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WIFE AND MISTRESS

It takes me several trips to carry the groceries in from the car, and the tedious task is only prolonged by the pleasant, but nosy, neighbor trying to start a conversation over the well-trimmed hedge. When I finally close the door, I am short on time. I do not like to rush things, but I want to be ready when my husband returns from work.

I am a loving and devoted wife, after all.

I undress in front of the mirror. A kind, smiling woman stares back at me. I allow my hands to caress the fit body, unable to contain myself at the thought of things to come. A few gray streaks have nestled in the long, thick, brown hair, but there is still a sparkle in those expressive eyes.

I look at the rows of dresses in the closet, struggling to settle on one. I check my watch, he will be home any minute, and I finally decide on a short, black dress. Underwear will not be needed today. The dress fits my slender body like a glove, and I cannot help but smile as I look in the mirror. This will turn him on, I think. I add a pair of knee-high, high-heeled leather boots to complete the outfit. I feel strong and sexy, ready to welcome my hard-working, tired husband.

I hear the sound of his car. Right on time. The sound of hard heels on the tile floor echoes in the house as I walk to the window and peek out between the blinds. The large, black SUV has stopped at the end of the driveway – he did not manage to drive past the neighbor unnoticed.

A warm sensation spreads in my body at the sight of my husband. He smiles at the neighbor, engages in polite conversation. Patrick Connor, a successful CEO of his own business, a man of means, of power, but kindhearted and forthcoming. My husband.

I smile. A man in charge everywhere but here.

He finally manages to escape the suburban gatekeeper and parks in front of the house. I bite my lip at the sight of the handsome man walking towards the door; the dark-blue suit accentuates his healthy body, and the gray in his brown, full mane of hair has only added class. And he is all mine.

I am leaned against the doorway to the rest of the house when he enters. He is visibly tired, but it all fades when he sees me. His eyes light up as they take in the sight. I can tell he likes what he sees, that I turn him on, and it makes me feel powerful and desired.

He wants to speak. He wants to compliment me.

“Do you like what you see?” I ask.

He nods. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Take your clothes off,” I say.

He suppresses a smile. “Yes, Mistress.”

I can feel my weariness after the workday dissipate as I watch him undress. The shirt falls, the pants are unzipped, every item is removed until his naked body is all that remains. That, and the chastity cage imprisoning his cock. The shiny steel device is a symbol of his submission to me, and I only rarely break out the keys. I occasionally send him titillating photos while he is at work, knowing that the arousal frustrates him as his member grows within the tight confines of the cage.

I love the man in front of me, on a level I never thought possible, and I want to show him how much.

I point at the floor in front of me. “Kneel, slave.”

He obeys, never taking his lustful, longing gaze off of me. I can see the conflict in those deep, brown eyes; he is fighting the urge to embrace me, fighting the arousal that causes him both intense pleasure and discomfort.

My purse is standing on the dresser next to me; I reach in and pull out a set of hinged handcuffs. I never leave home without them, just in case he needs to be put in his place. He does not protest as I kneel to lock them on his wrists behind his back.

“Have you been a good slave today?” I ask as I slowly walk around him in circles, eyeing my prey, my prize.

“Yes, Mistress.” His pleasant, deep voice is dripping with lust. “I did as you asked.”

“Tell me what you did.”

He takes a deep breath. “I… I looked at the photos of my last punishment during the business meeting, as you instructed.”

I nodded. “Did it turn you on?”

“Yes, Mistress. Very much.”

I reach behind the door and finds the riding crop I had hidden this morning; I like to plan ahead. He winces at the sight, but I know he wants it, wants to be reminded of his position. He knows he should be looking at the floor instead of feasting on my body with his eyes, but it always takes a few whacks of the crop, cane, or paddle to push his public persona back into the closet to reveal his true, submissive self.

“Did I give you permission to stare at me, slave?”

He smiles. He wants to provoke me, to make me react. I will play along, but he will regret it soon enough. “No, Mistress.”

He groans as the crop hits his upper back. It is a light hit, a teaser. I point the riding crop at my boots, and he immediately starts licking them. There is no need for instructions; he is well trained at this point. I look at the charismatic, well-liked pillar of the community licking my boots like an excited puppy. I get the urge to touch myself, but I fight it for now – we are only getting started.

“More,” I say in a controlled, calm voice as I pummel his back with the riding crop.

He obeys, pushing his face into the shiny leather. His arms are tense, his wrists forced together by the restrictive cuffs, and he whimpers as the hits increase in force.

His tongue must be raw by now. I need it for later. “On your feet. Follow me.”

We walk through our large house as pictures of friends and family stare at us from the walls. Noone but us knows the hidden secrets of the beautiful, inviting home and the hours of meticulous work Patrick has put into it. It is our playground, our castle. My dominion.

I push him into the bedroom. A part of him wants it to end there, for us to have sex, but he knows better. The room has two sliding doors at the end, barely visible against the white walls. One leads to our clothes, shoes, and other boring things. The other is locked when we have visitors.

I open the second door and enter the kinkiest walk-in closet imaginable. Rows of chains and restraints hang from every wall, from relatively comfortable leather cuffs to heavy, cumbersome steel shackles and collars. Strap-ons, ballgags, everything is available for my amusement and his torment. I order him to kneel as I peruse the selection, taking my time. I enjoy touching the cold steel, teasingly looking down at him whenever I pass a particularly painful device or whip.

This is the best kind of shopping.

“Do you want to be collared?” I ask him as I look at the dozen collars hanging on the wall, one heavier and more restrictive than the other.

He hesitates. “Yes, Mistress.”

I pick out a wide collar made of stainless steel. The quality is immaculate, the hinges seamless and smooth. It reflects the muted, red light in the room. I can almost sense his heart rate increase as he stares at the collar. I close it around his neck; it is a perfect fit, and I feel a tinge of jealousy as the beautifully crafted work of art snaps shut. Collaring him, even after doing it hundreds of times, still feels like an occasion, a moment of weight and importance.

A matching set of heavy steel shackles and ankle manacles are added after I unlock his handcuffs, both sets connected by thick steel chain. I take a few steps back to admire my handiwork. He is helpless, unable to escape the merciless steel that traps him, but he stands tall as if he is feeling more confident. The chains connecting his shackles rattle against his chastity cage, further underlining the fact that I own him.

But shackles and collars are not inherently uncomfortable. At least, not at first. I add a set of nipple clamps to torment him, and he groans as I teasingly pull at them.

“What is your purpose, slave?” I ask him.

He flinches as the riding crop hits him right above his clamped nipple. “To serve you, to please you in whatever way you find fitting, Mistress.”

“Correct.” I let my fingers run gently up his inner thigh, stroking the back of his balls as a reward for his servitude. His entire body shudders at the enticing touch, and I relish the control I have over his pain and pleasure. “Now bend over.”

He hesitates for a second, looking at me with a furrowed brow, but a sharp, hard whack of the crop on his butt reminds him of his place. I lube up a buttplug and slowly insert it into his asshole; he groans and moans, but I have deliberately chosen one of the smaller plugs from our vast collection.

I am not going to make this easy on him.

“If the plug falls out, you have failed me.”

I can tell that he is already clenching, and a slightly panicked expression emerges on his kind face.

“If you fail me, you will be punished. Severely.” I put my hands on my hips and spreads my legs slightly, striking a dominating, powerful pose to make my point. “Do you understand, slave?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I gently stroke his cheek before locking a chain to his collar.

Our home is usually quiet, but not at this moment. The sound of heavy chains on wooden floors ring through the entire house. He is walking on all fours as I pull him by his collar chain, degrading and humiliating him. I parade him in front of the huge windows; our large, lush garden is on the other side, and even though I know the risk of someone peeking inside is almost zero, it still feels forbidden and arousing to walk my pet like this. On several occasions, I have even left him shackled to a tree in the corner of the garden.

I order him to put away the groceries. A menial, simple task, but the slippery buttplug turns it into a tense, agonizing torture session for him. He knows my punishments are harsh. Part of him wants them, longs for them, and he does seek them deliberately at times, but not today. The kitchen is open into the living room, and I seat myself in a comfortable lounge chair to watch him at work.

He looks good in steel, I think as I observe the man that everyone else assumes is lord of his household. He does not speak, his face is contorted in a mixture of concentration and agony; the shackles weigh him down, making the task of putting away a box of cereal an exhausting chore, not helped by his entire body struggling to keep the buttplug inside. He winces when the groceries grace his nipple clamps.

I pull up my dress slightly and allow my fingers to wander. I cannot help it, nor do I need to. It is my prerogative. His discomfort increases my arousal.

He notices what I am doing and smiles as our eyes meet. This is love; an outsider might interpret it differently, but the moment is tender, loving, and charged with sexual energy. It only lasts for a second before he returns to his chore, but it warms my heart and fires up my loins.

After finishing his simple task, he kneels in front of the chair, awaiting his next command. His shackled hands are folded on his lap, his eyes looking at the ground. I know he wants to look up at me as I massage my sensitive clitoris, but he does not dare.

“Do you want to lick me?” I ask, my voice trembling slightly from arousal.

“Yes, Mistress. Very much.”

“Then I will allow it. You are aware that it is a gift?”

He clears his throat in anticipation of the task. “Yes, Mistress. Thank you.”

I spread my legs further and leans back in the leather chair. He inches closer, slowly, trying to keep the buttplug in place. I grab the chain hanging from his collar and pulls him the last bit, forcing his mouth onto my genitals.

He starts slow, meticulously tracing the outside of my vagina with his tongue. Every long lick sends sparks through my veins, fans the fire already burning inside me. Patrick is good at many things in life, great at some, even, but in the art of cunnilingus, he is truly blessed. I have trained him for years, but the talent was always there. And he knows it. It is a game; he takes back a tiny bit of the control he relinquishes whenever he walks through the door and I allow him to have it. I can stop him whenever I want, I can order him to speed up or slow down, but for now, I sit back and tries to stem the tide of pure, undiluted lust that comes from having my shackled husband licking my pussy.

I try to keep a lid on the moaning, and I can feel him smile between my legs whenever one slips through my defenses. I pull at the collar, bringing him even closer, choking him. It reminds him who is in control. He lets his tongue inside, just for a short visit, licking the inside walls before he moves on to my clitoris.

I am getting close when I hear the sound of the buttplug hitting the floor.

That is a shame, I think with a smile. Orgasming already would be a waste, I am a crueler Mistress when I am horny.

I grab his thick hair and yank his head back. He looks at me with tired, scared eyes, but there is lust as well.

“You disappoint me, slave,” I say in a cold, harsh voice, trying to ignore the firestorm in my pussy. “I am going to have to spank you.”

He tries not to smile. “Yes, Mistress. Thank you.”

You have learned nothing if you think that will be your only punishment.

His body soon lies across my knees. I do love spanking him. The pain is negligible, but it is a demeaning punishment. My left hand keeps a firm grip on his collar chain while my right starts hitting his buttcheeks with increasing force. I can tell he enjoys it, at first, but several hard, stinging hits to the same spot make him groan, and every time he makes a noise, I pull his chain tighter, silencing him. I continue until both his cheeks are glowing red, and his pleasurable groans have turned into pitiful whimpers.

I lean in and whisper in his ear: “This was only the beginning.”

I take a sip of the scalding hot coffee with a satisfied sigh and adjust my reading glasses. The stereo is playing an old vinyl record as background music for my tedious work, but I do not mind spending a little time catching up on emails and preparing for the meeting I need to attend in the morning.

I should wear sexy dresses and high-heeled boots every time I work from home, I think to myself as I finish the email. My eyes keep being drawn to the corner of my computer screen, where the image of a naked, shackled man supplies me with endless entertainment. A muffled groan occasionally forces its way through the computer speakers and can be heard over the music.

I decide to give myself a small break and fullscreen the video feed, enjoying my slave’s torment in high definition. He is standing in a small cell, his second home. The walls are bare concrete, so is the floor. His hands are shackled above his head, his arms stretched to their limit, and I have made sure to hook his collar up to the same attachment point in the ceiling – he is constantly choking, not helped by the large ballgag in his mouth. Large strands of drool are hanging from the red silicone ball, shining in the dim light. He is still wearing the nipple clamps. I can tell that his legs are shaking; he tries to stand on his toes to relieve some of the pressure on his neck and arms, but as further punishment for his buttplug failure, I have added a steel spreader bar between his ankle manacles.

This would all be a fitting, cruel punishment in itself, but I would not be a good mistress if I had not made sure to take it a step further. I pick up the small remote from the table and press it; the ensuing scream perfectly hits the crescendo of the track playing from the stereo. A shock collar, made to be used on unruly dogs, is visible on the video feed beneath his steel collar.

I should finish up work, I think, and force my fingers away from my clitoris, but not before I give the whimpering slave in the basement another jolt.

He looks up when he hears the steel-barred door open. His entire body is shaking from the strain, and for a second, I feel guilty, but the guilt vanishes when I notice his throbbing cock straining against its cage. I approach him and let a finger run over his hairy, drool-covered chest before I poke my fingers through his chastity cage.

His eyes beg me for release. Both from his restraints and the horniness that is driving him insane. I will grant him neither.

Tears roll down his cheeks as I pull at his nipple clamps. He is sweating and moaning, begging me through the gag.

“Do you not deserve punishment for failing to do what I told you?” I ask him in a kind, seductive voice.

He nods.

“Do you deserve more punishment?”

He knows there is only one answer. He nods.

He pulls at his restraints, screams as the flogger hits his chest and his genitals. I do not need to hit him hard; the restraints already have him on the ropes, and every hit makes him choke harder, makes his arms hurt more, and makes the clamps cause more agony. I occasionally spice up the whipping with another shock to his collar.

Then I leave him again.

I deserve a little relaxation after sorting out those emails. A random show on Netflix is flickering on the large TV, but I am not really paying attention. The cold leather couch feels good against my bare back; I have pulled my dress down beneath my breasts, which are now being enthusiastically serviced by my slave.

