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Chapter One: Linda becomes office slut
I hate Monday, thought Linda as she logged into her computer another week of boredom stretched out ahead of her. Although Linda had been working for the last 25 years she had been finding it increasingly difficult to motivate herself recently.
Linda worked for a finance company in London, which sounded much more glamorous than it actually was. Still she needed the money since her husband had been made redundant the previous year and the family finances depended on her.
At 45 Linda was settled with a husband she loved and two bright children, they owned a house in the suburbs and a Volvo. All the things she thought she ought to have at her age, still something was missing and Linda couldn't put her finger on it.
She knew that her sex life had been reduced to zero following her husband's redundancy but she couldn't blame him as she knew that he had taken the news badly. He moped around the house unsure of his worth and depressed about his inability to find more work the last think on his mind was his wife's sexual satisfaction.
Still, thought Linda at least I have my looks, thanks to regular trips to the gym. Linda was rightly proud of her tight body, she had been blessed with long legs and high firm breasts that still turned heads in the office.
She had noticed several younger members of the office team quietly checking her out as she went about her tasks and occasionally took pleasure in flashing one of them her thighs whilst bending over to pick up a dropped pen or piece of paper.
These displays always excited her making her heart beat quickly and her face flush, she felt like such a slut exposing herself but it was a pleasure she afforded herself rarely as she felt guilty about the excitement it caused her.
A knock on her door dragged her from thoughts of slutty behaviour, Graham, her boss poked his head round the door "Hi Linda sorry to barge in on you but I was just passing, are you OK you look a little flushed"
"I'm fine" Linda tried to compose herself, Graham had leapfrogged Linda to his present position. She had never liked him, what made it worse was she had flashed her stocking tops at Graham in a moment of madness when he was the new office boy and she the old office hand. The thought still haunted her, she got the impression that he was stripping her every time he looked at her.
"Linda darling I need you to work late tonight, I have to report to the directors on performance tomorrow and I need the report from your section on my desk first thing in the morning. Ok Linda got to go, tomorrow morning, no later or I will have to put you over my knee"
And with that he was gone, asshole thought Linda. She didn't appreciate the spanking reference either he was 15 years younger than her for gods sake who did he think he was. In Linda's head flashed an image of herself bent over his desk with her skirt round her waist begging to be spanked.
She shook her head to dislodge the image, she must be mad, she didn't want that pervert touching her, she couldn't however dislodge the feeling of dampness in the knickers. Anyway if she was going to get home before midnight she had better start that report and stop thinking like a slut.
Linda immersed herself in her report and the rest of the day passed quickly, eventually the other people in the office went home leaving Linda alone. When she had finished the report she sat back and congratulated her-self on a beautifully crafted piece of corporate nonsense, that should shut the smug bastard up, she thought
She felt she deserved a rest and was seriously thinking about taking a day of sick tomorrow and having a nice lie in when the e-mail icon in the corner of her computer screen flashed, what now she thought. It was eight o'clock who would be sending her mail at this time of the day.
She opened it, no message just a link, it all looked innocent enough. Without thinking about it she clicked the link and immediately found herself logged into a porn site entitled "HousewifeSluts.com". Christ thought Linda, Ill be for the sack if anyone finds out about this.
Before she could close the site something caught Linda's eye, a picture of a respectably dressed middle aged woman who was sucking an extremely large cock while another man spanked her arse. She was wearing a suit not unlike Linda's. She was bent over a desk in an office again not unlike Linda's. The woman had a look of submissive acceptance accentuated by her attire, her stockings were laddered where she had obviously been groped and her knickers were stretched between her ankles.
Linda could feel her heart racing and her stomach had suddenly flipped over. She could feel a dampness in her knickers that betrayed the fact that her body was extremely turned on, while at the same time her mind was revolted. The woman looked so happy, so abandoned and accepting of her fate Linda found herself wishing that it was her getting spanked whilst choking down that gorgeous cock.
Almost without thinking Linda inched her skirt up her thighs, past her stocking tops and onto her black lacy panties, which she was shocked to find were sopping wet. She couldn't remember ever being this turned on, she felt like a naughty schoolgirl fingering her-self for the first time. She eased the sodden material aside and slipped a finger into her cunt and began frantically fingering herself.
Linda soon realised that she needed something bigger, her mind was obsessed with the penis in the picture and she wouldn't be satisfied with anything smaller. Frantically she searched her desk for a worthy substitute she couldn't find anything, she desperately craved something to fill her.
Across the room she spied a candle on another desk, it must of been a present given to a colleague, that would be perfect. Linda couldn't get to it fast enough, she nearly fell over in her rush partly because her panties were round her knees and her skirt round her waist. She sat in a chair and sank the candle deep inside herself, this was more like it.
Her mind reeled with images of woman in submission with their evil masters punishing them for some trivial misdemeanour. Linda's mind kept putting Graham in the evil master position with her cowering at his feet, but at this stage she was passed caring as her orgasm approached at breakneck speed.
Finally she came, letting out an all mighty scream as the orgasm crashed through her. She slumped into the seat like a rag doll with the strings cut, her heart was pumping fit to burst and she was trembling as she slowly recovered.
As her heart slowed the realisation of what she had done slowly washed over her. She panicked, frantically threw the candle into the bin and switched her computer off without logging out.
She rushed out of the office without a backward glance, the realisation of her feelings for Graham shocked and disgusted her, but she couldn't get them out of her head. She had to get out of London and back to the sanity of suburbia.
Next Day
Linda arrived early to the office desperate to check that there was no indication of the previous night's madness. Her mind raced as she replayed the events over and over again.
Everything in the office looked perfectly normal, almost as if she had imagined the whole thing, wishful thinking she knew. Calm down Linda, she told herself no one knows anything just forget it happened.
The report was still on her desk, Grahams face floated into the front of her mind "First thing tomorrow morning" his words echoed in her head. She scooped the file up and headed for the lift fingering the button for the second floor.
"Linda, darling you look like you were up all night" he grinned lewdly and winked at her. "here's the report you asked for Graham, I hope its OK" "Linda I am almost disappointed, I was looking forward to spanking you" again the wink. Linda ignored him and turned to leave, "before you go I have the new training video for your team here"
"I wasn't aware of this, my team are fully up to speed on the latest compliance regulations"
"This is new, just in. Watch it in one of the training rooms and then come back and give me feedback"
Before Linda could answer the phone on the desk rang, he answered it and waived her out of the room. More training groaned Linda, still at least it took her mind of the nagging sexual thoughts that she didnt seem to be able to stop. She was becoming increasingly alarmed that Graham seemed to be filling her head with images of depravity that she previously wouldn't of entertained and was finding increasingly arousing.
Linda located an empty training room and put the video in the machine, she sat herself down and prepared for another tedious training tape. The first image that appeared froze her blood it was her office and there appeared to be only one person in it, Her. Linda could bearly look, she knew what was coming the image of herself staggering round the office in a state of undress filled the screen causing her to wretch with the horror of the whole situation.
She couldn't believe it, Graham had set her up that was the only explanation. She couldn't think straight, her heart was racing, she felt feint. This couldn't be happening to her, she was a mother, a wife, she was on the PTA for fuck's sake.
She sat down exhausted, she couldn't think of a way out of this, she would have to brazen it out, deny it was her. There was no way she would let that shit get away with this. She would have to confront him immediately, Ill give him feedback thought Linda. She stormed out of the room, remembering to take the tape with her and stalked to Graham's office then burst in without knocking.
"You fucking asshole you won't get away with this, you can't prove anything"
Graham didn't flinch "You better lock the door Linda" he spoke calmly in complete control, without thinking Linda complied with his wished immediately. She felt she had lost the initiative slightly and was about to restart her tirade when he held his finger to his lips and stood up.
"Linda, Linda what a naughty girl you are, I am impressed I didn't think you had it in you. Quite the little slut aren't you"
Linda was stunned, how dare you speak to me like that she thought it's just not true I am a good girl. The thought that she had pleased him rose in her mind unbidden. "Now run along Linda while I have a think about what I'm going to do with you" and with that he smacked her arse and opened the door indicating for her to leave.
It wasn't until she was in the lift that the realisation of what had happened hit her, she had totally failed to sort that arrogant bastard out. She didn't know whether she had a job, who else had he told there was to much unresolved how could she work under these circumstances, she was a wreck.
She couldn't deny that Graham had dominated her totally and was treating her like a naughty schoolgirl, this thought brought a fresh burst of heat between her legs. She almost sobbed, what was happening to her.
Linda spent the rest of the day in a daze unable to concentrate on anything all she could think of was trying to get out of this situation she felt in total limbo. At least if he sacked her she would know what was going on.
Her phone rang dragging her out of her reverie. "Linda darling Hi, I've got an e-mail for you here. Something that I saw and immediately thought of you" What could he mean, Linda had had enough of e-mails for one week, she desperately wanted to go home and have a long soak in the bath and relieve the throbbing between her legs.
"Before I send it to you be a good girl and pop to the loo to get those panties off, I'm sure there soaked through anyway" How could he know, Linda to her shame had been wet all afternoon. Before she could answer he had hung up, Linda was up from her desk and half way across the office before she realised what she was doing, she made it to the toilets and shut the door on the cubicle. She hitched her skirt up and peeled her soaking panties down her legs, she couldn't resist the temptation to finger herself quickly, I must stop before I come thought Linda, besides she couldn't deny that she wanted to see that e-mail.
She walked back to her desk, there was something incredibly exciting about walking round with no panties on, she felt cheap and slutty and loved it. The e-mail icon was flashing, she sat down making sure to ride her skirt up her legs to offer better access. She could barely steady her hand to use the mouse and open the mail up eventually she managed and found six separate pictures to be opened individually.
Linda hesitantly opened the first picture, it was of a women that Linda recognised. Vermillion Riley had been a section leader, same as her, but she had left the company 2 years ago slightly mysteriously. As they were the same grade Linda had known Vermillion quite well, their children went to the same schools she was the same age as Linda. They had lost touch since she had moved offices and here she was in a picture sent to her by her boss and tormentor.
Vermillion was dressed in her customary business suit, with a crisp white blouse. The skirt she was wearing was tiny though, not at all like Vermillion's normally sensible length. Her thighs were clearly on show and Linda could not help admire the shapely thighs of her ex-colleague. Still it was not what Linda expected so she closed it and opened the next picture.
Vermillion, again except this time she was bent over a desk. She had the same blouse on but the skirt was a short grey pleated one and it had been flipped up over her waist exposing the tope of her stockings and what looked to Linda like an extremely aroused cunt. She looked for all the world like a schoolgirl awaiting a caning at the hands of a headmaster.
Linda's hand had, without her realising it, reached the top of her thigh and was in the process of giving her some much needed relief. She opened the next picture and glanced around the office, to check that no one was looking at her, she was ok there was no one about. She couldn't believe she was openly masturbating in her office but she couldn't help it.
In the next picture Vermillion was naked except for her stockings and high heels. Linda didn't like other women normally but she couldnt help but admire Vermillion's firm breasts and long legs. She was sitting at the foot of a standing man, only his trousered legs were visible and Vermillion was looking longingly up at him. Linda could make out a large bulge in the man's trousers, that was what Vermillion must be staring at.
In the next picture Vermillions mouth was stretched round the mans throbbing cock, she was desperately trying to accommodate its bulk as he thrust it mercilessly into her throat. Vermillions eyes were closed and she was blatantly fingering herself as well.

This was getting a bit much for Linda, her fingers were a blur between her legs as she tried to relieve the frustration she was feeling. She was so hot she could feel her face colouring, her heart was racing she knew she would come soon as she desperately tried to control herself so she could see the last pictures.
The penultimate picture was of Vermillions on her own, again on her knees but her face was plastered with come, it was running down her chin and dripping onto her breasts. She was grinning ear to ear and looked as though she had never been happier.
Linda was on the very verge of an earth shattering orgasm as she opened the last picture. Vermillion again, kneeling before the man from the previous picture except in this picture the man was fully in picture, it was Graham.
Linda fell over the edge, she muffled her mouth with her hand and shuddered as she desperately tried not to moan out loud. Before she had had a chance to recover fully her phone rang again she picked it up with a sense of foreboding "Linda, get yourself up here you slut I'm sure you've come by now and I have thought of a use for that pretty mouth of yours".
It was to late she was totally entranced by the power he had over her, all thoughts of rebellion had fled her mind she knocked on his office door and awaited his response. "Enter" Linda walked into his office, he was sitting at the desk Linda could see that he was rubbing a large bulge in his trousers. Her cunt pulsed, not again she thought she couldn't cope with another orgasm so soon. She soon realised that her pleasure was not the issue now.
"Linda you've had you fun today and I know you loved every minute. I always knew you were a dirty cheep slut deep down, you just needed a bit of prodding" Linda hung her head there was no use denying it she felt as though the itch she couldn't reach had been scratched. She had resigned herself to being this mans slut and doing what she was told. The realisation stunned her and thrilled her at the same time.
"Get on your knees Linda and open your mouth so I can come in it, I must stress Linda that if you swallow any of my come I will sack you. Is that clear"
"Yes sir" Linda mumbled as she sank to her knees, Graham stood before her and unzipped his trousers out sprang his cock, Linda couldn't help but gasp as she saw it in the flesh. She would of loved to kiss it, suck it, love it. But she waited her new master's instruction to perform. The instruction never came, Graham started wanking his cock inches from Linda's hungry mouth he appeared to be completely ignoring her and she felt a little hurt that she wasn't being given the chance to please him. He groaned, here it comes Linda and opened her mouth wider as a great jet of come hit the back of her throat closely followed by another. Linda was overwhelmed by the smell and the taste of her masters come, mustn't swallow, mustn't swallow, Linda repeated the mantra in her head.
"Stand up slut and undo your blouse"
Linda complied exposing herself without question, she could feel her nipples straining for attention against the lacy material of her bra.
"Now Linda I have thought your punishment over and come up with two options. Number one I sack you and you never work in the city again. Number two you become my personal office slut. The choice is yours Linda but I want the answer now. Linda had no choice, she knew it and he knew it. "I want to be your slut sir" as Linda said it Grahams come dripped from her lips and ran down her chin to drip off and collect on her heaving breasts.
Graham smiled to himself, he knew he had a new slut and was determined to make the most of her.
"You're a good little girl Linda, from now on you will refer to me as sir in any company, you are no longer to be called Linda in my presence you are now office slut".
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Maria sat in her car taking stock of her day and wondering about her appointment at the club. It was 5 O'clock and she knew she had to make a decision soon. Her stomach was filled with butterflies and had been all day, she felt so alive, so naughty.
The way the club owner had treated her yesterday had thrilled her beyond believe, she was ashamed to realise that she didn't even know his name. Sucking him off in an alley was one thing, it was a totally different matter however to work as a hostess in his sleazy bar.
She had no idea what went on inside such clubs, but she was sure that it was disgusting. This was the crux of Maria's problem she knew she wanted to take her submission further, god it was all she could think about at the moment.
This bar would provide her the anonymity she needed to explore her feelings fully, no one she knew would ever come here. She could work at the bar and pretend she was just another girl trying to make a buck rather than the respectable suburban wife and mother she really was.
She fingered her slut pendant aware that she was trying to talk herself into going through with it. She knew deep down that she would do it, just the thought of that man's cock sent shivers through her cunt.
Stop messing about Maria and get over there for god's sake. Maria's mind was made up she, nosed the car out of the car park and headed across town towards the bar. She wondered about what she was going to wear, surely her business suit would not be acceptable. She would have to worry about that later as she pulled up into the car park that only 24 hours earlier had seen her on her hands and knees sucking that big black cock like a common slut.
She parked up and walked tentatively over to the back door of the club, she knocked and waited, remembering to take her pendant of, she didn't want anyone knowing she was already a slut for someone else.
The intercom spluttered into life.
"Who's there?"
"Its Maria I have an interview for the bar job"
Maria heard a chuckling noise and the buzzer went indicating the door was open. She pushed the door open immediately reeling from the stench of stale beer and cigarettes. The door opened onto a stairway, which she climbed.
"Get in here sweet buns"
The man's voice came from a small dirty office on the landing, Maria entered.
The man who had fucked her the night before was seated behind a desk strewn with paper, empty coffee cups and overflowing ashtrays. Maria's nose wrinkled, the whole building reeked and she was having trouble breathing. There was another man in the office, also black, not as tall as the man who had fucked her but massively built.
"We didn't get a chance for proper introductions last night sweet buns. My names Bart and this is my club, this here is Zack he works the bar"
"Zack this is the white housewife slut I told you about"
Bart's words stung Maria, she felt out of place, as though she had made a huge mistake, her heart was beating fit to burst but she had made her choices and couldn't see a way out at present. Zack was looking her up and down, Maria tried to pull her skirt a little lower, conscious of his eyes on her thighs.
"Now sweet buns before we both interview you we need to see what you look like in the bar uniform."
Bart thrust a small dress into her hands, it was a red Budweiser dress like the promotional girls wore at the car racing. Maria gulped, it looked tiny in her hands. She looked around for somewhere to change.
"You can get changed in here sweet buns"
Maria flinched, she knew that Bart had seen all she had to offer, but she didn't like the thought of Zack getting an eye full as well. Her choices were limited however so she started undoing the buttons on her crisp white blouse exposing her bulging half cup bra.
She moved to the zipper on her skirt, and slowly started peeling it down her thighs half way down she remembered she had no panties on, there seemed little point these days. She hung her head in shame and continued unzipping the navy skirt eventually dropping it to the floor around her ankles.
She stood there in her black stockings and heels, no panties and a black half cup bra. She instinctively covered her hands over her cunt, much to the amusement of the two men.
"Move the hands white slut"
Maria complied, she stood looking at the floor her nipples were throbbing, the leering glances of the two men were having their effect, she could feel her stomach knotting in anticipation of what might occur.
Zack stood and circled Maria taking it all in, he reached out and pinched one of her nipples through her bra, Maria jumped as the tingling pain shot through her sensitive breast. He was behind her now and ran his hand up the inside of her thigh causing her to shiver.
"Open your legs slut" Zack spoke for the first time, his deep voice booming in Maria's ear. His hand reached higher, brushing her cunt lips, Maria shuddered, her pleasure evident.
"She's soaking man, she loves the attention" Bart nodded in agreement.
"Sucks cock like a pro as well"
"I was thinking of using her for the private parties only, she's to good to waste on the riff raff"
"Hmmm, do you think we should try her out at tonight's function"
"Definitely, those guys will love a hot horny white housewife at their beck and call"
"Put the dress on sweet buns"
Maria reached over and picked the tiny dress of the desk, she bent and put both feet through the neck of the dress, straightening she pulled it up her thighs.
"Lose the bra first sweet buns"
Maria stopped pulling the dress up and turned her attention to her bulging bra, she unclipped it allowing her breasts to spill out. She then pulled the dress up the rest of the way, struggling to stretch it over her stiff nipples. Maria stood up straight and smoothed the dress over her thighs, or what little of her thighs it covered.
"Not bad sweet buns, now get over here and show us how much you want the job"
Maria didn't need asking twice she had been eyeing the bulges in both men's trousers, and there was no denying the heat rising from her cunt. Obediently she moved round the desk and felt Bart's cock through his jeans, it was rock hard as she lovingly stroked it. Maria looked at Bart, seeking his approval.
"You know what to do baby"
Maria unzipped the mans pants and slipped her hand into the confines of his trousers feeling out for her prize. It felt huge in her hand as she struggled to release it from its confines. She eventually managed to free it and sank to her knees on the dirty office floor to kiss the purple head, a moan rising in her throat. She ran her hand up the black cock, feeling the throbbing veins of the rock hard shaft, she wanted it between her legs but first she knew Bart would want her to suck it hard for him.
His cock filled her pretty mouth, as she slobbered and dribbled in an effort to take it all down her throat, her breath whistling through her nose as she struggled to take it all in. Maria could feel Zak behind her lifting the hem of her dress up, feeling her wet lips with his thick fingers, she groaned.
The thought of these two black men using her as a fuck-toy turned Maria on like she couldn't believe. Her body tingled with pent up sexual desire, she knew she would cum soon and had a feeling it would be the first of many such explosions as the night unfolded ahead of her.
Zak had replaced his fingers with the tip of his hard cock, Maria could feel it spreading her lips as he pushed it slowly into her wet slit. She groaned into Bart's cock as Zak stretched her to the limit, she could feel him tickling her ass hole with his finger and was disgusted as herself as the arousal spread through her.
She had never let Al touch her there, but she realised that there was nothing she would not allow these men to do to her, she seriously doubted they would take any notice even if she did object.
Zak thrust into her, battering the walls of her cunt, pushing her mouth farther down Bart's shaft with each thrust. Maria was reaching critical point her mind was consumed by the cocks she was accommodating, she wanted their come in her and realised that she would soon have her desire met. Bart's cock was swelling still further in her mouth and he was groaning as he held his hand in her hair forcing her mouth farther down his shaft.
The jet of come hit the back of her throat, Maria instinctively jerked her head back, the cock falling from her mouth. Bart gripped it and aimed it straight at Maria's face just as another powerful jet of come exploded from his shaft, catching Maria square in the eye and running down to the corner of her mouth. She greedily licked the goo, sticking her tongue out as far as she could in order not to miss any.
Zak was also on the verge of coming as he pounded into Maria from behind, enjoying the fact that this pretty little white wife was loving being impaled on his shaft. He grunted, indicating that he had shot his load, Maria needed no such notification as she felt his come jetting into her cunt. He pulled out slapping her ass as he did so.
"Clean it off slut"
Maria crawled round to Zak, still on her hands and knees and licked the mans come of his shaft, acutely aware that her own juices were mingled in as well. She looked up at him with wide eyes as she accommodated his cock, licking and sucking until every drop of juice was gone.
"Told you she was a good little fuck toy didn't I"
Zak nodded his agreement.
"She definitely gets the job"
"Good slut, now you are working for us I better tell you about your package" Bart laughed at the comparison with a proper city job just like Maria was used to.
"Basic salary is 2 bucks an hour, you get to keep any tips you make. The more of a slut you are the more tips you'll get so that should suit you. We supply the uniform and you get to be fucked by us every party you work. How does that sound?"
Maria didn't know what to say, she was still reeling from the fucking she had received. She knew there was no point turning the job down, she loved her newly liberated sluthood and the thought of these two fucking her excited her beyond belief. She was slightly worried by the thought of working in the bar though. As if reading her mind Bart piped up.
"We don't want to waste you on the riff raff sweet buns, so you'll only work for our special private parties. The sort who will appreciate a white housewife slut like you"
Maria couldn't think straight, the money wasn't the issue here, satisfaction of her newly discovered slutty needs was her primary concern. She hesitated before stuttering her answer to her new employer.
"I..Ill do it"
"Knew you would sweet buns, you just can't say no can you?"
"You know I cant Bart"
"Enough of that familiarity, I wont stand that from my employees, from now on you will call me Sir, is that understood"
"Yes Sir"
"That's better slut, now our guests have arrived so you better remember what a slut you are because you've got to keep six men happy tonight, think you can handle it?"
Maria looked shocked, six men, she would pass out there was no way she could cope with that, Bart sensed her misgivings.
"Poor slut not so sure now are you, have a drink to steady your nerves", he poured three fingers of Bourbon into a dirty mug and passed it to Maria. Maria grabbed the drink and sank it in one go, she didn't normally like liquor but under the circumstances she felt she deserved it.
Her heart was thumping in her chest as she thought of what lay ahead of her, she knew there was no going back now, this would change her for ever, she would become the total slut. The thought shocked and thrilled her at the same time, she knew how excited she was, heat was pouring from her cunt, her thighs were moist, her nipples throbbed, she needed fucking. The warmth from her cunt mingled with the heat in her stomach from the Bourbon, she felt faint.
"I'm ready"
"Good slut, come with me and remember the more of a cock hungry, white wife, fuck toy you are the bigger the tips"
And with that Bart smacked her on the arse and led her up the corridor to a room marked "Private Parties". The room was nicer than Maria expected with a large table in the middle of the floor, set for six work spaces like a conference, at one end was a bar around which stood six men, all black all drinking beer and joking amongst themselves.
As Maria entered the room all eyes turned to look her up and down, the room hushed, she heard the door shut behind her and knew she was on her own.
"Now what have we here boys, a pretty little white wifey, suburbia is that way honey, you've taken a wrong turn".
The man who spoke was obviously the leader, larger than the rest of the men, he walked over to Maria, standing behind her. Maria was acutely aware of the mans presence, she couldn't look up, staring at the carpet to hide her embarrassment and excitement at the situation she found herself in.
Suddenly the man yanked her dress up exposing her cunt and ass to the whole room, she choked down a sob, she knew she had to please these men or Bart would expose her or worse.
"Hmmm, maybe she ain't so innocent after all boys, what you doing here girl, looking for a bit of rough?"
"I..I.. I am supposed to be looking after you all, serving drinks that sort of thing"
"You'll do more than that honey and you know it, now pull the skirt down we'll save that for later. First we all want to see you down a beer"
Maria already felt slightly light-headed, another drink would not help her cause at all. A bottle of beer arrived for her, Maria groaned inwardly it was a bud, how appropriate.
"Down in one there's a good wifey"
Maria hadn't downed a beer since her college days, she raised it to her lips and tipped it up, she tried not to choke on it as the cool beer slipped down her throat, cooling her insides. She started gagging, the beer spilling over her mouth and down the dress making it cling to her body even more provocatively.
She eventually finished the beer, aware of how much she had spilled down her front.
"Not bad wifey, pace yourself that's not the only thing that's going to go down your throat tonight"
"Why don't you show us all what a good little cocksucker you are and give the bottle a throat job, if you're any good ill give you ten bucks"
Maria blanched, the thought of performing for these men excited her beyond belief, the fact that they were going to pay her as well only added to the feeling she was no better than a whore. She gripped the base of the bottle, her eyes looking up coyly at the men as they circled to get a better view of the action. She sucked the neck of the bottle in, making a show of hollowing her cheeks, as though she was sucking for all she was worth.
The men were all pawing her now, lifting her dress, feeling her breasts, flicking her nipples, she shuddered at the attention, she was so thrilled she felt she may pass out, her knees weakened. Still she continued blowing the bottle, sawing it in and out of her hungry mouth always looking up innocently into the eyes of whatever man was in front of her.
She was on the verge of climax, her body screaming for release, the men sensed she was close, her body betraying her totally. She grunted loudly as her orgasm screamed through her, she felt every nerve ending in her body explode, electricity connecting her cunt, nipples and brain together at the same time.
She shuddered as she withdrew the bottle coated with her saliva, her cheeks, chin and neck were also covered in her spittle as it had run out of her cock hungry mouth. One of the men slipped a ten-buck note into the top of her dress, pinching her breast painfully as he did it.
"Good wifey we're all very impressed, now while we have our meeting we want you to put on a little show for us OK"
"O..OK what do you want me to do?"
Maria knew she would comply with there wishes, her little display had made her hungry for more attention, she needed cock and cum and would do whatever she needed to to get it.
"OK wifey, while we have our meeting you are in the middle of the table fucking yourself with this dildo, then we play a party game and the winner gets to do whatever he likes with you. How does that sound?"
"O..Okay Ill do it"
The man handed Maria a large black dildo, she clambered into the middle of the table as the men took there respective places, the meeting started. All the men appeared to be taking no notice of Maria, all she could think about was how cheap she felt, she knew she would fuck herself with the dildo, it looked so gorgeous she couldn't wait to get it inside her cunt. She was unsure of how to get started, everyone was ignoring her getting on with their meeting.
She rubbed the dildo up and down her cunt lips, her juices were flowing so freely that it was coated in them in seconds, she lay on her back, the dress hitched around her waist, there seemed little point in wearing it anymore.
She pushed the dildo into her entrance, it forced her lips apart, she groaned aloud hoping that her display would warrant some interest from the men, no one looked up. Maria felt a little hurt, what was she doing, they were ignoring her, the heat in her cunt kept her going though as she reached her spare hand down to play with her painfully erect clit. She stroked it with the tip of her finger, that simple action nearly sending her over the edge again.
The dildo was flashing in and out of her hungry cunt now, her other hand a blur as she strummed her clit mercifully. Her mind was filled with images of cocks, fucking her, coming on her and she was loving it drinking the cum until it ran out of her mouth streaming down her chin covering her breasts, getting in her hair and eyes, smothering her.
Another orgasm racked through her, she nearly screamed out at the release, her eyes opened suddenly seeing her surroundings as if for the first time. The men were still ignoring her getting on with their meeting as if nothing was happening.
Maria took stock of her situation. She was virtually naked lying on a table in a seedy bar fucking herself with a dildo for six men she didn't even know, how low had she sunk, the conflict between her sensible side and her new found slutty side was almost to much to bear. Tears started running down her face, she knew she was a true slut, but her mind couldn't reconcile with her body's new found needs.
"Wifey dont cry we've finished now you can have some more attention, that's what you want isn't it"
"Yes please" Maria was desperate to please these men now, she had accepted what she was here for, the thought of receiving more tips was turning her on, she wanted to please and saw come as her reward for being a good slut.
"Now wifey were going to play a game, we are all going to get our cocks out while sitting down at our seats, you are going to crawl around under the table giving blowjobs out to whoever takes your fancy. If anyone guesses who you are blowing the person receiving is out of the game, guess incorrectly and the guesser is out of the game. OK slut you know what you have to do get on the floor and suck cock".
"Oh I almost forgot, lose the dress wifey we've all seen your dirty little cunt now so no need to be shy".
Maria shrugged the dress over her breasts, her nipples standing to attention, with a wiggle of her hips the dress was a puddle on the floor. She got down on her knees, revelling in the feeling of submission and crawled under the table ducking under the table-cloth. The view that presented itself took her breath away, she could see six large cocks bobbing under the table top, vying for her attention, she felt like a kid in a candy shop, not knowing where to start first.



