure that has been building within me for days, but I am in no hurry. I want to savor it, to milk the experience for everything it has to offer.

They smile at each other as the robes fall. They barely seem to notice me. The sensual lingerie makes their bodies look even more amazing.

“Keep kissing, slaves, while you remove the lingerie.” Fuck, this is so hot. I have seen Taylor’s naked body a few times this week, but having it slowly revealed by Janet’s quivering hands is something else. But Janet is no slouch. She is fit, with gorgeous curves, and seeing her like this drives me crazy. They are both naked now, beautiful to behold, kissing with their hands behind their backs, and I cannot stay out of it any longer.

I walk up behind Janet.

“Mmmh …” she moans when I press my clothed body against hers, reaching around to gently massage her nipples. My crotch touches her hands, and she replies to the gesture by rubbing my semi-erect cock, causing me to get even harder. Her breasts feel soft in my hands as I grope them, and every second I expect her to tell me to stop, but instead, she leans into the experience.

“Slave Janet, pinch her nipples. Hard.”

Taylor opens her eyes and stares at me, but she does not protest. She flinches when Janet obeys and twists her sensitive nipples, but the two do not stop kissing.

I squeeze Janet’s nipples as well. Harder. Harder.

“Fuuuuck …” she mutters, still with Taylor’s tongue in her mouth. Her entire body twitches, and I relish controlling her like this. I want to tie them up, and I will, but having them obey my every command without being bound has its own appeal.

“Step away from each other, slaves,” I order as I let go of Janet.

They both sigh and look disappointed, but I can tell from the lustful look in their eyes that they are anxious and excited about whatever might come next. I disappear into my room for a moment to find the box hidden under my bed. A box that saw a decent amount of use when I lived with my ex. I walk back out and hand a coil of rope to Janet. She looks at it with a wry smile.

“Tie her hands,” I say and gesture at Taylor. “Now. Make sure she cannot escape.”

Janet does what she is told with enthusiasm. Taylor puts her wrists together, unable to hide her smile as Janet ties her hands together tightly. She uses all of the rope, leaving Taylor’s hands snugly bound. The young woman stares at her wrists for a while, seemingly unable to believe what is happening.

I know how she feels. That looks so fucking hot. Janet looks at me in anticipation, almost disappointed that she is not going to be tied up as well. Just wait, Janet. I’ll get to you.

I tie another piece of rope to Taylor’s restrained wrists and drag her into the living room, to the dining table where we ate together this morning. I press her against the end of the table and tie her legs to each of the thick, wooden table legs.

“Slave Janet, kneel over there with your hands behind your back,” I command while I use the rope to pull Taylor forward, forcing her to bend over the table. I tie the rope to the far end of the table – she is now completely helpless and spread, and I can see the expectation in her expressive, large eyes. She wriggles and tests her ropes, but she cannot escape, and I watch as the realization creeps in.

She smiles.

“I think this slave needs to be gagged, don’t you agree, slave Janet?” I say after watching Taylor struggle for a bit.

Janet blushes and nods. “Yes, Master.” She’s just as horny as I am. Watching Janet’s flushed chest and hungry eyes brings a smile to my face, and a little voice in the back of my mind eggs me on and tells me that this might not be the last time that the girls agree to do this.

If I do not screw it up, that is.

I find a black scarf, one of Janet’s, on the clothes rack near the front door and tie the middle into a knot. Taylor willingly opens her mouth and looks me in the eye as I press the knot in between her teeth and tie the scarf tightly.

“I’m going to fuck you soon, slave,” I tell her. “Would you like that?”

Taylor nods. “Mmmh … mmmhyyes Mmmhaaztr.” The rope creaks as she pulls at it.

“But not yet.” I look over at Janet. “Spank her, slave.”

Janet looks at me with a furrowed brow. She opens her mouth to question my command, but decides against it and stands up. “Y… yes, Master.”

Taylor looks back at Janet, who hesitates. She stands behind Taylor for a while, her hand ready to strike, but she cannot quite bring herself to do it. I walk over behind Janet and slap her right buttock hard. She lets out a scream of surprise.

“Like that. Do it.”