He seems grateful to have been let out of the cold, cruel cell in the basement. His tongue and lips envelop my breast, sucking as if he was a starving man at a feast. I have removed the shock collar, but it is little comfort for the tired man, whose hands are shackled behind his back and connected to the steel collar by a short chain, forcing his hands up and pulling the collar downward. I play with his nipple clamps as I feel my own arousal rise. The sun is already setting, but I still have so many plans for the evening. Maybe too many.

Maybe I should let him decide if he gets an early night or not. He cannot see the diabolical grin on my face as a plan forms.

“Slave?”

He looks up at me.

“I want you to make me come.”

His eyes light up. There is nothing in this world he would rather do.

I point to my watch. “You have five minutes. Or else…”

He hurries down from the couch, as elegantly as possible without the help of his arms and with heavy manacles digging into his ankles. His face is soon buried between my legs again. His tongue is the only available tool for the job.

If he succeeds, I will reward him, I think as the lust starts flowing rapidly through my veins. But that would be boring.

Long, deep licks embrace my sensitive vagina, and the desire builds faster than I had expected. Oh, he’s good. Very good. I have to fight to stay on the edge; this is turning out to be harder for me than for him. I have one eye on the watch.

I bite my lip.

My hand grabs the couch, squeezing it.

I give up trying to contain the moans as my clitoris is both sucked and licked at the same time. This is a masterclass of pleasure, like an entire ocean pushing against a small dam close to bursting.

In the end, I have to let go, but I do so with a huge smile on my face as I scream out in ecstasy. The orgasm floods my body as the dam bursts and every cell vibrates in unison. Once again, I can feel his smile between my legs as he slows his strokes, helping me climb down from the peak of pleasure.

I push him back. His smug expression fades when he sees my wry smile.

“Do you believe you did a good job?” I ask.

His brow furrows. “Yes, Mistress?”

And you did. But I am not going to tell you that.

“You failed a direct order, slave.”

The blood leaves his face.

“It took you five and a half minutes.” I demonstratively tap my watch and enjoy the sight of his panicked expression.

I push him through the house. My riding crop pummels his back when he walks too slow. The chains between his ankle restraints hit the stairs to the basement.

The basement. The stairs are hidden behind an unseemly door in the washing room that no guest ever bothered to ask what was for. I turn on the light, revealing the adult playground below the house. The walk-in closet in the bedroom is just an appetizer, this is the main course.

The cell that he had already spent time in is in the back of the large room, next to a smaller cell with a solid steel door. Cages of different sizes line the walls, along with X-crosses, pillories and stocks made of both wood and metal, as well as miles of chain hanging from the walls and ceiling. Benches and tables for different purposes take up much of the space as well. Even more shackles, whips, floggers, collars, and countless other toys and tools can be found on shelves, ready to be used.

I love it. Down here, the world outside does not matter. It is just me and him.

I ignore his pleading eyes and remove his collar, shackles, and manacles before locking him in a wooden pillory. The feet are fixated by a set of wooden stocks. He is bent over, vulnerable and helpless, unable to escape, unable to see what happens behind him. He struggles against the wood, and though it creaks as he fights it, it does not move.

I kneel in front of his face. “Do you think I am being unfair to you, my slave?”

He tries to look me in the eye, but he cannot do much else but stare at the floor. “No, Mistress.” He pauses. “Please punish me.”

“Very well,” I say and fill his mouth with a penis gag.

I take my time, take in the sight of his exposed ass and trembling legs. It is like an empty canvas waiting for the artist’s brushstroke. Do I cane him? Tease him? Both pain and pleasure can be utilized as punishment, and the options seem endless as I look around at the tools I have at my disposal.

At first, I simply touch him. His predicament makes every stroke of my soft hands and fingers more intense, and he shivers with every gentle touch. I let my fingers run down his spine and up his legs. I playfully circle the area around his chastity cage. He moans as my finger starts playing with his anus; the touch is light, like a feather, but it is enough to make him wriggle, trying to bring his ass closer to my hand.

You should know better.

I walk towards the part of the wall where several strap-ons are hanging. Some are even meant for me – I do enjoy a good fucking from time to time, but I do not always want him to gain much pleasure from it and makes him use a strap-on over his chastity cage. I take off my dress and pick one with a large, black dildo on the outside and a nice one on the inside as well. I can tell my slave is getting skittish as I carefully lube the inside dildo and insert it into my lusting vagina before closing the straps. He knows the sound. He knows that he is about to be fucked, but not by what.

I lube up the huge, black dildo before I carefully insert it into his helpless asshole. His entire body squirms, even though I am barely inside him at this point. I look in the gigantic mirror lining the entire wall next to me; the pillory prevents him from using the mirror, but I have a front seat to the spectacle. I love what I see; an empowered, attractive, confident woman with a satisfied, lustful smile on her face, completely in control of her slave. I keep eye contact with myself as I start moving the strap-on in and out of him. The muffled sounds from his gag turn me on, aided by the dildo inside me that moves delightfully whenever I thrust.

I can tell that he is starting to find the rhythm. The groans turn to moans, the pain turns to pleasure, but I am still being gentle with him.

That is when I add the flogger that I have kept in my hand the whole time.

The hits are playful at first, and he wriggles his fixated body along with the hits.

I start hitting him harder. I keep the strikes unpredictable; most hit his ass and back, but some reach his nipple claps, even his dangling scrotum.

Watching his body, all mine to control, in the mirror makes every movement of the dildo inside my pussy a delightful treat. I am loving every second, and I soon start thrusting deeper to increase my pleasure.

I know he loves being humiliated. That he finds joy in being fucked like the worthless slave that he is. But his pleasure is not my main focus at this moment, nor is it his. He takes it; he has not used a safeword in years, even if I have pushed him further and further. He does not want to disappoint.

I keep myself on edge, refusing to come; I have more in store for my slave, and though I know he is capable of anal orgasms, I stop just short of him achieving it. After several years of play, I recognize his signals.

He pulls at the pillory in frustration, but it is no use. I kneel in front of him; he is panting and sweating, as am I.

“You did well,” I say.

His eyes glow at the sound of the rare compliment. Love and submission shine through the frustration and pain.

“I will reward you.”

His cock rises immediately like a cobra obeying its master’s flute when I remove the cage. It is a rare occasion, a special treat, but most of all I just want to feel him inside me. His pleasure is secondary to mine, after all. It is not like I have relinquished control; his arms are shackled to the corners of the king-sized bed, his collar to the headboard, and his legs stretched and only slightly spread. I have left the large penis gag in his mouth, but his eyes tell of his gratitude and love.

I crawl onto the bed in nothing but my high-heeled boots. His entire body is quivering in anticipation as I kneel above his cock. Every second I wait is agony for him, and I relish it. I let my hands travel slowly across my body, putting on a sensual display for my captive. His eyes widen; he pulls at the chains, trying to reach me, to embrace me, even though he knows he has no chance of escape. In my mind, I imagine leaving it at this – touching myself, bringing myself to orgasm right above his thirsting cock, then leaving him there. I smile at the thought.

I lower my body and lets the tip of his penis touch my vagina before pulling away. Again and again. I can feel the lust build up in my body, but it is nothing compared to the shivering, groaning mess shackled to the bed. Every touch is pure torture, a teasing promise of satisfaction just beyond his reach.

This is too much fun, I think, but I cannot ignore the desire rising within myself. I want him as much as he wants me. But I am not done teasing.

I turn around and sit astride his torso, bending over to reveal my beautiful, inviting cunt. He tries to speak through his gag, but I cannot make out the words; it is likely either begging for sexual release or praising my genitals. I am fine with either.

I spend a long time wriggling my ass at him while my fingers tease his cock and balls. When I finally take his shivering penis in my mouth, it feels like he is ready to explode in ecstasy. I move slowly, applying plenty of salivae. He knows coming in my mouth would be a horrible transgression, and I feel his body tense up.

Now it’s my turn.

I turn towards him, keeping eye contact as I slowly lower my hungry pussy onto his wet cock. The world fades away around us as we stare into each other’s eyes, our bodies combining in a moment of sexual perfection. We are both brimming with lust and desire, but even though the air is thick with love, our game is not yet over.

“You know that you need my permission to come, slave?”

He nods. Once again, his body turns rigid; he is already close, but who would not be after being deprived for months?

I close my eyes to fully embrace the intense sensation of his cock filling my pussy, massaging the walls of my temple, bringing me closer to the day’s second climax.

I know he will get there first, with or without permission.

I do not care.

His body starts shaking. Not wanting to add further punishment after the act, I say the magic words: “You may come.”

A second later, I feel his warm ejaculate inside me, a physical manifestation of his desire for me, his love, his passion. It pleases me; I have missed it. He groans and moans through his gag as the orgasm ripples through his body, enhanced by his restraints, the gag, the collar lightly choking him, and the sight of a goddess riding him.

He opens his eyes to look at me. They sparkle with gratitude.

At first.

Gratitude soon turns to panic as he realizes that I am not going to stop. I meet his manic gaze with a smile; this is not about his pleasure. I ride him harder as his moans turn into muffled screams. I can tell that he is struggling to escape, but also to stay hard. I use one hand to steady myself against his quivering torso, the other to massage my clit as the summit comes into view. When I finally cry out in the most ravenous orgasm I have experienced in a long time, his screams are merely resigned whimpers.

No words are spoken as I remove the soaked gag from him. A simple stroke of his cheek is all that needs to be said as I unlock his restraints from the bed. He smiles at me as I lock his hands together and put him inside the cage at the foot of the bed; his place for the night. He curls up in a fetal position, exhausted from his ordeal, and falls asleep almost immediately.

Today was a good day, I think to myself as I turn off the lights, my body still buzzing with orgasmic energy. I wonder how he will cover the marks and bruises when he goes to work in the morning.


HER DUNGEON TOYS

The warm, soothing interior of McCluskey’s Pub embraced David and promised a shelter from the harsh winter evening outside. It was still early, and only a few patrons could be found sitting in the cozy stalls and at the bar. David was a frequent visitor, but it was not the extensive selection of foreign ales and beers that kept bringing him back. It was instead the smiling, beautiful woman behind the bar. She sent him a warm smile the moment she saw him.

“Good evening, David,” she said and started pouring him a pint. The dark, long hair and tanned skin made her look like a model. “I figured I’d see you here tonight.”

He smiled. “Of course.” He took a sip of the perspiring, icy cold glass. “Thanks, Kimberly.”

“I’m here too,” a woman next to David said.

“Oh, hi Alice! Sorry, I did not see you there.”

Alice nodded towards Kimberly, who had left the two to service a red-nosed drunkard at the other end of the bar. “I bet you didn’t. Still hoping to win her back?”

David blushed. “Maybe. I know there’s still something there. Does she … does she ever talk about me?”

Alice brushed a hair off her black, elegant dress – she was always overdressed, no matter the occasion. “Don’t get me tangled up in the chaotic mess that is your breakup.” She cocked her head, causing the long, red hair to fall like a waterfall from her head. “You seem determined, though.”

David sighed. “I am.”

Kimberly came back and leaned in over the bar desk, revealing the cleavage that likely earned her ample tips. The large, silver watch that always adorned her wrist glistened in the muted lights. “Are you still coming over to paint my bedroom?” she asked David, fluttering her eyebrows.

He nodded. “Of course, happy to help.”

She smiled and squeezed his hand. A warm knot formed in his stomach at her touch. “Thanks, you’re the best!” She turned and disappeared into the backroom.

“You really don’t have to do that,” Alice said and rolled her eyes. She fiddled with the clasp of her large Michael Kors watch. “You’re no longer together. She’s just taking advantage of you.”

David did not want to answer and instead decided to change the subject. “How is business going?”

“Very well,” she said with a secretive smile. “What I provide is always in demand.”

“I didn’t know running a gift-card shop was a lucrative business.”

She shrugged. “People always need gift cards. Do you need any? Xmas is right around the corner.”

“I guess.”

“Then you should come by, I’ll open the shop just for you tonight.” Alice looked at Kimberly, who walked by with a crate of bottles. “You should come too, Kimberly.”

Kimberly was humming along to the music on the stereo and did not listen. “What?”

“David is coming by to buy gift cards tonight, you should join us. We can share a bottle of wine in my apartment above the shop afterward, watch a movie?”

Kimberly sent Alice a puzzled look before sighing. “Sure, why not. I’m off in an hour, you two go ahead, I’ll join you later.”

David followed Alice to the tiny shop nearby. The chilly wind went straight through his jacket, and he felt a little awkward next to the stylish Alice.

Every wall in the small store was littered with gift cards for every conceivable occasion. David started browsing the cards, but he noticed that Alice was watching him intently from behind the small desk.

“David …” she said after a while.

“Yes?” David turned around, surprised to see Alice hold a pair of handcuffs. They were connected by a double hinge instead of a chain, and they looked oddly misplaced in the hands of the elegant woman. “What are you doing with those?”

She smiled. “They’re just a toy, they cannot lock. Have you ever been handcuffed?”

David approached the desk, fascinated by the shiny cuffs. “No, never.”

“Would you want to try it?”

He did, but the situation felt weird. “Why?”

Alice shrugged. “I just thought it would be fun. Come on, turn around, let me try putting them on you. You can always take them off yourself.”

Why not? David turned around and felt a tingling sensation in his crotch when Alice’s soft hands locked the sharp, cold steel around his wrists. He liked it; he had often fantasized about being handcuffed, but he had not expected to try it in a small gift card shop on a Saturday evening.

“They look good on you,” Alice said.

David turned towards her and saw a wry smile on her pale face. He raised an eyebrow. “What is …” He started wriggling the cuffs, but they would not budge. “I can’t get them off. Alice, what are you trying to pull?”