She crawled around eyeing up the assembled cocks, they were all slightly different, some slightly bent, some long and thin, some short and fat. She selected one, gripping it in her tiny hand, she opened her lips and sucked the head into hot mouth, gripping the base firmly she wanked the man off using her lips to tease the slit on the end of the cock head. She heard the man groan immediately exposing himself to the rest of the group.
"Strike and your out" she heard the leader say
"Wifey make him come anyway theres a good little slut"
Maria gladly got back to the task in hand and began furiously wanking the man off, holding the head of his cock up to her lips so it battered her waiting mouth, willing his come up his shaft. The man couldn't take any more and with a loud grunt shot an enormous jet of thick sticky come over Maria's waiting lips and face. She chocked at the volume of fluid, allowing some of the precious come to run down her face, another jet exploded into her, covering her eyes making it hard to part her eyelashes as the sticky liquid coated them.
One down five more to go thought Maria, as the man's cock shrivelled in her hand, she kissed the purple head goodbye and selected her next target. The come on her face was cooling, she could feel it constricting on her skin as she eyed up the remaining cocks on offer.
The next guy was not so easily exposed, Maria spent ages lovingly sucking and kissing the throbbing shaft, her mouth running with her saliva to no apparent result, she could feel the pressure building in the mans balls though as she squeezed them, feeling the weight with her free hand. He came, she had to open her throat to accommodate the thick come but this time she didn't spill a drop gulping it all down.
Over the next twenty minutes Maria gulped more come than in the previous ten years, she was covered with it, it was in her hair, her eyes, all over her breasts, running from her mouth. She felt so alive, the moment each cock had exploded in her pretty little mouth was ingrained in her mind.
"Gentleman we have a winner"
"Get yourself up here wifey"
Maria emerged from under the table, she knew she looked like a fucktoy that had been used all night and loved every minute, she smiled coyly as they applauded her, she could feel a blush rising, god knew why bearing in mind the activity of the last half hour.
The winner was a guy in his mid thirties with an enormous cock which still jutted out from his undone trousers. He wasn't particularly good looking but he had enough control to resist the charms of Maria's mouth
"Paul is the winner, Paul you get wifey slut for half an hour to do with as you please"
"Mmmm I am going to enjoy my prize but I dont want to be selfish, Ill fuck her while she wanks and sucks each of you guys until we've all come in her. Sound fair" No one disagreed.
Maria was led compliantly by Paul to his chair, she was made to lie down across the base of the seat which supported her back. Her head hung over one end of the seat, her cunt exposed at the other end, supported by her shaking legs.
She had just settled when Paul plowed his cock into her without warning, causing the breath to catch in her throat, he was stretching her to the limits but she loved the feeling. Another cock was placed in her mouth which was effectively upside down meaning her nose was pointing at the guys ass.
One of her hands was pulled through the seat back and a fat cock placed in it, her other hand was already enthusiastically wanking a cock to hardness. They fucked and used her for what seemed like ages, the ones who were waiting there turn poured beer over her chanting as they did so.
"Wifey, Wifey, Wifey,Wifey"
Maria wasn't far off passing out, she was so caught up with the cocks she was servicing she couldn't think straight, she was experiencing a constant orgasm, as come poured into her cunt and mouth, she swallowed all the offerings in her mouth, relishing the taste. She knew she stank of sex, beer and come and was loving it, if the PTA could see her now she thought.
Eventually the seemingly endless supply of cock came to an end, Maria was left lying on the chair, she could feel come running out of her cunt, dribbling down her legs and dropping on the carpet. Her jaw ached due to the constant stretching to accommodate the cock she had thrust upon her, she felt so satisfied she smiled broadly licking some come from the corner of her mouth.
Barely aware of her surroundings she could just make the out the sound of the men filing out of the room, each one stopped to throw a 100 dollar note at her, making her feel like a dirty whore. She was past caring, she knew she loved her new life and no longer cared about the guilt and shame.
Finally she was alone, she needed sleep so badly, must get home. Maria was aware her dress was covered in cold beer and come, she couldn't wear it surely, but what choice did she have, she picked it up and stepped into it, it felt horrible.
She wanted to sneek out without Bart or Zack seeing her in her present condition, she knew she would be back and so did they. No further contact was required tonight she couldn't face them and more importantly couldn't cope with any more cock, come or orgasms.
Maria stumbled out of the room aware her face was streaked with come but no longer caring if anyone saw. She made it to her car without being seen and gratefully sank into the seat. She wondered how much further she could sink, she knew there was not much more depravity for her to succumb to. She shifted the car into drive and went home.
The End
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It had been a week since Linda had submitted to Graham's control, and a lot had changed. Linda felt like a new women, a feeling she was careful to keep under wraps out of the office.
She got to work early so she could change into clothes more suitable for an office slut. Anyone seeing her on the train in the morning would see the same old, slightly mumsy length skirts and severe jacket pulled tightly around her chest. She carried a rucksack with her that contained her real office clothes, just the thought of carrying her slutty persona in a bag surrounded by people going about there normal lives made Linda shiver with pleasure.
If that person had seen her again in the office they would of noticed a change, as Linda now wore a skirt that finished somewhere about mid thigh, the jacket had gone but the white starched blouse was still there albeit with some more buttons undone.
Her heels were also changed from flat heel sensible shoes to 3-inch stilettos made of the finest leather. Linda also discarded her panties, placing them in her handbag for later. She had learned there was no point in wearing any as they only got in the way during the day, it was also playing havoc with her weekly washing as they were constantly sopping wet anyway.
This state of constant arousal was not the result of any direct contact with her new master, he had barely spoken to her the last week. He was however sending her two e-mails a day all containing pictures in a similar vein to the original ones he'd sent.
Linda was totally hooked, the submission of the women, who all seemed to be respectable professionals in there forties was made so thrilling because she knew exactly how they all felt. She would willingly submit to any demands her master placed on her. It was as though something had snapped inside her. This willingness however was tempered by a feeling of constant shame at her behaviour, she felt so naughty, she hated to admit it but this was half of the thrill.
The change in her behaviour had not gone unnoticed in her office, her team consisted of two girls called Susan and Tina of about 18 and a job trainee called Tom who was only 16. They had noticed that Linda had changed, she seemed permanently flustered and was taking a lot of interest in her e-mail.
Her change in clothing had also caused some raised eyebrows, they were used to a slightly frumpy Linda and put the change down to a mid life crisis. Tom couldn't keep his eyes of her after taking some work to her desk to be greeted by the sight of Linda running her hand up her thigh allowing him a glimpse of stocking top. She had blustered an apology and Tom had returned to his desk with a raging hard on blushing furiously.
Linda hated to admit it but she had found the episode thrilling and had started taking great pleasure in popping over to his desk and leaning down to talk to him, allowing him a perfect view of her breasts encased in a black lacy blouse.
She had also developed a worrying fascination with women, when looking at the e-mails she was as excited by the sight of the women as the domination they were submitting to. She didn't want the two girls feeling left out and had started to pay them more attention as well, touching their arms and brushing against them whenever the opportunity presented itself.
All in all the atmosphere in the office was of heightened sexual tension that was almost palpable. Linda couldn't think straight due to the constant e-mail bombardment, she was coming at least twice a day and had become adept at muffling her moans of pleasure.
She wanted more, though the e-mail had opened her eyes she wanted participation, she wanted to be used like a cheap slut, why hadn't her master summoned her, had she done something wrong? Surely he wasn't going to leave her stewing for ever, she felt slightly cheated she had told him she wanted to be his office slut now he didn't seem interested.
At about three o'clock her phone rang "Get yourself up here slut, I've got someone for you to meet."
Linda's heart skipped a beat at last her summons had come, she was in the lift when she realised there was going to be someone else in the office with them. Had the person been in the office when her master had called, Linda froze with horror.
She couldn't go through with this no one else could know about her, she felt faint, what could he be planning surely he wanted to keep the situation under wraps as much as she did. She reached his office, the blinds were closed as usual, she knocked.
"Enter" Linda pensively entered the office unsure of what awaited her. Graham was at his desk as usual and there was a young woman with him. She was around the same age as her master, early 30,s and was about 5 foot ten, with striking red hair. She was dressed impeccably in a suit with a short skirt that ended way up her knees, she was wearing a jacket which did little to disguise her ample chest. Linda felt herself flush.
"So this is the one I've heard so much about" Nicola circled Linda eyeing her up and down, "What's your name?"
"L...Linda" the slap shook Linda, she touched her face, which was stinging, the pain was terrible.
"Ill ask you again, what's your name?"
"Office Slut"
"Office slut what "
"Office slut miss"
"That's better" the anger in Nicola's voice subsided she was behind Linda now, Linda stared straight ahead. She could see Graham smiling to himself.
"You always did like them older Graham, she looks a little vanilla, are you sure she's right for you."
"Let me worry about that Nicola, you know I like my women a bit older, besides I like the internal conflict, look at her she's soaking wet and feeling guilty as hell at the same time"
Nicola put her hand on the back of Linda's thigh, Linda nearly passed out, she was desperate to be touched, despite the fact that this women had slapped her she needed urgent attention and didn't care where it came from.
Nicola's hand moved up her thigh, past her stocking tops, "God her stocking tops are wet, she's a naughty little slut isn't she" Graham just smiled.
They were talking as if Linda wasn't even in the room, she felt like an object, a piece of furniture nothing more. Nicola's hand had reached Linda's cunt, which felt as though it was on fire. Linda couldn't stifle the moan that issued from her lips.
"Oh look at the little slut all turned on, do you want mummy to make you come?"
"Please miss, I need to come desperately" Linda was on the verge of passing out when suddenly Nicola removed her hand and walked over to Graham's side. Linda moaned with disappointment she was so turned on by the women's attention that she was tempted to finish herself of but knew she would need permission from her master first.
"I suppose she will do, what level of access have you given her on the site?"
"She doesn't know about the site, I've been sending her level one stuff all week. She loves it but I don't think she's ready for anymore yet."
What site, thought Linda with a growing sense of foreboding. Linda thought about the e-mails they all contained pictures from the web site she had originally opened last week.
"You might as well tell her Nicola, I don't think the penny has dropped yet"
Nicola walked over to Linda never breaking eye contact, "Well you little slut your master and I run a web-site with some other colleagues, just for sluts like you"
"You may have noticed that they are all professional women who have discovered what they have been missing out on, namely total domination in exchange for the best sex of there lives"
"Your master has selected you as the newest member of the site, you have already submitted to him so you no longer have any choice in the matter"
Linda couldn't believe her ears, what had she got into? Someone would surely find her out, she couldn't afford to be exposed, her life would be ruined. Linda realised it was already too late, she had already chosen her path she now had to accept the consequences. She hung her head, she couldn't hold back a sob as realisation struck. She was a slave to her master and she would just have to put up with it.
"Poor baby, do you want mummy to kiss it better?" Nicola laughed smugly at Linda's obvious discomfort. "I know what would cheer you up slut shopping!"
"Do you mind if I borrow your slut? Graham she needs cheering up by her mommy"
Linda blushed at the way she was being talked about. "Sure take her, do what you want its Friday I wont need her till next week. She needs some new clothes anyway, you know where to take her" he winked at Nicola, who rushed over to Graham and squeezed his cock as a thank you.
"Now get out of here before I change my mind" with that he started looking at some work on his desk. Linda choked back another sob she couldn't believe her master was just lending her out like a library book. She dreaded spending any time with Nicola she was so humiliated by the way the women talked to her like a little girl. Linda couldn't deny that she was still desperate to come however, she would just have to find a way to bring herself off without the horrible women noticing.
"Come along slut lets go shop"
In the lift Nicola pushed Linda against the wall and looked her right in the eye, "You better behave for me slut, I don't want to have to punish you in public"
"No Miss Ill be a good girl" Linda blushed, she couldn't believe she was talking like this to a women 15 years her junior.
Once the lift stopped they waited for a cab at the front of the building. Almost immediately one arrived.
"Afternoon Miss Nicola"
The driver appeared to know her well.
"Peter be a darling and take me to the tailors on saville row, you know the special one" she winked at him.
"No problem Miss Nicola the usual charge applies"
"Fine Peter, this slut will be doing the honours for you today"
Linda had been following the exchange, the guy in the cab was a fat slob who didn't look like he'd had a bath in weeks. Linda was suddenly apprehensive she had wanted involvement, but with her master not this loser.
"In the front slut your paying the fair" Nicola laughed and got in the back seat. Confused Linda opened the door at the front and got in acutely aware of the way her skirt rode up her thigh giving the cabbie an uninterrupted view of her thighs above her stocking tops. She suddenly wished she'd put her panties on after all.
"Right you little slut be a good girl and put on a show for Peter here, when he's hard you can suck him off" Nicola settled back into her seat and looked out the window oblivious to the activity in the front seats.
At last thought Linda a chance to vent some of the built up tension within her, if she closed her eyes she could imagine she was putting on a show for her master. She hitched her skirt up her thighs until she could feel the harsh leather of the seat against the soft skin of her bottom. Her shame was complete when she realised that she had already made a damp patch after barely sitting down.
She started to finger herself, god she was wet. She realised that she wouldn't last long and could already feel her orgasm building deep within her. She was shocked to hear herself panting like a bitch on heat.
"Tell me what a slut you are you cheep bitch"
Peter's words snapped Linda out of it, she almost choked with the shame of it.
"I'm a cheep cock sucking slut sir"
Linda blushed, she couldn't look the man in the eye the shame was almost unbearable, she felt like crying how could her master put her through this.
"I didn't say you could stop bitch"
"Please let me suck you cock sir I'm such a good girl I'll do anything you want" Linda was warming to her task now, the dirtier she felt the easier it became to talk like a dirty whore.
In the back seat Nicola shifted in her seat, she couldn't deny a certain dampness in her own panties, maybe she had been wrong about this one, she was a natural.
Linda's hand was a blur as it flashed in and out of her cunt bringing her closer to orgasm, she couldn't bear it any longer and let herself go, grunting like an animal she came violently. She could feel Peter leering at her and saw him rubbing his cock out of the corner of her eye. She knew what was coming next, his prick was rigid and she saw him fumbling with his zipper.
"Get it out for me slut"
"Yes sir" Linda simpered, she was enjoying herself now, she needed cock and didn't care where it went, in the back of her mind she knew Nicola was getting off on her show as well. Linda secretly hoped the women was getting turned on by her actions but she had more pressing matters to attend to as Peters cock finally sprang out of his trousers.
Linda sank her mouth round the head of his cock and gagged as she felt it hit the back of her throat. She sucked like a woman obsessed, shamed by the slurping, dribbling noises she was making. She could feel her saliva running down her chin as she struggled to accommodate the huge penis.
She heard Peter moaning and knew he wasn't far off coming, his cock pulsed in her mouth and suddenly erupted spraying come deep into her throat. She swallowed the first load without realising and thinking that was it started withdrawing the cock from her mouth, she let it flop out with a loud popping noise, suddenly his cock jerked again sending another stream of come all over her face.
Linda was sure she heard Nicola stifle a moan, she sat up again aware of the come running down her chin and dripping onto her blouse.
Linda felt glorious, she had come herself, been comed on and she was also pretty sure Nicola had come as well. Linda sat there in a glow, the sticky fluid cooling on her face she licked her fingers making sure she got every last drop of it.
"She's quite the little cocksucker Miss Nicola, do you want a lift back to the office later as well, I'd be more than happy to oblige"
"Sorry hun, I haven't decided what I'm doing with her yet, but I'll bear you in mind"
As they exited the cab Linda wondered what else was in store for her later on that day.
"You've been a good girl so far, mummy's very pleased. As a reward were going to buy you some nice clothes. Would you like that?"
"Yes please miss"
They had parked up outside an imposing Victorian town house in Saville Row, a sign read "Burketts exclusive tailors to the gentry Est 1856" very impressive thought Linda as Nicola ushered her inside. Linda was acutely aware that she had come on her face but didn't have a chance to wipe it off.
"Miss Nicola what a pleasant suprise, its been weeks"
"Mr Burkett, always a pleasure" he took her hand and kissed it, what a gentleman thought Linda who felt she had stepped back in time.
"And what's you're name" he turned his attention to Linda his smile disappearing. Linda wasn't going to be caught out twice in one day, she hung her head as she replied.
"Office Slut, Sir"
"Hmm, I suppose you require the usual service Miss Nicola, and the usual method of payment"
"You read my mind, we need a collar and leash together with a name tag, French maid uniform and a schoolgirl uniform for good measure and I need all the items today if possible"
"Master Graham has already sent her measurements so that will save time however the boys in the cutting room will have to be consulted, they will require extra payment"
"No problem, she's a dirty slut shell do anything I tell her"
"Won't you baby"
"Yes Miss" Linda mumbled, she had a feeling the method of payment was not going to be by VISA, she had only just started to get her heart rate down after the last episode and didn't think she could handle anymore. She knew that she was under Nicola's control and had no choice in the matter.
Linda was also acutely aware of the time, it was 5 o'clock now and she hadn't even been given her clothes, which from the sound of it were being hand made. Her husband would be worrying, she desperately needed a wash as she stank of sex. Nicola snapped her out of her reverie.
"Come on slut Mummy's got a suprise for you, but first get out of those clothes"
Linda started undoing her blouse, aware of the fact that she was in a shop reception and covered in come, a fact that didn't appear to bother the staff who were wondering around oblivious to this women who appeared to be nothing more than a cheep slut.
She was left in her stockings, her clothes in a puddle on the floor. She was blushing to her roots at her exposure, Nicola looked her up and down.
"Not bad for an old tramp, follow me"
They entered a side room that was decorated with lots of wooden panelling and dark red velvet curtains, Linda felt as though they had stepped into a gentleman's club. Nicola sat in one of the deep leather sofas, she indicated for Linda to get on her hands and knees at her feet.
On the coffee table was an expensive looking exquisitely made walnut box, it had a brass plate on it with the letters "O . S" emblazoned on it. Linda's eyes were drawn towards the box she looked at Nicola imploringly.
"There's your present Baby, you may crawl over and get it"
Linda crawled over the richly carpeted floor, she picked the box up and turned it over, it was gorgeously made and gleamed in the light. She opened it reverently, inside lying on a velvet cushion was a collar and leash. Linda picked up the collar first, it was understated and had no decoration except for a circular silver tag with the words "Office Slut" engraved on it.
Linda looked at her mistress, "Put it on baby, there's a good slut," Linda looped it round her neck and clicked the catch shut. The tag felt cold against her throat, she felt whole, she had accepted her role completely and knew she had submitted totally to her master and mistress.
"Brink the leash to mummy"
Linda crawled obediently over to Nicola with the leash and waited obediently at her feet. Nicola took the leash, again made of supple leather, which ended in a loop made of calf skin and attached it to the collar.
"Turn around baby" Linda obeyed, aware that her pussy was on full view, Nicola draped the leash over Linda's back allowing the handle to fall between her legs where it rubbed her pussy exquisitely.
"There's a good doggy" Nicola was moving the leash's handle so it rubbed Linda's cunt. Linda whimpered and looked imploringly at her mistress, she was on fire and could feel her juices running down her legs.
"Oh does baby want to come"
Linda moaned in reply.
"Ask mummy nicely baby"
"Please let me come mistress, I need it desperately."
"Poor baby will just have to wait, you've got to pay for your new clothes yet. I don't want you all tired out now do I. Besides I may want you for the weekend so you'll need your energy"
Linda's mind raced what would she tell her husband, he would be furious. She couldn't possibly be away all weekend, her sanity depended on a partial return to normality, a chance to do the washing and the shopping to recharge her batteries for the week ahead.
The door opened, snapping Linda from her reverie.
"Your order Miss Nicola"
Mr Burkett handed two beautifully packaged boxes over to Nicola they were wrapped in black paper and tied with red ribbons.
"And now the small matter of payment"
"The sluts wet and ready, how many cutters were involved in the preparation"
"Three, Miss Nicola" Linda's ears pricked up, her throat was dry despite her obvious arousal. Three men, three cocks and that meant three loads of come. She moaned in anticipation.
Mr Burkett picked up the leash dragging it across Linda's lips causing her to shudder.
"Follow me doggy"
Linda was led down a corridor, she looked round seeking the assurance of her mistress's presence but she was not there. Her heart was pounding as she was led into a darkened workroom. Gone was the opulence of the shop to be replaced with a smell of sweat and grease.



Three large men were lined up, they all leered at Linda in her position of supplication.
"Here's your payment gentlemen"
With that Mr Burkett left without a second glance.
"What a pretty little doggy" said the largest man, Linda couldn't bring herself to look at the men instead she concentrated on staring at the floor, one of the other men was behind her now, a stinging slap landed on her ass, Linda yelped
"Behave yourself doggy or there's more where that came from. Now open wide and suck my cock." Linda was on familiar territory now, as the man opened his trousers and pulled out a semi erect cock Linda was transfixed by the enormous glistening head of the cock and scampered across the dirty floor to accept the meat she had been offered.
"Eager little doggy aren't you"
Linda looked up at the man with wide eyes as she slobbered on his shaft, she was unaware of the other men's activities until she felt another cock nudging at her cunt lips, suddenly the whole length was in her. Linda was ashamed at how easily the cock had slid into her and she moaned into the cock in her mouth as she was pounded from behind.
"Easy lads there's no rush" said the ringleader. The third man was watching the proceedings from the sidelines, Linda could just make him out, out of the corner of her eye as her cheeks were sucked in around the cock in her mouth.
"Easy slut I'm nearly there and your going to swallow it all down for me like a good little doggy."
The mans cock was swelling and pulsing in her mouth, she could also feel the cock between her legs pounding into the walls of her vagina bringing her dangerously close to coming.
Suddenly the man fucking her from behind pulled out of her with an embarrassing plopping noise, Linda was past caring she needed come in her throat that was all there was to it.
She was hit in the eye by a stream of sticky sperm as the man who had been fucking her wanked his cock over her face, almost at the same time as the cock in her mouth exploded into her mouth choking her with sperm.
She gagged, he hadn't removed his cock from her mouth, Linda could feel the come leaking from her mouth and dripping onto the floor.
"That's it slut suck it all down"
Linda gulped the come down, she couldn't swallow it all so let some run down her chin. Finally he pulled out of her mouth leaving Linda panting like a bitch. She was covered in come, the inevitable shame washed over her. Look at yourself Linda she thought, you're crawling on the floor like a dog with a collar on, covered in come and all you can think about is getting more.
She was only to aware of the attention her cunt was still demanding, the other man was still looking at her and she stared back, wide eyed, pleading begging almost for the attention she needed.
Finally he spoke.
"You look as if you've got something you want to say Doggy"
"Please sir I need to come, please fuck me Ill be a good doggy sir"
Linda was pleading now desperate for more attention, begging for cock, she no longer cared, she needed to come and was prepared to do whatever it took to get what she wanted and needed.
"No, I think you can lie down on your back and finger yourself for us until you come."
Linda was devastated, she needed cock surely these men would give her enough to bring her off. She had begged them how could they not oblige, shamed Linda hung her head and let out a sob.
"Enough whining Doggy, get frigging" Linda looked imploringly at the men one last time, there was no sympathy, they didn't care. Linda reached between her legs her cunt was sopping wet still, she plunged her fingers into her waiting slit aware of the heat building again, the thought of these men using her and then making her finish herself off was upsetting her but she didn't care she was nearly there.
She came, writhing around on the dirty floor moaning her eyes shut and mouth open unable to control herself any longer. Eventually the shuddering subsided, to be replaced by a feeling of warmth within Linda's stomach, she sighed contentedly.
One of the men yanked her leash bringing her back to earth with a bump.
"Run along and find your master doggy we've finished with you" the men turned and left the room via the back door leaving Linda to wonder what she should do next.
She crawled to the door through which she had entered and re-entered the corridor desperate to find her mistress, she was sniffling a bit as the events of the day caught up with her. Nicola walked round the corner to see Linda crawling along the floor with what looked like tears in her eyes.
"Come to mummy" Nicola called out to her, Linda felt relieved at the sound of her mistress's voice and dutifully crawled over to her.
"Who's a good doggy, you are coming home with me tonight I've cleared it with your master and we've even contacted your hubby to tell him you've gone away on business at last minute"
Linda felt overjoyed the thought of spending the weekend with her new mistress filled her with excitement, "Lets get you home and get you cleaned up you stink of come, poor baby."
The End
To come Chapter 3 "Office slut serves her Mistress"
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(This story is a shared fantasy for myself and my own Lady, hope you enjoy as much as we did)
Graham sat in the bath, he was running through the coming evenings activities in his head, a smile played across his lips as his cock hardened beneath the soapy water. He didn't touch it, he didn't dare, for tonight his cock was the property of His Lady and no one else.
Graham had been the online slut of His Lady for six months now, complying completely with her perverted demands. He had never met her but they had exchanged pictures. Graham loved the way she allowed him to express his sexuality without judgement and he had done some eye-watering things over the last few months. Things that would cause even the most broadminded person to raise an eyebrow.
He had finally persuaded her to meet him, she had agreed but attached conditions. He had to report to an address in Central London at 9pm tonight, a car would be sent. He had also received a package of things to wear. He hadn't opened it yet as the anticipation was half the fun, it sat on the chair next to the bath calling to him, his eye returning to it again and again, the bows and ribbons giving the package a feminine tone he found strangely exciting.
Maria his partner was away for the weekend and Graham was thrilled at the thought of being His Ladies property for the whole weekend. He loved Maria very much but they didn't seem to have the time they used to. They were both following successful careers that were becoming increasingly demanding on there time, as a result Graham had taken to using porn sites occasionally and had stumbled across His Lady purely by accident.
That had been six months ago and he had fallen completely under her thrall. He blushed at the thought of some of the things she had made him do, he loved every minute of it as his own perversions were aloud there full head.
She had made him film himself wanking, then sent it to her for her pleasure, that had been the start of the slippery slope. He had worn her used panties to go to work in, filmed himself dressed in her underwear, fucked himself in the ass with the dildo she had sent him, the list went on.

He smiled again, the water making his skin prune, time to get ready he thought. He got out of the bath and towelled himself down, his cock bobbing in front of him as thoughts of His Lady ran through his mind.
He picked the box up and took it into his room and undid the bow, lifting ther lid off to reveal... An exquisitely tailored French Maid's outfit complete with piny and small cap. He lifted it out and admired the stitching, he also noticed the small black butt plug nestling in the bottom of the box next to a white satin thong.
His cock was rock hard, the thought of travelling round London dressed as a French Maid was so arousing Graham felt faint, he rummaged around the box and turned up a set of silk hold ups and some high heels, the complete set. He ran the hold ups over his cock, the silk stimulating it to even greater hardness, control Graham, he daren't come without permission from His Lady, the punishment would be severe.
He sat himself down in the chair that he had wanked himself off in for His Lady so many times, he tried to figure out the order he should put his clothes on in, woman had it a lot harder he decided. Stockings first that sounds right. The silky smooth stockings slid easily up his shaved legs (another of His Ladies conditions), he twanged the elastic tops into place and shivered at the thought of it all.
Next came the g string, again made of fine silk, he could barely get his cock to fit in its present state of excitement, still that would not change until His Lady gave him permission and that would be some time, best to get on with it .There was no more underwear to put on but he suddenly remembered the butt plug, surely it would fall out after a while as he adjusted to its size, he remembered that was what the panties were for. He winced as he forced it into his tight hole revelling in the feeling of penetration, he would be unable to sit still, he knew that the cab ride would be interesting.
Once the plug was in place held in by the panties it was time to take the plunge and put the dress on. He could barely squeeze it up his legs and over his ass but eventually managed it, now all he had to do was do the zip up. He spent a good five minutes trying to stretch his hand round, but finally managed it with a sigh of relief. The piny and little hat was, next finally completing the outfit.
He admired himself in the mirror, quite the little slut aren't we, he thought. A knock on the door snapped him from his reverie, the cab he thought and grabbing his heels he ran downstairs to open the door the plug moving all the time bringing a pained expression to his face. Too late he realised what he was wearing, he had no coat on and would have looked ridiculous to anyone who didn't know what a Slut Boy he was.
A young woman in her twenties was standing on the porch dressed in a chauffeur's uniform, complete with cap and short skirt that barely covered her stocking tops. He felt his cock twitch, the trip would be harder than he imagined.
He went to get in the back of the car.
"You're up front with me Slut Boy"
Graham blushed, ashamed that this young woman should see him like this and be ordering him about like he was her slave as well. Never the less he complied as he knew His Lady would get to hear about any disobedience on his part.
The driver got in the car, her skirt exposing stocking tops and a flash of pale thigh. She made no attempt to cover herself as they drove off. Graham could feel his cock demanding attention as it rubbed against the silky panties he was wearing, the plug thrilling his insides. The combined hardness and penetration was almost unbearable, he had never been so hard though and knew he would just have to grin and bear it.
"Are you hard? you cheep slut"
"Yes" answered Graham.
"You will show me a bit more respect Slut Boy or you can get out here"
"Yes My Lady, I am hard"
"I am not you're lady you insolent slut, you can call me mistress"
"Yes Mistress I am hard"
"Better, now play with yourself, I want to see your cock."
Graham tried to fish his cock out from under his skirt, he eventually achieved his aim, but not without first succeeding in pushing the butt plug further inside himself.
He stroked his shaft, conscious that he must not come, but desperate to put on a show for this girl. His eyes remained glued to her thighs and stocking tops. He groaned barely able to control his need for release.
"Calm down Slut Boy, you need to save that for your Lady, just keep it hard for me, that will do for now"
Relieved that he wasn't going to come he tried to gauge where they were, just passing Wandsworth not far from the centre of town, nearly there. He stroked his cock, rubbing his thumb over his slit, causing a shudder of pleasure to course through him.
"Put it back in your panties Slut, were there"
God how am I supposed to get that in my panties, thought Graham. He tried to bend his engorged prick back into the tight fitting panties, pain seared through his cock at the mistreatment it was receiving. He got out and straightened himself up, the girl pushed an envelope into his hands and slammed the door shut driving off at great speed.
Shit, he had been dumped in the middle of London with just an envelope, presumably contained his instructions, His Lady was making her Slut Boy work for his keep. He felt ridiculous, if anyone saw him he was likely to get beaten up at the least, raped even, looking the way he was dressed, anything could happen.
He tore the envelope open, it contained an address and a map, at least it wasnt to far. He set off struggling in the heels, blushing with humiliation, cursing His Lady under his breath, the plug an ever present reminder of his situation. A car slowed as it passed, full of people laughing and pointing at him, he blushed but carried on.
He arrived at the address after ten thankfully uneventful minutes, his heart sank, it was a bar called "Poodle Doggy". Graham hesitated outside, his heart pounding, his prick still jutting painfully. He had no idea what he was supposed to do but he was freezing, he knew he had to go inside.
He walked down the stairs to the smoky bar, all the talking stopped as all eyes turned to look at the fully grown man dressed as a French Maid. Oh My God, I am going to die, the shame flowed through him consuming him, everyone was pointing and staring, some were laughing, nudging there friends.
"Who ordered the tranny" some joker called out, breaking the silence as the bar slowly returned to its normal noise level. Graham's heart was thumping fit to burst, he felt like he might faint. To his shame he was still rock hard and couldn't deny that the humiliation had thrilled him, His Lady knew him so well it scared him a little.
He felt a hand on his ass and whirled round fists bunched. A short brunette woman winked at him, she was dressed in a very professional looking suit, short skirt, white blouse and all. He immediately noticed her breasts pushing against the pin stripe material, he hoped against hope.
"Slut Boy?"
"My Lady?"
Graham felt such relief, combined with a feeling of sexual attraction for the woman who had dominated him so thoroughly, he had finally met her.
"Lets get you under cover before you are attacked shall we"
Thank god an end to the humiliation. She reached into her bag and pulled out a collar and lead. She cant be serious, the collar snapped shut round his neck.
"On your hands and knees Slut Boy"
Graham was on the verge of tears but complied as he knew he must. He had entered into this arrangement of his own free will, he had to accept the consequences, his heart was like a hammer, his will, which had been weakened over the last six months was at its lowest point, he complied immediately
She led him out of the club on his hands and knees to gales of laughter from the assembled drinkers, only to aware that his ass was on full view framed by the panties and stockings, the base of the butt plug clearly visible. How low had he sunk he hated himself because he knew that he was loving every minute, the throbbing in his cock told him all he needed to know. His body had taken over from his head, he was no longer in control His Lady owned him fully now.
"Keep up Slut Boy, there's a good doggy"
Graham was only to aware of his predicament, his knees were killing him, his hands were dirty, he could feel the cold night air whistling round his ass and balls as they pushed ludicrously out of the tiny g string. He hoped she wasn't taking him far, no one had walked past yet but it was only a matter of time.
"Oh what a cute doggy"
Grahams ears pricked up, Oh No, they had been spotted, he stared at the floor unable to lift his head, he could only see His Ladies expensive high heels. Another pair of ladies shoes joined those worn by His Ladies.
"Fay, so good to see you, this is my new doggy, he's called slut boy. I am glad you like him. He needs some training but he's a quick learner"
"Doggy why don't you lick Fay's shoes for her"
Graham knew he had no choice, but his hesitation earned him a whack across the backside, forcing the plug painfully farther up inside his already stretched ass.
His tongue snaked out to lick the black leather, he could smell the woman's scent as his forehead brushed against the fine material of her stockings. Graham could barely control himself and started nuzzling the woman's ankles desperate to go higher hoping for a glimpse of her stocking tops.
"Get down you naughty doggy"
His Ladies voice was like a scourge, he immediately cowered on the floor.
"Told you he needed more training, anyway hell get plenty of that tonight, nice to see you again Fay".
"Ill see you soon sweetie, maybe you can lend him to me when you've trained him?"
"Sorry hun this ones all mine, maybe Ill lend you my next one"
And with that she yanked on Slut Boys chain and carried on walking.
The unlikely pair eventually arrived, without further incident at a smart looking building consisting of loft conversions on a reclaimed brown field site. His Lady led her Slut Boy into the lobby of the smart building, she acknowledged the concierge, who didn't bat an eyelid at the ridiculous site of the man crawling on his knees dressed as a French maid.
They entered the lift, "You may stand up know Slut Boy, let me have a look at you". Graham rose to his feet, his joints aching, muscles screaming at their mistreatment, thankful to be allowed to stand again, he looked His Lady in the eye as she smiled at him.
She stroked his thighs with her hand rising to cup his swollen balls and erect cock, all the time never breaking eye contact, he groaned as she massaged his dick, he needed to come desperately, a fact that she was only to aware of.
"Oh Slut Boy need to come does he, I thought you'd like the driver, did she tease you poor baby?"
"She didn't touch it My Lady, but she made me wank myself off for her"
"She exceeded her instructions, she will be punished. You belong to me and me only Slut Boy"
The lift arrived at the top floor and opened onto a plushly decorated hallway, they approached a door that had been left ajar and entered. Graham took in his new surroundings, the loft was amazing, huge and very modern the open plan living space had been cleared, all the furniture being moved to one side.
"Get back on your knees Doggy"
His Lady was behind him now gripping the butt plug, twisting it painfully in his ass, making him moan with need and pain, he felt so cheap, nothing more than a toy to be played with whenever she wanted. There was no denying the hardness of his cock, he could feel the blood pumping within it, the thought of release, however far away it was, spurred him on, the sooner she got what they wanted the sooner he would be allowed to come.
"Now tell your lady what a good doggy fuck toy you are and well start playing"
"My Lady, I am your pet, your possession, your fuck toy, to do with as you see fit, I am here to serve you, your pleasure is my aim"
Graham blushed at the ease with which he had slipped into his role, his submission to the this woman complete now, his will overcome, he awaited his instructions.
"Good doggy, I want to play with your ass a bit before you serve your Lady. So bend over this chair like a good doggy and show me your dirty little bottom"
Graham looked around, from his vantage point on the floor he could see a large leather sofa, beautifully upholstered it looked like a valuable antique. He crawled towards it and climbed up onto the lovely piece of furniture. He hoped his lady though of him as an object, a possession to be used for her pleasure, much the same as the sofa.
Lying over the arm of the chair, his ass presented for His Lady. The little brown ring plugged as it was with the butt plug, was beautifully framed by the stockings and tiny g string panties, he felt so vulnerable as he exposed his most private parts for all to see.
His head was pushed into the cushion of the sofa, his nose filled with the smell of expensive leather, he could sense His Lady behind him admiring what she saw. The thought of His Lady admiring her pet excited Graham he hoped His Lady liked what he was being allowed to show her.
"What a good little doggy pet you are, I had no idea you could be so well behaved"
The plug was being removed very slowly, the pain exquisite, as the larger middle section was pulled through his tight ring. Finally it plopped out, the relief was instant as he could feel his puckered brown entrance return to its normal size. But the respite was short lived as he felt His Lady tickle her finger nail across his asshole, he shivered his delight, his cock was pressing painfully into the sofa, he couldn't believe the pleasure this treatment was causing him.
He could feel her behind him teasing him mercilessly, her fingers feeling his ass cheeks, tickling him, making him want more. he needed her to penetrate him, wanted the feeling of being filled completely, his mind screamed at him, what the fuck are you doing its your ass, but his body was in control now and it needed to be mistreated, fucked and used like a cheep toy, to be played with and put away for later.
"Is there anything you want doggy?"
He could hear the mocking tone in her voice, she knew what he wanted but wanted to hear him say it.
"Please My Lady, I want you to fuck me in the ass, I am desperate for you to mistreat me, I am your fuck toy, please my lady I am desperate to come and be fucked."
"What a dirty little doggy you are, maybe I will fuck your pretty ass"
"But first I want you to use that pathetic cock on me, you cheep tart, think you can do that? I doubt I will even notice it but you may as well try you pathetic slut"
Graham was stunned at this outburst, he loved his cock, it was his favourite body part, that someone would insult its size hurt him beyond belief. The hardness between his legs did not however abate at this verbal onslaught, if anything it made him even stiffer.
He was pulled roughly from the sofa, and thrown on the floor, he quickly resumed his doggy position, head hung once more with the shame of his position. His Lady positioned herself on her back between his arms, hitching up her short skirt to expose a perfectly shaved cunt, the juice of her arousal clearly visible on her lips.
"You know where to put it doggy"
Graham shuffled forward and positioned his pulsing cock at the entrance to his Ladies cunt, feeling her wetness on the throbbing head. He was also aware of the but plug nudging his ass as his Lady tried to insert it in him again.
The significance of this was not lost on him, to penetrate and at the same time be penetrated completed in his mind the darkest fantasy in his possession. He was a toy nothing more, just there for other peoples perverted thoughts and deeds. His mind reeled with the arousal caused by his situation.
His Lady fucked him, ass and cock, the action pushing his cock into his Ladies hot slit, it seemed to suck his hard cock up inside her. He smiled as she groaned her approval, he could feel his Lady picking up the pace as he ploughed into her, urging him on, she was slapping his ass with each stroke now causing the heat in him to rise like a volcano nearing eruption.
He new he wouldn't last long, but he dare not come without permission he could barely speak.
"Please My Lady may doggy pet be allowed to come?"
"Certainly not you cheep slut, first you must make your lady come then she will consider your request"
Graham could feel the arousal of the woman between his legs, she was moaning loudly with each thrust and couldn't be far off coming, but he was worried that this continued fucking would tip him over the edge before she came. He knew he would have to be careful or the punishment would be severe.
Finally an orgasm crashed through his Lady, she groaned aloud as her body shuddered with the power of the orgasm. Graham stopped fucking her . Time seemed to stand still as she recovered, Graham saw her nod to him.
"Good doggy you have made your Lady come, you're half way there. Now be a good doggy fuck toy and get that pathetic cock round here, we want to see you wank yourself off".
Graham crawled round to face his mistress aware that his stretched ass was clearly on view .He sat up and grasped his cock feeling the pulsing shaft, knowing that his come wasn't far away.
"Now doggy I want you to wank off for me, you will use a scale of one to ten to indicate how near you are to coming. You will shout out the number each time your arousal increases, once you reach nine You will ask permission to stop wanking. Permission will be granted if you have been a good doggy. You will then wait until your arousal has decreased to a lower level, before starting again. If you come without permission I will personally ensure you are ruined, at any time you may be instructed to perform other tasks as well. Understand doggy?"