Janet begins striking her girlfriend. The first few hits are weak, but Taylor’s gleeful moans motivate Janet to hit harder, and the room is soon filled with the loud thwacks of Janet’s palm hitting Taylor’s perfectly round asscheeks and Taylor’s squeals of both joy and pain.

I stand back to enjoy the sight. Janet’s breasts jiggle with every strike, and Taylor’s entire body is shaking with lust at this point. It is rough but sensual. I remove my clothes as I watch and go over the plan in my head. Everything has worked out amazing so far. Janet is so focused on punishing her lover that she does not notice me retrieving a few more coils of rope as well as a ballgag from my box of toys. When I get back, Taylor’s ass is bright red, and her moans have turned into submissive whimpers.

“That’ll do, slave Janet,” I say. I grab hold of her long, blonde hair and yank her head back. “Do you enjoy seeing her tied up like this?”

“Y… yes, Master,” she says, surprised at the sudden violent movement.

I smile. “I’m going to fuck your girlfriend, slave. And you’re going to watch. Do you understand?”

“I do, Master.” There is no objection in her dark voice, no reluctance. She is having a great time, and her eyes shimmer with desire when I force her hands together and tie them tightly. Not so tight as to restrict blood flow, but tight enough. I know she is not getting out until I want her to. Like Taylor before her, Janet cannot stop staring at her tied hands. But I am not done. I tie the other rope into a noose and place it around her neck. I look her in the eye as I tighten it, both to see if she accepts it and if it turns her on. At first, she looks scared, but as the rope tightens, slightly restricting her breathing, the trepidation in her face changes into pure lust.

“You like this, don’t you?” I ask.

She nods. “Oh, yes, Master.” She bites her lower lip. “Very much.”

I yank at the rope to pull her closer. “I’m not ready to fuck your girlfriend yet. That’s where you come in. I want my cock rock-hard and drenched in your saliva when I enter her, do you understand?”

“Yes, Master.” Her bound hands gently stroke my girthy cock while she looks me in the eye. She struggles to do it with tied hands, and she soon kneels in front of me, staring right at my cock. For a moment, I wonder if Janet has ever sucked a cock before. I look over to see Taylor straining to look back at us, to see her girlfriend suck my cock. Drool hangs from the gag and onto the table.

I use the rope around Janet’s neck to pull her closer. She opens her mouth to let me in while her tied hands gently cup my balls. Her tongue dances up and down my shaft, and her soft, full lips travel back and forth, slowly, seductively. I grow in her mouth, and I smile as I watch her look of surprise, watching her realize just how big I am. I respect Janet’s boundaries, but at this moment, I wish I could ram my cock deep inside her.

Janet is getting into it, moaning with pleasure as she blows me. The blowjob is wonderful, but knowing that I am in control is what really turns me on. I play with her breathing, control her by pulling her closer, forcing my massive cock down her throat. She gags, but I can see in her eyes that she loves it. There is even a hint of disappointment when I pull out of her mouth. A long strand of drool connects her lips to the tip of my cock.

“On your feet,” I tell her and tie another piece of rope to her wrists. I push her toward the curtains, using the curtain rod to tie her hands above her head. She has to stand on her toes, and seeing her fully stretched like that is amazing. To make it even more exciting, I tie her leash to the rod as well, ensuring that she is choking ever so slightly, and the effect is profound. Janet’s eyes shimmer with submissive lust, and I take a moment to just touch myself while I massage her massive breasts.

“I promise I won’t penetrate,” I whisper to her in my normal, assuring voice. I know it is risky, but I have to do it. I place my hard cock between her legs, rubbing it gently back and forth against the outside of her pussy. She moans in response. “Do you like that?”

She nods and smiles, her cheeks bright red.

“Good. But that cock is not for you.” I leave Janet there to watch as I walk over to her helpless girlfriend. I position myself behind Taylor’s young, writhing body and playfully rub my cock against the outside of her pussy. I can feel her push against it, desperate for me to enter her, and knowing that my cock is drenched in Janet’s saliva makes it even more fun. I look at Janet with a smile as I slowly enter Taylor’s tight, wet pussy. Her entire body spasms while I move in deeper and deeper, dominating her body with my presence. When I am fully in, Taylor is already a whimpering mess, and I stay there for a while to show who is in charge.