Alice’s eyes widened in surprise. “Really? Gosh, must be the wrong ones! Don’t worry, I have the key downstairs. Just follow me.”

David had known Alice for years, she was Kimberly’s best friend, so he did not think much of it as he followed her into the back room and down a narrow staircase. At the bottom, Alice flipped a light switch, illuminating the last thing, David had expected to see – a large, fully equipped BDSM dungeon, complete with benches, a pillory, rows of restraints, whips, and paddles, as well as what looked like an actual cell. He was dumbstruck, unable to find the words, and Alice took advantage of his shock and pushed him inside the tiny cell and closed the steel-barred door.

“Alice, what the fuck!?” David said. His heart started pounding with adrenaline, but he was surprised to feel a hint of arousal as well.

She smiled and checked her watch before leaving, turning off the light before she disappeared up the stairs.

***

Kimberly pulled the trenchcoat closer in around her as she trundled the familiar route towards Alice’s shop. She did not know why her friend had insisted on having Kimberly and David over; she had never shown any interest in getting the two exes back together. Maybe Alice wanted him for herself?

I don’t know why he keeps trying, Kimberly thought as she opened the door to the small shop. It just didn’t work.

“Hey Jen,” she said and smiled at her friend, who was standing at the desk as she entered. “Where’s David?”

“Upstairs.” Alice nodded at Kimberly’s jacket. “You can just throw that on the table, it’s plenty warm in here.”

Kimberly took off her jacket and leaned in over the desk, resting her head on her hand. “What are you up to, Jen?”

Alice smiled. “Nothing, just figured we could all have a cozy evening. David is good company – and good looking.” She looked at Kimberly’s wrist. “It’s a nice watch.”

Kimberly let a finger run over the smooth glass of the oversized watch and its mesh strap. “Yeah, I like it. Yours looks good too.”

Alice placed her left wrist on the desk to compare. “Yeah, it’s great. Nice and heavy.”

Kimberly placed her watch next to Alice’s. Before she could react, Alice had handcuffed her wrist and spun Kimberly around, pulling her other arm behind her and cuffing that as well.

“Alice, what the hell are you doing?” Kimberly struggled against the tight cuffs, but they were impossible to escape. “Take them off!”

She tried to step away from Alice, but the redhead had a firm grasp on her arm; she was surprisingly strong.

“No, I don’t think I will. Not yet.” She smiled. “Calm down, Kimberly – are you going to run outside in the cold without a jacket, your hands cuffed behind your back?”

Kimberly scowled at her friend. What the fuck is she up to?

“I don’t like it, Alice, it’s not funny!”

Alice bit her lower lip. “It’s not supposed to be.” She dragged Kimberly out back and down a set of stairs.

Kimberly was shocked to see the dungeon downstairs – Alice had never mentioned it. She tried to struggle as Alice pushed her inside the cell where David was waiting, pale and wide-eyed.

“Alice, you can’t keep us here!” Kimberly yelled and kicked the bars to the cell door. The handcuffs dug into her wrists, and the metal clattered against her watch. She hated how it felt.

“Oh, but I can. This will give the two of you a chance to catch up – I’ll have fun with you tomorrow. Alice blew the two exes a kiss and went upstairs, leaving the lights on.

Kimberly turned towards David. “Are you in on this?”

He shook his head. “No, not at all! She tricked me!” He sighed. “I’ve tried, but there’s no way to open that door.”

“Fuck!” Kimberly sat down on the cold, concrete floor. “What is she going to do to us?”

***

David had barely gotten any sleep. The two exes had struggled to find any rest with their hands cuffed behind their backs, and the sparse conversation had mainly consisted of Kimberly cursing her friend and promising revenge. David had to wonder what Alice’s long-term plan was – she had kidnapped the two, a serious crime. Did she have any intention of ever releasing them?

But even though the thought was scary, David had to admit that he was immensely turned on by the handcuffs, even if his shoulders were aching, and he stole several glances at his ex who looked even hotter restrained. They had never tried bondage when they were together, despite his suggestions, and seeing her struggle to the sound of the rattling chain between her cuffs was arousing.

They both got up as they heard footsteps on the stairs. Alice’s long, red hair was tied up in a tight ponytail, and she wore a short, red latex dress and red heels.

She looks amazing! David thought.

“Ah, my two prisoners. I hope you had some rest because this is going to be a rough day!” Alice said and smiled.

“Fuck you, Alice! Let us go right now!” Kimberly said, but she could not hide that she was exhausted.

Alice shook her head. “You’re not in control for once, Kimberly. I’m going to tell you how this is going to go: As you may have guessed, my main business is not selling stupid gift cards.” She gestured at the well-stocked dungeon. “People come here to get away, to have fun, to find satisfaction. And now it’s my turn.”

“You can’t force us to do stuff like that!” Kimberly exclaimed, but David had to suppress a smile; it did not sound so bad to him.

“Oh, but I can. The door upstairs is locked. I’m the only one that knows the code. No one knows you are here. You do not get to leave until I am done with you and you have sworn to never tell anyone what happened.”

Kimberly was fuming, but she had no answer.

Alice shrugged. “Who knows, you might like it, Kimberly. You could use a little spanking, to be honest. But first of all, I think I’ve had enough of your complaining for now.”

Alice grabbed a pair of large red ballgags from a shelf and opened the cell door. David did not resist as Alice pushed the gag into his mouth and closed the buckle, but Kimberly tried to put up a fight until Alice slapped her cheek. Tears welled up in the angry eyes as the red ball forced the pretty jaw open.

Two leather collars were added to the reluctant slaves. Kimberly kept sending evil glares at the latex-clad dominatrix as Alice chained Kimberly across a wide, padded bench. David stared in awe as Alice locked Kimberly’s collar to the bench and removed the tight jeans that Kimberly had worn to work, leaving her butt naked and exposed.  David was next, but he did not resist as much as Kimberly as Alice pushed him down onto the bench. He could not move his head and was helpless to prevent Alice from pulling his pants and underpants off.

“I think you have both been very naughty,” Alice said in a sultry voice and started spanking the two ex-lovers, switching between them.

“Mmmhmmm!” Kimberly cried as the hard hits pummeled her butt.

David could hear her struggle next to him; the sharp sound of metal against metal echoed in the room every time Kimberly’s cuffs rubbed against her watch. He protested as well, but it was just for show; he was enjoying the feel of Alice’s palm on his exposed butt, but he did not want Kimberly to know it.

But he could not hide it forever.

“Someone is enjoying himself,” Alice said.

David felt her soft hand on his semi-erect cock. The feeling made him even hornier, and he moaned into his gag. Alice stroked the cock a few times before returning to the spanking. At first, the pain was negligible, but as the hits kept landing on the same spot, it started getting uncomfortable.

After a thorough spanking, Alice unlocked their collars from the bench and connected the two collars with a metal spreader bar. She proceeded to remove the last pieces of clothes from the two ex-lovers.

“Much better,” she said and unlocked their handcuffs, replacing them with longer chained handcuffs in front of their bodies. Two sets of leg irons were added as well.

David was relieved that he was no longer cuffed behind his back, but Kimberly did not seem grateful, and she groaned as Alice locked a chain to the spreader bar and forced the two down on all fours.

“Crawl, my pets,” she said and started pulling them around the dungeon, which was surprisingly spacious.

It was humiliating,

It was uncomfortable.

It was amazing.

David loved every second, even as the steel dug into his flesh and the drool from his ballgag mixed with Kimberly’s on the floor. He could tell that she was hating it, yearning for release, and he felt a sting of guilt at the sight of her teary eyes.

“Are you not a fan of the gag?” Alice said and knelt in front of Kimberly, lifting her chin to look her in the eyes.

Kimberly scowled but eventually shook her head.

“If I take it off, are you going to behave? Do as I tell you?”

Kimberly did not answer or nod. Alice got up and used a cane to deliver a sharp, hard strike to Kimberly’s naked butt. She cried out in pain.

“Let us try that again. Are you going to do as I tell you?”

Kimberly nodded hesitantly.

“Good. Now, lick my shoes.”

Alice removed both ballgags and smiled as the two exes obeyed and started licking the red heels. It was cumbersome; every movement yanked at the spreader bar, and David often felt like he was choking, but it did not prevent him from licking his tongue raw on the high-heeled shoes. He could have sworn that he even heard a pleased moan from Kimberly as the licking continued, occasionally interrupted by a whack from Alice’s cane.

“Glad to see you are having a good time,” Alice said after a while. “Time for the next act.”

Two large gags with dildos on the front were locked onto the lovers. David felt a knot in his stomach at the thought of what they were going to be used for.

Alice looked at Kimberly. “My dear friend, I don’t want to tell David to fuck you with that gag unless you want him to.” She removed the spreader bar and let her hand run up Kimberly’s inner thigh before gently massaging her pussy. Kimberly let out a lustful moan. “Do you want to be fucked? You get to return the favor.”

The anger in Kimberly’s eyes was still there, but arousal had joined the party. She nodded.

Alice locked a chain to David’s collar and pulled him towards Kimberly’s exposed pussy. He was reluctant at first, but Kimberly soon started moaning and wriggling as the dildo penetrated her, and it motivated him to increase the pace. Alice looked on from the nearby bench, amused at the humiliation she was causing the ex-lovers. She did not allow Kimberly to finish, though, and she soon ordered the two to change places.

David was reluctant, but he did not feel like he had a choice. Kimberly did not hold back; after Alice had lubed up the rubber dildo, Kimberly forced it inside David’s asshole. It was painful at first, but David soon felt a trickle of lust peep through the fog of discomfort.

It was intense; his mind struggled to comprehend the situation. He was in a dark dungeon, being pegged by his handcuffed ex-lover while a gorgeous dominatrix in latex looked on.

A while later, Alice pulled Kimberly back, just as the flood of arousal in David’s body was at its strongest. Alice removed the gags and forced David to his feet before locking his handcuffs to an anchor point high on the wall. She replaced his leg irons with a set of leather manacles attached to a spreader bar and grabbed a whip from the nearby wall.

“This is going to be …” She started, but suddenly, Kimberly placed the chain between her handcuffs around Alice’s neck and pulled her back.

“I’m tired of your games, Alice,” she said. “We’re going to change it up a bit. Grab those handcuffs from the table and cuff yourself behind your back.”

“I’m not going to …” Alice started, but she stopped as Kimberly tightened the chain.

“Do it.”

Alice groaned as she handcuffed herself, visibly uncomfortable with losing control of the situation. She had to watch as Kimberly unlocked her own cuffs and removed her collar.

“Now, it’s time for payback,” Kimberly said with a sadistic smile. She was still naked, but she looked confident in the dim lights.

“Are you going to let me …” David started, but Kimberly glared at him.

“Shut up, David. You obviously like this, so you’re not going anywhere.”

Kimberly dragged Alice towards the other end of the room and locked her in a wooden pillory, forcing the dominatrix to bend over, helpless to move or resist.

“You can’t get out of here without the code,” Alice said, but her voice had lost all confidence.

“You’ll give it to me when I’m done with you.”

Kimberly pulled off Alice’s dress, grabbed a cane from the wall, and started hitting Alice’s ass and back as hard as she could. Alice cried out in pain as the hits landed, and she was soon begging for Kimberly to stop, but the vengeful bartender continued pummeling her best friend’s body until deep, red welts were visible all over.

David could only watch, and he was painfully aware that he was fully erect at the sight of the punishment being administered. He even felt a bit jealous of Alice, despite the pain she seemed to be in.

But he would soon be allowed to join.

Kimberly, sweating and panting from caning Alice, removed the spreader bar from David’s ankles and unlocked his cuffs from the wall.

“This really turns you on, it seems,” she said and let her hand gently stroke his erect cock.

He could not hide it.

“Have you ever wanted to fuck Alice?” She looked at him with narrow, inquisitive eyes.

David shook his head. “No, Kimberly, I …”

“Shut up. You’re going to do it. Now.” She pulled him behind the pillory and locked the handcuffs to a ring on top of the pillory, leaving David slightly bent in over Alice’s quivering body.

“Fuck her, David,” Kimberly commanded. David was surprised to see her smile; she seemed to be enjoying her new role.

Part of him wanted to resist, to say that it felt wrong, but the primal part of David’s brain had taken over, and he soon inserted his large, hard cock into Alice’s warm pussy. The redhead moaned as he started fucking her, and their cries of pleasure joined together in a loud choir. Not being one to be left out, Kimberly started whipping David’s back, ordering him to fuck Alice harder.

David obeyed. It was the most intense, hardcore sex he had ever had, and the pain from the whipping only added to it, as did the restraints. Alice struggled against the pillory, but her moans were those of lust, not protest.

It continued for a while. David’s body was a chaotic mess of emotions and sensations; he never wanted it to stop, partly because it felt amazing, but also because he could not imagine how things would be when it was all done.

“I’m … I’m close!” he groaned.

He felt Kimberly’s warm breath on his ear. “Come on her back,” she whispered.

Shortly after, his body was rocked by an intense orgasm as his warm ejaculate sprayed across Alice’s shaking, pale back. He suddenly noticed how tired he was, but he had no time to rest or recover before Kimberly had dragged him to the cell and locked his collar to the wall by a chain.

She then released Alice from the pillory, cuffed her behind her back, and forced her to lie down on the floor before locking a pair of leg irons to Alice’s ankles and connecting them to the handcuffs. Alice struggled against the tight hogtie, but she could not escape.

Kimberly knelt in front of her friend. “What is the code, you kidnapping bitch? Say it, or I’m going to cane you again. Harder.”

Alice sighed. “It’s 2462. Please, let me go!”

Kimberly laughed. “I’ve had way more fun than I thought I would. So no.” She got up and put her clothes on. “I’ll bring you two something to eat in a bit. Then we can go on to round two.”

David could hear her laughter as she disappeared up the stairs and turned off the light. He heard Alice groan in frustration, but he could not help but smile himself.