"Yes My Lady"
This game wasn't going to last long thought Graham, however the thought of being exposed concentrated his mind on the task in hand (so to speak). He gripped his shaft and started slowly wanking it.
"Six My Lady"
The thrill in him was increasing worryingly quickly as he saw Lady touching herself through her clothing, no fair he thought she was a stunning looking woman and so his type, Short and chesty, yum he thought, if only the roles were reversed.
"Seven My Lady
"Eight My Lady
"Nine My Lady please may I be allowed to stop wanking now"
The response stopped his heart momentarily, he was fit to burst as it was.
"Keep wanking doggy but don't come"
He stared imploringly at her but she showed him no mercy, it was all he could do to resist the temptation to release his come and to hell with the consequences. As he felt he could go on no longer the order was issued.
"You may stop wanking doggy"
He could barely pull his hand from his cock such was his need for release, the pain was unbearable, his balls were swollen beyond belief.
"Good doggy, aren't we obedient"
Graham was shaking with the effort of controlling himself, his body was screaming with excitement his heart was thumping, mind racing, desperate for a way out of the spiral of excitement and shame that was pushing him to the edge.
"Start wanking again doggy"
"Seven My Lady"
Sweat was pouring from his brow now running of his face and dripping onto the maids outfit, he could barely open his eyelids, his mouth was dry, breathing ragged and still the torture continued unabated.
"Eight My Lady"
"Nine My Lady"
"Please may I be allowed to come now"
"You may stop wanking, but don't come"
Graham nearly cried, he noticed His Lady was also showing some signs of agitation, the voice controlling him was wavering a little, sounding breathy with arousal.
"You may start wanking again, you may also start fingering your own ass doggy"
Graham contorted as he tried to wank himself and finger his ass. The effort was killing him but the pleasure made it worse, his mind screaming for release.
"Seven My Lady"
Graham could see his Lady was openly fingering herself now as she stared at the display her doggy was putting on for. The room was filled with groaning and sexual tension, something had to give soon, crisis point was approaching.
"Eight My Lady"
"Nine My Lady, may I be allowed to stop wanking now?"
"You may stop wanking doggy"
Graham couldn't continue like this.
"Please my lady I need to come so badly, may I be allowed?"
"Please My Lady I will do anything if only I may be allowed to come"
"Hmmm do anything will you"
"Yes My Lady"
"OK doggy you may come, when you have finished I will tell you what you must do"
Graham sagged visibly with relief as he grasped his cock and wanked it lovingly. He could feel the come rising within him, the eruption of come took him by surprise as the first jet of come hit his chin, the second eruption caught his chest dribbling from his nipples. He moaned like a cheep tart on heat as the relief washed over him, he felt faint as the blood in his body stopped beating so hard, a warm glow surrounded him as he curled up on the floor with a grin on his face.
"Good doggy, I hope you enjoyed that because its the last come you get for a while believe me".
The words stung Graham from his reverie, he knew his ordeal was far from over, but all he cared about at the moment was that he had been allowed to com. His body was slowly returning to a semblance of calm as his heart slowed and the throbbing pain of built up expectation subsided.
"Get up you filthy doggy, you need cleaning inside and out before we play with you some more. You stink like a cheap slut".
"Yes My Lady"
"on your hands and knees, you cheap slut"
Graham complied immediately, not caring anymore what happened, he was totally spent, he felt exhausted from the strength of the orgasm. All he wanted to do was go to sleep, he doubted he would get the chance yet though as he was led by both his rulers down the corridor to the bathroom.
"Strip slut boy, you need a wash and we don't to ruin your pretty dress now do we?"
The feeling of humiliation re-surfaced in his mind, he was suddenly acutely aware he was wearing not only woman's clothing, but a uniform that denoted subservience and compliance, he blushed despite himself and all that he had endured during the evening.
He stripped, the uniform forming a puddle at his feet. His Lady pinched his left nipple making him wince.
"Now slut we need to clean out that dirty bottom of yours before we wash your smelly little body"
Graham's mind was working overtime, what could she mean. His breath caught in his throat as his Lady produced a length of plastic flexi-pipe which had a bag, of what looked like water attached to one end, at the other end was a nozzle. He had a flash of inspiration causing his heart to sink, an enema bag.
Graham, he thought, you have only yourself to blame. He had never imagined this not in his darkest, hottest, dirtiest dreams. His Lady pushed him over so his forehead rested on the sink. He noticed the fine taps and luxury soap, his mind screaming at the absurdity of it all, why notice taps at a time like this, he could only assume that something had snapped in his head.
"Now you filthy little doggy lets clean your dirty little bottom"
The nozzle was pushed up his ass with alarming ease, the butt plug had obviously done its job, Graham groaned as he felt a familiar twitching in his cock, God what's wrong with me, he thought.
"Now be a good doggy and stand still while I fill your dirty little bottom with this nice clean water. You must hold it in until I tell you or you will be punished, understand slut"
"Yes My Lady"
The water poured into his distended ass, he could feel it stretching him, the cold seeped into his digestive system, causing his stomach to bulge obscenely. Tears ran down his cheek as he struggled not to cry out. He was acutely aware of the sounds issuing from his guts, a cramp racked through him, the pain seared in his mind as his stomach grumbled its unhappiness.
He was pulled upright again, only to aware that at least three pints of water was being controlled by his tiny puckered asshole, which was straining to cope already due to the thorough stretching it had received earlier in the evening. His Lady grabbed an arm and forced handcuffs over his wrists, she manhandled him into the shower and hooked the cuffs over the shower head causing Graham to have to stretch so as not to be lifted off the floor.
"Now you worthless fuck toy I am going to change into something more comfortable for the rest of the evening. You are not permitted to allow any of that water out until I return, do you understand?"
"Yes My Lady"
Graham's cock was painfully erect now, the nozzle of the enema bag was tickling his prostate gland, causing him to groan obscenely. The water in his guts was gurgling loudly as it flushed through his system, he was crying with the effort to control himself, conscious that a severe punishment would befall him if any of the water was to escape before his Lady returned.
He could feel his stomach screaming out in pain as his muscles struggled to contain the water, damn it how long did it take a woman to get changed. He already knew the answer to that, he could be here all day.
"Oh poor puppy, you look in pain"
Graham lifted his head, he blinked the tears of pain out of his eyes, his Lady stood in front of him. Graham gasped despite himself, she looked gorgeous, naked except for her heels and stockings, she was a picture, everything Graham had hoped she would be. Her breasts were perfect, large and beautifully shaped, he longed to be allowed to kiss them, lick her nipples, adore her.
"Don't stare puppy, you never seen a naked woman before? Now you may let that water out of your dirty little bottom"
The relief was almost to much, the filthy water poured onto the floor of the shower, running between his toes and down the plug. Graham felt horrified at his display, he felt a new level of shame as he sank further into submission, he hung there like a rag, head bowed, exhausted by the experiences of the past few hours.
"Good Puppy, I am very pleased with you, now just so puppy doesn't think I am a cruel owner I will allow you to please me. This is your one chance to prove your worth as a lover, so don't fuck it up for yourself or your out on your ear. Permanently"
With that she unhooked the cuffs from the shower head, Graham slumped to his knees, his heart already pumping at the thought of being allowed to please his Lady, finally he thought maybe it will all be worth it. His Lady left the bathroom, indicating for him to follow, his eyes transfixed by her gently swaying backside.
His cock hadn't softened all evening, it looked as though it might finally get used as nature intended, Graham smiled despite himself as he was lead upstairs and into his Ladies bedroom.
The room was bare except for an enormous bed in the centre, covered in white silk sheets, His Lady laid down on it and smiled invitingly up at him, all evidence of her dominant nature gone now. Graham got on the bed, aware of her slight stature for the first time of the evening, he didn't need telling twice, he knew he had one chance so better get started.
He kissed her face, holding it in his hands, eyes wide open not wanting to miss a thing, her eyes, her cheeks, her forehead, savouring her sweet smell. Going lower, searching out her lips, his mouth open, tongue parting her. She moaned into his mouth, the first sign he had had all evening of her pleasure, encouraged his kisses became more urgent, more forceful as his tongue teased her mouth, tickling her teeth.
Graham was aware of the heat radiating from her body, he could feel it on his skin, he wanted to lick her there but knew he had to build up to that prize. He moved down her quivering body, kissing her neck, her shoulder, her chest, his teeth grazed her delicious nipples as he sucked it into his mouth greedily.
He went ever lower, twisting round so he could lie between her outstretched thighs, his tongue searching for her wetness, his Lady groaned her approval. She graded his head suddenly pushing it onto her lips, her scent washing over him as he buried his tongue into her soaking slit. She was moaning and bucking now, her hips lifting to meet his tongue, he looked up at her. She had her eyes firmly shut her mouth gaped open as she sighed and moaned her arousal all to evident.
Graham continued his frantic licking, revelling in the pleasure he was giving his Lady.
"Fuck me slut boy, put that cock in me NOW"
Graham couldn't comply fast enough as he watched his Lady get to her knees, presenting herself for him, his cock throbbed painfully as it bobbed around longing to slide inside her. He touched the purple head to her lips gently brushing, teasing her, making her sigh. He ran the tip over her folded skin, it glistened with the juice of her arousal.
"Stop teasing me you slut, fuck me NOW"
Graham slid into her, up to the hilt, loving the heat as his cock ploughed into her. He withdrew just leaving his head in her entrance, stretching her, then he started again, repeating his slow languorous strokes, not rushing just slowly, fucking her, over and over and over.
The speed increased slightly as both of them started to lose their control, she pushing back seeking him out wanting to be filled completely, he tried to maintain his control desperate to prolong the sweet agony, as his balls screamed at him for release.
They were both near now, nothing would stop the inevitable as they screamed towards a thunderous orgasm. Graham was panting, sweat running down his brow, his chest , his back. His Lady wasn't faring any better, she was asked as the heat of their passion seeped from her sweet smelling skin.
The both stopped suddenly, teetering on the edge of the abyss, savouring the agony before they let themselves go completely. It happened......coming.....GOD I'm C.O.M.I.N.G........
They collapsed together, shuddering, moaning, tears of joy on their cheeks, Graham kissed his Lady all over her skin salty and lovely to taste.
Time passed... Graham looking at his Lady for a sign of where he stood, the domination still fresh in his mind.
"My Lady, may your doggy sleep on the floor at the bottom of you bed tonight?"
"No"
Graham, looked hurt, surely after all that she wasn't going to spurn him now, she couldn't be that cruel.
"Doggy may sleep with his owner tonight as he's been so good"
Graham beamed at her, they cuddled and fell asleep in each others arms, exhausted at the days events.
Graham dreamed of subservience and love for his Lady...................
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Office Slut Chapter Three, Linda Entertains the Guests
Linda awoke, she stretched, the memories of yesterdays activities came flooding back It was no wonder she was tired, she had taken roughly a years worth of come in her mouth, not to mention the demeaning dog collar experience making her knees and hands ache.
Despite herself she knew how much it had excited and stimulated her, to submit so completely and be at the mercy of another persons perversions was so thrilling she wished she had succumbed before.
She took in her surroundings, she had been made to sleep in the kitchen in an outsize dog basket, her collar still round her neck, she had awoken clutching the lovely wooden box to her chest as if it signified her acceptance of her submission.
She was also aware of a throbbing between her legs, a dull ache, she also felt strangely full, penetrated even. She reached between her legs and felt the end of a tiny dildo that had been inserted between her legs by Nicola the night before. It had been in place all night and her legs were soaked by her juices from the constant arousal that the dildo had imparted.
She sighed and stood up, she could hear Nicola in the next room but didn't know how she was supposed to behave in the woman's flat. Better safe than sorry thought Linda and got on her hands and knees and crawled of to find her mistress.
"Oh Baby you're awake, and so well behaved" Nicola patted Linda condescendingly on the head.
"Now I have a busy day today so I have arranged for one of my other sluts to come over and keep an eye on you for the day. Then you've got an evening of looking after my dinner party guests. Whose a lucky little doggy?
Linda blushed at her demeaning tone, her mind was whirring with the possibilities of being looked after by another of this woman's slaves. The thought of the dinner party worried her slightly as well, what did she mean, look after them?
The door bell rang Linda jumped with the shock of the shrill bell, Nicola rushed of to open the door.
"Fay darling, good to see you" Nicola kissed the woman on the lips and squeezed her backside. Linda couldn't believe her behaviour, hadn't Nicola said that one of her sluts was coming over, and yet she was treating this woman like an equal.
Linda felt shamed that she was on her hands and knees in the presence of this new woman, one mistress was OK she didn't know if she could deal with any more.
Linda couldn't help but admire Fay though, she was strikingly tall with long brown hair which framed a lovely innocent face. She was wearing a short skirt that finished mid thigh and set her long legs of nicely, a white wrap around blouse held her firm high breasts in place.
Linda would never of looked twice at another woman, but she had found that she had done a lot of things she wouldn't of contemplated over the last few weeks. She could definitely feel some butterflies waking up in her stomach, maybe the day wouldn't be so bad after all.
"Fay sweety, be a good girl and look after my doggy for me, she needs some discipline today as she got a little unruly yesterday. I will need her all tarted up for this evening in her French maid outfit, its set out on my bed. Same goes for you my dear, my dinner guests always like to see you looking your best"
"Oh I almost forgot there's a schoolgirl outfit in there as well if you fancy giving her some proper discipline" with that Nicola was gone stopping only to pat Linda on the head and kiss Fay again.
Linda hung her head, she didn't know how this new woman was going to treat her, surely if she was Nicola's slut they would be kindred spirits. Linda's mind conjured up pictures of a cosy cup of tea with a girlfriend discussing make up and clothes, enjoying a break from the demeaning subservience.
"Stand up" Linda complied unquestioning, she could feel Fay eyeing her up as she walked around her, inspecting her, sizing her up.
"What have we got here, suburbia is that way honey did you get lost?"
"I..I am here of my own will" Linda's voice was shaking this was not what she had in mind at all, Fay's voice sounded harsh and domineering, her heart sank as the image of them chatting together faded in her mind.
"Hmmm, I wonder how much of you're own will you have left? On your hands and knees again"
Linda immediately fell to her hands and knees obediently.
"Now tell me what's you're name when you are in this position"
"Doggy, is my name"
"Good you seem to have learned quickly, I will ask you questions you may answer by nodding your head to confirm whether they are true or not"
"Do you belong to Nicola as her slut" Linda nodded the affirmative.
"Do you love being treated like a cheap cock hungry slut" Linda again nodded for yes. She could feel the tears rising in her eyes as she was forced to admit to her submission.
"Have you been disciplined by Nicola yet?"
She nodded in the negative.
"Good then I will be the first to properly discipline you, I think you might like it, but first lets clean you and dress you properly" and with that she swept into the bathroom leaving Linda to crawl behind her trying not to cry as the shame poured over her.
Once again she had submitted to someone else's control she felt she had no say over her actions anymore. She hated herself, everything she stood for had been stripped away to be replaced with a compliant servant, whose actions were dictated by others, an idea that two weeks ago would of been totally abhorrent to her was now reality.
What made it all the worse was her total acceptance of the new terms of her life. She was a slave to her desire, she was ruled by her sexual needs, she was permanently aroused now and all she could think about was when she would have a cock between her legs or in her mouth. She craved come on her skin and in her mouth, she realised she was becoming insatiable.
"Stand on the towel you slut" Linda was glad to get of her hands and knees finally and stood on the fluffy towel before Fay. Fay stood behind her and reached round Linda's body to touch her stomach. Linda breathed in sharply at the touch her skin jumping, Fay's fingers were feather light, tickling at Linda's soft belly making the hairs on the back of her neck stand up.
Her hands rose up Linda's torso to cup her breasts lightly, Linda moaned, Fay's tender attention was taking effect, the dildo between Linda's legs was not helping either, it was all she could do to prevent her knees buckling from under her.
Fay pinched Linda's throbbing nipples cruelly, causing Linda to gasp in shock her eyes fully open again. Fay reached between Linda's legs and pulled the dildo out with a plopping noise, to Linda's shame it was sodden and Fay made a big show of licking it clean in front of her.
"You're not here to enjoy yourself slut, until Nicola gets back you're mine to do with as I choose. Now get in the shower you tramp and clean yourself".
The water was freezing, Linda didn't dare to turn the tap to hot and suffered the ice cold water as it cascaded over her body. She shivered with the chill and a mix of arousal, her nipples were painfully erect and she longed to touch them, without permission however she dare not risk it. She soaped herself between her legs risking Fay's anger as she slipped a finger along her hot slit sending electric shocks up inside her belly.
"Stop fingering yourself you filthy slut"
Fay opened the shower door and hauled Linda out of the cubicle. Linda shivered as she stood on the towel, she couldn't look Fay in the face, to be caught openly masturbating by another woman was shameful but she needed the attention. She started thinking of ways she could get Fay to touch her between the legs, if only she wouldn't be so harsh toward her.
"Dry yourself of you naughty slut and no more masturbating for you my girl. You're already heading for a punishment don't make it any worse"
Linda dried herself off, aware of Fay openly eyeing her up, she found herself holding her slight stomach in, hoping and wishing that Fay would appreciate her hungry body.
"Right my girl into the bedroom lets get you dressed. Linda followed Fay into Nicola's bedroom. To be aloud into her mistress's bedroom was an unexpected thrill, on Nicola's bed were set out the two boxes from the tailors.
Fay opened the first box and took out an exquisitely made French maid outfit complete with a white pinny and lacy hat. Fay laid it out on the bed and started opening the other box. She pulled out a schoolgirl outfit consisting a short grey pleated skirt, white blouse, white ankle socks and a stripy tie.
She threw it at Linda.
"Get dressed slut, you've got a part to play and you better be convincing or Ill double the punishment".
Linda was dreading the thought of the punishment, she hadn't been spanked since she was at school. The thought of this woman exposing her bare bottom was scary and thrilling at the same time. The uniform was exactly the right size as Linda shrugged the blouse on, making sure to leave the top couple of buttons undone, still hoping against hope that she could flirt her way out of her punishment.
She zipped up the skirt and slipped the little white ankle socks on followed by the tight fitting white panties, she admired herself in the full length mirror on the wardrobe. She looked ridiculous, a fully grown woman bursting out of the tight white blouse, with a pleated skirt barely covering her cunt.
"Don' we look like an innocent little slut, now tell teacher what a naughty girl you've been"
Linda took a deep breath, she felt that the humiliation she had suffered the last few days couldn't get any worse, she realised now she was wrong.
"I've been a naughty girl Miss, I deserve punishing" Linda slipped into her new role immediately much to her surprise, the submission was automatic now almost like it was second nature.
"Well naughty girls get spanked don't they"
"Yes Miss"
"Follow me" Fay led Linda into the kitchen.
"Bend over the stool".
Fay indicated the stool at the breakfast bar, Linda complied only too aware that her short skirt had ridden up her thighs to expose the taut white panties. She was hoping against hope that the damp patch on her panties was not to obvious as Fay was sure to notice.
"You naughty girl, have you been having dirty thoughts about your teacher?"
To Linda's shame Fay had noticed the damp patch so there was no denying it.
"Yes Miss, I have been having naughty thoughts about you Miss".
"What sort of naughty thoughts?"
"I ..I want you to finger my pussy Miss."
The slap landed on Linda's ass, shocking her with its severity. She yelped in pain, she could feel a warmth spreading through her cheeks as direct result of the abuse, connecting with the heat between her legs making her tingle all over.
"Naughty girl, making Miss smack you with her hand"
Fay opened one of the draws in the kitchen and removed a spatula.
"Lets see how you like this, now which end will I give you first?"
Linda couldn't see the spatula, so she didn't appreciate that the handle was thick and ribbed, with the other end forming a broad flat implement ideal for spanking. She heard the whistling as the metal spatula rushed through the air and connected to her backside with a loud thwack.
Linda jumped again as the second smack warmed her further, she was becoming only to aware of the effect the spanking was having on her. Another perversion she had accepted gladly, surely there was not much left for her to submit to.
Fay smacked Linda a further five times each time making sure the spatula connected with its intended target. Linda was groaning with each smack now barely able to contain herself.
Fay was having a hard time telling whether the groans were of pain or pleasure, she couldn't deny that punishing this woman was having an effect on her as well. The woman was a good 15 years older than her and she enjoyed the feeling of power over her. The fact that she was dressed as a schoolgirl made it more thrilling and dirty than she had thought possible.
Fay was aware that her own panties were becoming worryingly damp as well, maybe that was enough punishment for the woman, she thought, time for some fun.
"There's a good girl you have accepted your punishment well."
"Thank you Miss"
Linda inwardly sighed with relief, the heat in her backside was becoming unbearable. She could feel it mingling with the warmth in her stomach to provide a worryingly erotic tingling within her aching body.
Fay turned the spatula over in her hand her mind whirring with the possibilities. She stroked her fingers up Linda's thigh, scraping her nail along the older woman's flesh up to her exposed backside. She slipped her fingers along Linda's slit making her shudder and moan. Fay turned the spatula over scheming a use for it.
"On the floor you naughty girl"
Linda complied immediately, Fay handed her the spatula handle first, Linda eyed it warily. It was a thick rubber handle which was a bit thicker in the middle than at the end, Linda had a sinking feeling in her heart, she knew what was coming and while she would welcome the relief she also felt so humiliated by this woman.
"Fuck yourself with it, show me how low you have sunk, you suburban slut"
Linda nearly choked, Fay's words hurt her, but she knew she must comply, or risk punishment when Nicola returned.
"I want you looking at me the whole time you slut"
Linda fixed her eyes on Fay's pretty face, she worked the handle of the spatula over her wet, hot lips, only to aware of the spectacle she was creating for Fay. It was all she could do to stop herself panting like a bitch in heat but she didn't want to give Fay the pleasure.
Linda pushed the handle inside her burning lips, the feeling of penetration eliciting a throaty moan from her lips, her eyes wide and innocent, were fixed on Fay's face desperately looking for signs of her approval. Linda hated to admit it but she was desperate to turn the young woman on, she redoubled her efforts with the handle, thrusting it in and out, aware of the obscene slurping noises as her juices oozed round the spatula handle.
"Good girl, are you nearly there, you must ask your teacher permission to come"
"Please miss may I come?"
"You have been such a good girl you may come, but don't you dare take your eyes of me . I want to see your sweet slutty face all the time"
Linda no longer cared she wanted to come so badly, wanted to show Fay what a good little girl she was, she needed approval from those dominating her and was no longer afraid to ask for it despite the ever present danger of punishment.
"Please Miss, do I please you miss?"
"Mmmm you please me very much, when you have come you can lick my cunt and show me how far you have sunk"
"Thank you Miss"
Linda was so close to coming, she was fucking herself mercilessly, pounding the spatula handle into herself, enjoying the pain mingled with pleasure. She loved hard fucking and the fact that she could control the depth and strength of the penetration made it all the more pleasurable. Her eyelids flickered as she shivered, her excitement building, she could just make out Fay hitching her short skirt up round her waist, fingers delving within her tight panties. This image pushed Linda into her orgasm, she groaned aloud no longer caring how sluttish she looked or sounded, her body alive with sexual energy, shuddering with a pleasure she couldn't bear to be without.
She collapsed on to the floor as she recovered her eyes still fixed on Fay who was smiling down at her.
"Did you enjoy that slut?"
"Yes Miss, very much Miss"
"Good , now you can do the same for me, get up here and lick me"
Fay's order spurred Linda out of her post orgasm reverie and she obediently pushed her head between Fay's beautiful long legs. Her tongue started licking the insides of Fay's thighs, gently kissing and nipping at the smooth flesh, searching ever higher for her goal. Linda could feel the heat radiating from between Fay's legs, she heard the woman groan and suspected that the slightest touch would bring her off, she wanted to prolong her pleasure but suspected she wouldnt get the chance.
Her suspicions were confirmed when Fay grabbed her hair and pushed her face hard into her sopping cunt forcing Linda to gasp for breath as the woman's scent filled her mouth and nostrils. Fay was thrashing around now, moaning like a woman possessed as her orgasm ripped through her. Her grip loosened allowing Linda to breath again, Linda continued kissing Fay's cunt tenderly, she could see Fay's face scrunched up in the throes of pleasure. As her joy subsided Fay started stroking Linda's her hair tenderly. Linda revelled in the moments of tender contact, knowing she must make the most of these precious seconds before Fay returned to her role as mistress.
"Mmmm you must of done that before you naughty slut, anyway that's enough playtime for you my girl. We need you fresh for the evenings entertainment, you need a nap to refresh you, come along doggy"
Linda knew the shared moment was truly over, she reverted to her role as doggy per getting to her hands and knees, looking eagerly up at Fay waiting for her instructions.
"Back into your dog basket you naughty pet, Ill wake you when its time to get you ready"
Linda obediently curled up in the basket, glad to have pleased her new mistress, she closed her eyes exhausted at the mornings events, a broad grin played across her face, she had never felt so contented as she drifted off to sleep with an image of Fay coming in the front of her mind......
Linda was suddenly aware of a sharp pain in her left thigh, she was dragged from her lovely warm, erotically charged dream by it, she opened her eyes muzzily to seek out the cause of her discomfort.
"Time to get up slut, you've got a big night ahead of you"
Fay towered over her, as her stiletto heel dug into Linda's leg, Linda gaped at the transformation in the young woman. She was gorgeous before but now she was a picture of visual eroticism, she had transformed herself into a classic French Maid.
Fay looked stunning, her four inch stilettos were shining so brightly Linda could see her face in them. Fishnet stockings encased her shapely legs capped with a black lacy suspender belt, clearly visible as it crept under her short black frilly skirt leaving Linda to wonder if she had any panties on, probably not she decided. A tiny white pinny was tied round her waist and a crisp white blouse was tucked into the skirt's waistband. A little lacey black cap was perched on her head completing the image.
"Stop gawking slut you're next, so go and take a shower and get dressed, we've got a lot to do, our mistress is back and frantic trying to get everything ready, so look lively"
Linda noticed a slight change in Fay, she assumed that as Nicola was back she was no longer in charge and had reverted to her submissive role. Nicola burst into the room, she had changed as well since Linda had last seen her and looked stunning in a tight fitting black skirt that finished just above her knees, black stockings shimmered on her newly shaved legs. A plain white wrap around blouse completed the outfit and Linda could clearly see that Nicola had no bra on as her nipples were clearly visible thrusting against the material of the blouse.
"About time you got up naughty doggy, now get showered and put your Maid uniform on immediately, its on the bed in my room"
"Yes Mistress"
Linda crawled to the bathroom and quickly showered herself down, although she was in a hurry she couldn't resist toying with her nipples a little as she enjoyed the chance of a warm shower.
Fay came into the bathroom unannounced, catching Linda blatantly touching herself.
"Tut Tut naughty girl I wont tell Mistress, but you must make me come later, deal"