Then I begin thrusting into her. The table creaks in protest as I fuck my roommate, whose loud moans are like music to my ears. She is tight, and I soon have to slow down to prevent myself from coming, which only drives Taylor crazier.

Not yet. There’s still more to do, I think to myself and smile as Taylor’s pussy envelops my erection. I can tell that the slow pace is like torture to her, and when I finally pull out, she screams in frustration.

“Patience, slave,” I say and walk over to Janet, who seems to be just as aroused as Taylor. I untie her from the curtain rod and gesture for her to kneel. “Lick it clean, slave. Lick your girlfriend’s juices off my cock.”

Janet does not answer. Without hesitation, she licks my cock clean, moaning with delight at the humiliation. Her hands writhe in her ropes, likely to feel the helplessness, and I make sure to keep the leash short and tight.

“That’ll do.” I grab the ballgag from a nearby shelf. I push the red silicone ball into Taylor’s pussy for a bit before pushing it into Janet’s mouth. “Time to separate you two.”

Janet looks at me questioningly as I drag her toward my bedroom. Taylor moans and whimpers as we pass her; I can see her juices trickling down her thigh, her legs shaking from the experience. I’ll be back for you shortly.

I make Janet sit on the edge of my bed. She looks like a goddess with her voluptuous body held by rope, and the ballgag only adds to her beauty.

“I’ve always admired your body,” I say as I sit down next to her. I let my fingers run through her soft hair and down to her breast. I lean in and kiss her on top of the ballgag, playfully licking the tip of her upper lip with my tongue. I can taste Taylor on the gag. Janet moans, embracing the surprisingly tender moment. When I stand up again, her eyes follow me as I find more rope. A lot more rope.

First, I tie her chest, tightening the ropes around her breasts until they are turned into hard balls, extremely sensitive to my touch. She stares at them, groaning loudly when I slap them. I then untie her hands and push her down on the bed, using extra rope to tie her spreadeagle to the four bedposts. Her chest heaves up and down as she struggles, but no part of her wants me to stop. I lean down and suck her strained breasts for a bit, eliciting loud moans.

“You look amazing like this,” I say, barely able to contain myself. “I hope you enjoy being tied like this, cause I’m going to leave you here for a while.”

“Mmmmh?” She frowns.

I smile. “Anything I want, remember? Enjoy.”

Taylor is right where I left her, and she looks genuinely happy to see me when I return to the living room. I remove the drool-drenched scarf from her mouth.

“Please, Master,” she whimpers. I barely recognize my confident, perky roommate in the submissive slut in front of me. “More. Please … I want more.”

“And you’ll get it.” I untie her legs and hands, enjoying the sight of the deep red grooves on her wrists. “Sit on the edge of the table.”

Taylor obeys. She is willing to do anything for a chance to have my cock inside her again, and I know I will eventually oblige her. I tie her hands tightly behind her back as well as her chest, pulling her hands upward in a box tie. I add a noose around her neck, and she squeals with joy when I tighten it.

“Lie down.” I tie her ankles together and pull them toward her wrists, leaving her in a brutally tight hogtie. Taylor moans and wriggles, but when I tighten the leash and tie it to her feet, she almost comes from choking. Damn, that girl is wild …

“You want me to touch you?” I ask as I roll her onto her side.

“YES!” she whimpers. “Please, I’ll do anything, Master!”

“Such a slut,” I say with a smile as I pull a chair up and sit next to her. Her body trembles under my touch, and her tied breasts beckons. I close my lips around one of them, sucking them gently while occasionally flicking the hard nipple with my tongue. But it is when I press my hand in between her legs that Taylor begins moaning loudly. She spreads her legs as wide as the hogtie will allow her, inviting me in, and she is soaking wet when my fingers enter her.

I take my time, torturing her with pleasure. I keep her on the edge, no matter how much she begs me, and she begins to cry when I pull my fingers out.

“No! Please! Mark … I mean, Master, don’t stop!”