THE DOMME’S DUNGEON

Helen let her fingers slide across the row of paddles, canes, and whips. The distinct smell of leather dominated the room, and a subtle smile appeared on her red lips. The rush of anticipation, the familiar excitement that appeared as a tiny knot in her stomach before every session rushed through her veins. She took a deep breath and focused on the delightful sensation.

She laid out her tools on the table with ritualistic precision. On paper, her visitors were clients, but in her mind, they were toys, not unlike the collection of steel, leather, and rubber before her. She was going to play with them in a meticulously choreographed opera of moans and screams, and they would thank her for it.

After months of chatting online, she had convinced them to visit her dungeon. Richard had been easier to persuade than Kimberly, but it did not matter – the result would be the same.

Total submission.

Helen glanced at the full-length mirror on the wall. The auburn hair was tied in a tight ponytail, and the short, black leather dress fit her body like a glove. The hard heels of the knee-high boots made a loud clicking sound as she walked across the concrete floor.

She checked her watch. It was time for the first act.

This will be a great weekend.

Kimberly was waiting outside the train station. Helen stopped the car at a distance to observe her prey for a bit; she was a good-looking woman in her late thirties with long, blonde hair and a slender body. She was visibly nervous, fiddling with her hair and checking her large silver watch every few seconds.

Helen bit her lower lip. From their chats, she knew that Kimberly was experienced, though it had been years since she had engaged in BDSM with others, and Helen could not help but feel privileged to have a woman like that in her dungeon.

Even if Kimberly was going to get a lot more than she had bargained for.

Helen pulled the car up next to Kimberly and rolled down the passenger-side window. “Get in.”

Kimberly took a deep breath and nodded before opening the door. Usually, Helen would start the session right away, but she could tell that Kimberly was nervous and would have to ease into it.

“How was your trip?” Helen asked as they left the station.

Kimberly’s hands were trembling, and she kept fiddling with the clasp on her watch. “It was fine, thank you.”

“That is a nice watch.” Helen smiled. “Big and heavy.”

Kimberly looked at the watch. “Yeah. I like them that way.”

“Nervous, Kimberly?”

“A bit. It’s been a while.”

Helen chuckled. “It’s not like you haven’t been restrained before. There’s a pair of handcuffs in the glove compartment. I want you to put them on.”

Helen had to suppress a smile as she watched Kimberly put on the handcuffs. The woman was obviously experienced and knew exactly how much the cuffs needed to be tightened. It was as if Kimberly calmed down as soon as the restraints were locked on her wrists.

“From now on, you do not speak unless spoken to, do you understand?”

Kimberly nodded.

“And you will call me ‘Mistress’.”

As they entered the large dungeon, Helen was amused to observe her voluntary captive. Kimberly stared at the tools of pain and control with a mix of horror, curiosity, and lust – her cheeks were blushing, and she bit her lower lip at the sight of the dozens of metal restraints laid out on the table.

“Are you impressed … slave?” Helen asked.

Kimberly nodded. “Yes … Mistress.” It looked like the word felt wrong in her mouth. “Very much.”

Helen unlocked the handcuffs and leaned against the table. “Undress. You are to remain naked for your stay until I decide otherwise.”

Kimberly obeyed. Helen soaked in the slow, sensual display as the fit body hiding underneath the elegant clothes revealed itself to the chill air of the dungeon. The last item that was removed was Kimberly’s watch, which she placed ceremoniously on the stack of clothes.

“You enjoy metal bondage, don’t you?” Helen said as her fingers ran across the rows of chains and wide steel shackles.

“I do, Mistress.” There was a slight shiver in Kimberly’s voice; she wanted to be restrained.

Helen could feel her slave tremble as she locked a set of wide stainless steel shackles on her wrists and ankles, restraining her hands behind her back. A revealing, hushed moan escaped Kimberly as Helen locked a tall steel collar around her neck; it was heavy, massive, enveloping and dominating the slender neck. Helen could tell that Kimberly expected to be dominated, despite being less submissive than most others that visited the dungeon, but she was going to be disappointed.

For now.

“I’ve got a surprise for you, my slave,” Helen said as she tightened a leather panel gag with a large rubber ball onto Kimberly’s head, making her unable to respond. “I will leave you here for a while as I go get it.”

Kimberly’s eyes widened, but she could not speak or resist as Helen pushed her inside a tall, narrow cage, where she locked Kimberly’s collar to a chain hanging from the top of the cage. Helen could hear the woman rattling her chains as she closed the door and left the dungeon.

Another drive to the station. Helen had made sure to have her second visitor arrive on a later train, and she could not help but smile at the sight of the handsome, fit man with gray streaks in his brown hair. This was a successful man, someone who was used to being in control; Helen’s favorite type of slave.

She got out of the car and walked up to the man. “Richard?”

He turned towards her. His face lit up at the sight of the handsome, leather-clad woman. “Yes … Mistress.”

Helen smiled. “Very good. Are you ready to obey my every command?”

Richard nodded with an enthusiasm that had not been present in the hesitant Kimberly. An enthusiasm he would likely regret shortly.

“You will go inside the station, to the bathrooms, and put on this.”

Helen handed Richard a steel chastity cage. She could tell that the sight aroused him, but he hesitated when she handed him the next item.

“Then, after you have put your clothes back on, you will handcuff yourself behind your back and meet me at the car.”  She pointed towards the black BMW parked nearby.

“But …”

“No objections! Go, now!”

Richard stared at the cage and cuffs in his hands for a few seconds before walking towards the station. Helen grabbed his bag and got into the car, waiting for her slave with a huge smile on her face.

A while later, she saw him. Creeping along the wall, his eyes wide and scared, like a deer looking out for predators. An older woman saw him, stared at him, and Helen could see Richard shrink as he hurried by, towards the car.

He tried to open the passenger-side door, made difficult by the cuffed hands.

But the door was locked.

Helen rolled down the window. “Do you want to come inside?”

“Yes, Mistress! Please!” He kept looking over his shoulder. Several people had now stopped to stare at the handcuffed man.

“Very well, then.” She leaned in over the seat and opened the door.

This is going to be fun.

The dungeon was placed in the basement of Helen’s house, but she did not want to bring Richard there. Not yet. She felt a pleasant warmth in her loins at the thought of the shackled, scared Kimberly downstairs, completely unaware of what awaited her. She brought Richard inside the house and made him take all his clothes off before once again cuffing his hands. She pushed a ballgag into his mouth, tightened the strap, locked a pair of leg irons around his ankles, and took a step back to observe the naked man.

“Not a bad specimen,” she said and grabbed a chain from a nearby table. “I’ll give you a short tour of the house.” Helen locked the chain to Richard’s chastity cage with a padlock and started dragging the surprised man through the house.

He squirmed whenever they walked past one of the large windows facing the street, and he groaned every time Helen yanked on the chain. She could only imagine how painful and humiliating it felt to be dragged by the genitals, but the frightened and aroused expression on Richard’s face told her enough. It seemed that some arousal managed to peek through the humiliation and discomfort; she could tell that his cock was pressing against the cage. The sound of rattling chains mixed with Richard’s groans and moans as they finally headed for the entrance to the dungeon. Helen could feel her heartbeat quicken, excited to see the response.

Both her slaves thought they were the only ones there.

And they knew each other.

Richard did not notice the naked, shackled woman in the cage when he first entered the dungeon, distracted as he was by the pain in his crotch and the well-stocked dungeon. Kimberly, on the other hand, stared at the chained man with a furrowed brow. A long strand of drool hung from her gag, and she could barely move because of her collar.

“Richard, meet Kimberly. Kimberly, Richard. I believe the two of you know each other

The two slaves looked at each other, then at Helen.

“Twice the slaves, twice the fun,” Helen said and smiled. “In the end, I’m the one in charge here. Do you both understand?”

Richard nodded immediately, but Kimberly glared at Helen for a while before agreeing. They had both contacted Helen separately – it had taken a while before she realized that she was chatting with two estranged lovers. It had been an opportunity she could not resist.

A few minutes later, Helen had taken Kimberly from her cage and shackled the blonde with her hands stretched above her head, forcing her to stand on her toes. The woman pulled at her chains, but despite the struggling, it was obvious that she was enjoying the helplessness, even if the ankle manacles weighed on her tendons and her arms would soon go numb.

“She looks good, doesn’t she?” Helen asked Richard. She had him bent over a table while she slowly inserted a metal plug into his asshole.

Richard groaned and nodded.

Helen walked to a nearby shelf and found the heaviest collar she owned and locked it around Richard’s neck before connecting it to his handcuffs using a short chain. This forced his hands upward, putting pressure on his neck and shoulders.

“Now, be a good slave and lick her nipples.” Helen removed Richard’s gag, grabbed his hair, and pushed his face onto Kimberly’s perky breasts.

She took a step back and watched the two helpless slaves. Richard was eager to please, and after a few moments, Kimberly closed her eyes and started moaning. It was an intimate display, but Helen had no intention of being passive. She pressed a button on a nearby remote; Richard cried out in surprise and pain as the plug in his ass shocked him, and so did Kimberly when he accidentally bit down on her nipple.

More shocks followed. Richard started trembling in anticipation, and his predicament soon worsened when Helen grabbed a cane and started raining hard, precise strikes down onto his exposed butt. Kimberly’s muted moans joined with Richard’s whimpers in a dissonant choir that still sounded like music to Helen’s ears. The cane hit its mark, leaving red marks on Richard’s butt, lower back, and thighs. The moaning caused drool to drop from Kimberly’s gag and onto Richard to further the humiliation they were both experiencing.

Helen was having so much fun that she lost track of time; she did not stop until Kimberly’s face started contorting in pain, likely from the intense strain on her wrists and arms. Red marks were visible on Kimberly’s wrists when Helen let her down, but the domme had no intention of letting the slave out of her restraints.

“Well done, both of you,” Helen said with a playful spark in her voice. “I think you have deserved a little break. Some fresh air, maybe?”

The two slaves sent worried glances at each other. They had both agreed to surrender themselves to Helen’s sadistic whims and ideas beforehand, but they had likely expected to spend all the time in the private dungeon.

Helen had other ideas, however.

She could feel them pull against their collars as the sun hit their naked bodies, but a few jolts from the electrified buttplugs quickly made them fall in line. Helen dragged the two towards the park behind the house; Richard still wore the heavy collar connected to his handcuffs, and Kimberly’s collar had now been connected to her shackles in a similar manner. The chains connecting their ankle restraints made a delightful noise, and pleading moans escaped their gagged mouths. Helen pulled them by two leashes connected to the collars, and she politely greeted an older couple that walked by, clearly insulted and outraged at the vulgar display.

Helen did not care. Her profession was well known in the city, and her public humiliation of the slaves had brought her more clients than enemies. A neighbor had tried to get the city council to evict her, but the mayor was a regular.

The two slaves were visibly uncomfortable, squirming and wincing every time someone glanced in their direction. The park was relatively quiet, and though Helen wanted to humiliate them, she had no desire to draw a larger crowd than necessary.

She dragged them to a tree situated some distance from the path in relative privacy, though facing a few houses – one of which belonged to the angry, vindictive neighbor. Helen locked the collars to two solid tree branches, ensuring that the two slaves could not hide from the few onlookers that might have ventured off the main path. It was late afternoon, and Helen used the opportunity to sit in the grass and read a book while her slaves drooled and occasionally groaned as the buttplugs delivered shocks at random intervals. Helen had considered bringing whips and paddles, but the public humiliation was punishment enough for two career-minded people, both terrified of having their kinky private life revealed to the world.

“Are you enjoying yourself?”

Kimberly stared at Helen with a mix of anger, lust, and submission. “Mmhmm …”

Helen smiled. She loved the sound of a gagged slave. Kimberly had been gagged for more than four hours at this point and was likely suffering from a badly aching jaw. They had been chained to the tree for nearly two hours, and Helen let a leather-gloved hand run across the shivering, drool-soaked breasts.

“Are you horny?” She set the remote to its max setting and delivered a painful shock to Kimberly’s asshole.

The woman cried out, then coughed into her gag as the movement caused her to choke on her collar. She looked exhausted, but she reluctantly nodded. Helen let a finger slip inside the slave’s wet pussy, eliciting a longing moan.

“Too bad. I have no intention of offering you release today.”

Kimberly stared at her with pleading eyes as Helen walked towards Richard standing on the other side of the tree.

“Do you like being humiliated like this?” she asked, nodding at a young couple that had probably hoped to find a bit of privacy and now stood in silence and stared at the naked man with the caged cock.

A crease appeared above Richard’s nose, but he eventually nodded.

“Is your cock aching to escape its prison?”

“Mmmhmmmmm …” he moaned, then winced as his asshole was shocked.

Helen bit her lower lip. “Well, that is not going to happen today.” She looked at the setting sun and checked her watch. “I’m starving. Let’s go home.”

Helen took a bite of her sandwich, amused at the dinner entertainment. The two slaves still had their wrists connected to their collars behind their backs, and they were making a mess of their dinner. Both were kneeling on the floor, trying to eat from two bowls on the floor of the dungeon. Every time they spilled, and they did so often, they cried out in pain as the buttplug shocked them.

I love my job, Helen thought.

The two slaves were then shackled to beds in separate prison cells. The beds were hard, and the prisoners had their arms and legs chained to the metal bed frame, ensuring that they were unable to touch themselves – or remove the plugs still nestled in their butts. None of them spoke, afraid to annoy or anger their mistress, but they cried out in unison as the plugs started their cycles – they would both receive shocks at random intervals throughout the night, always at the same time. Knowing that her two playthings were lying chained and naked downstairs, Helen had no trouble falling asleep; she needed to be well-rested for the coming day’s program.

***

Helen woke the next day to the sound of birds chirping. She ate a solid breakfast and downed two cups of coffee before she ventured downstairs to check on her guests.