Linda nodded dumbly, secretly pleased that Fay wanted some more of her attention. Fay passed her a razor and shaving foam, Linda knew what was coming.
"Lose the hair slut nothing under your eyebrows OK, Ill be back in a few minutes to check on you, no more fingering, you naughty girl, OK"
Again Linda nodded her acceptance, she stepped out of the shower and sat on the toilet seat squeezing shaving foam onto her hand, before applying the cold foam to her springy pubic hair. She loved the feeling of lathering herself but knew the penalty for touching herself deciding it wasn't worth the risk, concentrate Linda, you don' want to cut yourself.
The razor cut a clear swathe through her soft hair leaving a trail of smooth pink skin, within a few minutes she was completely shaved, her mound looked so smooth and gorgeous. Her puffy lips clearly visible now as they stood out proudly out from her body this simple act unlocked another bolt in her mind as she continued her downward spiral into total subservience.
"Not bad slut"
Fay was back again and stooped to run her finger along Linda's puffy lips, eliciting a sigh as Linda looked up into Fay's face adoringly. Fay's attire was having a terrible effect on Linda, she couldn't believe she was lusting after another woman, but her bodies desires no longer conformed with her heads preconceived ideas about her sexuality and she couldn't fight it forever.
"Now run along like a good girl, the guests will be arriving soon and Nicola wants us looking our best"
Linda crawled into Nicola's bedroom, once again thrilling at the sense of privilege she felt at being allowed into her mistress's private chamber. Her Maids outfit was on the bed neatly laid out, crisp blouse, stockings and shoes all awaiting her.
Linda sat on the floor and pulled the fishnet stockings up her legs revelling in the obvious quality of the material, the suspender belt fitted closely as she clipped the tops in place. She knew her transformation was starting again, this time into a domestic servant rather than a sexual one.
Linda suspected that both roles would be played tonight however and she thrilled at the prospect as she pulled the dress up her smooth thighs, wiggling her hips to ease its passage. It fitted tightly forcing her prominent breasts up and out for all to see. She had no idea what tasks she would be made to perform but her heart skipped as she thought about the potential for further humiliation and submission.
Nicola's friends would probably be as dominant and sexy as she was and she would be at there beck and call. She tied her pinny and put on the little hat to complete the transformation acutely aware of the heat already building between her legs, she had no panties on and the frilly skirt barely covered her newly shave slit making her feel deliciously exposed.
She crawled out of the room hoping she wouldn't damage the fine stockings, Fay was already in the hall standing to attention next to the door.
"Get up you slut you cant serve people from down there, let me have a look at you"
Linda stood gratefully and pushed her chest out for Fay's inspection. Fay looked her up and down approvingly and couldn't resist tickling Linda's inner thigh as she checked her stockings were lined up correctly. Linda shivered at the touch.
"Stop playing with yourselves you sluts, or your punishment will be painful and demeaning in the extreme"
Nicola swept into the hallway, causing both women to jump to attention, thoughts of there own needs immediately banished from their minds. Nicola stood in front of her two Maids eyeing them, inspecting them like a stable owner might inspect her prize thorough breads. A riding crop was in her hand and both Maids noticed it and eyed it warily.
"Right you two cheap sluts I will explain tonight's proceedings so you know what is expected of you. My guests will arrive shortly and you are to ensure their every need is met. You will serve them drinks and food, you will comply to all of there wishes unquestioningly, if I see any hesitation in complying to an order you will be spanked in front of everyone, understand!"
"Yes Mistress" they chorused.
"Good, now lets have a look at you both"
Nicola started with Fay first, running her hand over her firm breasts, pinching her nipples, all the time maintaining eye contact. She moved to Fay's thighs slowly running the crop up the back of her stocking covered thigh, moving over the smooth skin leading ever upwards.
"Open your legs slut"
Fay did as she was told, Nicola's hands touched Fay's hot slit and ran her finger over the wet lips, Fay's eyes were closed and she groaned softly as her Mistress fingered her, raising her level of arousal ever higher. Nicola tickled Fay's clit with her thumb aware of Fay's knees trembling delightfully.
"Good slut I want you nice and wet for our guests, and now for my newest slut. Did Fay look after you today?"
"Yes Mistress"
"Good, I would hate to think that she exceeded her orders"
Nicola glanced sharply at Fay, who stared straight ahead, her mind filed with the receding thrills caused by her Mistress's attention. Nicola returned her attention to Linda.
"Now you lucky slut you are going to be the centre of all the attention tonight, my party piece, you'll love it because we all know what a snivelling little slut you are underneath your respectable exterior".
"Yes Mistress"
"I bet you're wet through just thinking about it aren't you"
"Yes Mistress"
"Good, get you fingers nice and wet for me, I want Fay to lick your fingers clean afterwards"
Linda's heart started its familiar thumping as she lifted her skirt exposing her complete nakedness beneath, her pink skin contrasting against the black of her uniform. She eased a finger inside her lips. Nicola had been right she was soaked through, she stifled a moan as she ensured her fingers were thoroughly coated in her excitement.
She lifted her hand to Fay's mouth, Fay greedily slurped at her digits, covering them with her mouth desperate not to miss a drop. Linda was enjoying seeing Fay being submissive in front of her Mistress, she felt as though she was getting her own back for her treatment during the day. She felt as though Nicola might be reminding Fay of her position as a fellow slut, whatever the reason Fay was clearly enjoying the task in hand only stopping her ministrations after another sharp look from Nicola.
"Enough you two dirty sluts are both steaming up, save the displays of affection for later you'll get plenty of attention then believe me."
The door bell rang, Fay and Linda shared a nervous glance as Nicola went to open the front door, a couple in there late 40s entered. They looked to Linda like rich tanned jetsetters more familiar with Cannes and Monaco, than a flat in London. Nicola kissed the man on the cheek before turning to the woman and sharing a deep passionate embrace, Linda felt a stab of jealousy she couldn't explain.
"Charles and Sarah you know Fay of course from our last little party"
Fay bobbed a curtsy as Charles walked up to her.
"On your knees slut and lick my cock through my trousers"
Linda was shocked, this guy didn't waste any time, she could make out an extremely large erection, framed within the man's impeccable suit. Fay sank to her knees, eyes closed and proceeded to lovingly lick the man's erection.
"Sarah, Charles is such a rude pig, while he re-acquaints himself with Fay I want you to meet my newest slut, her name is Doggy, she's very compliant and absolutely desperate for attention"
"Isn't that right my little slut"
Nicola pinched Linda's left nipple causing her to yelp.
"Yes Mistress"
"Good Slut, now give Sarah a nice hallo kiss"
Linda nearly hesitated, despite the depravity she had sunk to over the last 24 hours she had not kissed Fay or Nicola on the mouth, the thought of performing this simple act made her heart pump faster as she felt her blush rising.
"Ah she's shy, look she's blushing"
And with that Sarah held Linda's face in both her hands and kissed her full on the lips. Linda swooned, the woman was so tender and tasted so lovely as she flicked her tongue over Linda's teeth before biting her lip into her mouth. What's happening to me, thought Linda, I love the feeling of this woman' mouth, Linda found herself wishing Sarah was kissing another pair of her lips. The woman broke away and eyed Linda as she caught her breath.
"We'll have to keep you two apart tonight, looks like love to me"
Linda blushed further at her Mistress's comments. And with that Nicola lead Sarah through to the lounge, Linda trailed obediently behind, leaving Fay to administer to Charles's erection, which she had prised from his trousers and was now licking and sucking adoringly making mewing noises as an indication of the pleasure she felt.
"That will be all we see of Fay for the next hour or so, Charles absolutely adores her, she's not to my taste but I can see his point. Who else are we expecting tonight Nicola"
"Just Brian and Lyn, I wanted to keep it intimate so as not to scare my little doggy"
"You are so considerate Nicola, she is quite the little slut look at her she's desperate for more attention. Where did you find her?"
"She's one of Graham's discoveries I am only borrowing her for the weekend, you know how he likes to share his toys around"
"Ill have to speak to him about borrowing her for myself, what does he charge?"
"I've got her for free because she is just learning how to serve, but I am sure you can persuade him, you know how much he likes his older woman"
Both women laughed at this, Linda had almost forgotten about Graham what with everything that had happened, she had put the thought of work to the back of her mind, but knew she had to return on Monday morning.
All through this conversation Linda felt as though she wasn't even there, both woman were ignoring her talking as if she was nothing more than a piece of furniture. The feeling excited her, to be treated like nothing more than property, to be passed around like a possession was very arousing for her.
Linda was aware of Sarah's eyes on her, sizing her up, admiring her thighs and breasts, she desperately wanted to resume where they had left off in the hall but had no way of knowing how to administer the contact she so badly needed.
"Ill leave you two love birds alone for a while, I am just going to check on the dinner"
Nicola stood up leaving Linda alone with her new found obsession. Linda drank in the expensive clothes, beautiful pale blue trousers that clung to her hips alluringly, a blouse so sheer that Linda could almost see through it, all topped of with a set of pearls that probably cost more than a years worth of Linda's salary. The woman was immaculately turned out not a hair out of place. She was about Linda's age although she appeared to have done better out of life than Linda had, hence they're present roles as maid and guest.
"What's the matter lover? Cat got your tongue"
Sarah's voice was husky, Linda was unsure how to address the woman and didn't want to risk a punishment from Nicola.
"I am very nervous My Lady"
Sarah touched her face, causing Linda to jump, she stared deeply onto Linda's eyes as she tried to shuffle away from the woman's attention unsure of the effect she was having. Nicola's hands went lower tracing the outline of Linda's left breast, cupping her flesh, feeling the weight enjoying the increase in Linda's breathing her attention was causing.
"Love your uniform, you look good enough to eat"
This comment was followed by Sarah slipping her free hand up Linda's short skirt to feel the wetness at the top of her thighs. Sarah raised an eyebrow as she traced a line along the top of Linda's stockings, her eyes fixed on Linda's drinking in her expression.
Linda was staring at the woman, she was a little scared at the feelings that were rising unbidden in her head. And still the hand reached higher, feeling the smoothness of Linda's recently denuded cunt, stroking the skin, tickling at the fresh pinkness, driving Linda wild with desire for this woman she had met not five minutes before.
"Bet you would like me to kiss you, you naughty girl"
"P..P..Please, I want you so badly"
"Hmmm what to do with you, Nicola might come in and I doubt she would approve of me administering to your disgusting needs, would she?"
Linda nearly sobbed, surely Sarah wasn't going to spurn her now.
"It would look better if you fingered yourself off for me while I sit on the sofa and watch. What do you think lover?"
Linda felt humiliated, she had thought Sarah would give her what she wanted, needed, instead she was no better than all the others, the humiliation she felt was compounded because she knew she must obey her orders without question.
Sarah sat herself down and looked expectantly at Linda, indicating that she should start whenever she was ready. Linda hitched her skirt up exposing herself fully to the woman, she reached her hand under her skirt and touched the inside of her thighs sending shivers down her spine, her wetness was evident for all to see, her juice glistening on her pale skin. Her fingers reached their destination causing a moan to rise in her throat.
Linda could see Sarah drinking it all in, admiring her, lusting after her, Linda was pleased that the woman was admiring her so openly thoughts of her betrayal forgotten as her excitement rose. Sarah's hand straying to her nipples, as they pushed against the material of her blouse, Linda could see her clearly pinching them hard making them stand up further.
Linda continued her display, teasing herself more than ever as she wanted to prolong the exquisite agony of not coming. She knew that there would be opportunity enough for release tonight and she was enjoying the effect she was having on this woman.
Nicola returned from the kitchen with two new people, obviously the last guests, Brian and Lyn, they were greeted with the sight of Linda frigging herself in the middle of the living room, while Sarah was toying with her nipples, eyes closed a look of ecstasy on her face.
"Looks like the party has already started Lyn"
The man spoke, causing Linda to start, as she became aware of her audience, her hand flew to her mouth to stifle the moan in her throat.
"I didn't say you could stop slut"
Sarah's voice sounded harsh and Linda immediately returned to her duties.
"Now we are all here shall we have some pre-dinner entertainment?"
"Sarah find that naughty husband of yours will you, he will miss out, anyway Fay is needed in the kitchen"
Sarah reluctantly stopped her toying and went off in search of Charles, eyeing Linda as she passed, noting the continued movement of the maid's fingers. Linda knew better than to stop her playing as a punishment would surely follow, she felt so exposed and under scrutiny aware that all eyes were on her. The two new guests were younger than Sarah and Charles, they must of been late twenties at the most and had the look of understated wealth about them. They were both attractive however, tall, trim and expensively clothed, Linda noted with some pride the bulge that had already developed in Brian's trousers as he eyed her hungrily.
Sarah returned with Charles in tow, a big grin on his face.
"I've sent Fay to the kitchen to get on with her chores, now were all here Ill get the G & T's sorted out"
"Excellent idea Sarah darling, Ill set up the entertainment while you do that"
Nicola yanked Linda's hand from her slit and dragged her over to a large glass coffee table in the centre of the room.
"Lie on the table slut get your legs wide apart so everyone can see your lovely smooth slit"
Linda complied with her Mistress's wishes, she felt her hands and feet being tied to the table legs, her legs being spread obscenely wide her most secret place on view to all the guests as they sprawled on the sofa's. Nicola stroked Linda between her legs noting the obvious arousal.
"Aren't you all turned on slut? Now the entertainment will be as follows, I am going to place a vibrator inside your hungry, hot cunt and switch it on at its lowest setting, you will ask permission to come before you are allowed, understand? Once you have come on level one I will turn the vibrator up a notch and the game begins again, there are five settings so that's five orgasms for you doggy, wont that be fun?
Linda groaned, she doubted she could handle one orgasm never mind five, her body was shaking already, she knew she would come quickly on the first setting but then her body would need time to recover, but all the time the vibrator would be teasing her mercilessly.
Nicola produced a large black vibrator and showed it to Linda, who eyed it warily.
"Before we start doggy needs to lick and suck the dick, to get it all lubed up so it slips into your naughty cunt easier"
Nicola trailed the rubber cock up Linda's straining body, circling her nipples, teasing it up her throat, circling her mouth with it. Linda lunged her tongue out, trying to get the cock into her mouth, Nicola moved it out of her reach quickly.
"Ask for it Doggy"
Linda looked imploringly at her Mistress, but there was no sign of mercy and she knew no one else was going to step in, her humiliation was deepening and she seemed incapable of slowing her descent.
"May I suck the black vibrator Mistress?"
"Of course you can doggy you only have to ask"
Nicola thrust the dildo into Linda's mouth, she gagged as it battered the back of her throat, her mouth could barely contain it as Nicola rubbed it in and out of her gaping jaw.
"Enough cock for Doggy you'll get plenty later, now where do you want it next?"
"In my cunt please mistress, you know I need it so bad I am desperate"
"Good doggy, we can all see how much of a desperate slut you are"
Linda's head sagged as Nicola transferred the dildo from her mouth to rub it over her pouting cunt lips. She could feel it stretching her as Nicola eased the tip into her pouting sex, teasing her with the head, making her pant like a bitch in heat. With a massive push Nicola thrust the dildo deep inside Linda, causing her to groan loudly, obscenely she could hear the buzzing as Nicola switched the hated device on.
The first setting was just enough to keep her hot and horny without tipping her over to quickly. She had been dreading the higher settings but now realised the lower one's would cause her greater anguish as she was kept on the verge of her orgasm.
The part guests sat around sipping drinks and chatting occasionally passing a glance at Linda's predicament, Linda was rapidly coming to the decision that she would need some help to tip her over the edge of her orgasm. Her body was on fire but she couldn't seem to manage the final push necessary for her release.
"Look at her she looks in pain, poor slut"
Linda could make out Brian's voice over the conversation and ever present buzzing of the dildo.
"You'd love to help her out wouldn't you?"
Lyn sneered at her husband as she reached out to grip the bulge in his pants causing him to yelp in pain. Linda could just make out Lyn pulling Brian's cock out of his trousers and leading him by his straining dick over to where Linda was tied up. Her mind cried out expecting some relief at last.
Lyn and Brian stood over Linda, Lyn wanking her husbands cock vigorously as they looked at Linda's position of subservience.
"Brian baby she is just your type, look at those gorgeous tits, I bet you would love to wank over them wouldn't you"
Linda couldn't believe the way Lyn was teasing Brian so mercilessly, maybe he enjoyed it. The others looked on with amusement, as Lyn directed Brian to his knees, his cock rubbing against Linda's cheek. Linda turned trying desperately to lick at the throbbing member, so near and yet so far she thought.



Finally Lyn relented allowing Brian to put his cock into Linda's straining mouth. She slobbered over it enthusiastically, her eyes looked up at Brian's face, a picture of innocence as she slurped on his cock greedily.
Lyn meanwhile was paying attention to Linda's tormentor, gripping its base she started to wank it into Linda's cunt, heat, and juice poured over her hand from Linda's aching body. Linda arched her hips to receive what she knew she needed so badly, nearly there, groaning into Brian's cock she came violently, her body shuddering with the release.
"What were your instructions slut?"
Nicola was out of her seat and beside Linda's face within seconds, she was fuming and Linda tried desperately to think what she had done to upset her Mistress.
"I was to ask permission to come Mistress"
"And did you ask permission you worthless doggy slut?"
"No Mistress"
"No Mistress, you must be punished slut, but we have guests so that must wait. Go into the dining room and face the wall in the corner you will reflect on your behaviour there while we get ready to eat."
And with that Nicola pulled the dildo out of Linda's cunt, making her wince and untied her arms and legs, before pushing her to her hands and knees and smacking her bottom. She crawled out of the room, conscious of the looks of disapproval from all the guests at her disobedience.
Linda was on the verge of crying, she felt awful having ruined her chance to be the centre of attention. She couldn't bear the thought of upsetting her Mistress, she could feel the tears running down her face freely as she stood in the corner of the sumptuous dining room. She could hear everyone laughing at her in the other room, she felt so low and was desperate to try to make amends. Linda tried to think of a way back into the good books as she stared at the wall like a naughty schoolgirl awaiting punishment in the headmaster's study.
Nicola came up behind her, Linda stared straight ahead, she could feel Nicola's breath on her ear.
"I am not very impressed with you slut, your punishment will last all night, you will sleep naked except for nipple clamps and a dildo in your cunt. You will learn the meaning of exhaustion tonight, made all the worse by the fact that you will love every minute of it"
"Now we are getting ready to sit down for dinner, you have disgraced yourself as a maid tonight so you must return to what you know best, strip and get on your hands and knees. For the rest of the night you will show me you can be good for something, now be a good doggy and get on the floor".
Linda blinked the tears from her eyes, she knew her Mistress was angry and she was desperate to make amends. She crouched obediently on the floor as the dinners filed into the room all ignoring her now. Linda felt humiliated beyond belief, she had never felt so demeaned before, the most painful thing was the excitement it caused her. She had almost given up trying to rationalise it and had nearly accepted her subservience, but after a particularly humiliating experience she always found herself questioning her needs.
Everyone was seated now as Fay re-appeared from the kitchen carrying three plates in her hands, she placed them in front of the diners, dodging a groping hand from Charles as she did so. Linda could see Fay smiling and joking with the guests and longed to be accepted, as Fay was. She glared jealously at the woman who was blatantly ignoring her as she sashayed around the room with all eyes following her.
Fay returned with the rest of the starters, placing them carefully on the table, she waited at her mistress's side obediently awaiting her instructions.
"Come here doggy I have some scraps for you"
Nicola waived a titbit at Linda, who crawled over to her, tears streaming down her face at the humiliation she was experiencing in front of all these people.
"Now be a good doggy and beg for it"
Linda sat back on her knees and opened her mouth wide making little mewing noises, with her hand she pawed her mistress's thigh, seeking her reward. All she could think about was being obedient for her mistress, pleasing her, desperate to make amends.
Nicola dropped the food on the floor.
"Eat of the floor doggy"
Linda complied glad of the sustenance, she hadn't eaten since lunch and desperately needed the energy regardless of the situation she received it in. She could feel all eyes on her, her actions amusing them as she eat from the floor at the feet of her mistress.
"Now doggy make yourself useful and get under the table, you are to give everyone an orgasm before we finish dinner, don't disappoint me again doggy"
Linda ducked under the table cloth and surveyed the diners. Charles and Brian had already got there cocks out and Linda could make out Lyn wanking Charles's long cock, while Sarah was squeezing Brian's balls quite hard from what Linda could make out. She decided that the men would be the easiest to bring of quickly particularly if the other two woman carried on there attentions. The woman however would prove harder to satisfy and Linda decided to focus her attention there first.
She crawled over to Lyn, aware that the young woman's skirt was round her waist already exposing her hairy cunt to Linda's gaze, Linda took a deep breath, despite her recent activities she still had some qualms at licking this woman's pussy. Linda nudged her head between Lyn's muscular thighs and started kissing the exposed flesh, her tongue going higher, she could already smell the woman's arousal. Lyn's hand appeared under the table fingering herself exposing her clit, Linda didn't need telling twice and flicked her tongue over the hard bud eliciting a moan from Lyn.
Linda was bathing her face in the woman's arousal, Lyn's juices coating her chin and nose, her tongue relentlessly teasing, licking and biting at Lyns exposed clit. She was aware of the shudders that were coursing through Lyn's lower body, her thighs crashed against Linda's head, still she continued her onslaught determined to make the woman come loudly, hoping she would feel some of the shame that Linda was experiencing.
While she was licking Lyn she also reached over to grip Charles's shaft, Lyn having neglected her earlier task as Linda started her licking. Two birds one stone, thought Linda frantically, her head filled with the smell of Lyns cunt and the feeling of Charles's throbbing member in her small hand.
Linda knew Lyn was close, she could hear the woman groaning loudly, the conversation around the table slowed as one of there number approached a thunderous orgasm, all eyes turned to watch avidly.
Lyn screamed with her release, the others applauded as Lyn's hand forced Linda's mouth further inside her, making her drink in her juices, her tongue aching with the effort.
"She's such a good little doggy, useless as a maid though definitely more training required there"
Linda thrilled at the praise she was receiving as she extracted her face from Lyn's steaming slit. She could feel Lyn patting her on the head, I can be a good doggy Linda thought as she crawled over to Sarah, causing a groan of disappointment to rise in Charles's throat as she removed her hand.
Sarah had been busy since Linda started her under table antics, her trousers were around her ankles, her thighs spread wide presenting Linda with her shaved cunt, juice cooling visibly on her upper thighs. Linda desperately wanted to please Sarah more than anything and decided to take her time, even if it meant risking punishment for not finishing everyone off before the end of dinner.
She started kissing at Sarah's feet, revelling in the sweet smelling ankles of the woman she was having trouble controlling her feelings for. Slowly she moved higher, adoring every centimetre of perfumed skin, aware of her final destination but taking pleasure from the journey. Sarah's hand was lovingly stroking her hair, gently tugging her onwards, showing her impatience to receive Linda's tender ministrations.
Linda was gently biting the soft flesh of Sarah's thigh leaving little teeth marks as she went, causing Sarah to jump a little each time. Linda could see the woman's sex , her lips pouting, demanding attention, glistening with her need. Linda flicked her tongue gently between the delicate folds of Sarah's outer lips, lovingly lapping at the wet folds of her sex. Linda couldn't see but Sarah's eyes were tightly shut her mouth open as she fought to control herself, wishing to prolong the ecstasy she was experiencing. The rooms eyes were turned to her now as they drank in the sight of this woman's pleasure.
Sarah crumpled in her seat as her orgasm surged through her lower body, she moaned gently to herself, eyes screwed up, almost completely obscured within her face. She struggled to contain the energy that had been released from her body, she shook with the effort, her body spasming again and again as Linda continued to tease her sex.
Sarah could take no more and prised Linda's face from her slit, desperate to retain a semblance of dignity despite the pleasure she was experiencing, Linda moaned her disappointment aware that Sarah was at her mercy, even if it was for just a few seconds. Her face was coated with the juice of two separate women now, she could feel it making her face sticky, the smell almost overpowering her she yearned to love this woman and felt rejected having been prized away from her new duties.
"I must talk to Graham about renting her, she's adorable, born to lick cunt"
Sarah was obviously smitten, Linda glowed under the approval and praise, she was however all to aware of Fay clearing the plates and bringing out the main course, she knew the clock was ticking and she still had both men to bring off as well as her Mistress.
Linda eyed the two cocks, both bobbed between the suited legs of their owners, pulsing as the blood coursed through the thick visible veins. Linda licked her lips, where to start, Charles seemed to be the nearest to coming after the attention Lyn had paid him earlier. Linda was only to aware that Fay had already blown him off and she was determined to do a better job as she grasped the base of his cock in one hand squeezing his balls with the other causing him to moan.
Linda licked greedily at the shaft, gripping it firmly, her tongue moving along the length to the purple head as it swelled noticeably. Linda kissed the slit on top of his head, licking up the drop of come that had appeared there, enjoying the salty taste as if it were an appetiser of things to come. She gently bobbed her head up and down, hollowing her cheeks as her breath whistled in and out of her nose.
Linda could feel her own saliva running out of the corners of her mouth as she struggled to accommodate the cock. It ran down her chin to drop to the floor at her feet, both hands were grasping the thick cock as she sawed it in and out of her mouth her lips sucking at the velvety skin. Charles had his hands in Linda's hair and was moving her head up and down forcing his cock deep into her throat making her gag with each thrust.
Linda knew she was going to swallow the man's come but nothing had prepared her for the volume of sticky fluid that jetted deep into her throat, she choked, come bursting from her mouth onto her hands and breasts, dripping from her rigid nipples onto the carpet at her feet.
She continued lapping at Charles's cock as it shrank in her hand, she was keen not to miss a drop and lovingly cleaned the head of his cock slurping obscenely. Charles was groaning his pleasure as the others breathed out following his release.
"Fuck, she sucks cock like a pro that one"
Linda had come in her hair, round her mouth, all over her face, she stank of release and she was loving every minute of it, nearly there she thought only Brian and her Mistress to go, she grinned at the praise she was receiving proud she was being enjoyed.
She stumbled over to Brian, barely able to open her eyelids as come threatened to glue her eyes together. She surveyed her final cock as a wicked thought crossed her mind, she would make Brian come without sucking his cock at all, she would only lick and kiss his dick. Linda knew he wouldn't last long as she could see his cock was already fit to burst, the veins throbbed with pumping blood clearly visible along the pink shaft.
Linda lovingly kissed the head of his cock, he groaned loudly at the attention.
"Brain you useless shit don't come to quickly, just because that slut can suck cock doesn't mean you have to give in"
Linda could hear Lyn chastising her husband, his cock throbbed as he seemed to enjoy being humiliated by his wife. Linda continued licking his shaft, long hard strokes ending with a kiss on his bulbous head, each lick eliciting a further moan of pleasure. Linda licked like her life depended on it using her tongue and lips only was harder that she had imagined, her hands supporting her weight stopping her falling forward.
Brian exploded, his first jet of come escaping Linda's eager mouth and hitting the bottom of the table. She was quick enough for the second load though and positioned her mouth just over his slit to catch the precious fluid, she swallowed it eagerly, her lips smacking together eager not to miss any.
Brian was a mess, he had come all over his trousers, Linda was keen to help him out though and licked the cooling come from his trouser legs. She had no idea at what stage the meal was at but no longer cared, her Mistress's cunt was on her mind, she was exhausted now and just wanted to go to sleep but she was keen to perform well in a vain attempt to lessen her punishment.
Nicola had also removed her short skirt, the toned muscles of her calves and thighs clearly visible under the table, as Linda got closer she could make out the base of a vibrator clearly visible. Linda had no idea when Nicola had inserted it, but it was having the desired effect, juices were clearly visible on her thighs, this would be harder than she imagined.
Linda tried to grip the base of the dildo with her teeth desperately trying not to push it in any further. She knew she had to thrust it in and out of her Mistress's hot slit effectively fucking her with it. Linda tried desperately to grip the base her mouth opened wide, jaw aching as she eventually attained her goal, now all she had to do was fuck Nicola with it, easier said than done.
Linda managed to get a rhythm going, if she blew air through her nose at the top of each thrust she could also tease her Mistress's clit, she noted its hardening, and felt Nicola's cunt contracting, dragging the dildo further into her.
Nicola groaned into her napkin discreetly, she was secretly very pleased that Linda had been so compliant this evening, she had done very well except the unfortunate incident with her orgasm. Nicola wanted to come desperately, after witnessing everyone else's release, but was aware that as the hostess she didn't want to appear rude in front of her guests.
Linda in the meantime was still fully occupied with her task, Nicola's juices were running down the shaft and into Linda's waiting mouth, her scent overpowering Linda as the dildo flashed in and out, in and out. Nicola had resigned herself to coming discreetly and was only to aware that this would present her with a pretty big challenge, as she was so turned on. Her orgasm was fast approaching she could feel it in the base of her stomach, building to the inevitable release, no point trying to deny herself now.
Nicola let go her eyes shut so tightly, her face alive with twitches and flicks as her orgasm crashed over her, shuddering as wave after wave of pleasure washed through her quivering body. God what a good slut, she was a natural, built for sex and nothing else, Nicola would find it hard to resist keeping her all for herself and made a pact with herself to make the most of her for the rest of the weekend.
"Good Doggy, that's everyone, you are a good dog! Now as a reward you may be allowed to accompany us into the living room for coffee"
And with that Linda was pushed away by her mistress's leg and sprawled on the floor, only to aware of the glances from the assembled diners. She was glowing with pride such praise from her Mistress was unprecedented. She got back to her hands and knees and sat obediently at her Mistress's side awaiting her next instruction.
Fay re-entered the room, clearing the plates as she went, Linda was a little worried at the smug grin that appeared to be directed directly at her but she was so pleased at the praise she had received she no longer cared about what Fay was up to. The assembled diners made their way back into the living room, Linda crawling along behind them anxious to see what was going to happen next.
Once everyone was sitting comfortably, sipping coffee and languishing on the sofas Fay re-appeared she had changed out of her maids outfit and was now naked except for her high heels. Linda was so jealous of Fay's stunning figure as she eyed her enviously. All eyes were on her as she paraded around the room checking that all the cocks were hard and the cunts still nice and wet, finally once she had done her rounds she stood over Linda. Linda shivered a little as she looked up at Fay who just grinned at her again making Linda become increasingly uneasy.

"Now then doggy we have all seen what a good little doggy slut you have been this evening, so to round the evening off we are all going to watch Fay fuck you with a great big strap on cock. As a sort of after dinner entertainment, you are allowed to come once only, as a small reward, so make the most of it. Once you have come that's it for you for the evening and you will go to your basket to sleep while we all play with Fay"
Linda sagged with relief she was so desperate to come that she feared she may pass out. Now she would have the chance to enjoy what she loved most, cock, thick cock. Fay was still grinning at her as Nicola handed her the strap on, Linda gulped it was enormous, not just long but also extremely thick as well. God I'm never going to be able to take that, she thought. No wonder Fay had been smirking she knew that Linda was in no position to just accept such an enormous dick.

Fay was busy strapping the dildo into position in its harness as Linda eyed the rubber monster warily from the corner of her eye. It bobbed in front of her face as Fay approached, god of course I'm going to have to suck it first, just being fucked would not be humiliating enough, thought Linda. Fay rubbed the cock over Linda's face, nudging it at her lips, teasing her with it, making her lick it, stretching her mouth over it. Linda had never had something so big in her mouth, her jaw ached as she struggled to take it in, she eventually had to give up, it was just so big.
Linda resigned herself to licking and kissing the monster dildo, barely aware of the partygoers now as her mind was filled with the cock before her. Fay withdrew it from her mouth and moved round behind Linda before sinking to her knees behind her, Linda knew what was coming, Fay wasn't going to be gentle with her, she knew that much.
Nothing had prepared Linda for the painful ecstasy that she felt now, the first thrust knocked the breath out of her, making her gasp for air as she was stretched to bursting point. Then as suddenly as it was in her, it was gone as Fay withdrew it completely, leaving Linda gasping at the loss. She could feel Fay nudging her lips with the tip now, all Linda wanted was to be fucked she had never been so penetrated before she loved it, she felt so full, so thoroughly penetrated. Fay bucked her hips sending the monster dick deep into Linda's stretched cunt once again, this time there was to be no release from its power as Fay started to build up a rhythm as she pounded into Linda.