“We’re not done yet,” I say, stroking her dark brown hair. “Trust me.” I untie her ankles and help her down from the table. Her legs are shaking so much that she can barely stand. I retrieve another scarf and use it to blindfold her before I drag her into my bedroom by the leash around her neck.

Janet looks up at me, her eyes fiery with lust. Her gaze turns toward her tied-up, shaking girlfriend, and the sight makes Janet smile.

“It’s time to pleasure your girlfriend, slave Taylor,” I whisper and help Taylor onto the bed. I position the blindfolded girl between Janet’s legs and guide her toward Janet’s aching pussy. I do not need to instruct her, it is obvious that Taylor has done this countless times, and her tongue soon starts lashing at Janet’s exposed pussy. Janet arches her back and pulls at her ropes, and her moans soon drown out the slurping sound from Taylor.

But I am not done. I crawl onto the bed, kneeling behind Taylor. I stare at her asshole. It is right there, waiting, and I look Janet in the eye while I press the tip of my hard cock against Taylor’s asshole.

Janet nods before she closes her eyes and dives back into the pool of pleasure.

“Mmm … FUCK!” Taylor screams when I enter her. Her entire body tenses up, and it takes her a few moments to recover before she can once again focus on pleasuring Janet.

Fuck, this is tight. My entire body is on fire as I fuck Taylor in the ass, and my moans soon join my lesbian roommates’ joyous whimpers. I thrust harder and harder, burying my massive cock inside Taylor, and I can tell that she is getting close. I lean in over her to allow my hand access to her clit, and it soon becomes a delicate, tough balancing act. I want to come. Badly. But I want her to come as well. One hand rubs her clit while the other pulls at her leash, choking her harder and harder, and it has the desired effect.

Yes … YES! I explode inside Taylor’s asshole, depositing a massive load, and my furious rubbing of her clit ensures that she joins me.

***

I watch as Mark pushes his cock inside Taylor’s asshole, as deep as it can go, and his face soon contorts in blissful agony as he cums inside my girlfriend. Taylor has to stop licking me for a moment, and I feel a warmth spread from my chest as I watch her scream. Oh, this is a big one, I think to myself and smile. I am helpless, held fast by unforgiving rope, and I can only watch as my girlfriend’s climax causes her to thrash and drool, her screams soon turning to satisfied whimpers.

I hope they don’t forget about me. The ballgag fills my mouth, preventing me from speaking, and my entire body is quivering with lust. Mark pulls out of Taylor and smiles at me; I do love that man, in my own way, and my love is rewarded when he grabs Taylor by the hair and pushes her face into my pussy.

“Mmmmh …” I moan as her tongue once again explores my pussy and clit. I am already close, but the experience is made even better when Mark sits next to me and begins groping my breasts. The ropes around them have tightened the skin, making them far more sensitive, and his touch sends ripples through my body. He grabs the leash around my neck and tightens the rope, restricting my breathing. I feel like a true slave, a submissive slut, and when I finally reach the peak and jump off, I experience the largest orgasm of my life. My entire body shakes wildly, and the bondage only adds to the massive climax. Taylor keeps licking me, slowing down at the perfect time; I have taught her well.

Mark leans in over me and kisses me on top of the ballgag. “Thank you, Janet,” he whispers. “It’s been the best birthday of my life. I’ll leave you two in each other’s company for a bit.” He unties my chest, hands, and legs from the bed before releasing Taylor from her bonds. She is still blindfolded when he leaves, the noose still hanging from her neck.

“Sweetie?” she asks, her voice hoarse from the screaming. She crawls closer, pushing her naked, sweating body up against mine.

“Mmmh …” I am still gagged, but I have no desire to remove it. I use the leash around Taylor’s neck to pull her closer, and we soon lie in a warm embrace, our bodies trembling from the intense experience. I can feel the cum seeping out from Taylor’s asshole and onto my leg.

She kisses me. Somehow, the ballgag makes it even more tender. “I loved it, Janet,” Taylor whispers and rests her head against my chest. “I think I want to do it again.”

I nod and moan in agreement. Me too. And I think I might let him fuck me properly next time.
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Descent into Slavery

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

The Master’s Prisoner Slaves

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

His Slave for the Summer

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

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

Love, Jessica
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