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Laura Woodward awoke from a bad dream, one
where she was still with her boring and sexually nondescript
husband. She’d been dreaming of how he would climb on top of her
once a month and give her three or four minutes of mediocre
missionary sex, always leaving her unsatisfied. As she came to, she
remembered she was now living with Denise, her Mistress and her
younger lover.

 


Now that she’d proven herself a worthy
submissive to her Mistress, she had been told that Marcus was about
to return, having been away for undisclosed reasons. She had loved
being shared by both her Mistress and Master soon after she arrived
and felt butterflies in her stomach knowing he was about to make a
reappearance. She had a feeling that something out of the ordinary
would be in store for her, having had her eyes opened to a wide
range of sexual experiences already.



She looked across at the alarm clock beside her on her bedside
table and saw that it was time to get up anyway, to perform her
maid duties. Within half an hour she was carrying a breakfast tray
into her Mistress’s room, who was sat up in bed in a black silk
dressing gown.



Laura felt a little forward as she handed her the tray and said,
“Will Master being returning home today, Ma’am?”, her
curiosity getting the better of her.



“That is correct Laura, this evening. He’s been away attending
to some important business. I’ve been keeping him updated on your
progress. I’ve told him that you’ve met my requirements and so he
intends to return this evening. I’ve been given instructions....you
will find out what he wishes soon enough...for now, return to your
room, Laura....and take this pair of fishnet stockings with you,
your Master wants you to wear them tonight....” she said with a
typically stentorian tone.



Laura was a little taken aback at having to stay in her room, but
she decided she would read some of Denise’s many erotic stories to
keep her stimulated. And they certainly kept her stimulated. With
her door locked, she found that one story was getting her very
aroused and she lay back on her bed, lifting up the hem of her maid
uniform and slipping her hand inside her cotton white
panties.



The story that was stirring up her arousal was about a college
student who spends the summer with a dominant couple and learns
about the submissive lifestyle. As she read about this girl being
tied up and pleasured she began wondering what was going to happen
upon her Master’s return. She tingled with excitement at the
possibilities and rubbed herself to a deep orgasm, slipping off her
panties and stuffing them in her mouth to stifle the sound of her
delight.



And that’s how the next few hours were spent, her fingers rubbing
incessantly as she read story after story. Just as she’d finished
another she heard footsteps on the landing, her Mistress’s slow
gait. She sat up on the bed and moved so she was sat on the edge,
swiftly slipping on the fishnet stockings and straightening out her
French maid uniform nervously.



Denise opened the door and Laura couldn’t believe her eyes. Before
her was Denise dressed as the archetypal dominatrix. Thigh high
leather boots, black stockings and suspenders and a black bra
harness with nipple clamps attached to a shared chain on her
nipples, which were naturally red and swollen. Laura caught her
breath and simply said, “Ma’am”!



She noticed she was carrying a leash and studded dog collar, which
she knew was for her. Denise said nothing but walked in and calmly
attached the dog collar.



“Your Master will be returning soon. I’ve been instructed to
prepare you for him. Follow me, Laura and be careful on the stairs.
We’re going down to the basement now....” she said without
emotion and suddenly Laura felt her mouth go dry and she
gulped.



The basement? That sounded a little unnerving to Laura, thinking of
her fear of the dark and the unknown in general. She took a deep
breath as Denise, her Mistress, led her first down the usual
stairs, then led her to a door under the staircase that she’d not
noticed before.

 


Denise undid the latches and their footsteps
echoed as they began descending the hard stone steps, the lighting
only bright enough to not be dangerous. The stone staircase seemed
endless and was a relief to get to the bottom, but Laura’s gasp as
she observed the walls of the basement made a flurry of soft
echoes.



The stone grey walls were covered with all kinds of BDSM
paraphernalia...chains, ropes, gags, whips and other flogging
instruments. Laura began feeling incredibly excited by just the
imposing sight of them hanging from the dimly lit wall, their
shadows stretching across the tiled stone floor.

 


Denise slowly led her to a metal pole towards
the end of the cavernous basement. She told Laura to get on her
knees and hold her arms behind her with her wrists touching. Laura
quickly realized she was about to be tied up and a shiver ran up
her spine.



She did as instructed, Denise first tying the leash that led her
here to the pole, then reaching up for a rope off the side wall.
Laura awaited her next move with baited breath, then felt Denise
behind her, sinking down to tie her wrists.

 


Laura submitted without thought as she felt
the rough texture of the rope wrap round her wrists, then the
tightening of the knot. She was now completely helpless, trying to
remain calm as her breathing quickened. Denise and Marcus now had
complete control of her, free to do whatever they wanted with
her.



Laura was trembling, feeling something dramatic was about to
happen. Instead, her Mistress decided to tease her by simply
walking away, the heels of her boots reverberating through the
basement. She began the long climb up the stairs, Laura feeling
panicked at the thought of being alone down there. As Denise
reached the top she said sternly, “Your Master is on his
way...”.



With that, she turned out the already dim light and Laura found
herself cast in complete darkness. She didn’t panic though, only a
mounting excitement; knowing that her Master would be home soon and
that he would be imposing his sexual will on her however he wanted.
As extreme as this situation was, somehow it felt more comfortable
and natural to her than her years as a normal, bored housewife.
This was the lifestyle she’d been secretly craving all this time
without realizing it. She was born to be a submissive.