The audience watched in rapt silence as Fay fucked Linda on her hands and knees in the middle of the living room floor. Linda was thrashing around like a woman possessed, her body pushing back with each thrust to meet the cock, she needed it inside her, and god did she need it so badly. Her orgasm was imminent all thoughts of prolonging the ecstasy gone now, she just needed to come and didn't care who was watching her.
Linda screamed out as her mind lost control of her body. She shuddered uncontrollably as violent earthquakes shook her, guttural noises issuing from her throat as she struggled to regain control of her lust crazed body. She slumped onto the floor exhausted, an enormous grin spreading across her face as she wallowed in the warm afterglow.
"Good Doggy, mummies very pleased with you, now off to bed with you before the real fun starts, Fay put the dog to bed and don't forget the dildo and the nipples clamps, there's a good girl"
God, Linda had forgotten about the punishment, she didn't care, not for the moment anyway, as Fay followed her into the kitchen.
"Now you little slut, don't think I haven't forgotten our little arrangement as well, you owe me an orgasm! But I'm going to take pity on you and let you get your rest, you can bring me off another day"
And with that Fay showed Linda into her basket, Linda laid down compliantly, grateful of the chance for a rest, she knew the dildo and clamps would prevent any real sleep but a chance to lie down was not to be missed.
As Linda lay in her basket Fay busied herself with the clamps and dildo, after the fucking Linda had just received inserting a small six-inch dildo was no problem at all and Fay turned it on a low setting out of pity for the poor woman. The clamps were also applied to Linda's swollen nipples and again Fay took pity and didn't tighten them to much, she patted Linda on the head and left her to sleep fitfully. Fay smiled to herself as she noted the grin of satisfaction on the older women's face, she turned the kitchen light off as she returned to the living room.
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Fay was lying in bed, bleary-eyed as the sun slanted through the window. She loved this time of the morning, lying there with her thoughts, Richard, her husband long gone to work, feeling all warm and sleepy. Fay couldn't resist running her hand down over her soft skin, searching for her nipple, teasing it as her hand went lower, searching for the heat between her legs. She was feeling particularly horny at the moment, mainly due to the fact that Richard had been away on business a lot recently and was always shattered when he returned. Fay didn't work, so she had plenty of time to fantasise, and play with herself, somehow though it wasn't the same and she yearned for something more distracting to keep her occupied.
Fay shut her eyes, her mind filling with images of a faceless lover using her for his own pleasure, fucking her ruthlessly, roughly pawing her breasts and pinching her nipples. She stifled a moan as her fingers slipped inside the folds of her cunt, working away, teasing the slick folds of her outer lips. Mmmm that feels so good, thought Fay already on the way to an orgasm, she pushed a finger inside herself, revelling in the feeling of penetration as she continued her toying.
A sudden noise from downstairs snapped her from her playing, bloody doorbell, her orgasm receded into the background as she jumped from her bed cursing to herself under her breath. Normally she would of left it but Richard was expecting a special delivery from work and Fay knew she would be in trouble if she didn't sign for it.
She threw a dressing gown on, aware that it barely covered her ass as she ran downstairs and into the hall. Fay opened the front door, a deliveryman stood on the doorstep clutching an A4 envelope to his chest. Fay barely registered the mans face, but was aware of him blatantly checking her out as her dressing gown gaped revealing her cleavage. Fay looked the man in the eye, he blushed aware that he had been caught.
"Letter for you to sign for, addressed to Mrs Fay Smith, that's you I guess, if you could date the slip for me I'd appreciate it"
"You better come in"
The man stepped nervously into the hall as Fay took the clip board and turned to bend over the small hallway table, she was only to aware of her gown rising up her thighs, she was excited, knowing that the man must be getting an eyeful. Fay had flashed people before, it gave her such a dirty thrill, but recently she had found she could barely help herself and was making the most of the opportunities that presented themselves.
She took her time, conscious of the excitement returning between her inner thighs, she made sure her gown was open, clearly showing her breasts as she turned round and handed the man his signed reply slip.
Fay looked the man straight in the eye, he was blushing furiously but had obviously got the message as he was openly staring at her exposed flesh.
"Is there anything else you require"
The man's head snapped up, he stuttered a reply.
"N..N..No Mrs Smith, that's fine thank you"
And with that he turned and virtually ran back to his van. With one look back he started the van and speeded away. Fay chuckled to herself as he left, shutting the door behind herself, she put the envelope on the table and went upstairs to get showered and changed, she had a tennis match booked for 10.30 and didn't want to be late.
Fay stepped out of the shower towelling down her long brown hair, she admired herself in the mirror, she exercised regularly and was proud of herself for maintaining the looks and figure she had when she was at school some ten years ago. Her legs were long and shapely from all the tennis she played, she knew that men admired her as she frequently caught them looking, she made no secret that she enjoyed the attention.
However she tried to limit this flirting to her shopping trips, she knew Richard would not approve of her flirtation. Fay was lucky enough to have a husband that supported her and she was desperate not to jeopardise the relationship, she loved Richard very much and couldn't bear the thought of upsetting him, but she knew that her sex drive was not being satisfied at present.
Fay dressed herself, white panties under short starched tennis skirt, topped of with white sports bra under clingy T-shirt and a little sun visor. Fay smiled to herself, secretly hoping for an audience at the club later on, occasionally on of the local schools allowed there senior boys to play tennis at the club and Fay loved all the admiring glances she got from them. She knew that their young hormone filled minds were undressing her and she loved the thought.
Fay grabbed her sports bag and went downstairs, she spied the envelope and grabbed it on her way out of the door. She plipped her silver BMW, putting her bag in the boot and throwing the envelope onto the passenger seat, she got in, her skirt riding up again exposing her shapely thighs, no one to see her actions this time.
Fay eyed the envelope, might be something important she thought. She opened it, it contained a folder which she opened, and another envelope, which she set aside. She was greeted by a number of photos, her attention grabbed she looked closer. The first one showed a young woman on her hands and knees, face hidden by long brown hair. She was being fucked by a large black man, his cock clearly visible as he appeared to be re-entering her.
Fay shivered, the picture was having an effect on her, she still hadn't come and the events of the morning were taking their toll on her. The last thing she needed was a damp patch clearly visible on her panties, that would certainly raise eyebrows at the club, someone was sure to notice every time she served.
Fay turned the next photo over, her heart ran cold all thoughts of an orgasm immediately evaporating, her breath sticking in her throat, it pictured the same woman on her hands and knees sucking the black mans cock enthusiastically. The woman was clearly visible this time, Fay recognised herself, her mind immediately rewinding to the party ten years earlier.
Fay had gone with a friend, Sally, to a party in Notting Hill, Sally had begged her to go as she wanted to meet black men. Fay was not keen, they both attended a respectable private school, Fay knew Sally needed some excitement but didn't approve of her fascination with Black men.
The thought repulsed Fay, she had always gone out with respectable white boys that her parents would approve of, she had gone anyway after she could not bear the pestering any longer. Ten minutes after arriving Sally had disappeared into a bedroom with some guy she had met five minutes earlier, leaving Fay on her own in a room full of black strangers. She faced a dilemma, she couldn't leave Sally here on her own, but she was desperate to leave. She settled on getting a bit drunk, eventually letting one particular guy, who seemed nicer than the rest, get her a glass of punch.
Before long Fay was feeling a bit the worse for wear, she was slumped against the man as he talked to friends, she was feeling very light-headed but a lot more comfortable. The punch was making her warm and she hadn't objected as the man felt her breasts, oblivious to the watching friends as they smirked at her obvious enjoyment. Fay moaned her approval unaware of the unfolding situation, her body taking control, she revelled in the tingling feeling in her nipples and between her legs.
The man had led Fay to one of the many bedrooms, she had been vaguely aware of another man being present but quickly forgot him as she was undressed roughly. Fay stood naked swaying slightly as the man undid his trousers and prized his enormous cock out, it was only half erect as Fay reached out to touch it, mesmerised by it. She had sunk to her knees, kissing the tip lovingly, barely aware of the camera as it clicked away in the background.
She had awoken the next day, with a crashing hangover, only to aware of her nakedness. There was no sign of the man and with tears in her eyes she stumbled to get dressed and left immediately. Fay was troubled she remembered getting fucked like never before, but this feeling was mixed with shame as she only half remembered the acts she had performed and the constantly whirring camera, committing her obvious pleasure to film.
Fay blinked and returned to the present, she had never spoken about that night, to Richard or Sally, who she still saw occasionally. She had told Sally she had left not long after she had disappeared and had never mentioned it again. In the back of her mind she had always worried the pictures would re-surface but since being married and moving to Surrey she had largely forgotten about the incident. The arrival of the pictures after all these years brought a fresh sense of panic to her, she had no idea who was behind the pictures or what they wanted, it didn't make sense.
Fay's eyes settled on the envelope and with a sense of foreboding opened it, her hands shaking uncontrollably as her mind ran through the possible consequences that faced her. The envelope contained a short note.
Mrs Fay Smith
Your past is coming back to haunt you.
After your tennis match you will go to the equipment shed behind the clubhouse.
You will not be wearing panties.
This is the tame set of pictures there is a video as well so do as I say.
Failure to comply will result in the pictures being sent to every member of the club.
That was it, no name or anything, Fay's heart was racing, she would be ruined. Richard was a member of the club, as were all her friends, she would be a laughing stock. No one would invite them for dinner, Richards business would be in tatters as it was revealed his loving wife had a less than perfect past, she fought to contain the tears that welled up inside her. What was she to do, cancel the match and not turn up, no good the pictures would be sent out anyway. She had no choice, she had to comply there were no options.
Fay tried to calm down, there had to be a way out of this, she had money she would buy the pictures back and destroy them. So simple, no need to get all worked up about it, there just pictures after all, over 10 years old, nothing she couldn't talk her way out of. Fay felt the tension within her relinquish its stranglehold on her heart, everything would be fine.
With these thoughts fresh in her mind she drove to the club, parked up and went straight to the court, she was a bit late and didn't want to risk defaulting the game as it was a league match. Her playing partner, a new guy called Graham was already waiting for her, he looked her over as she approached.
Fay was not above a bit of flirting, if it helped her win a match and the guy was sort of cute. She dropped her bag and turning her back to him, bent from the waist, showing her thighs and she was sure a good look at her ass. All thoughts of her dilemma had gone from her mind as she started concentrating on the matter in hand, she had nothing to worry about.
The match lasted an hour Fay won comfortably, after she shook hands with Graham again aware of his gaze. He seemed to be staring a little to intently at her, but she dismissed the thought and packed her kit up. She would just deal with the small matter of the pictures than she had time for lunch, maybe some of the girls were around.
Fay remembered her instructions, removing her white panties, a little sweaty now, and putting them in her kit bag. She was aware of the cool air tickling her pussy hair as she tried to stop her skirt from rising up. Fay stood in front of the shed, its large barn like door slightly ajar, no one was about so she snuck inside feeling slightly naughty as she knew this area was out of bounds for members.
She stood in the centre of the floor feeling slightly foolish, the room smelled of oil and diesel. Fay shifted her weight between her feet.
"Is anyone there?"
Her voice sounded tiny but elicited no response, she was about to leave, thinking the whole thing some kind of practical joke when Bill the caretaker appeared from behind a tractor, wiping his oily hands on a rag.
"Damn, Bill you frightened me I nearly jumped out of my skirt"
Fay sagged with relief, she had known Bill for ages, well not exactly known him. Bill was always around, pottering, mowing the lawn, mending the nets keeping his head down, as the privileged enjoyed the facilities he worked hard to maintain. Fay had never appreciated how big he really was, he always seemed to be stooped over some piece of machinery or other, but he literally towered over her, making her a little nervous again.
"You looking for some one"
His manner seemed different from usual Fay couldn't put her finger on it, but he seemed more dominant than normal, as if Fay was trespassing on his turf and was not welcome. She was suddenly aware of her nakedness under her skirt and was shamed at the thrill that coursed through her
"No I must have taken a wrong turn, I was just curious about the shed"
Fay knew this sounded pathetic, but she wanted to get out of here and meet some to lunch, it was obvious that she was being wound up, there was no one here to blackmail her. Fay turned to go.
"Lift the skirt"
Fay stopped dead, her heart skipping a beat, her earlier anxiety returned with a rush, almost causing her knees to give way. She turned to face Bill her head hung, suddenly unsure of herself, her confidence crushed.
"You heard me, lift the skirt"
His voice was harsh, Fay couldn't help herself, she complied, hesitating briefly before lifting the skirt over her thighs exposing her most intimate parts to this man she had barely spoken to before.
"I take it you got the pictures"
"Yes I got them"
Fay mumbled a reply, acutely aware of her nakedness, all thoughts of buying herself out of her predicament gone from her mind.
"Quite the little slut aren't we? I knew you would come, your desperate to see the video as well aren't you?"
Fay hated to admit it but the pictures had had an effect on her, she had looked so horny, so wanton, like a slut on her knees sucking cock, she wanted to see more of this other side of her personality which had laid dormant for so long. Fay had no idea how Bill had come by the pictures or the video, it didn't seem to matter, he had them that was all there was to it.
The pictures presented an image that was so unlike her normal self, the respectable surrey trophy wife, the thought thrilled her beyond her wildest imaginings. Fay knew she was in no position to bargain, Bill could pick her up with one hand, she had no choice but to accede to his wishes.
Bill moved closer leering at her nakedness, he reached out to cup her left breast, he squeezed it roughly in his large hand, noting the nipple stiffening at his touch. Fay flinched at the contact she seemed powerless to do anything to stop this man.
"W...What do you want from me, I've done nothing to hurt you, why are you treating me like this?"
Fay stopped her outpouring aware that she had sounded like a scared teenager, rather than the confident woman she really was, damn what was happening to her.
"I am treating you like this because I know you enjoy it"
"What do you mean, I hate this, I'm twenty eight for god's sake I am not a schoolgirl anymore.
"Shut up, I know you like being treated like a slut, in fact you love it"
"I don't know what you’re talking about"
Fay's voice wavered, betraying her uncertainty, she was worried Bill knew something she didn't, she had a horrible feeling that the photos weren't the whole story. Despite herself she wanted to see the video, the thought had nagged her continually since she had read the note in the envelope.
"OK slut I'll prove it to you, get your pretty white ass in my office and we'll watch a little video"
Bill grabbed Fay by the wrist making her wince, his grip was so strong as he yanked her to the corner of the shed and pushed her inside the tiny office. Bill forced her down into a chair and sat beside her, his physical proximity thrilling Fay despite herself, he was so powerful she found herself wishing he would take her there and then. Her mind rebelled at the thought but all thoughts of her respectability were diminishing rapidly from her head, as her body exercised its control over her.
"Sit there like the good slut I know you are and we'll see what you’re really like"
Bill slipped the battered video into the machine and pressed the play button. The image flickered and then focussed, Fay nearly sobbed, there she was naked, lying on an unmade bed, her legs spread wide, fingers toying obscenely between her legs. Bill turned the volume up slightly.
"Don't want to miss any of your filthy language now do we."
A mans voice, Fay recognised it as the man from the party, talking to her, issuing instruction to her, she was complying.
"Finger your cunt, you stuck up white trash. That's it slut tell us what you want"
"I want to be fucked by a black cock"
Fay flinched, her voice was slightly slurred, she couldn't believe that it was her, to her shame the obscenities continued.
"I need cock now, Ill do anything to get it"
"Anything"
The man's voice again, his questioning tone spurring her on to reply.
"Anything you want, I need cock I don't care how I get it"
"Good slut crawl over here, Ill fuck you while you suck Mark's cock for him"
To her shame Fay saw herself crawl across the room, from the bed to the mans side, her eyes fixed on the camera, playing to it, swaying her ass, licking her lips, behaving like a complete slut.
Fay was aware of the heat rising between her legs, she risked a sideways glance at Bill, she could clearly make out his cock outlined within his filthy jeans. She had to fight to control herself, she wanted to touch it, longed to touch it. Damn if only she had brought herself off this morning, her body yearned for attention and wouldn't be satisfied unless she got it.
Fay returned her gaze to the video, hungry for more, aware of the effect it was having on her, she seemed so horny, so hot she could hardly recognise herself. She was currently struggling to take a large black cock deep within her throat, the man with the video was having trouble focussing on her as he received her attention. The focus shifted to her ass as the other man could be seen touching his cock head into her cunt lips, she groaned obscenely as he pushed it into her.
"Getting you wet slut?, seeing what you're really like"
Bill reached over flipped her short skirt up and ran a finger along her pouting lips, she did nothing to stop him. A moan rose in her throat, he pulled his hand away, she flashed her eyes at him, missing his touch already, desperate for more, he ignored her.
"You can play with yourself if you want slut, all you got to do is ask."
Fay gulped, she was desperate to bring herself off, but was damned if she was going to give this guy the satisfaction. That was her plan anyway, as the video continued, with her vocally demanding a hard fucking every time Mark removed his cock from her mouth she wondered how strong her resolve was.
She would hear Bill chuckling quietly to himself, he seemed to know she was torn apart inside, her slutty side appeared to be winning the battle however. She needed relief, her mind was in a mess, all she could think about was coming, anything to reduce the heat between her legs. She caved.
"Please can I touch myself?"
There said it, that wasn't so bad was it, her body desperately trying to soothe her guilty mind.
"You'll have to ask nicer than that, I know you know how, slut"
"Pl..Pl..Please may I touch myself Sir"



"Better slut I want you to finger yourself and then lick your fingers clean"
Fay's hand was between her legs immediately, stoking her fire further, the heat building instantly, she shut her eyes her mind racing with thoughts of domination. She groaned loudly causing a further chuckle from Bill, she didn't care she was so close now, nothing could stop her C . O . M . I . N . G .
Fay sagged in her chair, her breathing ragged, eyes half shut as the heat washed over her. She moaned contentedly as her heart slowed.
"I didn't say you could come slut."
Fay looked at Bill, thinking he was joking she nearly laughed, but the look on Bill's face told her that would not be a good idea.
"You will obey me slut, I know you think this is funny but I don't think you know how much trouble you are in. That video will be the end of you and your precious husband, you know I will send it to every member of the club"
Fay was stunned this guy was not messing around, he was serious. The reality sank in, she was stuck, she couldn't risk being exposed. Richard would be furious, their comfortable lifestyle would be ruined Fay couldn't bear to contemplate it. She knew she was beaten.
"What do you want me to do?"
"Start calling me Sir you cheap slut"
"Yes Sir, what does Sir want me to do"
"That's better slut, you can start by getting my cock out and giving it a suck, ask me nicely first of course"
"Sir, may I please suck your cock"
"Good slut you may suck me off"
Fay got on the floor between his massive thighs, she felt for Bill's bulging cock undoing the zipper slowly. The zipper undone she reached inside searching for his cock. Fay gasped as she felt his size, struggling to get the erect member out of the confines of his filthy jeans. She eventually managed to free it, the purple head springing out making her gasp.
She gripped the base of the shaft, feeling the blood coursing through it. Fay looked up at Bill, all to aware that she was in the pose that got her into this mess in the first place, she pouted at him, might as well make a good job of it she thought. She planted a big wet kiss on his helmet, his scent almost overpowering her. Fay parted her lips and took the bulbous head into her waiting mouth, her jaw stretching to accommodate the flesh she was so eager to suck. Her cheeks hollowed as the effort to accommodate Bill's cock increased, her mind filled with flashbacks to that evening so long ago.
Bill roughly gripped her long hair, pushing her throat further down his thick shaft, she could feel herself trying to gag, shamefully aware of the saliva running our of the sides of her mouth, dripping of her chin onto the filthy floor. Her hand started wanking the shaft, long slow stroked forcing the skin back and forth, her eyes fixed on Bill's face, desperate for a sign she was pleasing him.
What's happening to me, her mind screamed, all thoughts of her respectable life had fled her now, all she wanted was to be used as a fuck toy, a slave for the pleasure of others. She had become the woman in the film, she couldn't reconcile her feelings, that would have to come later, with the guilt and the shame, now she was performing for her master and nothing else mattered.
Fay could see Bill was struggling to control himself, his cock was jerking violently in her mouth, suddenly he pulled her head back, her mouth reluctantly relinquishing its prize. Fay missed it immediately and tried to jerk her head back down onto the magnificent cock, unsuccessfully, she moaned at the loss.
Bill was gripping the shaft, his hand flashing up and down the length, grunting with the effort.
"Open wide here, comes your reward for being such a good slut"
An enormous jet of come erupted into Fay's face, catching her nose and the corner of her mouth. Fay closed her eyes instinctively as another jet hit her square in the eye coating her eyelashes, she tried to blink unsuccessfully her lashes coated with fluid.
"Clean it off slut"
Fay obediently licked his cock, its size diminishing slightly following its release, she lovingly kissed and licked the come up not wanting to miss any. She was only to aware of the come in her hair and covering her face, she could feel it cooling on her skin, constricting, not unlike the Clarins facial she got at the gym, the comparison amused her.
When she had finished she rocked back on her heels awaiting praise from her master, she knew she had been a good girl. Bill's orgasm had been violent so she knew that her actions, on the video and in the office had had an effect on him.
"Hmmm you've got potential slut, Ill give you that. You need more training though, you are to full of yourself, you think your better than everyone else. Ill soon have you crawling on the floor begging for come, you need to remember your true station in life slut, on you knees"
Fay reeled at his comments, she couldn't rationalise her need to please this man who had blackmailed and used her so completely. And yet her mind wanted his approval, she needed to know she pleased him, she was desperate to be told she had been good. She felt as though something fundamental about her had changed irrevocably and yet she couldn't shake the thought that it was her true self. It all felt so natural to her as though the missing part of her puzzle had slotted into place.
Fay could see no way out of her predicament at present and couldn't think of a solution to the problem. Her only option was to go along with her master's wishes.
"What do you want from me Sir?"
"You will become my personal fuck toy, when I tell you will come running, you will follow all my instructions to the letter. You will call me Sir at all times, you will be referred to as slut. You must ask permission to perform sexual tasks upon myself or anyone else I instruct you to perform for. If you don't agree to my demands you will be exposed for the slut you truly are, now is probably a good time to let you know I have also videoed this mornings proceedings in full, so the evidence is undeniable, any questions slut?"
Fay hung her head, she knew she was beaten, all her options gone she would have to accede to her Masters wishes, or face utter ruination. The thought hit her hard, her will was defeated, crushed by this man who now had utter control of her, her needs and desires.
"I am your personal slut sir"
"Good I knew you would see things my way, now lets clean you up we don't want anyone seeing prim proper little Mrs Smith with come all over her pretty face now do we?"
Bill wiped her brow roughly, noting the tear as it wended its way down her come plastered face, he knew he had beaten her, she had no choice and he could barely contain his own excitement, his own little white fuck toy to do with as he pleased.
"OK fuck toy, were going out to play, lose the bra, the panties stay in the bag as well, but you can smooth your skirt down, we don't want you to like to much of a slut do we?"
Bill laughed at this as Fay removed her T-shirt and unclasped the bra, quickly pulling it from her shoulders and casting it aside. Her body was once again betraying her, her nipples painfully erect as she contemplated the rest of the afternoons activities, she had no idea what her new Master had planned for her but her stomach was turning loops with the thought of further depravity. She slipped her T-shirt back on her nipples clearly visible.
"Right slut you need to earn your keep, I am going to the pub tonight and need some beer money, you can earn it for me with that pretty mouth of yours".
Bill led an un-protesting Fay out of the shed and into the staff car-park, she noticed with a touch of irony that he had a brand new BMW the same as hers. He opened the door indicating for to get in, she obeyed compliantly, her skirt rising to show her nakedness beneath.
"OK slut we are going on a little trip, on the way you are allowed to finger yourself and play with your nipples, no coming though that's for later, I know people that will pay good money to see that"
Fay's mind was racing, she was a natural exhibitionist but the thought of being displayed in public, performing the most personal act imaginable shocked her sensibilities. They sped off, Fay obediently fingering herself, only to aware of her need to come, she dare not risk it though there was no telling what her Master would make her do as a punishment.
The needs of Fay's body was overriding her normally confident, self assured mind, she knew that at every set of traffic lights other drivers could clearly see her blatantly fingering herself, toying with her nipples. She closed her eyes oblivious, as the heat built within her body, she knew she was putting on a show but seemed powerless to stop herself.
Fay became aware of the car, slowing and turning into a car park, she didn't recognise it and prayed it was far away from the tennis club, her home and the life she had left behind, for the moment anyway. Her Master parked the car and turned to her.
"OK slut we're here, we will walk over to those public toilets, some men will be waiting for you, I will negotiate a price for your services and you will perform as instructed, if you come without my express permission the video gets sent, understand?"
"Yes Sir I'll be a good slut sir"
And with that they made there way to the dirty public toilets, Fay thought they looked boarded up and derelict but her Master had a key and they entered the dingy building. Fay blinked in the half light, as her eyes accustomed to the dark she could make out three other men. One black, two white they were unshaven and shabbily dressed, Fay shuddered she wouldn't of ever dreamed of talking to these men let alone anything else.
She was pushed into the centre of the room, her head hung, trying to hide the tears welling up in her eyes. She had never felt lower, shame poured over her, her life was in ruins and all she could think about was the nagging heat between her legs, what was the matter with her.
"OK boys here she is as promised, she will do what I tell her so lets talk money"
"Before we talk money you need to know what we want"
The man who spoke, Fay thought of him as the leader, was a little taller than the other two and heavy set, Fay's eyes were dragged to the obvious bulge in his pants. Fay loved the thought that she had caused it despite the mans grimy appearance.
"Keep going"
"OK we all want a blow job for starters, then she puts on a show for us before coming, how's that sound"
"Hmmm, you boys want it all don't you, the price for that much action of my little slut is £100.00 each, sound fair?"
The men went into a huddle they quickly reached a decision.
"It's a deal man"
"Show me the money first"
Reluctantly the men all pulled thick wads of used £10.00 notes from their trousers and counted the money into Bill's hand.
All through the negotiations Fay was left standing there as her body was traded for cash. She was being treated like an object, a piece of furniture, a week ago the thought would of revolted her, offending her morals, now it was frighteningly exciting. The background throb in her cunt was increasing in magnitude as she contemplated her new role as prostitute.
The men all started fishing around in their grubby trousers, without being asked Fay sank to the floor in front of the men suddenly eager to please. She was presented with three erect cocks, where to start, she looked at her Master for his consent.
"You know what to ask slut"
"Please sir may I suck these men off Sir"
"You may slut"
"May I swallow there come as well sir?"
"Yes you may"
Satisfied with her instructions Fay set to work, she selected the leader first as he was standing in the middle. She looked up at him, her eyes wide, she looked a picture all innocent and pouting as she gently kissed the head of his cock. Her hands meanwhile were reaching for the other two cocks as they bobbed around, their owners straining for a better view.
Fay gave it all she had, furiously sucking the mans cock, loving the taste and smell of him, she was wanking the other two off as well as they cheered her on, there cries ringing in her ears.
"Slut,Slut,Slut,Slut"
Fay was so excited, her juices running down her thighs, her cunt desperate for attention from anyone, she no longer cared. What had she become, she was on her hands and knees in a filthy old public toilet sucking off a stranger while she wanked his two friends. Her heart pounded irrespective of her situation telling her all she needed to know about her arousal. The need between her legs was becoming unbearable.
One of the men had ripped her T-shirt exposing her breasts to the fresh air, her nipples throbbed, she needed to touch them but knew her pleasure was the last thing on these men's mind. She could feel the cock in her mouth growing further, she knew he must be nearly there. Fay looked the man in the eye, so innocent, and winked at him sexily, she was loving the effect she was having and was desperate to swallow his come.
Her reward came quickly, exploding into her mouth, once, twice, filling her with come, she swallowed, trying hard not to gag as her throat filled with thick, sticky fluid. Bingo her mind screamed, only two more to go. She sat back on her ankles exposing her cunt to the assembled men, she wanted to touch herself but without permission she knew she dare not.
Fay didn't have to wait long, the men had swapped round and the next cock was presented to her. Again she gripped the base firmly, eyeing the man sweetly before sinking her mouth down the thick shaft. Before today Fay hadn't had black cock since that fateful night so long ago, she was quickly re-discovering her passion for it, as she slobbered like a dog over the mans meaty shaft.
His large hand caught in her hair, ramming her head down further she could feel it battering the back of her throat, hurting her. She looked up her eyes pleading for mercy, but the man sneered down at her.
"Just get sucking white slut, you know you love cock no matter how you get it"
The truth hurt Fay but she knew she couldn't stop now, the consequences would be unbearable, her Master would punish her and she doubted the men would let her leave without receiving there display, no way out.
Still she sucked, hoping beyond hope that she could make the other man come by wanking him alone. She was beginning to worry about the volume of come that would end up in her stomach, she didn't want to throw up in front of these men. Her train of thought was interrupted by the man as he increased the strength of his grip in her hair, he grunted loudly, her mouth was once again awash with come, it ran out of her mouth dripping onto her stiff nipples, she swallowed furiously, mustn't waste any her mind screamed at her .
Again Fay rocked back on her heels, her breathing ragged, as she fought to get her breath back, breathing with a cock wedged in her throat was proving harder than she had imagined. Fay feared she would have to get used to it however as she had a feeling this wouldn't be the last time she was pimped like this.
Cock number three was presented to her pretty face, its head was visibly throbbing, no doubt as a direct result of Fay's previous wanking, she leaned over again, mouth wide open. She made it no further, the third man moaned aloud as his come jetted into Fay's opened mouth, she was relieved, her jaw was aching and she was secretly pleased the man could not control himself.
Fay could see the man blushing at his own hair trigger, she grinned at the assembled men, they still had there cocks out, but the raging hard ons had withered slightly.
"Now for the second part of the deal slut, bring yourself off for us and make it last a bit, we can all see how horny you are, you cheap slut"
"Please sir may I finger myself sir"
"Good slut for remembering, you may finger yourself"
"May I come as well Sir"
"You may"
Fay complied immediately, lying back on the filthy floor, legs spread obscenely wide, her hand already toying with her slick lips. she could just make out the men wanking themselves back to hardness as she closed her eyes, lost in a haze of arousal, oblivious to the filth she was lying in.
Fay groaned loudly as she slipped her fingers inside herself, loving the feeling of penetration, only to aware of the picture she was presenting, her submission and humiliation has reached new heights she was powerless to stop though, she was on a rollercoaster of need, her body coursing with sexual electricity.
She felt some fluid land on her skin the men were wanking furiously and it had all been to much for one of them already, his come spattered all over Fay's breasts. The others weren't far behind, as Fay approached her own orgasm, like a boat approaching a waterfall there would be no stopping her.
She screamed aloud eyes screwed shut.
"I am comiiiiinnnnnggggg"
She felt more come raining down on her, she turned her head up desperate to catch some more, groaning obscenely, her hand still a blur as she came again and again, her body shuddering violently.
And then it was over, Fay was wasted she slumped on the floor, come cooling on her breasts and thighs, eyes shut she felt her pulse returning to more normal levels. She was vaguely aware of the men leaving thanking her master, ignoring her.
"Nice one mate she's a right little whore where did you find her?"
"She's just one of my slut's, if you like her we can arrange another more intimate meeting, I'd have to re-negotiate the cost of course but I am sure we an sort something out"
"No problems man, I'll call you"
And with that they shuffled out of the dirty toilets. Bill surveyed his property, she was a mess, covered in come stinking of it. He threw her torn T-shirt at her.
"Clean yourself up slut"
The tears were starting, Fay's mind was finally starting to reconcile her actions, she was awash with shame and horrible gnawing guilt.
"Slut you better get used to it there's more to come, you know you love it may as well accept your a natural slut, nothing more. Now sort yourself out I am driving you back to the club"
With that he left leaving Fay to stumble after him. The journey back was quite, Fay cried all the way home, as they neared the club she calmed down a bit as the adrenaline of the day subsided within her.
As he let her out of the car Bill handed her a card with a mobile number on it.
"That's the helpline slut, balls in your court now. I'll leave it up to you if you want to call me or not. I think we both know what will happen so I'll speak to you soon Slut"
With that he was gone leaving Fay in the tennis club car park, make up smudged, come in her hair, tears in her eyes. Despite it all she knew she had had the most exciting day of her life, she knew she would call her Master, she had submitted to him and wanted more. The fact didn't lessen the guilt and shame, but it allowed her to rationalise the situation a little bit.
Fay went home to get cleaned up before Richard came home, her mind filled with images of cock and come.

To be continued.......
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Fay was in a mess, it had been two days since the incident at the tennis club and she couldn't think about anything else, she wanted to wake up and realise it had all been a dream but she knew that wasn't going to happen.
Fay seemed to have only two emotions at the moment she was either racked with guilt or so horny she thought she might burst. It was exhausting her, wearing her down, she needed to talk to someone, get it all out of her system but she had no one to turn to. Richard had left for a business trip the night of the incident, he had been in such a rush he didn't notice any change in his adoring wife.
Since then Fay had been on her own, she hadn't dared go to the tennis club, she was scared she might bump into her Master. She knew only to well she wouldn't be able to resist his instructions if they met face to face. She had thought of little else these last two days, his face haunted her dreams, he was always dominating her, using her, fucking her.
She had woken up in a sweat a couple of times, the image of herself on her knees sucking a cock or being fucked from behind was always at the front of her mind. She hadn't dared to make herself come, she knew his rules, she needed permission. Although she couldn't understand why she was agreeing to his terms, he wasn't there, she only knew she had to obey her Master's wishes.
That was Fay's main dilemma, she wanted out of her predicament, but part of her was desperate for it to continue. What worried her was that the part that wanted to continue was winning the battle at the moment.
Fay had kept her Master's card in her purse at all times, she could almost hear it calling her, ring the number, ring the number. So far she had resisted, but Fay had a feeling today would be the day she bowed to the need within her and called her Master.
At midday it became to much for Fay, she was pacing in the hall way, heart thumping, phone in hand, the card in her purse, she had already memorised the number. She dialled, her hands shaking, she could barely press the right numbers. It was ringing, Fay panicked, what was she going to say, god I'm sweating, she thought. The line connected.
"Yeah"
"S..S..Sir its me"
"Who's me?"
"Your slut sir."
Fay could just make out the sound of quiet chuckling.
"That didn't take long slut, missing me already are you"
Fay was already excited, just the sound of his voice was enough to set her clit throbbing. The realisation that she was missing her Master hit her hard, she slumped down on the stairs what was happening to her.
"Yes Sir your slut has been missing her Master"
"Good Slut, now what do you want?"
"I need to see you Sir"
"OK beg me first though"
"Please Sir I need to see you, I want fucking, I need to be used, I don't care how, I just need it"
To her shame the words tumbled from her mouth, she blushed at her readiness to utter obscenities.
"Here are your instructions slut, obey them to the letter or you know what happens. I want you to dress like a cheap tart for me, tiny skirt, tight top, no underwear you know the deal, don't forget the high heels either. Ring me back when you are finished and don't keep me waiting slut"
With that the line went dead, Fay scampered upstairs, she had no idea what her Master had planned for her but she could feel her excitement mounting, she felt deliciously alive again as though the cloud had lifted, she knew she would get what she so desperately needed. Fay accepted that she would have to work for the fucking she was sure to receive but didn't care.
She frantically started searching her wardrobe, she normally wore subtly tailored dresses and suits and very much doubted she had anything tarty. Inspiration struck, she saw the bin bag in the corner of the room. Fay knew it contained a load of her old clothes from her school days, she had meant to take them to the tennis club for their charity drive and had clean forgotten. She tore the bag open clothes spilling out all over the floor.
Fay pulled out a skirt, it was so short she knew it would barely cover her ass let alone anything else, she set it aside looking for a top to match it. She picked a skin-tight white boob tube with a flower on the front, ideal, very tarty, nearly see through. She hoped her Master would love it, it would certainly show of her assets to full effect.
Fay stripped and flung her old clothes on quickly, just stopping to check herself in the mirror as she pulled on her high heels. The image that presented itself could not of been farther removed from the smartly attired well off women she normally looked like. Fay thrilled at her transformation, she looked like a cheap tart, nipples clearly visible, skirt just touching the top of her thigh, teetering on her heels. She knew she looked hot and was all too aware what anyone seeing her would think. She didn't care, all she could think about was pleasing her Master.
She went downstairs careful not to trip on the stairs, the skirt swirling around her. God what did I do with the phone? There on the hallway table. She re-dialled.
"That was quick Slut, I hope you complied fully you will be punished if you didn't"
"Yes Sir, I complied fully, I am a good slut"
"OK get in the car and get on the A3, take the turning for Surbiton and when you get there head into Kingston. Park in the drapers car park on any floor you like, then wait for me at the ground floor entrance, then we go shopping, Understand slut?"
Fay was paralysed, she hadn't imagined her Master would make her go out in public like this. Yesterday's brief public walk to the toilets and back had been bad enough but she had known it would only be short lived. To have to go shopping dressed like this was too much to bear, she could feel her tears rising, the words sticking in her throat.
"Don't make me wait slut"
"Sir your slut will be waiting for you"
The line clicked dead again, Fay sat down on the stairs, her earlier thoughts of excitement replaced with ones of dread. What if she saw someone she knew, she couldn't explain why she was dressed in such a way, never mind the fact she was with a huge black man. She sniffed once again she knew she had no choice, the thought of the video getting distributed amongst her friends and associates was a far worse fate than going shopping dressed like a tart, might as well get on with it, she thought.
Fay drove, deep in thought, she had resigned herself to her fate and was now fixating on the fucking she so badly wanted and needed. She was trying to figure out how she could get her Master to fuck her, so far he had only let her suck him off, she couldn't believe he didn't want her as much as she wanted him.
Fay parked up and sat for a moment trying to remain calm, she was virtually naked. The clothing she did have on made her look like an eighteen year old, not just any eighteen year old either, an eighteen year old slut, a sure thing at any party, good for fucking and nothing else.
She got out of the car, smoothed her skirt down and made for the stairs. Trying desperately to think about something other than the heat between her legs and her throbbing nipples. She headed down the stairs, the all familiar car park smell of urine in her nostrils. The stairs allowed anyone following, or in front of her to see her nudity, at least its warm she thought as air played over her pussy hair, tickling her.
She stood outside the car park, it was next to a busy road and she could see the heads of drivers and passengers swivelling round to get a second look at her. She blushed at the attention, secretly thrilled at the openly lustful looks she was receiving.
A loud blast from a car horn rang out, her master had finally arrived, Fay waved shyly at him as all eyes turned to her to see what all the noise was about. She blushed at the attention realising that her Master had engineered the first humiliating episode of the day for her. His car disappeared into the car park and Fay was left with her cheeks cooling as the embarrassment subsided.
"Good Slut finally you look like the cheap slutty tart you really are"
Bill groped her ass, Fay's blush returning as she caught the disapproving stares of the people walking past.
"Thank you sir, your slut is glad you approve"
Fay was hoping no one could hear her talking like this, her battered sensibilities couldn't take much more abuse.
"OK slut lets go shopping I hope you have your credit card handy you'll need it for what I have in mind"
With that they set of into Kingston, they looked like an unlikely couple. Bill was very smartly turned out in an expensive looking black tailored suit. Fay on the other hand looked like a tart that had been picked up by a business man for the afternoon. She was only to aware of the looks she was receiving. Disapproval from the older couples walking about, smirking looks of pity from the thirtysomethings and blatant leering and whistling from the builders and adolescent boys.
By the time they reached the Bentalls centre a small crowd of teenage boys were following at a discreet distance, not to far enough away however for Fay not to catch the filthy degrading comments. They stopped at the entrance.
"Before we go in be a good slut and give your fans a look at what there missing"
Fay looked at her Master imploringly, her eyes desperately searching for a shred of pity, there was none, part of her had known there wouldn't be. Fay bent from the waist, her skirt rising to reveal her cunt, framed by her firm shapely thighs, exposed for all to see.
Fay craned her head round for an indication of how long she must stay in this position, the blood rushing to her head making her cheeks flush. The overwhelming feeling of shame was twisting her stomach inside out, compounded by the throbbing heat between her thighs that seemed to be increasing in light of her further humiliation.
"You may get up now slut"
Fay gladly straightened up, she was acutely aware of the whistling and shouting from the small crowd that had followed them from the car park. She was blushing furiously, eyes downcast secretly pleased that she was being lusted after by so many men at once.
Bill gripped her arm and hauled her inside the shopping centre, making her trip slightly as she tried to keep up with him.
"You enjoy being the centre of attention don't you you naughty slut"
"Yes Sir"
"Good your due a lot of attention today slut, but first lets shop, clothes first, I want my slut to look her best when she's out and about with me"
"Yes Sir"
They walked to the quicksilver shop on the first floor, Fay knew the sort of clothing sold in the shop, she even had one of there bikini's for her holidays. It was all skimpy skirts and low cut blouses, more suited to young girls with suntans and bleached hair than respectable ladies of leisure.
Her master was already searching the racks, pulling items out at random, holding them up against her, as though she was just a clotheshorse. A young woman came over to help them.
"Hi, may I help you guys? Maybe you would like to try some clothes on, we have changing rooms out back"
She was about 19, her name badge said "Hi I am Sarah", she was very pretty, blonde hair, blue eyes and a stunning figure. Fay had never really looked at another woman before, but so much had changed over the last few days that she found herself imagining the young woman licking her thighs, she shook her head, hoping to dislodge the image, god how far was she going to sink? . She seemed to be viewing everyone as a possible source of relief from her pent up sexual needs.
Fay's master had a couple of outfits for her to try on, as the unlikely threesome made there way to the changing rooms at the back of the shop. Through a door and into the darkened room beyond, as the door shut Fay felt immediately cut of from the relative safety of the shopfront. Her heart beat a bit faster, what had her Master got in mind for her and the lovely assistant?
"OK slut you may strip of out here, there's no one to see you and your virtually naked as it is"
Fay gasped at his talk, she could see the assistant looking questioningly at her Master, he turned to her.
"Don't worry about the slut, Sarah she does what's she's told"
Sarah was fascinated she looked at Fay, who averted her eyes, to shamed to do anything else.
"What stuff will she do"
Her voice betrayed her interest, she was openly checking Fay out now, running her eyes over her exposed body.
"I cant see you removing your clothes yet slut"
Fay hurried to comply, it didn't take long and she was soon naked except for her heels in the back room of the shop, standing in front of her Master and this shop assistant who was a good 8 years her junior. The familiar feelings of shame re-surfaced, would she ever get used to this abuse?
"What stuff will she do?"
"Anything you ask her, go on get her to do something"
"What do I call her?"
"Slut"
"OK slut, stand on one leg"
Fay had no choice but to comply, she felt ridiculous.
"Cool, she's like a real live doll, will she really do anything you ask?"
"Yep, she loves it, she's a dirty little slut and likes to be treated like one, get her to do something naughty, shell love it"
"Pinch your nipple slut"
Fay, eyes cast to the floor unable to look this young woman in the eye, pinched her left nipple making it throbbed painfully, she stifled a moan. She knew she was highly aroused, she had been since her Master had first rang earlier that morning, she didn't want to come in front of this young woman, but had to face it might be a possibility.
"See I told you she's very obedient"
"OK slut, keep that nipple hard, use the other hand to finger yourself"
Fay groaned she knew she needed permission to come and was dreading having to ask her Master in front of his new friend. Her tender fingering between the slick lips of her steaming pussy were having the desired effect though and she was painfully close to coming, let me stop, please, her mind screamed at her. She looked up at her tormentors, desperate for a sign that the delicious torture would end without her having to ask permission to come.
"Will she come?"
"She knows she needs permission, from me first. She wont last much longer, but she wants you to tell her to stop, so she doesn't have the shame of asking my permission in front of you"
"Stop, no way I want to see her lose it"
Fay wilted, she had no choice any longer, she had to ask now or it would be to late.
"Please sir may your slut come?"
"Ask Sarah nicely slut, its up to her"
Fay hit a new low point, tears welling in her eyes, acutely aware of the shame piling up on her.
"Please Sarah, may slut be allowed to come"
Fay had never felt lower, asking permission from this girl, who was just a shop assistant offended all of Fay's sensibilities.
"This is so cool, wait till I tell my friends, you may come slut"
Fay nearly screamed out with the force of her orgasm, her fingers were soaked, she could feel her juices running down her legs. The smell of her arousal filled the air. All through her release she was aware of her Master and Sarah watching her as though she was there own personal porn movie made real.
Finally Fay stopped shuddering and tried to regain some composure. Her hair was plastered to he face, sweat trickling over her sensitive skin, her entire body felt exhausted, yet she had never felt to alive, so fulfilled.
"Cool she comes like a train, can I meet her again in a more private place??Please"
Fay could hear the pleading in Sarah's voice, she was secretly proud that the girl liked her, she knew she had put on a good show for her abuser's. Fay wanted praise from her Master though, a sign that he wanted her as much as she wanted him. It was with a tinge of disappointment, but not suprise that no praise was forthcoming.
"OK Sarah I'll tell you what I'll do, you give us these slutty clothes for free. I'll take your mobile number and we can arrange a time when you can play with her properly, how's that sound"
"Deal, the clothes are yours, here's my number"
Once again Fay felt they were treating her like an object, to be swopped in exchange for money, clothes whatever, she was nothing more than a commodity to be traded for whatever her Master wanted.
"Slut get dressed you look like a cheap hooker, we've got more shopping to do yet"
With that her Master threw some clothes at her, turning to talk to Sarah, ignoring her again. Fay reluctantly picked the clothes of the floor and put them on. The bright colours would draw immediate attention to her when they went outside, Fay was past caring however. Her will was in tatters, all her dignity washed away in a tidal flow of hormones, come and need.
She straightened the short skirt in the mirror, noting the amount of thigh on display, the top was no better clearly showing her erect nipples rubbing against the soft material and a fair amount of cleavage.
"You guys better go out the back door, I don't want my boss to see you wandering out with a load of clothes you haven't paid for. Anyway love to see you again, particularly you slut"
With that she smacked Fay on the backside, winking at her. Fay couldn't help herself smiling shyly at the young girl, a blush rising in her cheeks.
They stood in the alley at the back of the shops, Fay wondering what was next, still desperate for some attention from her Master. This was an ideal place for him her Master to fuck her, she hoped desperately that was what's was on his mind, she could make out a large lump on his trousers and she was keen to get it in her mouth without further ado.
She awaited her instructions, finally she would get the cock she needed so much.
"Right slut, we've got lots more to do, so far your credit card hasn't taken a battering but that will changeover lunch. Then were carrying on with the clothes shopping OK"
"Y.Y..Yes master"
"What's the matter with you slut, something on your mind?"
Fay's stomach was looping in on itself, she felt like a nervous 14 year old girl again, waiting to be asked on her first date. Get a grip on yourself woman, you're 28,She plucked up the courage and stuttered an answer.
"Please Master I thought you might like to...."
"Spit it out slut we haven't got all day"
Fay took a deep breath.
"Please Master I need fucking, badly I am so hot I don't think I can bare it any longer, I thought you might like to fuck me, please Master"
Fay flinched as her Master laughed at her openly, she felt cheated, tears welling up within her once again.
"What makes you think I want to fuck you, you cheap slut?"
"I thought you liked me"
Fay sounded hurt, she was trying to choke the tears back now as they rose within her unbidden.
"I am here to slut you to other people, not fuck you. You will get fucked by me when I want, not when you feel like it, understand Slut?"
"Y..Y..Yes Master"
"Good, now lets go eat, I'm sure your behaviour has left you with more than one hunger that needs satisfying"
And with that, he strode off out of the alley leaving Fay to trail along behind him snivelling to herself, she felt hurt and let down, would she ever get the fucking from her master she felt she so richly deserved?
Ten minutes later Fay found herself sitting in the Pizza Express looking out over the Thames, she was waiting for her Master to order for her. She had been told to sit and wait and only speak if spoken to. The reason for Fay's enforced silence was simple, her Master had made her put a six inch dildo inside herself just after they had sat down. Fay knew if she opened her mouth, a slutty moan would come out and nothing else. Her master knew this as well and had told her to button it while he ordered the food.
Fay sat there, gently shuddering, only to aware of her appearance. She had already received a number of odd looks from the waiting staff, one of whom, a 40 year old waitress, had winked at her knowingly, making Fay blush furiously and look away. To make things worse Fay had looked away after the wink, but the woman had caught her looking coyly over at her again only moments later.