She had programmed the buttplugs to give the slaves some room for sleep during the night, but they still looked tired when Helen went to release them.

“Did you sleep well, slave?” she asked as she unlocked the handcuffs that had kept Kimberly shackled to the bed overnight, only to lock her wrists in a new set of hinged handcuffs. Helen never allowed a slave to go unrestrained.

Kimberly glared at Helen. “Not really.”

Helen placed a hard slap on Kimberly’s cheek.

The blonde businesswoman, used to being in charge, massaged her cheek with her cuffed hands. “Not really … Mistress.”

Helen smiled and gently stroked the red cheek. “I have something special planned to start the day. I think you will enjoy this.”

Ten minutes later, Helen opened the other cell to release Richard. The cells were tiny, barely able to hold more than the uncomfortable bed, with concrete walls, floor, and ceiling. The barred doors had been custom-made by a local smith, and Helen loved the loud noise they made whenever they were opened.

He looked up at her, his eyes begging for release – and more. His body trembled as she locked a chain around his waist with a pair of rigid cuffs locked to the front, right above his caged cock. She then released him from the restraints connected to the bed before locking his hands in the rigid cuffs and his ankles in legcuffs.

“You want to please your mistress, don’t you?” Helen pulled Richard up to sit on the edge of the bed and let her finger run over his chastity cage.

“Yes, Mistress. I do!” His eyes were eager, beaming with lust.

“Then you will help me torture my other slave.”

He looked at her with a furrowed brow as she placed a penis-shaped gag inside his mouth; on the front was a large, black dildo.

She dragged him into the main room where Kimberly awaited. She was chained to a queening chair; her legs were spread, held fast by leather straps, and her hands and collar were locked to a tall backrest – she could barely move, and a dental gag kept her mouth open. A brutal pair of nipple clamps had been applied to further the discomfort.

Helen leaned in and whispered: “You are going to fuck her with that dildo, my slave. But if she comes, you will be severely punished. Your job is to keep her on edge until she can take no more – then continue until I tell you to stop.”

Helen was an experienced domme, and no slave had ever accused her of being kind. The electric buttplugs were still in place, and she used the remote whenever she felt that the two slaves had found some sort of rhythm. She had added clamps to Richard’s nipples as well, and it did not take long before the eager man had caused Kimberly to moan loudly as the dildo went deeper and deeper inside her. Helen would circle them, observing the duo, with a cane in one hand and a vibrator in the other. Occasionally, when she could tell that Kimberly was getting close to climaxing, she would place the vibrator on the slave’s clit, only to remove it and order Richard to slow down before Kimberly could orgasm. Whenever this happened, Kimberly would fight against her restraints while unintelligible sounds, likely curses and threats, would spring from her wide open mouth. Helen would then deliver a few strokes of the cane to Kimberly’s exposed breasts to remind her of her place, only to start the process over again.

It did not take long before Kimberly was a drooling, moaning mess, edging for what likely felt like an eternity to her. Richard was drenched in drool and vaginal juices, but he kept going, even when the cane found his balls.

Helen did not leave the two slaves much room to catch their breath when the prolonged edging session ended. Richard was now locked in a pillory, his ankles caught in a set of rigid, wooden stocks. Kimberly was still chained to the queening chair, sweating and struggling to breathe in the tight metal collar.

“He tormented you for a long time …” Helen said in her silky, seductive voice and removed the dental gag from Kimberly’s mouth. She pointed at Richard’s exposed butt. “Do you want to return the favor?”

Kimberly nodded with a sadistic smile. “I’d love that, Mistress.”

Helen kissed Kimberly on the cheek and released her from the chair. A steel yoke was placed around Kimberly’s neck and wrists, forcing her arms to make a w-shape. A large ballgag replaced the dental gag.

Helen strapped a massive, purple strapon dildo onto Kimberly and applied the lube while staring Kimberly in the eye. “Punish him for me, my slave. Fuck him hard.”

Kimberly did not have the use of her hands, but it did not prevent her from fucking Richard’s exposed asshole now that the plug was out. Kimberly still had hers in, and the occasional shock from the sadistic dominatrix only spurred her on. She started slowly, but the dildo soon disappeared deeper and deeper into Richard’s asshole. His deep voice bellowed and echoed between the concrete walls. The dribble from Kimberly’s gag kept the dildo lubricated, and she soon started screaming from the painful shocks and the sharp lashes of a nine-tailed whip hitting her back.

Helen was nothing if not an active participant.

Red stripes started decorating Kimberly’s pale back, but not once did she stop punishing Richard’s sensitive asshole. Despite the screaming, it was obvious that he derived a great deal of pleasure from it.

“Would you like me to take your cage off?” Helen whispered in his ear. Her arm was sore after whipping Kimberly’s back.

“Y … Yes, Mistress,” he said, his voice hoarse. The pillory creaked from the powerful thrusts of Kimberly’s strapon.

“I am a generous mistress.”

Helen unlocked the chastity cage and started gently stroking Richard’s rock-hard cock. She was a master at this; every stroke teased him, left him wanting more, but she knew how to keep him right on the brink, right on the edge of the orgasmic abyss that he so wanted to plunge himself into. What had first seemed like a gracious gift soon turned into torture from lust and pleasure.

No slave was allowed to come until Helen allowed it.

Half an hour later, Richard could no longer form cohesive sentences. His primal brain had taken over, chasing the elusive orgasm that was always just out of his reach. Helen loved this part; a slave driven mad by arousal was willing to do anything to please her.

But her devilish plans had not yet reached fruition.

This might just be my Mona Lisa. My masterpiece. Helen took a step back and marveled at her genius. Richard was shackled in a spreadeagle position, his legs spread wide, his arms as well, held by wide, shiny steel shackles. There was no give, no way to move, and the wide collar around his neck was connected to a ceiling chain. There was nothing extraordinary about this position, despite the beauty of a handsome man unable to move, helpless to resist.

The genius was in the second part of the equation.

Right in front of Richard was Kimberly, shackled in a similar position.

Upside down.

Leather restraints locked her ankles to a metal spreader bar, suspended from a winch in the ceiling. Her wrist shackles were locked to anchor points in the floor. It was a beautiful sight; the muscles in the slender body struggled to find any sort of comfort, and the long, blonde hair flowed to towards the floor like a corn-flowered waterfall.

“The rules are very simple,” Helen said. She could not resist touching herself under the leather dress. “The first one to make the other one come wins. The one that comes will be severely punished.”

Richard looked hesitantly at Helen, but Kimberly had no intention of wasting time; the strenuous position had her at a slight disadvantage, and she quickly grabbed Richard’s erect cock in her mouth and started sucking it enthusiastically. Richard had to pull at his collar to reach Kimberly’s clit and pussy with his tongue, but he soon started to catch up.

Helen made sure to stay close. She loved the smell of desperation, sex, and sweat, the sound of saliva and working tongues, the heat emanating from the bodies of her helpless captives. She watched as their muscles tensed up, fighting the climax that they until now had been so focused on achieving. Helen made sure to complicate the matter with her whip.

“You’ll both have to do better!” she said as her whip landed on Kimberly’s ass. “Believe me, you do not want to be the loser of this little game.”

Both had been edging for so long that it did not take many minutes for the contest to end. Richard groaned as he shot his load into Kimberly’s mouth, his body convulsing in a massive release of orgasmic energy and pent-up arousal. The look on his face was a mix of fear and relief. It brought a smile to Helen’s face, knowing that the orgasm was bittersweet, and she saw her amusement reflected, albeit upside-down, on Kimberly’s ruby lips. They smiled as a drop of ejaculate slowly moved down her cheek.

“Well done, my slave,” Helen said as she slowly lowered Kimberly onto the floor. “You will be rewarded.”

After shackling Richard’s hands and pushing him inside a tiny cage, Helen released Kimberly from her restraints; the exhausted woman still wore her wide steel collar, and a pair of heavy Clejuso 15 cuffs were added to her wrists.

Helen smiled at her. “Follow me.”

Kimberly was led into a small room containing Helen’s countless outfits, ranging from sensual lingerie to suffocating dresses made of leather and latex. The slave was still shaking from hours of hardcore bondage end relentless edging, but she seemed to welcome the short break from the dimly lit dungeon.

“You did well in there,” Helen said and picked a short leather dress out of the massive collection. “I’m going to promote you to ‘assistant’. Would you like that?”

Kimberly raised an eyebrow. “Maybe? Mistress?”

Helen smiled and handed her the dress. “You’ll still be shackled.”

Kimberly looked at the heavy handcuffs on her wrists. “Then I’m in, Mistress.”

Helen watched as Kimberly struggled to put on the dress; it was tight, pressing the perky breasts together, and the restraints only made it more difficult. Afterward, the heavy handcuffs were exchanged for a set of steel shackles with a longer chain.

Helen grabbed Kimberly by the long blonde hair, placed an intense kiss on the ruby lips, and smiled. “Let’s go torture your fellow captive.”

The two women pulled Richard from the tiny cage and dragged him to a large, padded X-shaped table in the middle of the room. The broad-shouldered man seemed meek and intimidated as they locked his limbs to the table using steel shackles. Helen fastened his collar to the headrest, leaving him exposed and helpless.

At first, the two women were gentle. Their soft hands moved across the rugged body with feather-like touches, and only the gasps from Richard and the rattle of Kimberly’s shackles could be heard. The recent orgasm did not prevent the slave’s cock from rising, crowning the shivering body as the two women caressed every inch – except the cock.

“Are you enjoying yourself, my slave?” Helen whispered while her finger moved gently across his chest.

“Y … Yes, Mistress. Very much.”

The trepidation in his voice told her that he knew it was too good to be true. He had been promised punishment, after all.

Helen smiled at him and dug a nail into his chest. “We are going to torment you. You might find some of it arousing, pleasurable even, but if you come at any point, I will make you regret it.”

Fear and lust danced in the dark eyes as his lips quivered.

Edging a man for hours was an art form. Kimberly positioned herself on one side of the table; her lips closed around the erect cock and started sucking it. Slowly. To most, this would be the furthest one could come from torment or torture, and it took Richard a few minutes to realize that not coming was going to be a much harder challenge than he had imagined. Helen could tell that the sight of the beautiful, collared woman between his legs, sucking his cock with skill and determination, was a massive turn-on for the male slave, and he eventually had to look away.

Then Helen rammed a lubed-up dildo connected to a fucking machine into his asshole and started it up. The pleased moans turned into screams of surprise, pain, and pleasure. He fought his restraints, causing the table to creak under the pressure, but he could not escape. Meanwhile, Kimberly increased the pace, deep-throating the massive cock.

While the machine made sure to pummel Richard’s poor asshole, Helen attached clamps to his nipples and used a leather flogger to rain punishment down on his chest and arms.

“Aaaaah!” Richard screamed whenever the hits landed on the clamps. He was sweating from the pleasure and pain, and every muscle in his body was trying to stem the tide of desire.

An hour later, Richard was a sobbing, dribbling mess of a man. Kimberly had caused his pleasure to ebb and flow, masterfully directed by her hands and mouth, and the fucking machine had not relented for a second since being turned on. Whips, paddles, and canes had turned every inch of Richard’s body into an abstract painting.

Helen was having a wonderful time. “How are we doing?” she asked Richard while Kimberly was taking a short break from the blowjob and stroking the tortured cock with the outside of her fingers.

“Please, Mistress …” His voice was hoarse from moaning and screaming. “Please … let me come. I beg you.”

Helen pouted. “But you already came once today, didn’t you?”

His lips quivered as he nodded.

“I think it’s someone else’s turn.” She looked up at Kimberly. “My dear slave, why don’t you ride this poor man until you’re satisfied?”

Kimberly’s face lit up with gratitude, and she did not hesitate to climb onto Richard.

While Kimberly lifted her leather dress and slowly lowered herself onto the erect cock, Helen whispered: “Remember … you are not allowed to come.” She used a remote to increase the speed on the fucking machine still pounding his asshole and took a step back to observe her slaves.

It was a sight to behold; Richard squirmed and whimpered, pulling at the cruel restraints while Kimberly rode him hard. One slave was in agony, the other ecstasy, a meeting of flesh and steel.

“I … I can’t! Please!” Richard begged, but he was soon silenced as Helen removed her underwear, lifted her dress, and sat astride his upper torso, pushing her pussy onto his face.

She soon felt his trembling tongue licking her. Helen’s eyes locked with Kimberly’s, and the two women smiled at each other, moments before Kimberly’s face contorted as her body was shaken by what seemed like a massive orgasm. Her nails dug into Richard’s stomach, her neck muscles strained against the tight steel collar, and her scream echoed between the cold walls.

When she finally regained her senses and dismounted Richard, her legs could barely carry her, and she leaned against the wall with a smile. Helen removed herself from the eager tongue, knowing that she would have ample opportunity for satisfaction, and gagged Richard before locking the chastity cage around his cock once more.

***

Helen watched Kimberly as she dried her naked body after the warm shower. Red marks were visible on the wrists and neck; it would take a few days for them to fade.

“Did you have a good time?”

Kimberly nodded. “I did, thank you.” Her cheeks were still red. “More than I thought I would. I have to admit that I enjoyed punishing my ex.” She put on her clothes and clicked the large silver watch in place on her wrist. “What about Richard?”

They had left Richard shackled to the table – without turning off the fucking machine.

Helen smiled. “I think I’m going to keep him for a few more days.”


HERS TO USE

My heart started beating faster the moment I rang the doorbell. It was an odd, surprising sensation; I knew Isabella well, we had talked numerous times, yet this was the first time I was entering her house.

The door opened. ¨

“Jack, welcome!” Isabella said with a huge smile. There was an awkward pause where it seemed like a hug was being considered, but she eventually decided against it. “Come in!”