She felt the hard stone against her knees beginning to hurt as what
felt like an hour had passed, her mind reflecting on the other
sexual experiences she’d enjoyed since she moved in. She could
still picture her Master’s meaty, thick cock and how powerfully he
took her from behind.

 


She found herself getting wetter and wetter
as she recollected the feeling it gave her to take a proper alpha
cock for the first time. She wanted to rub herself but then
remembered her constrained wrists and felt so helpless. She was now
their play toy to do whatever they wanted with her.



Just when she was starting to feel uncomfortable at being left for
so long her ears pricked up at the sound of a car engine which then
stopped, followed by the sound of a car door. She realized that her
Master was home at last and her discomfort seemed to just vanish
with the adrenaline of expectation surging round her body. The
mounting tension had Laura absolutely soaking wet between her
legs.



She could hear footsteps above her, the sense of anticipation
reaching fever pitch. She jumped as the door to the basement opened
along with a shaft of light bursting through from the hallway. She
looked up anxiously to see her Master walking down the stairs
followed by several other men she had never seen before. Finally,
her Mistress followed in her shiny, thigh length boots.



Laura felt panicky but didn’t let it show, feeling glad that it
wasn’t just her and four men. But perhaps her Mistress had wicked
ideas in mind for her, as well. That thought did not relax her and
she felt her breathing quicken as her Master approached.



Speaking to the other gentlemen just behind him, he said, “This
is our new maid, Laura. We can do anything we want with her, she’s
proven that she’s a true submissive....”,



Laura’s nipples throbbed as she heard her Master say those words,
feeling so proud to be called a true submissive. Whatever they had
in store for her, she felt so happy that she was finally being her
real self.



One of the men said, “She’s sexy. Real sexy. Does she give good
head? She looks all set up to give head with being tied up like
that...”.



“Oh yes, she knows how to suck cock and I thought tying her up
like this would be a nice way to start. Let’s use that sexy mouth
of hers. Try not to cum though, gentleman. The night is
young...”.



Laura tensed, knowing she was about to suck the cocks of strangers.
She glanced across at her Mistress, who was watching intently from
the corner of the room. A man in an expensive black suit and tie
stepped forward in the dim light.

 


Laura could tell he was highly wealthy, a
rich businessman or politician maybe. She looked down at herself
and realized how slutty her black fishnets made her look in
combination with her frilly French maid uniform. She was dressed
for submissive sex and she was about to receive it.



Still kneeling on the floor, she was the perfect head height for
this rich man’s meat. He moved to within inches of Laura and
unzipped. He played with his cock inside his pants, bringing
himself to full turgor. He pulled out his meat and it burst out in
front of her face like a jack-in-a-box. It was a fair size, a good
6-7 inches Laura thought. Her natural instinct was to reach and
take it in her hand but she could only tug weakly at the rope tied
tightly round her wrists.



She felt him grab her long, lustrous, curly flame-red hair and with
his other hand he guided his cock towards her mouth. Naturally,
Laura opened wide and he began feeding her his meat, the crown
beaded with precum which she tasted the moment it entered her
mouth. She felt her lips stretched by the girth and he grabbed the
metal pole she was tied to with both hands.



He began thrusting his meat in and out and Laura realized this
wasn’t going to be about giving head, but being face-fucked. She
slackened her mouth as much as she could, her lips stretched by his
girth. As he pushed in deep, she felt the tip touch the back of her
throat and he began fucking her mouth with aggressive abandon.
Laura could feel the frothy precum building up around her lips, her
hair gripped tight. It felt as submissive as being pussy or ass
fucked, the way he was pounding into her.



The other men were all getting hard including her Master, who Laura
was intensely aware of, stood peering over the shoulder of the
suited man face-fucking her. Laura could tell that he was close to
the boil but he suddenly withdrew, remembering that he wasn’t to
cum yet. It was the most erotic edging he’d ever known and he felt
pleased that he’d controlled himself.



He pulled away and her Master then pointed at the next man who was
seedy looking with slicked back, jet black hair. He was in an
expensive looking suit as well, Armani she thought. He moved
forward and whipped out his meat in one motion. Before Laura knew
what was happening, he’d thrust his manhood inside her. He rammed
in deep to the base which made her gag as his mushroom head bruised
the back of her throat.



He was even more aggressive than the first man, the force of his
manic thrusting making Laura bang her head against the pole several
times. Then he grabbed her long red hair and wrapped it tightly
round his fist, ramming his diamond hard meatpole deep in her mouth
over and over. Laura felt her lips would start bleeding if he
continued with such abandon.



Meanwhile, her Master had become considerably aroused and had begun
masturbating whilst watching Laura being debased in this manner.
After the second man pulled out Marcus said to Denise, “Untie
her hands, I want her to show Bruce and myself what a hot little
cocksucker she is." With that, Denise strolled over and Laura
felt the ropes being untied, her hands free for the first time in
hours.



She felt so turned on to be in her Master’s presence again, looking
up at his handsome face, tousled black hair and two days worth of
stubble. More importantly, his glorious manhood was already
displayed before her and she grappled his thick girth as Bruce
whipped out his length.

 


Bruce was not as big as her Master but larger
than the first two cocks she’d taken in her mouth. She circled her
Master’s crown with her tongue, which pleased him. They had such a
strong sexual energy and she wanted to give him the best oral of
his life now that he’d had her hands freed up.



She wrapped her full, luscious lips round the bulbous head and
began sinking her mouth down the shaft, whilst caressing Bruce’s
erection which was only inches from her also. It felt so good to
have her Master inside her again, even if it was just her
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