Although the dildo was not large, Fay had had bigger cocks in her over the last few days, it was causing her a number of problems. She was aroused beyond belief for starters, a situation she was now getting used to. More pressing was the fact that her juices were leaking from her stretched cunt, collecting on the chair, her aroma becoming evident to herself and presumably the fellow diners before long.
"OK slut, sitting comfortably? Ill order for you as I know you are having trouble speaking at the moment"
He smirked cruelly and waved at the waitress to come over and take the order. To Fay's shame the waitress that came over was the one who had winked at her earlier, shame and humiliation were becoming Fay's ever present background emotions but that didn't make things any easier.
"What can I get you guys"
The woman looking at Fay first to take her order, Fay panicked looking to her Master for help, she should of known better by now.
"What's the matter hun? Cat got your tongue?"
"Sorry she's not allowed to talk at the moment"
The waitress looked puzzled turning to Fay's Master.
"OK, has she been naughty? She look like the type, badly behaved"
Fay flashed the woman a murderous look, she couldn't believe this, the woman was a bloody waitress, what gave her the right to discuss her situation.
"Yeah she still needs a lot of training, but what can I do I just have to be patient with her, she's so needy though, kinda sweet"
"Hmmm she looks like she might burst, want me to take her to the loo to let her cool down a bit"
Fay saw the woman wink at her Master, god not again her mind screamed out, I am not a lesbian, I am straight, I need cock. Fay didn't know what she was anymore, her Master seemed intent on pimping her to anyone regardless of gender. She couldn't deny she didn't need the attention. Her slit was running with her juice, she was wiggling around in her seat trying to push the dildo further inside her. Her clit was screaming at her, desperate for attention, her body twanging with pent up desire. Electricity coursed through her, connecting sexual organs, continually making her all to aware of what was required, sex sex and more sex please, thanks for asking.
"Sure take her, she needs a firm hand though, I'm sure you can cope"
"Go on slut follow the nice lady, maybe shell give you what you need so badly"
Fay hung her head, release was her bodies main concern, her mind had long ago given up the fight. She meekly followed the woman to the staff loo, going inside only to aware of what had happened the last time she ended up in a toilet.
"OK lover lets get a look at you"
Fay lifted her head, looking the woman in the eye, taking a note of her appearance for the first time. She couldn't of been more different from Sarah. She was easily forty, tall and statuesque, Fay couldn't help but admire the woman's prominent breasts barely contained within her uniform.
"Poor baby you look like you've been through the wringer already today, I assume you love every minute or you wouldn't do it right?"
"He's blackmailing me, I have no choice"
Fay choked back a sob she could feel the tears welling up within her, her emotions flooding through her as though a dam has been unplugged.
"You always have a choice baby, you sure your not enjoying it?"
Fay looked up at the woman, blinking back a tear, the woman was smiling knowingly at her, she reached out to touch Fay tenderly on the cheek. Fay recoiled slightly, the woman's tenderness caught her off guard. Suddenly the woman leaned in, still smiling gently. There lips met, Fay was taken aback, despite herself she sunk slowly into the warm inviting lips, her tongue leaving her mouth to touch the womanise warm lips, her eyes closed lost in the moment. Fay hadn't realised how much had changed within her, as she crossed another box on the checklist of sexual experience.
She was actually enjoying herself, responding, her mouth hungry, searching for the woman's tongue. She groaned into the woman's lips, the heat between her legs increasing again from background elevator music to front row of a Rolling Stones concert. She never seemed to be far from orgasm these days.
The kiss broke, both women looking at each other, Fay cracked first frantically pulling her top down exposing her nipples to the woman's gaze. Fay couldn't wait any longer as tenderness gave way to need, she pushed the woman's head down to her aching nipple, obvious what she required, she wasn't disappointed.
The woman's tongue snaked out, just catching the tip teasing it, flicking across the hard nub. Fay groaned her approval as her nipple was sucked and nipped, flicked and kissed. Her heat was rising, the dildo an ever present constant in the front of her mind.

The woman's hand was making its way up her thigh now, encountering the wetness as it ran down Fay's thighs, searching ever higher until it came to rest on the bottom of the dildo. Fay was in a crisis, she had never felt so loved, so utterly cared for her, physical needs dealt with so effectively and gently. This woman had obviously had lots of experience, Fay found herself wishing this would never end. Her body had other ideas however as her orgasm approached, like a train that wouldn't be stopped it crashed into her, her body shaking with the release, as the energy within her finally found a release, she groaned wantonly not caring if anyone could hear her.
As the intensity subsided she fell against the woman tears of joy and release trickling down her pretty face. She was held closely, the woman kissing her hair, smelling her holding her. Fay felt that everything was going to be OK, this all to brief respite from the humiliation shame and domination was only a brief interlude, she knew that, an oasis of love within the desert of her submission. She broke the embrace, conscious of the gap left by the dildo and the cooling juice on her thighs.
"OK hun all better now, get that Dildo back in though or you're due a punishment"
With that the woman kissed her cheek and ushered her back out into the restaurant, as they left together Fay was all to aware of the looks and glances she was receiving from the assembled diners. Fay knew the break was over she felt her cheeks flushing as the familiar feeling of embarrassment returned to her.
"OK slut you feeling better now?"
"Yes thank you master"
"OK funs over for you slut, I know what you got up to in there, we could all hear your slutty moans, did you come without permission?"
His voice was terrible he sounded really angry. Fay's heart skipped a beat in all her excitement she had broken the most important rule, always ask permission to come. She knew she was due a punishment, the severity of the punishment was what worried her.
She waited in her seat patiently, accepting of her fate awaiting her instructions, what's the worst that can happen. As soon as she had thought it she admonished herself, she new only to well it could get pretty nasty.
"OK slut ask your Master for your punishment"
"Please Master, slut has been naughty, she needs punishing"
"OK slut your punishment is as follows you will remove the dildo and suck it clean OK"
"Y..Yes Master"
Fay had sunk pretty low over the last few days but she was plumbing new depths now as she gingerly removed the dildo from her wet slit, to her shame it made a sucking sound as if her cunt was unwilling to relinquish its prize. Fay knew the people around her could clearly hear the noise. To her mounting embarrassment she noticed a sixteen-year old boy openly staring at her, his parents oblivious to her actions.
She gingerly raised the dildo to her lips, tentatively flicking her tongue over the bulbous head, tasting her own arousal, slightly musky, her juices thick as honey. She slipped the dildo into her mouth, all the time eyeing her Master for a sign that she may stop her sucking and allow the humiliation to diminish. She moved the dildo back and forth, her tongue cleaning her juices up as quickly as she could.
"Got all your slutty juices licked up yet?"
"Yes Master"
Fay struggled to make herself clear as six inches of rubber cock was proving quiet to talk around.
"OK slut you may remove it, Ill put it away for now, you need to eat something"
Fay passed the dildo to her Master, glad that her ordeal, or at least this part of it was over. She gladly started eating her pizza, thankful of a slight return to the mundane, even if it was to be short-lived.
The meal over, Fay had paid, they left to resume the shopping trip, Fay only to glad to leave the restaurant behind, filled as it was with people who had witnessed her continuing descent into slutty oblivion. Her Master seemed to have a pretty good idea where they were going next, as he lead his willing slut behind him.
Fay was growing more used to her role as fuck toy, she was less conscious of the looks she received, she knew she looked like a tart, but no longer seemed to care. She had never felt so alive sexually, her body buzzing with the thrill of it all, irrespective of the shame that accompanied her feelings of excitement. She was starting to realise that the shame played a principal part of her excitement, the two opposing feelings going hand in hand.
They stopped outside an engravers shop, Fay recognised it, she had got a key cut in there once. She distinctly remembered the older man in the shop leering at her, her mind raced, what did her Master have in mind?
"OK slut, we need to get you a collar to wear and a name tag engraved, you must try the collar on for size before you buy it understand? Then you need a name tag engraved with the words Doggy Slut"
Fay's heart was pounding, she had no idea what her Master was going on about, dogs wear collars, surely he wasn't expecting her to behave like a dog for him. She looked questioningly at her Master, seeking answers and enlightenment as to what he had in mind.
"Slut, I have something lined up for you this afternoon, you will need a collar and a lead, so I can take you for a walk. OK slut?"
He didn't wait for an answer, propelling her into the shop as he waited outside. The ringing of the door buzzer brought Fay crashing down to earth, leaving her mind filled with images of her on her hands and knees wearing a leash, slobbering at her Masters cock, like an eager puppy.
The shop appeared to be stuck in a seventies time warp, lino on the floor, faded stripy wall paper covered all the walls. A young man appeared from behind a beaded curtain. Fay was relieved that the older man seemed to be having a day off.
"Can I help you Miss?"
Fay drank in the tattoos, football shirt and gold earring. The man looked like a football thug, he was dripping with gold jewellery. Fay's throat constricted.
"Hallo, you all right love?"
"Y...Yes I'm fine, I need to buy some things"
"Sure what you looking for?"
Fay couldn't get the words out, she knew she needed to ask for a dog lead and collar that was the easy part, trying it on would be harder, but asking for a name tag would be unbearable.
"I need a dog collar"
"Sure we have loads of those, what sort you looking for?"
"I'm not sure maybe you can show me what you have"
"OK we have two types, leather studded, or choke chain, which would you prefer?"
Fay could feel her heart pounding, the imagery involved was starting to nag at her, the familiar heat building once more. God I cant cope with many more orgasms today, how long will this torture last?
"A leather studded one please"
"OK here you go , last one in the shop, lead to match as well"
The collar was made of inch thick leather and was regularly studded, it had a large brass ring attached, for hanging the tag of off presumably. Now the hard part thought Fay, the man was hovering behind her she could feel his presence, his stare burning into her back as he took in her attire.
Fay turned hoping a snooty stare would send him of behind the curtain again, no effect, she remembered that she no longer appeared to be the upper class trophy wife, the image she presented today was much more what the man must be used to. Fay was running out of options, she had to think fast. Her thoughts were interrupted by the appearance of another man from behind the curtain.
Fay's blood ran ice cold, the man who had sold her the key all that time ago. Recognition flickered in his eyes, as he took in her intended purchase. She was really stuck now, from the corner of her eye she could see her Master sitting on a bench taking in her discomfort, smiling to himself.
She placed the collar round her neck, snapping the latch shut. As she did so she was acutely aware of something happening to her, a change in her will, she felt so submissive all of a sudden. She had been all to aware of her growing tendency to subservience over the last few days, but the collar changed all that, magnified it until it engulfed her completely.
What was happening, what had she become, she knew her transformation was now complete. She had changed totally in less than a week, gone was the self assured, confident, attractive trophy wife of a successful business man. To be replaced by a fuck toy, slut, come drinking, cock sucking slut.
Fay now knew she truly loved the treatment, her earlier anxiety she realised was nothing more than growing pains, she had found her true self, finally she seemed complete. The older man's voice snapped her from her reverie.
"You want the leash on as well doggy?"
The older man had immediately sensed the change, Fay knew he was chancing his arm, but she also knew she was now powerless to resist, she wanted to serve now, having accepted her new role. She looked out the window at her Master, he nodded imperceptibly at her, showing his permission, Fay knew he must have a pretty good grasp of what had happened.
"Lock the shop up Darren, we've got to show this doggy how to behave properly"
The door clicked shut, Fay was aware that her Master was on the other side of the door, leaving her at the mercy of these two men. He was just sitting there reading a paper now not caring what happened to her. She turned round eyeing up her new masters, however temporary there dominance of her she now knew she would do whatever they asked.
"Hands and knees doggy"
Fay complied immediately, assuming the position of complaint puppy.
"I remember you, right stuck up cow you were, sexy as hell though and you knew it, we'll take a bit of that shine of this afternoon though doggy don't worry about that"
With that the man yanked on her leash making her yelp, her knees already sore from the contact with the lino. Fay was only to aware of her top gaping open, her breasts in plain view, the tiny skirt around her waist now, her dripping slit on full view to anyone walking past the dingy shop.
Her new Master lead her through into the back room.
"First doggy needs to learn how to drink properly"
The man indicated a bowl of water on the floor in the corner of the room, Fay eyed it nervously.
"Get to it then doggy"
Fay crawled over to the bowl, only to aware that she couldn't use her hands, she dipped her head down to slurp some water up knocking the bowl and causing some water to spill on the floor.
A flash of pain ignited across her backside, she yelped. Her ass felt as though it was on fire the heat connecting with her slit mingling the pleasure with acute pain.
"That's for spilling your water doggy, now keep drinking"
The heat subsided to a warm glow, Fay got back to the task in hand, she lapped furiously conscious of the need not to spill anymore water. She knew her slit was on full view to the man, she couldn't resist wiggling it slightly putting on a little show for him.
"Naughty Doggy, your owner is in charge of that later, I'm just in charge of training, so stop being a tart I'm not interested"
Fay felt a little let down, the way the man was treating her like a naughty pet was turning her on unbelievably, maybe she could get the younger man to touch her. She licked up the last drips of water, pleased that she had completed her task so thoroughly.

"Good Doggy, now that you can drink your water you need to learn one more thing. All doggies must learn to mark there territory. I want you to wipe your scent on two pieces of furniture, don't bring yourself off you horny puppy, I can see how desperate you are".
Fay turned to face her trainer, she spied out an old workbench upon which the lathe for cutting the keys rested, she crawled over to it and shuffled round, placing her steaming cunt against the cool metal leg of the table. She slithered up and down it, luxuriating in the cool sleek metal, she closed her eyes, she was so close surely he wouldn't mind if she came.
The thought of her earlier punishment surfaced in her mind, she couldn't cope with more punishment not today, she reluctantly moved away from the table. One more piece of furniture thought Fay, then I am out of here. Her trainer was seated in a chair now, avidly watching her every movement, Fay had a flash of inspiration.
She moved over to his chair and swung around to rub her cunt against the chair leg, slowly allowing her juices to collect on the old wood, her aroma filling the room. Fay turned her head hoping to see the man lusting after her, praying he wouldn't be able to resist.
He rested his hand on her firm ass, stroking her smooth skin, his hand creeping ever closer to her slit, toying her asshole now. She shivered at the contact eyes closed now as she sank into her new role.
"Nice try Doggy, but I'm not risking it, your Master is a powerful guy and I don't want to get in trouble , but there is one more bit of doggy training you need"
And with that the man fished his rapidly stiffening cock out of his pants and waved it in front of her face. Fay was mesmerised her eyes following the thick cock as it swayed back and forth, like a rabbit caught in the headlamps she seemed powerless to do anything. Her body finally snapped out of it, she hadn't had cock all day and wasn't going to turn this opportunity down even if the guy was old enough to be her dad.
Fay knew what she had to do, she slobbered all over the man's cock, only to aware that her hands were useless she redoubled her efforts, using every trick she knew, lips, tongue and teeth were all utilised in the quest to extract the mans come. Fay was sweating now, her jaw ached and she still worked away at the cock, her mouth sawing back and forth, cheeks hollowed.
Finally she received her reward, a thick jet of come erupted from his slit, coating the inside of her mouth, the man holding her head in place ensuring every last drop was sucked up by Fay's Hoover like mouth.
He relaxed and sat back in the chair, eyeing Fay as she licked up a few dollops of come that had somehow escaped her hungry mouth. He patted her head condescendingly.
"Good Doggy"
Fay beamed, pleased at her praise, she had loved her training albeit brief at the hands of this man. Darren returned to the room, in his ring coated hand was a small shiny metal token, he knelt down and placed it on Fay's collar, showing her the inscription as he did so. It read simply "Doggy Slut".
Fay wore it with pride glowing as both men stroked her thighs and belly, rising to pinch her nipples and cup her breasts. The cleaned her off, maybe groomed her was a more appropriate word, until all trace of come was gone and she was shining as her sweat was spread around her quivering body.
"There doggy is ready to see her Master again"
Right on cue her Master appeared, she crawled over to him, keen to show off her new leash and collar.
"Thanks Darren excellent work as usual"
"Thanks Bill, she's a treasure as well, very obedient"
Bill turned to the older man.
"What do you think Mark I was going to take her to the club this afternoon, do you think she's ready yet?"



"Absolutely she's a little cracker the guys will love her"
"OK we're heading there now, get up Doggy unless you want to crawl through Kingston like that"
Fay gladly got to her knees, straightening her skirt and top, covering, albeit briefly she suspected, her luscious body.
They left the shop, Fay casting a backward glance at the two men who had furnished her with the accessories that had sealed her acceptance of a new life.

To be continued......




        If You Were Mine

        Master has something planned for her.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/if-you-were-mine

Title: If You Were Mine

Author: A Cracker Slut

Category: BDSM

Description: Master has something planned for her.

Tags: master made, master, fay knew, taste buds, fay, stand corner




A short story for my favourite subb.
Fay stood in the corner of the living room, waiting, waiting. She was dressed and made up impeccably, her smart blue suit covering a white dress shirt, her shapely thighs clad in the finest silk stockings, black heels gleaming in the light. Her make up only subtly highlighting her features, complementing them rather than shouting about them. The only slightly eschew element was that her skirt was round her ass exposing her firm buttocks to the world.
This was how her Master made her wait for him, at the end of every day she had to stand in the corner from 5 o-clock until his return. Sometimes he didn't get back till very late and still she had to wait for him, knowing that the punishment for disobedience would be far worse than a little cramp in her thighs.
Fay always obeyed without question, she had came across her Master by the purest of chances and had been totally dominated by him ever since. She was an intelligent strong woman, but something had happened to her that night, she had long ago stopped trying to explain or justify it to herself, it had just changed her.
The normally quiet background tick of the clock was at deafening point now, the seconds took hours to pass and still she was waiting, waiting. Her mind idled, wondering what was in store for her tonight, her Master usually had something planned for her, his inventiveness seemingly in-exhaustible. She had been instructed not to prepare a meal tonight, which could only mean one thing, they were going out. Fay knew what that involved, the last time they had gone out for a meal she had been made to display herself to the waiter, who couldn't quiet believe his luck, as he returned time and time again to check his eyes weren't deceiving him. The service had been impeccable, with the restaurant owner coming over to thank her Master personally for his patronage and get a good eyeful as well.
It had been so humiliating, but at the same time wildly arousing, that was the thing, her Master never made her do anything she didn't really enjoy. That was why she hadn't left, she knew she could at any time, but she never seemed to want to, she was too happy, too content.
The clock struck for half past five, dragging her mind back to the present, a car passed outside, her heart skipped a beat, could that be him? A car door slammed, feet on the gravel drive, key in the door, shoes scuffing the mat, coat being taken off. Her heart thumping, thumping.
Fay made sure she was standing straight, chest thrust out awaiting inspection, her stance enough to bring a tear of joy to any sergeant majors eye. He was behind her now his after shave infusing the air, making her long for his touch.
"Good evening K, you look wonderful"
Fay recalled how she had been named by her Master all those months ago, every one of his previous slaves had a letter, starting with A obviously and moving through the alphabet. She was his eleventh slave, she could only guess what had happened to the others, their loss she thought.
"Thank you Master"
Please touch me, please. But she wasn't going to be let off that lightly.
"K, Follow me into the kitchen"
"Yes Master"
She obediently trotted after him, teetering on the heels as she tried to control them on the slate floor of the kitchen.
"Stand in the corner"
"Yes Master"
"Now K tonight its just me and you, I will prepare a nice meal for you to eat and I will feed you, I will help you to drink your wine, I will wipe your mouth. Tonight you are to be totally in my power"
"Yes Master"
"Hands behind your back K"
She complied immediately feeling the cold touch of the handcuffs she had worn so many times before. Next came the blindfold, silk again, of course, but so dense that all vision was lost. Fay knew from experience the effect these sense restraints had on her, her skin became so sensitive, her taste buds stepping up a gear as though to compensate for the loss of touch and sight.
She could already feel her skin getting goose bumps as her Master brushed against her as he went about his business. Fay knew he was a great cook of course, she had once been made to stand in the big cupboard in the corner, tied, bound and gagged and watch through the door as her Master cooked for and entertained a beautiful business associate. Fay had been beside herself with jealousy that night as her Master flirted and joked with the woman and yet the whole experience had been wildly arousing, once again making Fay wonder about her self, her boundaries being continually pushed. They had made love with a rare heat that night after she had gone, both of them aroused by the whole situation.
A cork popped, a bottle glugged as the wine was poured, she could hear her Master approach and suddenly her nose was filled with the most amazing aroma, Fay nearly jerked her head back as she was assaulted by the smell or raspberries and summer fruits, mixed with vanilla.
"Good isn't it"
The glass was at her mouth now, she opened it to allow the wine to pass inside her, penetrate her and fill her with its subtle overtones. Her Master pulled the glass away letting some of the rich liquid fall from her lips and run down her neck, Fay shivered, then his lips were on her flicking over her skin anxious to get every drop of the wine. Oh God, thought Fay, she was so aware of his presence, her thighs trembling as he touched her gently, just holding her face all the while licking her neck and nipping at her skin.
She was wet, so wet and yet she knew the sweet torture would continue he wouldn't touch her there until much later. She would be kept at simmering point, just like the pasta he was preparing, until she thought she might cry out and then, only then would his hands, tongue and cock come into play between her thighs.
Fay could hear the water simmering, a knife chopping, the smell of garlic and onion drifted from the direction of the cooker and still she waited as she had done all day for him to return to her and touch her.
"Would K like some more wine?"
"Yes please Master"
Once again he was near her, the glass this time not allowed to spill any of its precious contents. Fay let the liquid play over her taste buds, savouring it before swallowing it down. She heard the glass being placed on the worktop she held her breath..............and then released it in a long sigh as he gently cupped her breasts in his hands. Lovingly weighing them, rubbing his thumb over the hard ridges of her nipples, making her groan her approval.
"K"
"Yes Master"
"How hungry are you? Really?"
"Not very Master"
"No I'm not either"
The cuffs were unlocked and with the wine in one hand and Fay's hand in the other he dragged her, grinning like the cat who got the cream, off to bed.
The End.
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Verity King shut the front door and threw her coat over the chair, she stopped to check her face in the hallway mirror. She smiled approvingly at her immaculately coiffured blond hair and glanced admiringly at her firm breasts, which despite giving birth to a daughter 18 years of ago were still remarkably perky. Verity knew she was still an attractive woman and revelled in the admiring glances she received from waiters and occasionally friends of her daughter. She still exercised regularly and had the thighs of a sprinter, albeit hidden under a Gucci skirt suit. Having finished preening she made her way into the kitchen and perched herself on a stool at the breakfast bar and let out a long sigh. Verity had had a long day already and it was only 2.00 O'clock.
She had dropped Peter, her husband, at the airport first thing in the morning, then met friends at the golf club for tea and a chat at 11.00 0'clock then gone on to meet friends for lunch. Now she was safely back at home and beginning to regret the three glasses of Chardonnay she had consumed at lunch.
At 45 years of age Verity was very much a part of the Surrey social scene, she was proud of the fact that Peter was a successful Venture Capitalist in the city. Her husband's job provided Verity with a five-bedroom house, a Porsche Boxster, three holidays a year and all the money she could ever wish to spend on clothes. For her part Verity was prepared to forgive the sordid affairs Peter insisted on perpetrating with his various secretaries and the fact that he was away on business for half of the year. An arrangement that suited her wonderfully in fact, the less time she spent in his company the better as far as she was concerned.
Verity decided to celebrate a week of freedom from her husband by having just one more glass of Chardonnay and while swirling it around in the glass a wicked thought entered her head. She had recently discovered the Internet and following the advice of a friend, one particularly boozy lunchtime, had started to visit a site that contained a wide array of pornographic stories.
The thought of this illicit activity thrilled her, whether it was the wine having its desired effect or just because she hadn't had sex in so long she didn't care. She had discovered a passion for erotic fiction and it aroused feelings in her that had been buried for too long. She was able to give into her innermost desires and explore areas of her sexuality long since buried.
She made her way, slightly wobbly, into the office and fired her PC up, her heart already racing, blood thumping in her ears. It was all so deliciously naughty, here she was a married woman in her forties, pillar of the community, furtively looking at porn in the afternoon while her husband and daughter were out of the house. She could feel her arousal, her panties taking on a slight dampness, nipples pushing against the material of her blouse. She made herself comfortable, unbuttoning the jacket, so, if she needed to, she could slip a hand into her blouse and stroke her tender hard nipples. She also hiked her skirt up over her stocking tops and pulled her black lacy panties off, placing them on the desk beside the mouse so she wouldn't forget them later when she had come and the yearning for release had been satisfied.
She hated to admit it but she was rapidly becoming addicted to the thrill the stories gave her, her orgasms were amazing, like nothing she had ever experienced before. She had developed a particular liking for stories containing no-consensual sex and BDSM themes, where women were forced to do things against their will by cruel faceless men. She couldn't explain why she found these stories so arousing but their effect was undeniable. She could vividly imagine herself in a situation where she was forced against her will to pleasure countless men knowing that they were all hard for her, desiring her and that they would use her for their pleasure whether she liked it or not. She shuddered at the thought of it, what was the point of having fantasies, she thought, unless they were thrilling and outrageous. In real life Verity very much doubted she would allow herself to be used in such a way. She was far to strong in herself to become some slave to the desires of her and other people's bodies. But she loved the thought of it all the same.
She selected a story and started reading, one hand scrolling the screen down, the other tenderly cupping her left breast, moulding the flesh ever so gently until her arousal forced her to be rougher with herself. That would come later, many was the time she had had a violent orgasm and then blushed to see the nail marks imbedded in the skin surrounding her nipples. But for now she was content to tease and arouse her sensitive skin.
As Verity slipped into a sea of sexual arousal, oblivious to her surroundings, she was unaware that she had an audience. A fact that would of almost certainly have had an effect on her although she would never of admitted that it would of increased her arousal tenfold.
Graham Richards was Samantha, Verity's daughter's, boyfriend. He had popped round to drop some books of for Sam for a university project they had been working on together. He had knocked on the door but received no reply. He could see Mrs King's Porsche in the driveway so he knew she must be in, she wouldn't dream of leaving the house without it, public transport was an alien concept to her. He had gone round the side of the house to see if he could see her inside, check she was OK and had glanced into the downstairs office only to be greeted by the sight of Mrs King in a state of obvious arousal. He watched spellbound as she thrust her fingers into her cunt, head lolling to one side as she approached what looked like an enormous orgasm. Graham couldn't believe his eyes he had fancied Mrs King ever since he had first clapped eyes on her and here she was stockings and tits on display fingering herself in the middle of the afternoon.
She was so deliciously aloof, he longed to wipe the smug look of her face, she had made no bones about the fact she didn't think he was good enough for her daughter. Graham wondered if he was being presented with a chance to get his own back on the stuck up cow. He reached into his bag and took out the digital camera that he kept with him at all times, as a student of architecture he found it an indispensable tool. He took a couple of shots of Mrs King capturing her ecstasy and exposed flesh, a plan was rapidly forming in his head but he had better be quick he didn't want her coming and having the opportunity to recover. He made his way round to the front of the house and started frantically knocking on the front door and ringing the bell.
Verity's eyes snapped open, her heart stopped and then it wouldn't, someone was at the front door! She hurriedly stopped what she was doing, inwardly cursing as her arousal started to subside into the background, she would get rid of whoever it was quickly and resume her playing. She licked her fingers clean, shuddering at how filthy that simple act made her feel and straightened her skirt and blouse. Then, with rather more colour in her cheeks than was usual as she made her way out of the office and down the hall to see who had disturbed her fun.
She opened the door, only to be confronted by her daughter's boyfriend her face sank.
"Graham! Sorry but Sam isn't here at the minute you'll have to come back later"
"I know she's not here Mrs King I just dropped by to drop some books off for her, do you mind if I come in?"
Verity grudgingly opened the door further, indicating for him to step inside.
"Are you OK Mrs King? You look a little flushed"
Graham fought hard to stop smiling enjoying her obvious discomfort.
"I am fine thank you Graham, just a little flustered that's all. Can I get you a cup of tea?"
Verity could of kicked herself, her social manners coming to the fore before she had a chance to remember what she really wanted to be doing.
"That would be lovely Mrs King"
"You know where the living room is go in and I'll bring it out for you"
Verity turned and headed for the kitchen, her knees slightly wobbly beneath her. She was still so aroused and could feel her juices running ever so slowly down her upper thigh. She would get rid of Graham as soon as was polite and get back to the story. Oh God the story! Her heart stopped for the second time in as many minutes. The story and her panties were in full view of anyone who cared to look. The office door was open and Graham would have to pass it on his way to the living room.
Verity had never moved so fast in all her life, her heels skidding on the oak wood floor as she made her way to the office hoping against hope that her little secret would remain just that a secret. She got to the door of the office, her face fell as she realised she was too late.
"Mrs King I am suprised at you, what an interesting story!"
Verity entered the office and felt as though she was walking into her own personal nightmare made real. There by the computer desk stood her daughter's boyfriend, a young man not near the top of Verity's Christmas card list. In his left hand he was lifting verity's sticky lace panties to his nose and with his right he was scrolling down the story Verity had only minutes earlier been fingering herself to. She froze, unsure of what to say or do.
"What's the matter? Cat got your tongue"
"I....I don't know what you mean, I was looking at a site about decorating the home"
Verity knew it was feeble but she was very flustered and had no idea how she was going to get out of this predicament.
"Mrs King or maybe I'll call you Verity, you are a lot kinkier than I thought then, your panties are soaked because you were looking at home furnishings! I don't believe you Verity the evidence is on the screen, you were reading porn weren't you? In fact not just porn, porn featuring non-consenting sex! Porn where people are forced to do things against there will!"
Verity hung her head there seemed little point denying it, she would just have to laugh it off and get rid of the boy as quickly as she could.
"Come on Graham everyone does it don't they? It's just a bit of fun"
"Mmmmm I never figured you as the fun type Verity, perhaps I was wrong about you after all"
"What ever do you mean?"
Verity didn't like the way this conversation was going, she didn't feel in control at all, Graham was eighteen if he was a day and yet the roles appeared to be reversed now. They both knew he had something over her now and they were both just waiting to see how the other would play the situation out.
"I read the story Verity I know what you like, you want to be abused and forced into humiliating situations don't you?"
"Certainly not you disgusting boy, if you don't start treating me like an adult I will be forced to tell your parents and Samantha all about this little incident"
"Feisty little thing aren't you Verity! I'll tell you what I will do with you OK. You won't mention this to anyone else and neither will I. I will not send the pictures I took of you wanking to all your friends and no one will know your dirty little secret. However there is one condition"
What pictures thought Verity, what condition? She was scared now this had gone to far as it was, her brain couldn't register what was happening to her. The day had started so well and now it appeared to be going rapidly downhill. She could feel tears welling up inside her as she thought about what she had to lose. She would be the laughing stock, Peter would be furious, an affair would of been almost acceptable but to be caught alone in a compromising position the humiliation would be to much for both of them.
"There there Verity don't cry it will all be all right, all you have to do to protect your precious reputation is agree to have a little fun with me today. If you agree then it's all over, I'll delete the pictures and once we have finished with our fun we'll say no more about it. How does that sound?"
"What sort of fun do you mean"
Verity thought she could see a light at the end of a very long dark tunnel.
"The sort of fun in that story"
Too late Verity realised the light was in fact a rapidly approaching train.
"Don't be absurd, I'm old enough to be your Mother, you go out with my Daughter for god's sake"
"I know rude isn't it"
He said with a wicked grin on his face. There seemed to be no reasoning with him, Verity weighed up the options, total ruination or an afternoon of sex with her daughters boyfriend. She was ashamed to admit that her own body had started to become aroused at the thought of it. Although she couldn't stand Graham she had to admit that he was in pretty good shape, she could see what Sam saw in him. God woman can you hear yourself? You sound like one of those women out of the stories. That was the crux of it for her, she was rationalising it by telling herself she was being forced. But the part of her that made her wake in the small hours, sweating and out of breath, head filled with scenes of her own abuse was egging her on.
"W...What would you want me to do"
She muttered resignedly, head hung low as she started to accept her fate.
"Good girl, one afternoon of fun, no one need know and then it's all over for you OK"
"OK but that's it, it's over after that, promise me"
"Verity I promise you, one afternoon. You must promise me that you will do exactly as I tell you though"
"I don't have much choice do I"
"Good girl, now first things first, get that skirt up round your waist"
Verity was ashamed to admit it but her blood had started to pound in her ears again, she could feel that all to familiar warmth spreading in her lower belly. Was she getting aroused again? God what was wrong with her, if only Peter had paid her more attention she wouldn't be in this mess now. She reluctantly hiked the woollen Gucci skirt up round her waist, revealing to Graham her unshaven cunt she blushed furiously and at the same time thrilled as she revealed herself so willingly. She saw him run his eyes over her stocking clad thighs, noted the smile as it twitched the corner of his lips, she hated herself for it but she secretly hoped he found her attractive despite the situation.
"Not bad for an old girl! Now Verity I think you had better show me what you were doing before I knocked on the door"
Verity hesitated.
"Don't keep me waiting you naughty girl"
Verity blushed further, she hadn't been called a naughty girl since she was a child. It sounded strange coming from someone 25 years her junior. Strange and yet wildly exciting, Verity shyly lowered a hand between her wet thighs and slipped a finger teasingly along the slick folds of her cunt. Immediately she groaned, eyelids fluttering as her juices flowed over her fingers. Her eyes snapped open however as she heard Graham speaking to someone thoughts of her arousal suddenly vanishing in a fresh wave of panic.
"Hi Sam it's me"
God he was talking to Sam on his mobile, he raised an eyebrow at her and indicated for her to carry on.
"I'm at your house baby dropping those books off, what time are you due over?"
"Cool I'll wait and see you then, maybe later we can go to my house"
"Yeah she's here, do you want a word?"
Verity stared open mouthed at her tormentor as he handed the phone to her, his hand over the mouthpiece as he said to her.
"Keep fingering Verity I want you to say hi to your little baby"
"H...H...Hi Sam it's Mummy"
"Hi Mum, you OK? You sound kind of flustered"
"I'm fine honey, when are you coming home?"
"In about 20 Minutes Mum I'll see you then OK"
"OK sweetheart I'll see you soon"
Verity handed the phone back to her tormentor and resumed her toying, she secretly wanted to be allowed to come before her daughter arrived home. She re-checked her thoughts she wanted to be allowed to come! What was happening to her, she was 45 she didn't need permission to come! That was ridiculous, in her heart though she knew that something fundamental was changing within her. What had started with the stories was continuing in real life and she didn't know whether she had the strength or the inclination to stop it.
"Hear that Mummy, baby girl will be home in about 20 minutes that doesn't leave much time does it?"
"No it doesn't"
"I bet you would love to come wouldn't you?"
Verity couldn't speak, she was damned if she would admit that to this cruel boy.
"Don't be shy Verity and remember the rules one afternoon of fun only, play fairly or you never know who will get those pictures"
"I really need to come, there are you happy now I said it"
"What a good girl you are, however I think you are forgetting that I said a whole afternoon of fun, the fun won't stop when Sammy gets here. On the contrary it will only just be starting"
Verity could have cried, she needed to orgasm above all else, she didn't dare to think what this evil bastard had up his sleeve next. She couldn't let her innocent daughter see her mother in such a state, it would break her heart.
"Now before Sam gets here lets get you ready for some more fun, first we need to get you safely upstairs and in your bedroom. Then you can watch me fuck your lovely daughter, you and her are very alike you know, but you'll find out all about that later"
With that he turned and headed upstairs, Verity was interested to note he seemed to know the way to the master bedroom. She followed him obediently upstairs her thighs rubbing deliciously together within the confines of her raised skirt. It wasn't until she was half way up the stairs that she realised that she was following him without question, her will already seemed bent towards his bidding.
As they made their way into the master bedroom Verity couldn't stop herself imagining the young man fucking her ruthlessly on the bed, the thought thrilled her as she wondered what he looked like naked. God she wished she had never discovered the Internet, look what it had turned her into!
Graham turned and started rummaging around in Verity's cupboards selecting random items and throwing them on the floor.
"Now before your precious baby gets here I think you had better change into the clothes on the floor. Strip Verity and be quick about it we don't have much time"
Verity hesitated, she hadn't been naked in front of another man since meeting and marrying her husband 25 years ago. She started to splutter a refusal but was silenced by a single malevolent look from Graham. Visibly cowed Verity slowly started to undress as Graham sat himself down in a comfy chair. The very chair her husband read the morning paper in while she dressed, he never glanced at Verity, something Graham seemed only to happy to do however as he drank in the vision in front of him. Verity hated herself for it but she tried to steal a glance at his crotch, to see if she was having an effect on the youngster. Could she just make out the outline of a hard on?
Verity was finally naked and stood before her tormentor with her hands clasped in front of her modestly, a situation Graham was clearly un-happy with.
"Verity I want you to feel your breasts for me and while you are at it I want you to pinch those juicy nipples for me OK. And Verity make the most of it this may be the last chance you get for a while OK"
Verity complied almost immediately, her hands weighing her breasts, feeling their warmth and thrilling at the contact, she shut her eyes as she tenderly pinched her nipples. She could hear Graham rummaging in his bag again and she wondered what he was up to now. She barely cared anymore, she was naked in her own bedroom with her daughters boyfriend, behaving like a complete slut for him and she was starting to get very turned on by it all.
"That's enough Verity I don't want you to hot before baby girl gets here or you will be very frustrated by the time the afternoon is through. Now put those clothes on and then come over here"