The faint smell of lilacs hung in the air around her. She was slightly taller than me, a slender, beautiful woman. Her deep, blue eyes were hypnotizing, and the long, brown hair framed her kind face that always seemed to be smiling. She wore a dark blue dress that managed to come off as both casual and elegant at the same time, accentuating all the right parts of her gorgeous body. As always, her wrist was adorned with a large, silver Michael Kors watch; it looked massive and sexy on her.

“The bedroom is this way.” She led me up the stairs. “I have tried everything, but I cannot get the stain out of the carpet, I’m so happy you’re willing to give it a try, you’re the best neighbor ever!”

“Happy to help,” I said. Every word felt awkward in my mouth.

The bedroom had a huge, wall-to-wall wardrobe, a dresser, and a bed with dark-gray silken sheets. It was a place I had always hoped to see, though not under these circumstances.

“I am with a client right now,” Isabella said and checked her watch. She ran a hair-salon downstairs. “I’ll bring up some refreshments when I’m done.”

The stain did not take long to remove using the tools I had brought, but I did not want to go downstairs and interrupt Isabella and her client. Instead, I took the opportunity to snoop around my neighbor’s bedroom. I opened one of the drawers in her dresser and found her underwear. Red, black, pink, all colors were represented, and I felt a trickle of excitement at the sight; this was not meant for me to see, and though the rational part of my brain was telling me to close the drawer and wait for Isabella, I was loving the rush that came from doing something forbidden. Before I knew it, I was holding several of her panties in my hands, sniffing them.

“What the hell are you doing?”

I had not heard her come up the stairs. I turned in horror to see Isabella standing in the door with a tray holding a pitcher of lemonade and two glasses. Her eyes were wide, her nostrils flared; she was furious.

“I … I am so sorry!” I said and clumsily stuffed the panties back in the drawer before closing it. “I … I was moving the drawer, you know, to see if there was more –“

“Bullshit!” She put the tray down on a nearby table and crossed her arms. “You think you can just look through my stuff?”

A painful knot formed in my stomach as I struggled to find the words, any words, that could save the situation. “I’m sorry, it was …” No words came to mind. “I should probably leave.”

Isabella lifted her hand to stop me. “Oh no, you don’t! You don’t just get to pull shit like that and leave! You need to be taught a lesson.”

I froze. Was she going to call the police?

She sat down on the bed and crossed her legs. “Strip.”

“What?”

“You heard me.” She gestured at my clothes. “Take them off.”

I was confused and embarrassed, desperate to get out of there, but the blue eyes stared at me with furious determination; Isabella was a woman used to getting her way. “I am truly sorry, it won’t –“

“Stop talking.” She looked at her watch and rested her hand on it. “I don’t have all day, my schedule is packed. Get on with it.”

I felt like I had no option. I wanted to salvage the friendship. With trembling, hesitant hands, I removed the T-shirt to reveal my well-trained torso. There was no reaction from Isabella, she simply continued to stare at me, tapping her watch impatiently. I removed my jeans and socks and looked at Isabella.

“All of it.”

The knot in my stomach tightened as I took off my boxers. She looked me up and down as I wondered what she had in store for me next. Was she going to keep my clothes and force me to walk home naked? The thought sent a cold, unpleasant shiver down my spine.

“You have been bad, Jack.” The tone in her voice was playful, but the face remained serious.

“I’m really sorry, Isabella …” I tried again, sounding like a broken record. I felt vulnerable, standing naked before my crush.

Isabella did not answer. Instead, she got up and pulled a suitcase out from under the bed. She opened it to reveal an impressive collection of handcuffs, leg irons, gags, and other toys. Without a moment’s hesitation, she grabbed a pair of hinged handcuffs and a large, red ballgag.

“Stand against the wall and spread your legs.” She pointed at the wall behind me.

“What are you –“

“Do it!”

I was not sure how to feel as Isabella forced my hands behind my back and cuffed them. I had never been handcuffed before, only in my fantasies, but the embarrassment and uncertainty kept me from enjoying the situation. Isabella pushed the ballgag into my mouth and tightened the strap behind my head.

“There. That should stop your endless apologizing.”

She spun me around and pulled me towards the large wardrobe, opening it to reveal what could only be described as a tiny jail cell, complete with metal bars and various anchor points on the wall.

Is she going to lock me in there? Why does she even have this? My thoughts were a chaotic mess.

Isabella unlocked the steel-barred door to the tiny cell, pushed me inside, and locked my handcuffs to the wall using another set of cuffs.

“I told you that you needed to be taught a lesson,” she said. Once again, she checked her watch. “I’ll be busy for a few hours.” She smiled; it was the smile of the woman in complete control. “Don’t go anywhere.”

I tried to protest, but the gag muffled my attempt and only served to send a strand of drool onto the floor of the cell. Isabella looked at the drool with disgust and closed the wardrobe door, leaving me in darkness.

I did not know whether to be afraid or aroused, and it caused my body to constantly shift between the two. I had fantasized so many times about being kept prisoner, to be handcuffed by a beautiful woman, but now that it was happening, I was not certain of how it made me feel. What was going to happen when Isabella returned? It would only take a few quick photos of my vulnerable state to ruin everything for me.

But there was nothing I could do about it now.

After what felt like an eternity, the door to the wardrobe was opened.

“Have you been enjoying yourself?” Isabella said with a smirk.

“Mmhmmm …” was all I could say due to the gag. My jaw was aching, and my arms were sore from being cuffed behind my back for so long.

She cocked her head. “Do you want to be let out?”

I nodded.

“Alright. Will you do as I tell you?”

I nodded again. I just wanted to get out of the small, cramped cell. My mind did not think much further than that.

Isabella unlocked the handcuffs from the wall and pulled me out of the cell. I barely registered her unlocking them before they were locked on in front – Isabella seemed to be very experienced in using handcuffs.

“Lie down.” She pointed at the silken sheets with an expression that left no room for debate or discussion.

I obliged and laid my naked, drool-drenched body down on the comfortable bed. First, Isabella locked my ankles to the corner bedposts using two sets of ankle cuffs, keeping my legs spread. She then got onto the bed and sat astride my torso as she used another pair of handcuffs to lock my hands to a hidden anchor point on the headboard.

I had never felt this vulnerable in my life. I was completely trapped, unable to move much, and the gag still filled my mouth. But now that I was out of the cell and far more comfortable, despite the restraints, I could not help but get aroused as I lay there. Isabella got up and stood at the foot of the bed with her hands on her hips, looking at me with a secretive smirk. She was a beautiful woman, radiant even, and I was at her mercy.

“Someone is enjoying himself,” she said and nodded at my erection. “The cell was just the warm-up. This is the first part of your actual punishment – though it might not feel like it.”

She started taking her dress off. I could not believe what was happening, and my entire body shivered as I saw her slowly reveal the black lingerie beneath. Her perfect breasts, the fit body, it all served to make me even harder.

“Do you like what you see?” she said in a sultry voice as she posed in her underwear. The silver watch looked even more impressive now; it was the only jewelry she wore.

I had to nod, though my erection told her all she needed to know. She sat on the edge of the bed and let her slender, perfectly manicured fingers run up my inner thigh.

“You have been such a bad boy, Jack,” she said, stopping just as she neared my cock. “Don’t you agree?”

“Mmhmm …” Her touch was like fire – my entire body quaked whenever she stroked my thigh, my belly, my cheek. I could feel the cold steel from her watch touch my skin, and it only made it worse.

She was teasing me. And it was working.

“Do you accept your punishment?”

I nodded. What else could I do?

“Do you accept that you are my slave, to do with what I please until I see fit to release you?”

It was a fantasy come true for me, even if I felt slightly insecure seeing the diabolical spark in her deep, blue eyes. I nodded.

“Good. Maybe you deserve a little reward.” She sat astride my stomach once more, making sure not to touch my cock. With sensual grace, she removed her bra and revealed the most amazing set of breasts I had ever seen. Not too big, not too small. Perfect.

She started touching them, moaning as she did, doing a show meant for me alone. Her hands explored her body, sneaking down into her panties. It was driving me insane – I wanted her, badly, but I was helpless to do anything about it, and she knew it.

“Do you want to fuck me, Jack?”

Yes. More than anything.

I nodded furiously. I had never been this hard before; my cock thirsted for her.

Part of me could not believe it when Isabella removed her panties and lowered herself onto my erect cock after applying a condom. Her warm, wet pussy welcomed me inside. For a second, I feared I would come right there and then. She looked like a goddess as she rode me, staring me in the eyes as she caressed her nipples while slowly moving her body up and down. I pulled at my cuffs; I had to test them, and the feeling of helplessness only increased my arousal.

This was amazing. Mindblowing. The sight of her body, the watch glistening in the last rays of sunlight that peeked through the blinds, her delightful, deep moans, it all came together. I wanted the experience to last forever – nothing was ever going to top it.

I was shackled. Immovable. Gagged

Being fucked by my neighbor.

I could not believe it.

Isabella started riding me harder. She scratched my chest with her long nails as I neared climax. I stared wide-eyed at her in an attempt to tell her I was close.

“You may come, little slave,” she said with a smile.

And I did. My body exploded in a ravenous, shattering orgasm as I ejaculated inside Isabella. I pulled at my chains, felt the metal dig into my wrists and ankles. A primal roar escaped me and filled the room, despite the gag’s muffling effect.

But my pleasure soon turned to panic.

Isabella kept riding me.

I stared at her and groaned into the gag, but she just stared at me with a sadistic smile.

“Does this make you uncomfortable?” she said in a parody of a little girl's voice. “Do you want me to stop?”

I nodded and pleaded with my eyes. My cock was too sensitive at this point.

“Then I will stop.” She slid off my tormented cock and stood next to the bed. “But it is going to cost you.”

I was exhausted after the massive orgasm, yet my humiliation at Isabella’s hand had only just begun.

“Time for the next part of your punishment,” she said and opened a drawer. “Since you like my panties so much, you get to wear them. And more.”

She unlocked me from the bed and locked my hands behind my back before tossing a pair of panties in front of me. It was not an elegant display, putting on panties with hands cuffed behind my back, but it was only the beginning. After momentarily unlocking the cuffs for me to add a bra, she re-locked the cuffs and added a blonde wig.

“You’re starting to look like a little slut,” she said with a smile. “But one thing is missing. I’m going to remove your gag, but you are not allowed to talk unless I ask you a direct question. Do you understand?”

I nodded. She then removed the gag and applied a bright red lipstick to my lips. I could almost feel the shame drip from my body as I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror. Isabella locked a pair of leg irons around my ankles and ordered me to kneel. The cold hand of fear gripped my throat as I saw her take a strap-on from the suitcase.

“Little sluts get fucked, Jack,” Isabella said as she inserted the dildo on the inside of the strap-on into her pussy. “But first, you have to suck it.”

Isabella towered above me. She looked powerful and confident, standing naked with the strap-on, her hands on her hips, the sparkling, silver Michael Kors watch placed right before my eyes. I feared the rubber cock, but I wanted to please her. I felt humiliated, degraded, yet oddly aroused as I took the rubber cock in my mouth and started sucking it. It was an unfamiliar sensation, though not entirely unpleasant.

“Time for the final part of your punishment, my little sissy slave,” Isabella said and told me to kneel on the bed, facing one of the bedposts. She then locked a wide leather collar around my neck and locked it to the post with a short chain, forcing me to bend forward.

My heart was racing. I knew what was coming. Part of me even felt I deserved it. The collar prevented me from seeing what Isabella was doing behind me, so I was not prepared when the first slap of her open palm hit my butt.

“Who has been bad?” she asked as she continued to spank me.

“I … I have?” I stuttered.

”You do not seem too certain.” She sounded disappointed. “Who has been bad?”

A well-placed hit to the lower part of my butt graced my testicles and made me cry out. “I have!”

“That is better. Are you a bad little sissy slave, Jack?”

“Yes.”

“Say it!” The hits kept coming.

“I am a bad little sissy slave,” I said. The words tasted like truth; there was something about all this that seemed … right. I could feel myself getting hard again. Was it the spanking? The humiliation? The bondage? I did not know, nor did I care at this moment. I was scared, but it only added to my arousal.

I heard the sound of lube being applied.

I heard Isabella position herself behind me.

I was vulnerable, exposed, helpless. The tip of the dildo started exploring the area around my asshole. She placed a hand on my hip; the clasp of her watch scratched my skin.

Then she entered me. I had to bite my lip to stop myself from crying out in pain, but a few pitiful whimpers escaped me as she fucked me. It was slow but still unpleasant, at least at first.

Isabella started going deeper. She dominated my body, took control, and it was a massive turn-on. I felt my erection harden as she went faster. The discomfort was still there, but pure, unfiltered lust had joined the party.

Behind me, Isabella continued to fuck me harder and harder. I could hear her moan as every thrust made the other dildo move inside her. Her nails dug into my hips and butt. It still caused me some pain, but it was worth the rush of arousal that had turned into an unstoppable torrent. The world around me seemed to disappear as she punished my ass, driving me further up the mountain of lust.

I was getting close. My entire body was edging on the brink, and Isabella could sense it.

“Are you close, little slut?” she asked.

“Y… Yes.”

“Do you deserve another orgasm, the way you have acted?”

I felt my mouth go dry. “No …”

“I agree.” She pulled out. My ass suddenly felt empty, hollow even, as if something was missing. “This is a punishment, after all.”

I wanted to protest, to beg her to enter me again, but I did not dare. Isabella removed the collar, cuffs, and leg irons and told me to get dressed and get out. The shame and embarrassment I had felt earlier returned, no longer suppressed by the rush of endorphins. I bowed my head as I pulled my pants up over the panties, painfully aware that I would have to walk home with a sore asshole while wearing lipstick.

Isabella sat on the bed, watching me. She was still naked, still wearing the strap-on. I could feel her eyes on me, yet I did not dare meet her gaze.

“Jack …” she said when I reached the door.

I turned to look at her. For the first time since my transgression, I saw a warm, inviting smile on Isabella’s face.