Verity stooped and picked up the bra and panties Graham had thrown on the floor for her to wear. She quickly slipped them on and went over to stand in front of him, feeling like a piece of meat on display. Her heart was thumping as she wondered how the arrival of her daughter would change her circumstances, she doubted they would improve based on the current situation.
"Now Verity I want you to be a good girl for me while I show you what a little slut your daughter is and more importantly what you are missing out on. So I am going to bind your hands behind your back, tie your feet together and gag you. Then you will be shut in the closet over there where you can watch me fuck the brains out of your sweet innocent little daughter. Would you like that?"
Verity was dumbfounded, this monster was going to make her watch him fuck her own daughter she was outraged and she was ashamed to admit a little jealous as well. She had no idea why she felt like this, in the back of her mind she had assumed he would fuck her at some stage. She was at his mercy for the afternoon, didn't he like her? Wasn't she attractive enough? She couldn't reconcile why she felt like this, he had humiliated her and blackmailed her as well, why did she need his approval and why did she want to please him?
Unable to vocalise what she was feeling and with a mounting sense of abandonment she hung her head and nodded her consent to the act he was proposing, no that wasn't right he wasn't proposing anything he was ordering her and she was agreeing!
She held her hands out for him to bind, which he did with her husband's dressing gown cord her feet followed leaving her immobile.
"There that looks better doesn't it, now lets gag you. I thought we would use your soaking panties to do that. You may grow to like the taste"
Verity couldn't be any more disgusted if she tried, tasting her own arousal was so against all her principles, to late she realised that everything she was doing went against her background and upbringing. She opened her mouth and accepted her fate, her panties tasting slightly musky to her as she was effectively gagged.
"There that's better, however there is one thing missing"
He moved towards her and slid his hand between her sticky thighs and up under the elastic of her panties. He traced the outline of her cunt and inserted something into her. Verity groaned he had put some sort of vibrator into her, with a click he turned it on, it emitted a barely audible humming noise. Verity seriously doubted she could take much more of this. She was so aroused and desperately in need of release, but she could see no end in sight, the dildo would keep her on the boil, but nothing else. Without it thrusting into her, or the setting being set any higher it would not provide sufficient stimulation to bring her to satisfaction.
Graham led her over to the wardrobe and opening the door pushed her inside and onto her knees. Her eyes were able to take in the scene in front of her through the slats of the door, a scene that would soon include her precious daughter. Verity could hardly believe the situation she had got herself into over the last hour or so. What would her husband say, he probably wouldn't even look up from his paper if she told him. That realisation made Verity wonder if maybe she should be so appalled at what she was allowing to happen to her. Maybe she wanted to be treated like this all along but hadn't had the power to admit it to herself.
There was no denying that she hadn't felt this excited in a long time, her heart was pounding, her entire body twanging with sexual energy, made all the sweeter because it was just building up and up with no sign of release coming soon. When Graham was satisfied with her position he roughly groped her heaving breasts, cruelly pinching the erect nipples and making her groan into her gag. As a parting shot he rubbed her face into his crotch allowing her to feel the hard pulsing cock inside his jeans. She immediately mourned the loss when he shoved her back, she was ashamed that she had been so eager to rub his cock. The door was finally shut just as Verity could make out the undeniable sound of a key in the front door. Sam was home!
"I'm up here baby, hurry up I'm feeling a bit naughty today. Its OK your mum had to go out she said she wouldn't be back for ages, wanted a walk or something, a bit of fresh air, she was a bit flustered to be honest"
Verity could make out the sound of footsteps pounding up the stairway, God was her daughter that eager to get started. Verity had a horrible feeling that her views of her daughter's maturity were about to take a turn for the worse. She was shocked to realise that she was spellbound to the scene unfolding in front of her. There was her daughter, Samantha King was the spitting image of her Mother, albeit 25 or so years younger, tall, blond and ever so attractive she was a little aloof like her Mother and tended not to suffer unwanted male attention. Verity was proud of the fact that her daughter had inherited her figure, especially her breasts, which were so firm and perky that Verity felt a pang of jealousy, before shaking herself out of it. The two youngsters embraced, Verity couldn't drag her eyes off the scene, it was so erotic. They were all over each other, hands roaming over buttocks and thighs. She could make out her daughter moaning slightly as Graham's hand went between her thighs.
Graham whispered something into Sam's ear and Verity watched on fascinated as her daughter sank to her knees obediently. Sam's eyes fixed on Graham as she unzipped his jeans and fished his stiff cock out of their confinement. Something she struggled to do for two reasons, firstly it was very hard and Sam was being careful not to hurt it, secondly it was bloody enormous. Verity stifled a moan, as she wished that she were in her daughter's position. She watched on avidly as her daughter licked the helmet lovingly, before sinking it into her mouth as deep as it would go.
Graham in the meantime took the opportunity to wink in Verity's direction and pat Sam on the head as though she was being a good puppy dog. Verity's heart lurched at the sight of this patronising gesture. She was appalled that Sam appeared to relish the attention, a smile plastered all over her face for all to see.
"Suck it all down Sammy, there's a good girl"
What had this monster done to her baby girl? He was treating her like an object for his amusement. She stopped that train of thought immediately as she realised her own situation was the same. God they both appeared to revel in being used like this. Verity looked on with tears in her eyes now. She was so ashamed at herself for being so aroused, she had never contemplated other women before and the thought of becoming aroused by her daughter's subservience to her own tormentor was one she couldn't comprehend. Yet her mind returned time and time again to the cock that her daughter was openly worshipping in front of her. She longed for it, in her mouth and wherever else Graham wanted to put it, she didn't care anymore she needed to be fucked there was no two ways about it.
"Sammy I am going to come, you know what to do don't you?"
Sam looked lovingly into Graham's eyes and without hesitation said.
"Please may I drink your cum Sir"
"Good girl Sammy you are learning fast, of course you can drink it all up"
With those words barely out of his mouth, he bucked his hips forcing his cock deep into Sam's throat, making her gag as his cum erupted into her mouth. Verity could make out her daughter's throat convulsing as she struggled to take his cum deep into her. She was disgusted, thrilled, aroused, humiliated and elated all at the same time. Sam rocked back on her knees, a string of come had escaped her mouth and she was proudly wearing it on her face, beaming up at Graham as though waiting for her recognition. He patted her on the head lovingly as one would a favourite pet and indicated for her to stand up.
"Sammy you are so good at that, practice makes perfect doesn't it baby. Now pack up a bag baby you can come over to mine tonight. I will leave a note for your mum saying where you are"
"OK baby give me five minutes and then we can go"
Graham patted her on the rump as she left the room, her fingers greedily scooping the come from her face and licking it all up. He made his way over to the wardrobe, opened the door to let Verity fall out onto her face. He set her upright again and reached to her panties, noting with a smug grin that they were soaked through.
"Mmmmm looks like Mummy is all horny after watching her baby girl suck my cock"
He ripped the panties from her mouth allowing her to speak.
"Answer me, are you all horny after that display?"
Verity looked him in the eye, passion and hatred raging in equal measure within her. She hung her head as she broke his gaze, tears running down her cheeks as she struggled to deny her feelings. This was a watershed moment for her, if she admitted her arousal she a part of her would of snapped, accepting her role and her feelings. She was dammed if she would be broken so easily.
"Fuck you"
She muttered.
"Oh dear why so angry Mummy, didn't you get what you wanted today?"
With that he reached down to her panties and slipped a hand inside to the vibrator and turned it up a notch. Verity immediately started to moan as fresh waves of arousal washed over her.
"I will ask you again, is Mummy all horny after that display?"
Verity was shaking, trying desperately to control her body and its reaction to the vibrator, trying to stifle the rising orgasm as it threatened to rip her apart. Her teeth gritted as she fought to control herself.
"If you say it I will let you come"
That was it Verity knew she could stand no more, all she needed was an orgasm, she remembered his words "one afternoon of fun" and with the finish tape in sight finally admitted to her arousal.
"Y......Yes I am all horny after that display, now let me go you bastard!"
She slumped to the floor knowing now that her torment was near its conclusion, hoping that she could muffle the inevitable scream that was sure to accompany her orgasm.
"Good girl that wasn't so bad was it"
Graham once again reached inside her panties, Verity's eyes followed the hand as it slipped under her pretty panties, the image so erotic to her she had to bite her lip to stop from whimpering. He stopped the vibrator, his hand suddenly pinching her nose forcing her to open her mouth, once again pushing the panties into her mouth. Her cry of loss and anguish once again muffled by the damp lingerie. Tears welled up in her eyes again, she had been promised an orgasm, she had done everything he had asked of her. She didn't understand, wasn't he pleased with her, damn him why was he doing this to her?
"I think you need time to have a think about where your priorities lie young lady. I think you need to admit what you want out of life, I am prepared to take you on and train you to be the slut you really want to be. But I demand total obedience, witness your lovely daughter, maybe if you can be more like her we can have a lot of fun. Think on it overnight, I will be back in the morning. Have a good think of all the cock baby girl will get tonight, I have some friends coming over and they always like to use my toys when they come to my place"
With that he shoved her back in the wardrobe her only consolation being that he hadn't switched the vibrator on again. Verity cried herself to a fitful sleep, her dreams punctuated with scenes of degradation and humiliation with herself as a willing participant.
To be continued......
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Downfall: Chapter two
Verity awoke suddenly, the sound of the front door closing downstairs rousing her from her slumber. She normally liked to wake up slowly and get used to her surroundings before venturing out of bed and taking stock of the new day. Verity did not have that luxury today as recollection of the events of the previous day flooded into her beleaguered mind. She could remember all too clearly the events leading up to her present predicament. She was tied and bound in her own wardrobe, she had a dildo in her cunt, her make up must have been a mess due to all the crying she had done, she was so horny she could of cried.
However, overriding all her other concerns was her seemingly ever present need for release. Verity King needed to come like she had never needed to come before in her life, she would of given everything up for an orgasm. The five bedroom house, the Porsche, her husband's money, the lot, just for a nice long hard cum. She blushed despite herself at the thoughts whirring in her head. What had happened to her? She had been sucked into a nightmare of her own making and in her current state of bondage appeared powerless to do anything about it. She suspected her tormentor was down stairs even now, in her house for God's sake, making himself at home.
She shivered at the thought of his sudden invasion into her life and that of her daughter's. Verity had no idea what Graham had done to her Sammy, but she wasn't the girl that Verity had brought up to be a nice respectful, strong young woman. She appeared to be nothing more than a toy to her boyfriend, something to be used when the mood took him. And God had the mood taken him last night. Verity had been forced to watch as he had used her daughter in the worst possible way. Right in front of her nose, making her ask...ASK, if she could drink his cum. Verity was ashamed to admit that the whole scene had aroused her horribly, she had been fascinated to watch as her daughter, her own flesh and blood, had been dominated so completely by Graham. She had caught herself wishing that she was in Sam's position, justifying it by telling herself she could save her daughter, when deep down she knew she was really jealous of her position as slave to this teen monster.
The sound of footfalls on the stairs snapped Verity from her reverie, her cunt twitched around the ever-present dildo, she could feel her soaking panties holding it in place, the smell of her arousal filling the cramped wardrobe. Anyone opening the door would be in no doubt that she was extremely horny, despite her predicament.
The door inched open allowing a little early morning sunlight to fall upon the prone figure of Mrs Verity King, Surrey trophy wife, doyen of the ladies that lunch, trainee sex slave to her daughter's boyfriend!
"Well well look what we have here and what is that smell, someone needs a bath don't they?"
Verity could still not talk because of the panties in her mouth she looked imploringly at Graham. Wishing that he would in some small way show a bit of mercy on her, some pity. She was to be disappointed however.
Instead of releasing the panties from her mouth he knelt down and traced his fingers round the base of the dildo through her panties. Verity whimpered. She was on a knife-edge as it was, the slightest stimulus bringing her to the edge of her orgasm within seconds. A cruel grin spread over Graham's face as he tormented his new slave further still, she looked so helpless down on the floor, eyes imploring him to have mercy. Graham was only to aware what sort of a state she must be after the night spent tied up and alone on the floor with nothing but her dildo for company. But he wanted to prolong the torture for her until she learned who was the boss round here, he wanted to break her will completely and wasn't going to stop her torture until he got what he wished.
Graham stopped his playing, making Verity whimper at the loss of stimulus. He reached down and tugged the soaking panties from her mouth. She gulped fresh air down into her lungs panting as she once again was able to breath air that wasn't saturated with the stink of her own shame and arousal. As she recovered her breath he yanked the dildo out of her soaked cunt, it made a humiliating plopping sound as Verity's stretched cunt struggled to recover its normal shape.
Graham led her out of the closet on her hands and knees, she crawled as though this act of degradation was second nature for her, her bindings preventing her from making easy progress, complying without even realising she was doing it. Her spirit was badly bruised, if not crushed altogether, the night of sleep deprivation combined with her constant arousal only serving to unhinge her previously stable mind.
She followed Graham out into the centre of the room where he turned towards her and unzipped his fly, reaching inside his jeans to fish out the cock that not twelve hours earlier had been so deeply inside Verity's daughter's throat. Verity was mesmerised, her eyes following the thick throbbing cock as it bobbed in front of her. The cock that had filled her fitful dreams, the cock that she had imagined deep inside her cunt making her groan for more, the cock that she had watched her own daughter worship with her pretty mouth, the cock she wanted so badly.
Was he going to let her have it inside her? She dragged her eyes away from it and looked up into the face of her tormentor, searching for an answer, wishing for some relief, but also wishing for her torture to end.
"What does mummy want?"
Verity almost sobbed, she knew deep in her heart what she wanted but the spark of self-respect within her hadn't been put out yet and she was damned if she would give him what he wanted. Verity knew her resistance was a token gesture however, they both knew she wasn't going to be able to hold out for much longer. Her aching need burned within her stomach, the fire needed to be put out and her only chance to do so was in front of her face.
"I won't ask again, what does Mummy want?"
Head hung, Verity mumbled her reply.
"Please I want to suck your cock"
"Sorry I can't hear you"
"Please I want to suck your cock"
Verity fought back the tears as she choked her answer out.
"Good girl, you may kiss my cock for me"
"Thank you"
Verity fell on the cock, smothering the head in kisses as the dam that had held her lust back crumbled before her eyes. She no longer cared what he thought of her or what she fought of herself, her mind was wholly consumed on getting his cock inside her. As she licked and slobbered like a hungry animal Verity couldn't help but wish he was inside her pounding her cunt pulling her hair and screaming abuse at her as she received all he could give her.
"Good girl, clean Sam's juices of my cock for me"
Verity barely registered what he was saying to her, despite the fact that she couldn't actually touch herself she was rapidly approaching the orgasm that had been so big a part of her life for the last twelve hours. Graham, sensing the new urgency in his kneeling captor, pushed her roughly to the floor. Verity collapsed into raking sobs as her orgasm, deprived of its stimulus, retreated into the background once more.
"There there Mummy don't cry you'll get what you want later on today. You have done a nice job of cleaning your little baby girl's juices off of me though"
He patted her on the head as the recognition and revulsion at what she had just done registered in her hormone soaked brain. She had never been with another woman, the thought revolted her, but she knew she had just tasted not only another woman's juices but her own daughter's. She shuddered as she lay on the floor wondering when the dream would end and she would wake up in her own bed. She knew it would not happen, this was real and there seemed no way out of it for her. The pictures Graham had taken could easily be distributed over the Internet, all her friends and family would know what a pervert she was. God if only Peter had given her what she wanted, what her heart desired, some attention and a good fucking every now and again would have prevented this situation entirely. No point crying over spilt milk now, it was entirely too late for that.
"Go and clean yourself up slut, you stink, then me and you are going to watch a little video that I think you will like"
Graham leant forward and undid Verity's bindings, rubbing some life back into her sore wrists and ankles, he indicated for her to make her way to the on-suite bathroom. As Verity made to get up however she got a shock.
"You will crawl on the floor whenever you are in my presence unless you have permission to do otherwise! Understand slut?"
Verity nodded, she seemed to have little choice in the matter, she hated herself but she felt thrilled to be called a slut, it was so dirty, so filthy, it made her feel horny and attractive, like she was twenty again. Verity's emotions were in a terrible conflict, on the one hand the respectable Verity was screaming at her to get a grip and stop allowing this child to treat her like a whore. The other part of Verity, the part that had started to read the sexy stories, the part that wanted to have sex, the part that longed for abuse and degradation was telling Verity to go along with it. Egging her on, nagging at her reserves, teasing her clit nipples and cunt, making her want to be a slave to this boy hoping against hope that she would finally get what she needed so badly.
She crawled into the bathroom, immediately aware that she would find it impossible to clean herself without standing up. She looked round, seeking her young Master. He was smirking at her from across the room.
"You may stand up to clean yourself slut, but make it quick we don't have all day"
Verity climbed to her feet, suddenly aware of the stiffness of her muscles, as she stood for the first time in about 15 hours. She busied herself with a shower, rinsing the smell of arousal from her tired body. She wondered what Graham had in store for her over the next day. He had mentioned the video, she dreaded to think about what might be on that!
She towelled herself down, unable to resist the opportunity to touch herself, nipples immediately at attention, revelling in the rough contact the towel provided. She longed to slip a hand between her thighs and enjoy a leisurely play. Verity very much doubted that Graham would allow her such a treat so she contented herself with toying with her stiff nipples.
"Hurry up slut, I've got some clothes laid out ready for you to wear so don't keep me waiting"
Verity sank once again to her knees and crawled out of the bathroom. She felt so subservient crawling on the floor like a dog, it made her wet beyond belief and at the same time shamed her horribly.
"There's an obedient little puppy dog"
He patted her on the head, the patronising gesture piling more shame upon her.
"You may stand until I tell you otherwise. Put these clothes on as well, there Sam's but I think you will fit them nicely"
Verity could see laid out on the bed one of Sam's old school uniforms, she knew it was at least two sizes to small for her. The tiny skirt would barely cover her panties. This worry led on to another, where were the panties anyway. She could only see a skirt and blouse, but no underwear of any kind. She knew better than to question him however and set about getting dressed, only when she had finished did she realise how natural it had felt to be naked in front of this youth. Verity shuddered as she realised she was falling deeper under his spell.
Graham circled Verity taking note of the nipples thrusting out of the cotton material of the blouse, clearly betraying her arousal to him. He'd seen it all before, this wasn't the first bored housewife to fall under his spell, they were all the same, just needed a firm hand and a lot of fucking and they were putty in his hands. From behind her he snaked a hand round to cup her breasts, lifting the weight, feeling for the nipple and then pinching it cruelly, enjoying the moan his attention had elicited. There was no doubt Verity King was one very aroused woman, this made her easier to control, although Graham had a feeling that she was naturally obedient anyway, bending her to his will had been easy so far, she seemed to genuinely want to be abused in this manner.
"You like all this attention don't you slut?"
"Y....Yes"
"Yes Sir, you will show me some respect or I will put you right back into your boring little life and we'll forget this ever started. The choice is yours"
Verity was shocked! He was giving her the chance to escape his clutches. Her heart was thumping unable to comprehend the decision he was forcing her to make. If she called him Sir she was admitting to herself that his treatment of her was acceptable, enjoyable even. They both knew this was a watershed moment for her and Verity's hesitation was in fact remarkably short. She lowered her face so he couldn't see her shame and muttered her admission to him.
"Yes Sir, I want to be your slut"
A single tear rolled down Verity's cheek, her insides were a mess, stomach churning as she admitted to herself and Graham that he was her new Master.
"Good Girl, now follow me and we'll sort you out with some breakfast before we sit down and watch the nice video. You may follow me on your hands and knees"
"Yes Sir, thank you Sir"
Verity had read enough stories on domination to grasp the basics. She knew that if her Master was dis-pleased with her a punishment would follow. She sank to her knees and willingly crawled after Graham, being careful on the stairs so as not to fall and hurt herself. The unlikely pair made there way to the kitchen, where Graham indicated for Verity to kneel in the corner while he prepared some food for her.
The act of kneeling on the floor facing the wall brought back so many memories for Verity, the uniform coupled with her subservient position made her think of her school days. She had gone to a very strict private school where a good caning was considered appropriate punishment for a naughty girl. She remembered how she had thrilled, at being placed over the headmistress's knee, on the rare occasion that her behaviour had warranted a punishment. It all came flooding back to her now, the smell of leather from the headmistress's chair as she placed herself over the woman's knee. The glorious feelings of humiliation and exposure as her skirt was lifted off her thighs and placed over her white panties, exposing her thighs and pert bottom to the gaze of the powerful authority figure. The stinging pain caused by the cane as it connected with her quivering buttocks and above all else the illicit dampness all this caused in her panties.
Verity's mind returned to the present, suddenly aware of the heat rising between her thighs once more as her mind recalled her prior experiences of submission. School may well of been the place where this untended seed had first taken root, only to resurface all these years later in the most unlikely of places.
The sounds of the fridge door opening and closing snapped Verity back to the here and now. She could make out something being placed on the floor behind her and suddenly her Master was behind her, his proximity causing a fresh wave of heat to spread through her belly as she thought about his cock and what she wanted to do with it. He was rubbing his crotch over the back of her head, she longed to turn and kiss him through the material of his jeans but knew what was expected of her, knew she was being tested. It took all her control to maintain her position facing the wall.
"Good slut, now eat your breakfast like a good girl."
Verity turned and was horrified to see a bowl had been placed on the floor behind her, it contained cereal and yoghurt. It was obvious that she no longer deserved to be treated like a normal human being. Humiliation burned through her, her cheeks flushing as her Master perched himself on the breakfast bar and started to read her husbands morning paper. There was no spoon, animals didn't use them so she guessed that she was also forbidden from using them.
"Don't take all day slut, you look as though you could lose a few pounds anyway, so if you don't start eating right now I'll take it away from you"
Verity knew she had no choice, she lowered her head to the bowl, aware of Graham's gaze falling on her ass as it rose into the air. Her position exposing her leaking cunt and ass to her owner. She licked and slurped at her food, feeling the yoghurt on her cheeks as she made a mess of herself, nothing more than an animal for her Master. The sexual thrill was huge for her, she had been reduced to a toy over a frighteningly short period of time. A slave to her own sick desires, she no longer cared, she wanted to please her Master, wanted his praise, wanted to know she was appreciated, but above all didn't want her degradation to stop. She had had her chance and refused it, she doubted she would be offered another escape route.
When she had finished she looked up at her Master, her face covered in sticky yoghurt, she could feel it running down her face in little streams. She suddenly imagined how she must look. The yoghurt must appear to be like cum, running off her face. As soon as she made the connection her cunt was on fire again, she must look like a fucktoy after getting ganged by a room of men.
"Oh dear what a messy girl you are. Here let me clean you up"
With that he was beside her once more, dabbing at her face as you would a child, making her feel helpless and incapable of looking after herself. She liked the feeling, it released her from the normal duties as an adult. Made her a possession, a toy, something to be played with.
"Now follow me and we'll watch a nice video together"
They made there way into the living room together, Graham walking in front of his newest possession who followed loyally behind him crawling, juices covering her thighs as every delicious step caused friction between her legs.
The living room had changed slightly since Verity had last seen it. The telly had been moved in front of the big patio door looking out over the garden. In front of the telly was one of the large dining room chairs. Graham indicated for Verity to sit in it, she complied immediately.
"Whenever you sit down slut, you are to sit on your naked flesh, there must be no item of clothing between the chair and your skin. Understand?"
"Yes Sir"
Verity flipped the tiny skirt up and sank her thighs and ass onto the wooden chair. It immediately chilled her skin. She was embarrassed to feel her juices leaking out onto the wood beneath her.
Once in position, Graham again tied her, this time her legs were tied onto the chair legs leaving her thighs spread obscenely wide, hips thrusting forward obscenely. Anyone looking through the patio door would get a clear view of her exposed cunt and the juices clearly issuing from it. Her hands were tied behind her head. The position forcing her prominent breasts out, putting them on display to whomever was passing.
And there she was, Verity King, wife and mother, bound in her own living room, dressed in her daughter's old school uniform. Skirts hitched round her waist, cunt on fire and running with excitement, wishing that it would all end, but praying the wish would go un-answered. What had become of her? What would the neighbours think? When would she get a cock in her cunt for gods sake!
Graham sat himself down, drinking in the sight of Verity bound, unable to move, let alone escape. He seriously doubted she wanted to anyway, he wondered what would be going through her mind at this moment. She was clearly aroused his treatment of her was clearly answering some deep rooted need within her. He thanked his stars that he had happened to pop round yesterday. The thought of having a mother and daughter at his command was thrilling. He couldn't wait to get the pair of them together, but that would have to wait he had some fun in store for Verity and didn't want to spoil her too much on the first day of the rest of her life.