“I might need the carpet cleaned again next week.”


THEIR PLAYTHING

Daniel always felt an odd mix of relief and anxiety whenever he stepped inside his home. It had been a good day, and he was in a great mood, but the familiar knot formed in his stomach the moment he closed the front door behind him.

“Is that you, Daniel?” a bright, musical voice sounded from the kitchen.

Of course, it was him. It always was. And she was always home to greet him.

He entered the kitchen and saw her sitting at the kitchen aisle, drinking a cup of coffee. The long, wavy brown hair flowed onto her shoulders, and the dark eyes looked at him with a curious spark. She got up from her chair and walked towards him; every step was graceful, her large bosom barely contained by the tight crop top. She was almost a head taller than Daniel and eight years older.

Keira. His stepsister. The woman who had practically raised him.

She smiled and hugged him. “Welcome home. Did you have a good day?”

He was distracted by having her breasts pushed against him. Keira always smelled of vanilla, and her hugs always lasted a few seconds longer than expected. “I did. The test went well.”

“Of course, it did!” She took a step back and looked at Daniel’s hair with a frown. “Your hair looks messy,” she said and adjusted it.

Daniel wanted to protest, to say that Jenny liked it that way, but he never objected to Keira’s comments. She was probably right, anyway.

“I’m off Friday night,” Keira continued after finally giving up on fixing Daniel’s hair. “Do you want to watch a movie together?”

Daniel looked down and wrung his hands. “I … I have plans.”

A crease formed above Keira’s deep, dark eyes. “Plans? With whom?”

“Jenny.”

Keira crossed her arms and stared at her stepbrother. “The girl from your class?”

He nodded but was not able to meet her inquisitive gaze.

“Daniel, she’s only 18!”

He sighed. “So am I, Keira.”

“It’s not appropriate for you to have a girlfriend, not at your age.” She caressed his cheek. “You know that.”

“Yes. I will cancel.” The knot in his stomach tightened.

Keira embraced Daniel and gave him a quick kiss on the lips. “It’s the right decision. Sit down, I’ll make you a sandwich!”

Daniel stared at his stepsister as she walked away, humming a happy tune. She had always pampered him, always protected him. He both loved and hated her for that; she was always keeping an eye on him, limiting him, but he felt uncomfortable if he was away from her for too long.

How am I going to tell Jenny?

He met Jenny outside the school the next day. She was singing along to a pop song in her headphones, sitting on a bench while soaking up the sun. Daniel stood at a distance and watched her, unable to quell the goofy smile on his face; Jenny was his first girlfriend, and he had no idea how he had managed to draw the attention of such a beautiful girl. Like Keira, she was a fair bit taller than him. Her slender, stacked body looked amazing in the tight, button-down shirt and the short skirt. Her lips were full and inviting, and the breeze caught strands of her long, dark hair.

She looked up at him as he approached. Her face lit up in a warm smile. “There you are!” She grabbed his shirt and pulled Daniel down for an intense kiss with ample tongue. A few passing students stared with a mix of envy and disgust. “I missed you! I can’t wait till Friday!”

Daniel sat down next to her and sighed. “About Friday … I … I have to cancel. Something came up.”

Jenny cocked her head and looked at him for a second, then shrugged. “Oh well, it happens.” She pinched his arm, hard, and laughed when he winced. “I’ll just come over Saturday instead.”

Daniel blinked. “Come over?”

“Yes!” She placed her hand on his crotch; he could feel himself getting hard from her touch. “It’s time for us to fuck, Daniel.”

“Oh … Okay?”

She laughed. “Don’t you want to?”

He nodded. He did, but he was afraid that Keira would find out, even though she had the evening shift on Saturday.

“Then it’s settled. I’ll come over Saturday, and you are going to fuck my brains out. I’ll bring condoms!” She checked her watch. “I gotta go.” She placed a huge, wet kiss on his cheek. “Can’t wait!”

***

Daniel’s heart was racing as he opened the door to let Jenny inside his home. They had been dating for a few months, but he had never dared invite her. His eyes were unable to wrestle themselves away from Jenny’s generous cleavage as she approached him with a playful spark in her dark eyes.

“Nice place,” she said and kissed him.

The smell of her perfume was intoxicating, and Daniel was already getting hard.

“Mmm …” Jenny said and smiled. “It feels like someone has been looking forward to tonight.”

He had. Jenny was incredibly sexy, and Daniel had fantasized about this since before they had started dating. Jenny was the girl all the boys at school yearned for, and Daniel had been caught by surprise when Jenny had walked up to him during a party and loudly proclaimed that he was now her boyfriend before kissing him.

“You haven’t touched yourself this week, have you?” She looked at him with a furrowed brow. “You’ve saved yourself for me?”

“Eh … what?” Daniel did not know how to respond.

Jenny laughed and pinched him. “I’m just kidding! Though I might need to spank you for misbehaving. So, where’s your room?”

He showed her upstairs. They watched a movie together, but Daniel was not able to focus on what was going on. Jenny was lying close to him, and her hand occasionally grazed his crotch when she reached for the bowl of candy; he knew that she did it on purpose, and it was driving him insane.

When the credits rolled, Jenny stood up and placed her hands on her hips. “It’s time, Daniel. Take your clothes off.”

In his mind, he imagined taking control, pushing Jenny onto the bed, but somehow, this felt more natural. He undressed in front of her, revealing the small-framed body while she watched him with a playful smile.

“Lie down on the bed,” she ordered.

He obeyed.

Jenny started undressing slowly. The tight-fitting shirt was removed, revealing the black lace bra that struggled to contain the huge breasts, as well as the hint of a six-pack beneath the tanned skin. Daniel’s heart beat like a drum in his chest as he watched her get naked, and he wondered if he would be able to last more than a few seconds when fucking a goddess like Jenny.

She crawled onto the bed and slowly moved towards his cock. He was already semi-erect, but his cock soon went rock-hard as the ruby lips closed around it and start moving up and down in a slow, sensual rhythm. The dark eyes looked up at him as she sucked his cock while her soft hands cupped his balls.

“Are you ready for me, Daniel?” she asked shortly after.

He was. He feared that he would come right there and then as Jenny put on the condom, and his mind was about to explode from lust and excitement as she sat astride him and started lowering herself onto his cock.

It felt like an eternity. Every heartbeat felt like an hour as the gorgeous body inched ever closer, but just as the tip of Daniel’s cock touched Jenny’s pussy, the door to the room opened.

“Get off him!” Keira stormed into the room and pulled Jenny off of Daniel. “Get the fuck out, whore!”

Jenny stared at Keira, then at Daniel, but he could find no words to say. Jenny rolled her eyes, grabbed her clothes, and ran out the door.

“I thought we agreed that you weren’t ready for something like that?” Keira said in a condescending, admonishing voice. Her eyes shot lightning, and she stared at Daniel, expecting an explanation.

Daniel did not know where to look. He could feel the blood rush to his cheeks, but there was still enough left to maintain the embarrassing erection. “I … I’m sorry, Keira.”

“Sorry won’t cut it! You’re grounded!” She looked at Daniel’s cock and sighed. “Go to sleep. We’ll talk about this in the morning.”

Keira slammed the door, leaving a humiliated, heartbroDaniel Daniel behind. He knew that it was ludicrous for an 18-year-old to be grounded by his stepsister, but he had never been able to stand up to his overprotective, but well-meaning, stepsister.

Daniel cried himself to sleep, unaware that his troubles were only just beginning.

***

Keira did not enforce the threatened house arrest for long, and to Daniel’s surprise, Jenny was quick to shrug off the experience. If anything, it seemed to make her want him more. She kissed him more often when they met at school, and she assured him several times that they would soon get a second chance. Daniel was feeling a lot better, and he was having pleasant, naughty dreams about Jenny when he was woDaniel one night by an odd, cold feeling on his crotch, followed by a clicking sound.

It took Daniel a few seconds to wake up and understand what was going on. Keira was leaning in over his naked body, staring at Daniel with a wry smile.

“There. This should keep you from doing anything stupid,” she said.

Daniel looked down to see a stainless steel chastity cage surrounding his cock. Keira had locked it with a padlock.

“Keira, you can’t do that …” Daniel said, his voice barely a whisper.

She shook her head. “Of course, I can. I have to take care of you, or you’ll get hurt. Now, go back to sleep.”

Keira kissed him on the forehead and left the room as if nothing had happened. Daniel stared at the contraption between his legs, unable to comprehend what had just happened. He prodded at the shiny steel, but he had no access to his cock. It felt uncomfortable and clunky, yet all he could think about was how he was going to tell Jenny. His mind was conditioned to accept every single one of Keira’s whims, and at no point did it occur to him to demand that she remove it.

Daniel had barely slept when he trundled downstairs the next morning. Keira was waiting for him in the kitchen with a huge smile on her face. He could feel the cage rub against his skin with every step; it was humiliating, degrading.

“How did you sleep?” Keira asked, nodding at Daniel’s crotch.

He groaned. “Horribly. This thing is a nightmare.”

“You’ll get used to it. It’s better this way,” Keira said in a chipper tone. “By the way, I have something I want you to wear today.”

Now what?

Daniel felt his mouth go dry as Keira laid out a full set of women’s red lingerie. He looked at her in disbelief; what was the meaning of this? He took a step back and shook his head.

“I’m not wearing that, Keira.” His voice was weak. Somehow, he knew she would make him, but he had to try and get out of it.

“No one will see it,” she said and rolled her eyes. “I worry about you. I’ll feel better if you wear this. You don’t want me to be sick with worry all day, do you?”

“Of course not.”

“Good, then we’re agreed.” Keira leaned in over the table and rested her chin on her hand, looking at Daniel expectingly, waiting for him to undress. “You know, it’d all be so much easier if you were a girl. You could just stay here with me, I wouldn’t have to worry.”

Daniel did not respond. He took off his clothes in front of her. The morning sun reflected off the cage, a shiny symbol of his lack of willpower. Keira’s dream of Daniel being a girl was nothing new; she had mentioned it regularly since they were kids, but this was the first time that she had acted on it this way.

At least no one will see it, he thought. But he would know the bra and panties were there.

That night, Daniel’s humiliation deepened. The stereo was blasting the type of cheery pop music that Keira loved, and she was dancing around in nothing but hotpants and a bra while she applied makeup to a hapless Daniel. He did not move or comment – there was no point. Keira laughed and made kissy faces at him, occasionally commenting on how beautiful he looked. Daniel was sitting in nothing but his chastity cage and the feminine underwear. He felt like his skeleton tried to eject itself from his body to escape the discomfort, but he could not bring himself to stop it. Keira had enough worries, and though he was feeling miserable, at least she seemed happy.

A nagging voice whispered in the back of his mind, telling him that this was just the beginning. That it was going to spiral out of control. But he suppressed it, as he had often done.

Keira was always right.

***

Daniel was walking down the street outside the school, hoping to sneak home without encountering anyone. Ever since Keira had locked him in chastity a week before, he could not help but feel that everyone could tell. Every time someone looked at him, he was certain that they were going to call him out, to reveal to everyone that he wore a steel cage around his cock.

He turned a corner to see a familiar, beautiful face.

Shit.

“Daniel!” Jenny ran towards him and threw her arms around him. “I’ve missed you so much!” She smiled at him. “Have you been avoiding me?”

Yes.

“No, sorry, I … I’ve been busy.”

She cocked her head. “Too busy to hang out with your girlfriend? We do have unfinished business, you know.”

Jenny let her hand run up Daniel’s leg and towards his crotch. Before he had time to react, she had grabbed it. Her eyes widened as she held the chastity cage.

“What the fuck is that?”

Daniel scratched his neck. His entire body felt like a furnace. “Eh … it’s hard to explain.”

“Try me.” Jenny still had her hand on the cage and smiled at an old lady walking by, staring at the young couple.

Daniel took a deep breath. “Keira … locked a chastity cage. On my … you know.”

“On your cock?” Jenny laughed. “On my cock?” She shook the cage, causing Daniel to wince in pain. “This is my property!”

“Of … of course, it is.” Daniel had no idea what to say.

Jenny bit her lip; it seemed like an idea had formed in her head. “When does your sister have her next evening shift?”

“Tomorrow. Why?”

“I’ll come over.”

Daniel raised an eyebrow. “Sure, but you know we can’t …”

“Leave that to me.” Jenny kissed him passionately, gave the cage another painful shake, and half walked, half danced down the street.

Daniel struggled to get used to the chastity cage, and a creeping sense of dread started building as he waited for the doorbell to ring the next day. He could not tell if it was the fear of being discovered by Keira once more and what she might come up with as a punishment this time, or simply having Jenny over – he was crazy about her, but she was unpredictable, and there was no way to get the chastity cage off. What on Earth could she be planning?

He did not have to wait long to find out.

The moment Jenny entered the house, there was a palpable tension in the air; Daniel was visibly nervous, and it seemed to entice Jenny – she fed off his discomfort, and the secretive smile on her face never faded from the moment she stepped in the door.

“Do you want to have sex with me, Daniel?” Jenny asked while she fiddled with her long hair. There was obviously only one right answer.

He nodded. “I do, but …”

“Great!”

She grabbed his hand and dragged him upstairs to his bedroom.

“Get naked,” she said the moment they entered the room. There was no hint of affection in her voice; this was a direct order.

She took a step back and stared at him with her arms crossed. The smile widened when the cage was revealed, and she knelt in front of Daniel and studied the contraption while biting her lower lip.

“Fascinating!” The tinge of excitement in the bright voice only added to Daniel’s increasing discomfort. She pulled at it, causing a jolt of pain to radiate from Daniel’s cock. “That is what I call cock control – Keira is brilliant.”

“I’m not sure I agree,” Daniel said with a sigh. He could feel the warmth from Jenny’s body, and the tight shirt and short skirt were making his cock grow and rub against the steel cage.

Jenny smiled. “When one door closes, another one opens.” She opened her bag and pulled out a large strapon.

A hesitant smile broke through the discomfort and landed on Daniel’s face. He wanted to have sex with Jenny, and now that he had been refused access to using his own cock, a strapon would at least allow him to pleasure his girlfriend.

Then he noticed the dildo on the inside of the strapons leather harness.

Jenny licked her lips as Daniel’s smile turned into an expression of pure terror. “Sex is such a wide term,” she said as she undressed. The sight of the magnificent body could not break through the fog of fear that had grabbed hold of Daniel. “I think you might enjoy this.” She smiled. “In either case, I certainly will.”

Jenny slowly inserted the inside dildo into her pussy with a satisfied moan before tightening the straps. She took a step towards Daniel, who could not take his eyes off the large purple dildo that jiggled in rhythm with the breasts.

“Get on all fours,” Jenny said and pointed at the bed.

Daniel shook his head. “No, I don’t want that …”

A sharp, intense pain emanated from his cheek as Jenny slapped him.

“Don’t be such a pussy, Daniel! Get on the bed so I can fuck you in the ass!”

There was something malevolent in Jenny’s voice, something that terrified Daniel and made him comply, despite every bone in his body screaming for him to run away. This was not what he had had in mind.

But it was what Jenny wanted.

Daniel had never refused to comply with what Jenny, or Keira, wanted, and even though he wanted to stop it, wanted to escape, he found himself getting onto the bed on all fours.

“There’s a good boy,” Jenny said. Her voice was suddenly cold and distant, dripping with menace.

Daniel was vulnerable, exposed, helpless. The tip of the dildo started exploring the area around his asshole. Jenny placed a hand on his hip; Daniel could feel the cold bracelets on her wrist against his skin.

Then she entered him. He had to bite his lip to stop himself from crying out in pain, but a few pitiful whimpers escaped him as she fucked him. It was slow but still unpleasant. The dildo was too large, and even though Jenny had applied lube, Daniel could not relax, and the tenseness only made it worse.

Nails dug into his skin; it was not sensual, only painful, and he could hear Jenny laugh behind him every time he whimpered or cried out.

“Take it, you slut!” Jenny said and hit him harder.

She was enjoying it, she was getting turned on by his pain and discomfort.

It started making sense to him. The pinches. The wry smiles. Jenny was a sadist, and he was on the receiving end. It felt like the nails were drawing blood, and soon, hard slaps started hitting his butt. The pain was nothing compared to what his asshole was feeling, but it added to the humiliation of being pegged by his girlfriend; even if he was physically able to get away, to push her aside, his fragile willpower could not muster up the courage.

Jenny started going deeper. She dominated his body, took control, but no pleasure or arousal broke through the fog in Daniel’s mind. Behind him, Jenny continued to fuck him harder and harder. He could hear her moan as every thrust made the other dildo move inside her. Her nails dug even deeper into his hips and butt.

“Please … Jenny … it hurts,” he begged.

She did not answer. Instead, another hard slap hit his ass.

“I beg you! Stop!”

“Don’t you want me to come, Daniel?” The voice was condescending and annoyed. “Have I not deserved pleasure?”

“Of course, I … I’m sorry.” He gritted his teeth and buried his face in the pillow.

When Jenny finally came from the dildo inside her and the harness grinding against her clit, Daniel was a wreck. Jenny rolled onto the bed, panting and smiling, but Daniel stayed on all fours. His asshole burned, and his entire body was shaking.

“That was amazing!” Jenny said and rolled towards Daniel. Her eyes were beaming as she smiled at him. “I’m going to sleep here tonight.”

Daniel had no energy left to resist. He knew it would cause conflict in the morning when Keira and Jenny would meet, but there was no longer any point in trying to say no to his girlfriend. He merely nodded and sighed.

***

Daniel woke the next morning, tired and extremely sore. He had struggled to find a comfortable sleeping position all night. When he turned around, he let out a sigh of relief.

Jenny was nowhere to be seen.

She must have gone home during the night, he thought. At least he would not have to deal with Keira’s disappointment and guilt-tripping today. He winced as he sat on the edge of the bed and got dressed.

When he came down the stairs, his heart nearly stopped. Two female voices could be heard from the kitchen, chatting and laughing. With hesitant, frightened steps, he turned the corner and saw Jenny and Keira standing next to each other. Both of them wore nothing but T-shirts and panties, and they looked at him with smiles that made the blood in his veins freeze.

“Good morning, sunshine,” Keira said. Her eyes were narrow, but the wry smile remained. “Seems like you have been a bad boy again.”

Jenny nodded. “He is. Such a bad little sissy boy.”

The two women walked towards Daniel, and he suddenly felt small and insignificant as they towered over him with their arms crossed. They both looked amazing in the rays of the rising sun.

“We’ve been talking,” Jenny said.

Keira poked Daniel’s chest with her finger. “And we have agreed that you need to be punished.”

Daniel opened his mouth to answer, but no words came out.

Jenny shook his head. “It’s probably better if you don’t speak. Pets don’t talk back at their owners.”

Pets?

Keira grabbed a bag on the kitchen counter and found a wide leather collar with a leash inside it. “I knew I bought this for a reason.”

Daniel stood still, paralyzed, as his stepsister locked the collar around his neck. Whenever he thought he had hit rock bottom, that the humiliation could not get any worse, they found a way.

“Get on all fours, little pet,” Keira said with a smile and yanked the leash downward.

He complied. What else could he do? It was as if the two goddesses had placed a spell on him. They dragged him by the collar through the house, occasionally stepping on his hands or placing a foot on his face. Keira disappeared into the kitchen, only to return with a scissor which she used to cut off Daniel’s T-shirt and underwear, leaving him naked. They forced him to smell their feet and lick them, all the while chatting about what kind of torment or humiliation they could cause him next. Jenny whispered something to Keira, whose face lit up in a devilish grin.

“Great idea!” she said and pulled Daniel’s leash, forcing him to his feet.

Daniel stared in disbelief as the leash was removed from the collar and instead locked to his chastity cage. The two women laughed at the sight of his pale face; the humiliation deepened when Keira once more dug into the bag on the kitchen counter and found a riding crop. As Jenny pulled Daniel through the house, Keira pummeled his back and ass with increasingly harder hits. The cage pulled at his cock and balls, causing him tremendous pain, but whenever he tried to hold the leash, to relieve the strain, the riding crop landed on his hands.

“Bad Danielny!” Keira said with a frown. “Do you think we are being unfair?”

Something made Daniel shake his head. “No …”

“Good! Do you think you deserve a harsher punishment?” Jenny asked.

No! I want it to stop! I haven’t done anything wrong! Those were the words in Daniel’s mind, but a feeble, submissive ‘yes’ was all that escaped him. Soon, his hands were handcuffed behind his back, and he stared in horror as Jenny found the strapon and put it on after removing her clothes.

Daniel thought that it could not get any worse. That nothing could beat the humiliation of being dragged around the house by his cock cage and the prospect of being pegged by his girlfriend again.

Then Keira started undressing.

He had not seen her naked since they were kids. He wanted to look away, but the stacked, slender body that was revealed to him was impossible to ignore. Shame engulfed him as his cock hardened, and it only got worse when Keira laid down on the couch and spread her legs, showing her pussy.

“You’ve always wanted this, haven’t you?” Keira said with a smile.

No! I haven’t! It felt wrong. Humiliating. But he could do nothing as Jenny used the leash connected to his chastity cage to pull him closer to his sister’s pussy. Jenny grabbed his hair and pushed him down.

“Lick her,” she commanded. “Lick your stepsister. Show her how much you appreciate all the things she’s done for you.”

Daniel had never licked pussy before, and he had never thought that Keira would be his first. The taste of her pussy tickled his tongue, and he had to fight the nausea building in his stomach as the shame and humiliation threatened to make him throw up. Keira’s loud moaning only made it worse.

Then Jenny started fucking him from behind. He struggled against his handcuffs, but he could do nothing. Keira’s surprisingly strong hands kept his head in place, and the moans from the two women soon drowned out Daniel’s whimpering.

“He doesn’t say much,” Jenny said. Daniel could tell that she was smiling from the timbre in her voice. “You raised a good little pet, Keira.”

“He needs a whack on the nose sometimes, but yes.”

Jenny started fucking Daniel harder. “Should we let him out of the cage for a bit? Something tells me he’s not enjoying this.”

Daniel struggled to breathe as Keira pushed his face into her pussy. “Maybe we should.”

Jenny pulled out and removed the strapon while Keira went to get the key to Daniel’s chastity cage. He was left on his knees trying to catch his breath. They dragged him into Keira’s bedroom and unlocked his handcuffs, only to immediately throw him onto the bed and lock his hands above his head to the bed frame.

This isn’t happening, Daniel thought as the two naked women crawled onto the bed. This should be a fantasy come true – naked in bed with two beautiful women, but nothing about it felt natural or pleasant to him. Not even when his cock was finally freed from its prison.

“Look, he doesn’t even get hard from looking at us,” Jenny said with a pouty face. “Insulting.”

“He can be rude.” Keira closed her soft hand around Daniel’s cock. “Let’s see if we can do something about that.”

Daniel tried to fight it, but he soon got hard. Rock hard. His cock tried to tell his brain that it was having a wonderful time, but his mind would not listen. The two women started licking his cock at the same time; it was painfully slow, and Daniel pulled at his handcuffs to escape, to get away from the lust building inside him.

The girls took turns sucking his cock, but every time Daniel got close to orgasm, they would stop and stare at him with disappointed frowns on their faces. This continued for what felt like ages – teasing, then condemning, humiliating stares.

Had it been an hour? Two? Daniel’s balls were starting to hurt from the constant edging, and his mind could barely muster a coherent thought anymore. He just wanted to come, to be released, both from the forbidden, shameful lust and the handcuffs, but there was no release to be had, and he was terrified to see Keira put on the strapon. She pulled him towards the edge of the bed, ensuring that she could reach his asshole while kneeling on the floor.

“Spread your legs, stepbrother,” she said with a sadistic smile.

Daniel shook his head. This was too much.

“Keira …”

“Do it.”

He obeyed, and once more, the dildo was thrust into his asshole. As Keira started fucking him, she also jerked him off, adding to his humiliation. She was slow, making sure to prolong his punishment, and the thought that his stepsister could be the first woman to make him come scared him like nothing else.

Jenny, not one to be left out, sat astride his torso and started slapping his face.

“Harder, Jenny,” Keira encouraged.

Daniel looked up at his girlfriend as she let the slaps rain onto his cheeks. He started crying, but it only made her smile. She leaned down and licked the tears from his cheeks.

This went on for a while. Daniel could tell that he could not resist much longer, that he was about to blow his load on his stepsister, despite the intense discomfort from the anal fucking.

“I think he’s very close now, Keira,” Jenny said with a disappointed frown.

“Oh, we can’t have that!”

A few seconds later, the chastity cage was locked back onto Daniel’s aching, edging cock. He cried out in frustration, shame, and pain. He wanted it to end, but there was nothing in the fiery, determined eyes of his stepsister and girlfriend that they were going to let him go.

“I always wanted a little sister,” Keira said as the two women stood and looked at Daniel squirming on the bed, still in handcuffs.

Jenny smiled and squeezed Keira’s hand. “We can get close.”

The two women squealed with joy as they started putting lingerie and a dress on Daniel, who could do nothing but lie there. He was spent, tired, and beaten; he did not try to resist out of fear that they would bring back the strapon or start hitting him again. The soft silDaniel clothes felt wrong, and it was like the Daniel that he knew was being buried alive, hidden under a new layer of skin. They applied makeup and even found a wig in one of Keira’s drawers.

“This is fun!” Jenny said as she painted red lipstick on Daniel’s quivering lips.

Keira smiled. “It is. I should have done this years ago. I wouldn’t have chased you out if I had known that Daniel had such good taste in women.”

“You’re too sweet!” Jenny bit her lower lip and fluttered her eyebrows at Keira.

Daniel was merely an extra, a bystander. He felt like his body had stopped functioning like he was trapped and comatose, unable to move, comment, or do anything as he watched his girlfriend kiss his older stepsister. The kiss was intense; he could see their tongues work the inside of each other’s mouths, and their hands soon started squeezing the large breasts. Both of them made a point of looking at Daniel as they made out as if the sight of him cuffed to the bed wearing women’s clothes turned them both on.

Daniel could not tell if he was aroused or disgusted at the sight. He knew nothing anymore. He did not even protest or struggle when they uncuffed him from the bed only to cuff him to the radiator, just so they could start having sex on Keira’s bed.

Jenny paused her licking of Keira’s pussy to look at Daniel. “I’ve always wanted a pet. I guess a sissy pet is just as good.”

Keira nodded and let a hand run through Jenny’s hair. “Agreed. But right now, I think you should go wash that strapon – I’m horny.”

The two women laughed.

Daniel could only watch. Was this his life now, being the plaything of Jenny and Keira? Was Jenny even his girlfriend anymore?

Daniel had no idea. It did not seem like he had any say in it all anyway.


Message from the Author

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

My books

Novels and novellas
Damsel in Distress for Hire

Slave to Faith: The sinful nun

Corporate Punishment: A dungeon romance

Inspired: The erotic tale of an aspiring writer’s journey into bondage

Thundering Lust: Seducing Asgard 1

Hard Time: My Husband’s Prisoner

Kara – The Warrior Slave

Short stories

The Bachelor Party

BDSM Stories (series)

Jessica’s Self-bondage Adventures (series)

Tales from the Dungeon (series)
Collections and bundles

Tales from the Dungeon – Volume 1
Jessica’s Self-bondage Adventures – Volume 1

Chained Desire – A BDSM short story collection

Non-fiction

Unforgiving Steel: An illustrated introduction to bondage and self-bondage using handcuffs, shackles, and chains
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