He stood and made his way to the video machine, the tape he had contained a copy of last nights activities. He had allowed some of his friends to use Sam as their slave for the night and he knew that the video would have quiet and effect on her loving Mother. He pressed play and waited for the video to start, as he moved another chair so he could sit next to Verity and see her reaction to the on screen antics of her lovely daughter.
The scene opened to a view of Graham's living room, seated around the room where a variety of his friends, all in their early twenties, all male about six of them in all. The camera panned across to take in Sam. She was dressed as a classic French maid, stocking tops clearly visible, tits squeezed into a tiny white apron, teetering on a huge pair of heels as she moved around the room distributing beers to the obvious approval of the assembled men. From the grin on her face it was pretty clear she was enjoying the attention being directed at her.
Graham glanced at Verity, her face was a mask of horror, but her nipples were clearly visible, looking as though they might burst through the blouse that she still wore. He grinned smugly to himself, and continued his viewing.
Sam had been accosted by one of the revellers and was being made to bend down so he could see up her skirt, something she was only too happy to do for him. Once she had leant over it became obvious that she wasn't wearing any panties, she wiggled her ass for them to see and as the young man moved his hand up her inner thigh the camera moved into take in the look of ecstasy on her face. The camera lingered there as she closed her eyes, mouth wide open as a moan escaped her red lips. The man was obviously fingering her cunt, something Sam was clearly enjoying as she started to speak into camera.
"Oh god that's good, don't stop please don't stop. Finger my tight cunt"
Graham turned the sound up so Verity could catch every word of filth that issued from her daughter's mouth.
Verity was speechless! Her darling daughter was behaving like a street whore for these men and taking a great deal of pleasure form it as well. She squirmed on the seat, why was it so hot in here? She could feel moisture trickling between her breasts, she ached to be able to wipe it away, but obviously couldn't, she dare not ask her Master and knew she would have to suffer in silence. She couldn't tear her eyes away from the screen and her arousal would not stay hidden from her Master for long. She was disgusted at the display on the screen and at the same time wildly aroused by it. Her own daughter openly being fingered in front of a room full of men, how she wished that she could be placed in that position. In her heart she knew she would gladly agree to such treatment, to be the centre of attention, the object of so much desire, to be used thoroughly.
She was aware of her Master close to her now, his hand once again torturing her hard throbbing nipples. She moaned, her eyes shut tight, trying to rid herself of the images of her daughter's degradation, closing her eyes only made it worse however, more vivid for her. His other hand was on her thigh now. Inching its way higher, to her panty covered cunt. Verity didn't know how much more she could take of this treatment. She was disgusted at her level of arousal, brought on entirely by the pictures of her own daughter, GOD what sort of a Mother was she? She was panting now her stomach contracting as her Master's fingers slipped ever closer to her aching cunt. She needed to feel his fingers inside her right now before she lost it completely.
"PLEASE Master finger your slut's cunt, GOD I am begging you, please finger my cunt"
If Verity's friends could hear her know they would have been amazed at the transformation wrought on her, she never swore and never, NEVER used the C word. The last vestiges of civility had fled Verity's mind now as her body careered out of control, on the way to an orgasm that threatened to rip her in half. There was no stopping her now as her entire body clenched and lifted itself out of the chair, muscles tensing, obscenity sticking in her throat as she screamed with the force of her release.
And then it was over, Verity un-clenched and sank into the chair utterly spent. Sweat cooling on her body as she breathed raggedly, trying to regain some element of composure.
"That is the last time you ever come without my permission! Do you understand me?"
"Yes Master, sorry Master. I promise it won't happen again Master"
"Good slut, now I think you have been tied up enough for one day. Why don't we get you out in some fresh air"
Verity barely registered what he was saying, she was wallowing in a warm sea of pleasure, her entire body tingling with excitement and satisfaction. The orgasm that had been controlling her responses for as long as she could remember had been the most powerful of her life. She wanted another just like it and then another and another. Her eyes had been opened to the joys of orgasm denial and she would do whatever she had to too ensure that all her future orgasms were of the same intensity. She sat there almost stupefied as her young Master untied her, leaving her free to rub her aching wrists and ankles.
The video was still playing and Verity couldn't keep her eyes off the screen as her Daughter continued to be used as a plaything. Sam was on her knees now a cock deep inside her throat as she sucked on it greedily, in either of her hands was another hard cock and verity could clearly make out a string of cum splattered over her beautiful daughter's chin. Verity caught herself slipping a hand between her sticky thighs, teasing at the slick folds of skin, going deeper inside herself, into the heat of her cunt.
"Naughty girl! Can't get enough now can you?"
Graham smiled at his, now willing slave.
"I have a few calls to make slut before we go out, you may play with your cunt but I want you on your hands and knees while you do it. Don't forget about your orgasms belonging to me from now on either or I will have you punished"
"Yes Master. Thank you Master"
Verity sank to her knees, the position of submission almost commonplace to her now. She could barely remember her life before yesterday. God she had missed out on so much and she was now determined to catch up on things, Peter had his tarty secretaries, Verity had her Daughter's boyfriend using her as his personal sex slave. It seemed like a fair exchange to her.
She could hear him talking into his mobile phone in the hallway as she busied herself, fingering her steaming cunt, relishing the jolts of pleasure that were cascading through her body. She would of closed her eyes and moaned except that she didn't want to miss a single piece of the action on the screen. Sam had finished sucking the guy in her mouth off and looked as though she had received another load of thick cream, she was dribbling it out of her mouth now and Verity watched transfixed as it ran down her chin and onto her firm tits. Verity almost longed to lick it up, her eyes fixed on her Daughter's swollen nipples wishing she could touch, smell and taste, be a part of the exciting action that was unfolding before her.
Her Master's voice jolted her back to reality.
"Right slut we have a date. I want you to go and get changed into one of your respectable suits. Stockings are to be worn but no other underwear, do you understand?"
"Yes Master, I have just the thing in mind, I know you'll like it"
Subconsciously Verity wanted to please her Master, receive recognition from him, make him proud of her. She crawled out of the room and upstairs almost glowing with satisfaction, happy to have accepted her new role in life. She knew she would do whatever her young Master wanted of her, in exchange she had a feeling she would receive all the things she had missed out on over the years.
Chapter Three: Verity performs in the car park. To follow shortly
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Linda sat, rocking gently to the motion of the train, its every movement causing the dildo to worm around inside her, making her groan inwardly with frustration. Nicola was sat right next to her seemingly oblivious to her arousal, the other occupants of the first class carriage however were getting rather more of an eyeful than was usual on the 8.15 to Waterloo.
Linda had been made to wear her suit as usual, however the skirt had been shortened radically since she had last worn it and when seated it hid nothing, her stocking tops clearly on view. She knew full well that the three city gents opposite her could see the base of the dildo as well. The humiliation, coupled with the penetration was causing her serious problems, she dare not come without permission and she hadn't sunk low enough, at least not yet, to ask her Mistress for permission to come in front of these complete strangers.
So she was stuck, as usual the train was delayed prolonging the agony for her. Nicola read the paper while catching sneaky glances at the obviously excited gents across from her. She was also aroused and was wondering if a bit of early morning fun was in order.
"Excuse me gentlemen but I was wondering if we might be able to help each other out"
Linda's heart stopped and then it wouldn't, she had a horribly familiar feeling in the pit of her stomach. Her cunt on the other hand, throbbed at the prospect of some relief, irrespective of where it came from.
"I am sure you are all enjoying the view, but I am also sure that you are a little uncomfortable"
Nicola indicated the bulges in their pinstriped trousers, all three gents muttered their agreement.
"Slut help the nice gentlemen out with their little problem"
"Yes Mistress"
Linda rose, unquestioning and perched herself between two of the gents, her hands already stroking the bulges. She did all this without question, she was only too aware of how completely controlled she was and it seemed to free her of the guilt her actions would have caused a normal person.
The third gent's hand snaked round Linda's waist and reached up to pinch a nipple, making her groan. Linda fumbled with the zipper of the first man, his neighbour, being bolder, had already fished his cock out of his trousers and Linda was wanking it furiously, her eyes flickering between the two erect cocks, drinking it all in. Meanwhile Nicola had pulled the dildo from between Linda's thighs and she presented it to Linda to clean. The familiar feelings of humiliation welled up within her once more as her Mistress pressed the soaking dildo to her lips, she didn't need telling twice and she greedily lapped at her own juices. She made quiet a show of sucking the rubber cock into her mouth, eyelashes fluttering, cheeks sucked in, she had quickly become expert at playing to the crowd, the effects of which were all to clear on the face of the assembled city gents.
All three men were starting to show signs of increasing agitation, Linda's hand's were a blur as she skilfully wanked two of the men off, the third was watching Linda avidly his own hand busy between his legs. Nicola just sat back enjoying the display of degradation her slut was putting on for her, her own panties were soaked but she would have to wait for her own relief until she got Linda back to her rightful Master.
"On the floor slut, let the nice gentlemen come in your mouth"
"Yes Mistress"
Linda sank to the floor, looking up expectantly at the three men who now circled her, their cocks throbbing, she tilted her head back and opened her mouth wide, anxious not to miss any of her breakfast. She wasn't disappointed as one after the other all three men's cock's exploded over her upturned face rivers of come flowed down her cheeks as she licked greedily at it. Her tongue snaking out to catch every drop she could reach.
When at last the shower of come ceased Linda looked expectantly at her Mistress, her eyes pleading.
"Slut may clean her face up, lick all the come of your fingers though"
"Thank you Mistress"
"Good slut, you may also thank the nice men for giving you breakfast"
"Thank you for giving a slut her breakfast"
All three men, who now having got rid of a load of come were thinking about a nap, nodded and mumbled at Linda, suddenly embarrassed at their behaviour. Not another word was uttered and the train eventually arrived at platform one, disgorging its slightly embarrassed contents, who dutifully went their own separate ways, all of them secretly hoping that South West Trains would seriously consider one particular improvement to the service. Namely provision for a slut in all first class compartments.
"Good Slut now lets get you back to your Master, I'm sure he is wondering where you have got to. Before we do however you may re-insert the dildo and so it doesn't come loose slut may put these panties on."
Nicola handed Linda a g-string and waited for her Slut to comply. Linda was almost beside herself, it was 8.30 for god's sake, the platform was heaving with people and Mistress expected her to put a dildo into her admittedly sopping wet cunt and then put a tiny pair of panties on! She knew she had no choice and that delaying matters wouldn't help, but she thought this was a bit much, hadn't she sunk low enough already, how much further would she be pushed.
"If Slut doesn't obey me this minute she will receive 10 spanks as well, right here, right now!"
"Yes Mistress, sorry Mistress"
Linda knew she had no choice but to obey and reluctantly started to hitch her skirt up enough to place the dildo back inside her sopping cunt. When she looked up she was shamed to find a small crowd had gathered, standing open mouthed at the display unfolding in front of them. Nicola was some feet away ignoring her, so no help there, she just had to get on with it. As other women passed shooting her filthy looks and calling her all the names under the sun, Linda desperately tried to get the tiny panties over her heels and then up her thighs to fit snugly round her bottom, the dildo now firmly held in place.
"Good Slut, now come along we haven't got all day"
And down the platform they went, with a small crowd of admirers following on behind them, just in case anything else occurred. Linda was glowing with embarrassment as they made their way through the station concourse and out into the subway before crossing Waterloo Bridge. By this time the followers had all but gone and Linda had a moment to reflect on what further humiliation her day may contain. She was inwardly excited at the prospect of seeing her Master again, that coupled with the continual movement of the dildo deep within her ensured that she had a constant flow of juice down her thighs.
"Now slut I'm going to be giving you back to your Master in a minute, but before I do lets do one last little bit of humiliation for my favourite slut"
"Yes Mistress, whatever you want"
"Good slut, now you can no doubt see that building site?"
They were on the Strand by now and Linda could clearly see a building site. Even at this hour the site was swarming with men in hard hats and dirty jeans, Linda's heart skipped a beat, she had a fair idea what was coming.
"Now slut is to go over to the site and stand behind the hoardings so only the builders can see you, then slut is to strip naked, fold her clothes up neatly and then get dressed again and come back OK"
"Y...Yes Mistress"
Linda's heart was thumping now as she made her way over to the site, she had exposed herself enough already today and doubted she could cope with any more, at the back of her mind was the nagging suspicion that she would come hard with all the excitement. She hadn't had any permission to do this but her Mistress was out of sight, surely she wouldn't find out? The other thing worrying her was the dildo. Due to her arousal she was soaked and doubted that the dildo would remain in place if she removed the flimsy panties.
Linda was aware of the eyes on her as she approached the site, several men whistled at her, making her blush, she went behind the hoardings, blocking the street and her Mistress from the view.
"Oih Love, you can't come in here without a helmet, want to borrow mine?"
The builder leered at Linda, making her blush further, with the blood pounding in her ears she slowly started to unbutton her suit jacket. The assembled builders were starting to take more interest as they craned their necks over the scaffolding to see what this mad woman would do next. Linda removed the jacket and folded it neatly, placing it on a stack of bricks, she could hear the men gasping as they slowly started to realise what was happening. She started on the blouse, revelling in the lust filled looks she was receiving. She was quietly disappointed that no one had tried to touch her yet, she needed some contact if she was going to come, maybe they were worried she would scream or something and stop the show.
Linda was down to her bra now, a half-cup black Lacey item which did little to conceal her heaving breasts and painfully erect nipples. The scaffolds were full of men now, all of them staring with open mouths at the sight of this respectable woman stripping of on their building site. The thrill was unimaginable for Linda, she could feel how soaked her panties were as the dildo continued to work its magic inside her.
The show continued as Linda slowly unzipped her skirt, much to the approval of the 60 or so men who were now gathered for her impromptu strip tees. She was getting into this now, moving her hips in time with some internal rhythm, feeling her breasts and toying with her nipples, wanting to show them all, but conscious of continuing the tease for as long as possible. Linda wondered if Nicola had hidden herself somewhere to watch the spectacle, she hoped so, the thought of her turning her Mistress on with her slutty display spurred Linda on to new levels of inventiveness as she stood in her panties, bra, stockings and heels.
She turned and bent over, showing the men her plugged cunt, visible through the tiny g-string.
"Bloody hell lads, she's got a dildo in her"
Linda ran her hands up her calves and over the backs of her thighs, her head looking out from between her stocking clad legs. She was thoroughly enjoying herself now as the men came closer to her, anxious not to miss a thing. She undid the bra and threw it into the audience, covering her breasts with her hands, teasing them, then slowly, ever so slowly she revealed her flesh to them, pinching her nipples hard making her groan. Next to go where the panties, once again Linda took her time slowly rolling them down her legs, the soaking material totally transparent due to the amount of juice they were holding. Once again they were cast into the audience, the man who caught them immediately holding them to his nose, savouring the aroma of arousal.
Linda needed to come so badly she thought she might cry if she didn't get some relief. She had to remove the dildo as it would of fallen out of her soaked, stretched cunt if she hadn't, she was licking it clean while she thought of a plan that might end her suffering. The men where looking on in frank astonishment now, the sight of a respectable forty year old woman stripping off and then sucking a dildo clean of her own juices was not one they saw every day. They were reverently silent now, not even breathing in case something broke the spell.
Linda cast around for something appropriate to bring herself off on, the dildo still in her mouth was an option, but she wanted something more specific to her surroundings. Her eyes lit on a scaffolding pole that was poking out from the rest, just far enough for her to mount it and bring herself off. She went over to it, her heels making it hard to walk properly over the rubble. She kicked her thighs either side of the pole and started to rub her clit back and forth over the slightly chilly steel pole. She started to groan immediately, the frustration of the morning quickly replaced by her intense need to come, she knew she wouldn't last long as her orgasm welled inside her. Eyes shut, hands gripping the pole in front of her she was grinding her clit along the metal, revelling in its slightly rough feel. She was so close, all thoughts of her mistress gone from her mind now as she started to C...O...M...E
"What the fuck do you think you're doing slut"
Her Mistresses voice made her flinch, but not as much as the stinging slap that landed on Linda's left breast, making her cry out. Her orgasm subsided into the background making her aware of its presence inside her. She very much doubted she would get to come now for a very long time.
"Get off that fucking pole you cheap worthless fucking whore, you have flagrantly disobeyed me. When your Master hears of this you are in for a terrible beating. Now put your collar on and get on your knees"
Linda was shaking under the ferocious onslaught from her Mistress, she knew she was in big trouble now. Nicola handed Linda her collar and leash and she quickly put them on before assuming the position of subservience that had become all to familiar of late. She was then led across the site on her hands and knees, humiliation coursed through her as all the respect and admiration from the men drained away to be replaced by their laughter.
"Get up slut"
Linda complied as Nicole removed the leash but not the collar.
"I'm not walking down the Strand with you showing me up, keep your collar on and follow me ten paces behind OK"
"Yes Mistress, thank you Mistress"
So they proceeded down the strand, up into Covent Garden and on to Cambridge Circus to the offices. Linda's head was hung as they entered by a side entrance and took a service lift up into the building until eventually the doors opened and Linda was finally returned to the office where her original submission had started all that time ago.
It felt strange for her to be back in the work environment as the two of them walked down the corridor, Linda smiling at half remembered colleagues as she passed their offices. They made their way to Graham's office in an uncomfortable silence, for once Linda missing the verbal abuse that had so characterised their relationship so far. Finally they were outside her Masters office her heart fluttering in her chest as she apprehensively knocked on the door.
"Come"
Linda opened the door timidly and was nearly pushed onto the floor as Nicole barged past her.
"Graham, sweetheart, so good to see you again, I brought your slut back for you"
"Has she been good?"
He stood from behind his desk and circled behind Linda, eyeing her for a sign of rebellion, there was none.
"Well she let herself down this morning on the way here, but other than that she's been the model fucktoy, haven't you slut"
Linda blushed at the recognition.
"Yes Mistress, thank you Mistress"
"Get on the floor slut, I have some business to discuss with Nicola"
Linda complied getting on her knees between the two youngsters, she watched as Nicola leaned in to kiss Graham and squeeze his cock through his trousers, a pang of jealousy pinched her stomach. She wanted to feel his cock and she also wanted to please Nicola by doing all the things to her that she knew she loved. She was in a quandary, her two owners each vying for her love and obedience.
Things were getting heated now as Nicola had fished Graham's cock out and was playing with it while they kissed, his hands on the inside of her thighs showing Linda a tantalising glimpse of her shapely thighs encased in the expensive silk stockings she wore at all times. Linda was desperate for some attention herself, she could feel her cunt throbbing between her legs, the heat once again building within her as she eagerly watched the two thirty something's, who controlled her so completely, grope each other in the office. Nicola reached out with one hand to grab at Linda, catching her hand in her hair and pulling her over to the writhing couple.
Nicola thrust Linda's face between her thighs, filling her nose with the aroma of aroused cunt. Her mistress was obviously in heat and Linda was secretly pleased that her displays that morning had had an effect on her young tormentor. Her head was pushed in the direction of her Masters cock now and Linda didn't need instructing as she flicked her tongue out to lick the throbbing cock. All to quickly however her head was yanked away from the prize and she was once again pushed roughly to the floor, immediately assuming her position of subservience.
Nicola had her short skirt up round her waist now as Graham lifted her and unceremoniously dumped her on the edge of the desk, without any further ado he bucked his hips sending his cock into Nicola's soaked cunt making her groan in approval. Linda was left to kneel expectantly as the others ignored her, caught up in their own lust, to busy to notice their little submissive slut as she felt all left out. She knew better than to relieve her own pent up sexual frustration without permission from one of her tormentors.
Graham and Nicola's grunting seemed to be reaching a crescendo now as their fucking continued oblivious to their surroundings. The humdrum office goings on continued despite the obvious sounds of sexual congress. Linda felt the thrill of the voyeur as she watched on wishing she could be a part of the sweaty twisting mass of limbs as her young owners approached their climaxes. With one final push Graham plunged his cock inside Nicola's soaked cunt and deposited his cum deep inside her, they collapsed into a sweaty heap on the edge of the desk.
"Slut may clean Mistress's cunt for her"
"Yes Sir, thank you Sir"
Linda dutifully scampered over to her Mistress's steaming cunt and greedily started licking the cum from her swollen sex. Nicola and Graham looked on at their little toy and shared a private smile of congratulations at the job they had done on the respectable wife and mother. Nicola patted Linda on the head, in much the same way that she would a puppy, in many ways Linda was nothing more than a pet now, less a person and more a toy.
"What a good little slut you are being today. I think its time we put you back to work in your own department again don't you?"
Linda's head jolted back at the mention of her department, it all seemed a million years ago now, surely they couldn't expect her to just return to work as if nothing had happened. She hated to admit it but the thought of not being abused or cruelly mistreated left her feeling hollow. She looked delectably from one to the other of her owners, trying to seek out some clue as to what they had in mind.
"Don't worry slut you will not be treated any differently than you have been over the last few days. We have taken the liberty of showing your little videotape to your staff and explained a thing or two to them. They know how you need to be treated and seemed very keen to get you back in the fold so to speak".
Linda's cunt pulsed at the thought of being abused by her three young colleagues, she started to wonder if she would ever return to her once normal life.......she hoped not.
To be continued
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"I'll take my coffee on the terrace thank you Brabinger"
"Very well Lady Archer"
Lady Helen Archer stood politely as the waiter moved her chair discreetly back allowing her to depart from her table. It was Tuesday and the country club was full of the usual suspects. She counted three Earls, a Duke and at least four Mistress's as she made her way to the terrace. She nodded at a number of acquaintances as she elegantly moved amongst the tables and chairs, some of them still set out for late arrivals. The Club was nothing if not accommodating for its select band of members and it was not unusual to find tables seating late arrivals well into the afternoon.
Lady Archer chose a table on the terrace out of the sun and sat herself down, making sure not to crease her immaculate blue Gucci suit. At fifty years of age she felt that time had been kind to her, she still turned heads with her striking features, her hair bobbed and brunette, the same colour and style as when she was twenty. Her legs were good, long and athletic and her breasts still had much of the youthful perkiness that had ensured she had the pick of the suitors on the Deb ball circuit in the year of her coming out. She had married well and born three lovely children, now sadly all flown the nest except young Samantha who was the apple of her Mother and Fathers eye. All in all she was happy with her lot, OK her husband was absent on business more than she would of liked, she still had a woman's needs despite her age, but she never complained and always stuck by her man no matter what. She had forgiven him his little sordid affairs and always, always been faithful to him no matter what options had been presented to her.
Lady Archer toyed with her key ring while she waited for her coffee, where on earth was it? The service was normally excellent here what could have gone wrong? Helen put it down to the general deterioration of moral fibre amongst the working classes and resolved to complain to her good friend Henrietta St-John-Smythe about the matter. Hen would sort it out, she was secretary of the country club after all and there was nothing she couldn't fix. Suddenly the key ring she had been toying with slipped from her grasp falling with a clatter to the ground. As she bent to fetch it her skirt rode up her shapely legs, exposing her stocking clad thighs to the world, rather more thigh in fact than would normally have been considered decent in polite company. To make matters worse her blouse was gaping open as well offering unimpeded views of her considerable cleavage, an altogether unsatisfactory situation for a lady to be in. At that same instant a waiter coughed politely.
"Your Coffee Lady Archer"
Lady Archer straightened, as she did so her face came level with the crotch of the waiter who had spoken to her, who appeared to be standing a lot closer to her Ladyship than was strictly necessary. Lady Archer's view was filled with the waiter's crotch and she couldn't help but notice the largest bulge she had seen since Linford Christie had last graced the TV screens. For once in her life she was momentarily stuck for words as her gaze failed to be dragged away from what was clearly a rather large penis enclosed as it was in a pair of tight black waiters trousers. Helen could feel a heat rising in her cheeks but also more worryingly between her thighs, how long had it been since she had been this close to a real penis? To long she thought. She was also suddenly aware that she was showing a lot of thigh not to mention a good view of her stocking tops as well, her bra encased breasts completing a picture any voyeur would of loved to witness.
She quickly composed herself her eyes travelling further up the waiter's body, taking in the nametag and last, but by no means least, the fact that he was as black as the night itself. It was all she could do to stop herself gasping. The young man was about six-foot tall and about the same across the shoulders, the coffee tray looked tiny in his enormous hands as he towered over her.
Lady Archer remembered he had spoken.
"Thank you so much...Errol is it? Are you knew Errol?"
Lady Archer prided herself on her ability to talk to the lower classes and was completely unaware that she sounded like a patronising parent when she addressed anyone with less than three houses.
"Your Coffee Lady Archer. I'm am new your ladyship, I started just this week"
The way he talked to her didn't seem right, as though he viewed himself as her superior rather than her waiter. His attitude wrong footed Lady Archer and before she had a chance to reprimand him he was gone leaving her feeling a little confused and flustered by their meeting. It was only once he had gone that she remembered he must have seen not only her thighs but her breasts as well, albeit framed by her expensive lingerie. That thought sent a shiver through her. That black man had seen her most intimate parts, parts of her that were only seen by her husband and only then on the very rare occasions when he could be bothered to sleep in the same room as her. She would definitely have to talk to Hen about him he wasn't at all suitable for the country club! A tiny voice in Helen's head piped up "I hope he liked what he saw" as soon as she thought it she dismissed it as entirely out of hand, why would she think such a thing? She sipped her coffee and tried to ignore the nagging wetness between her thighs.
"Darling you look simply splendid"
Lady Archer addressed her youngest daughter as she sat in the living room of the family home. Samantha Archer was attending yet another debutante ball and was pirouetting around the living room desperate for her Mother's approval. Samantha had been fortunate to take after her Mother rather than her Father in the looks department and was tall and striking, her hair of deepest brown matching her eyes. Samantha had also been blessed with her Mothers legs and breasts, both of which were barely contained within the indecently short black dress that seemed to be all the rage this season. Helen could not believe the transformation from awkward teenager to striking young women that had been wrought in her youngest daughter in the last year of her life. They grow up so fast these days, she thought to herself. Samantha seemed so self-assured now, so confident. She had returned from school barely a week ago having recorded a full set of straight A exam results now, having turned eighteen she was taking a year off before going to university, it was time for her to let her hair down a bit.
"Darling you will be careful won't you? I know what these boys are like at these balls only after one thing"
"Oh Mummy I'm a grown up you know I can look after myself"
Lady Archer raised an eyebrow at that one but let it go. The blare of a horn announced the arrival of Samantha's taxi outside.
"OK just be careful, but darling have a good time won't you. And don't worry I wont wait up for you, now run along"
With that she kissed her youngest daughter on the cheek and watched with a pang of jealousy as she pranced out of the house. Helen couldn't help but admire her daughter's figure as she left, she really had filled out over the last year, she thought to herself almost wistfully. Her thighs were clearly visible under her tiny dress and Lady Archer noted the hint of stocking top as she sashayed down the driveway. One thing Helen always insisted on was good quality underwear for her daughters, something she didn't mind paying for herself. She knew Samantha was wearing a lovely pair of black silk cami-knickers under her dress, they had picked them out together earlier on that evening and matched them with an exquisite suspender belt that had been an eighteenth birthday present from her. Lady Archer caught herself wondering if some lucky lad would get to find out what she was wearing tonight? The illicit thought sent a shiver of pleasure down her spine, she shook herself, what was the matter with her, she had been thinking about sex all day.
Helen decided to pour herself a glass of wine and call Hen, when she hadn't been thinking about sex, Errol had been on her mind, she didn't like his attitude at all. Something she was determined to do something about. She rang Henrietta's private office number.
Helen had known Henrietta nearly all her life and they had been best friends for as long as she could remember. Hen had never been what you could call attractive, she was a large sturdy girl who attracted small bespectacled boys who wanted mothering, she rarely had dates and seemed to be largely overlooked by her male peers. She was an exceptional sports woman in her day though, excelling at show jumping and track and field events. When the two friends had left school it had been Helen who married and Hen, the perpetual bridesmaid, who had looked over the proceedings with a slightly wistful smile. She had never married, much to her parents chagrin and never seemed to have a significant other half and now lived alone except for the two cats she adored.
"H...H...Hello"
"Hen?"
"Mary Oooooh my god... how are you?"
"I'm fine you sounded a bit funny there for a moment, everything OK?"
"I...Oh I'm fine Helen just a bit tied up at the mo"
Was that giggling she could hear in the background?
"Hen stop playing silly buggers, I was just ringing to see if we could do lunch tomorrow? I have something I want to discuss with you"
"Oh...Ohhhhhh yes...that would be fine, darling. Look darling I have to go...Ohhhhhh darling...I'll see you tomorrow"
Lady Archer put the phone down, odd she thought Hen was normally the sole of professionalism when on the phone, what had got into the silly girl?
Henrietta St-John-Smythe replaced the receiver and slumped back in her chair. Lady Archer would of been interested to note that her friends tweed skirt was currently rucked up around her waist exposing her hefty stocking clad thighs and the fact that she had no panties on. Her hairy cunt glistened under the office lighting, showing off her clear arousal and the fact that a rather large black dildo seemed to be forced up inside the folds of intricate skin, stretching her obscenely. Her ankles were tied to each side of the large office chair she occupied, rendering her helpless. Her tweed jacket and white crisp blouse had been ripped off and discarded allowing her large firm white breasts to be exposed to the scrutiny of her tormentor. Across her magnificent cleavage the words "White Bitch" had been written in dark red lipstick. Her face, usually graced with a broad smile seemed, at present to be covered in some sort of sticky liquid.
Inches from her mouth was a large, black throbbing cock, its head weeping sticky liquid which its owner was proceeding to wipe over poor Henrietta's face, something she seemed to actually quiet like. Henrieta wanted that cock in her mouth and a number of other places besides. She knew what she needed to do to get what she wanted and like a poor addicted street urchin desperate for a fix she felt no shame.
"Please can I suck your cock Master Errol, I'll be a good little white bitch for you"
The filth spilling form her mouth thrilled her immeasurably, never in all her days would Henrietta have imagined she would use such filthy language, let alone on one of her employees, a black man to boot.
"Why should I let a saggy old white woman suck my cock?"
He towered over her, his manner so different from when he was serving in the restaurant. Henrietta had realised to late that he was something not quiet right about the young man who had come for the job as waiter, she had interviewed him despite, or was it because of the strange power he seemed to hold over her. It had all gone relatively smoothly, he was eloquent and intelligent, it almost seemed a shame to put him in the restaurant. At the end of the interview when they had gone to shake hands he had pulled her in close and forced his tongue into her mouth. Henrietta had not known how to react, it was so unexpected, before she had a chance to re-group he had his hand up her skirt. To Henrietta's immense shame she was so aroused by this stage that her panties were soaked through and she knew she would not be able to resist his advances. Short moments later before she knew where she was, she was tied up, naked on the floor with his camera clicking and her cunt on show.
"Oh please Master Errol I was born to suck your magnificent cock, I need it, please give it to me"
Henrietta was beside herself with arousal she had been tormented all afternoon, her legs filling with cramp as he sucked her cunt, fingered her ass hole and pinched her nipples until she cried.
"Mmmmm let me think about it whore"
In the past week since Henrietta had given the persuasive Errol the job as waiter she had been completely conquered, she knew she would not say no to whatever depravity he suggested, all she could think about was his big black cock, she would do whatever she needed to get it. She couldn't believe what she had been missing all these years, like a slow leak in a dam that eventually releases a torrent of water Henrietta St-John-Smythe was fast becoming a whore for black cock.
"Please Master Errol the cleaners will be here soon"
"Exactly, I promised them something to play with during the night shift! Your it white bitch"
Henrietta took a moment to assimilate what she had just been told, surely he must be joking. She was still the secretary of this club not some object he could lend out at will to the other members of staff. What had started as a bit of fun had to stop now, being a slave to Errol was one thing but she was risking everything if other people found out about her. Unfortunately for Henrietta Errol took that opportunity to grasp the base of the dildo he had inserted into her sopping cunt, ever so slowly he drew it out of her, leaving her missing its presence, gasping at the loss. She sagged again, all fight suddenly gone from her, she knew she couldn't win, he had pictures of her doing some horrible things and to make things worse she looked as though she was loving every minute of it. She had done things that she had never imagined in her darkest dreams, things that had thrilled her despite her upbringing, things that would spell the end of her tenure as company secretary.
Even now she could hear the clattering of the cleaners trolley coming up the corridor, soon enough the two aged black cleaners would set eyes on Henrietta's most intimate areas. She had already had to speak to both of them about drinking at work and now she had to face them again in slightly different position.
Samantha Archer sat back in the cab, smoothing her dress down as she checked the driver out, a fifty-year-old white guy, easy pickings. During her last year at school Samantha and her friends had started to play a game. It involved them going out on the town with no money and seeing how many drinks they could get out of men for free. Obviously there was a fair amount of flirting involved but that had not been enough for Samantha, she had to go further. She had discovered she loved the thrill of control she was able to exercise over men. They were so sad, a glimpse of stocking top and they would fall over themselves to buy her drinks and take her to shows, whatever they thought it took to get into her panties. Samantha never put out though, she teased and she accepted the praise and favours but she never put out, she was a good girl at heart.
Until one night she was in a dingy bar in one of the less salubrious postcodes, her girlfriends were long gone and she was drunk from all the champagne she had consumed. She had been sitting at the bar, all thighs and tits when an older overweight black guy had stopped to chat to her, he was in his fifties and stank of booze. These aspects made it all the more thrilling for Samantha, she had never been with a black man before and loved to tease older men especially. She had turned the charm on full heat as usual, angling for more drink, hoping for a story to share with her girlfriends, something to elevate her status to that of legend. The guy had called her bluff though, when she had drunk her fill and was starting to get bored she had got up to leave, he had grabbed her and accused her of being a tease and a flirt only after his money, an accusation she could hardly deny. Before she knew what was happening he had hauled her over his knee and lifted her short skirt in front of the whole room and proceeded to spank her. She had struggled and shouted but no one had helped her, they just sat around pointing and laughing at the spoilt little rich girl being humiliated.
Samantha had been spanked like she had never been spanked before, as her cheeks stung from the abuse they were receiving she started to realise that she was becoming very turned on, her thighs were damp, nipples swollen, she was loving every minute of it. The combination of her humiliation and domination by this black man had had a profound effect on the upper class, private school educated girl. Samantha had spent the rest of the evening as a willing slave to the man. She had sat on his lap while he had a hand up her skirt in front of the whole bar, fingering her relentlessly with everyone watching on as the white girl was used by the old fat black man. She had willingly sucked him off in the car park and had not objected in any way when he had fucked her amongst the bins. When he had taken his fill of the young white girl he had told her to fuck off home to her mummy and daddy, she had gone home with come leaking out of her abused cunt and a large satisfied smile on her face. Samantha had finally found what she wanted. She wanted to be controlled completely, used for other people's pleasure. Samantha had realised that what she craved was just the abuse she dished out, she wanted to be subjugated, used and abused, shown off and toyed with by older overweight men in dingy bars. Men who under normal circumstances would have no chance of ever getting near someone of Samantha's Archers upbringing!
During the last few months at school Samantha had been acquired something of a reputation amongst her friends. She was taking things too far, it wasn't enough for her to flirt with a guy and get drinks of him, she had to have the thrill of abuse to make her heart beat faster. Samantha didn't care any more she had found what she wanted and was going to do whatever it took to get it. She knew what she was, a slut, she had been called it enough times in enough bars and pubs, she had nothing to be ashamed of.

She was totally happy with what she was which was more than could be said of her friends and her parents come to that. Samantha loved her poor Mummy but she couldn't help but think that life was passing her by, she was so frustrated and unhappy, Samantha wished there was something she could do to cheer her up. She felt sure she was a naughty girl just like her daughter, she just needed a push in the right direction.
"Where to love?"
"Elephant and castle please and may I sit in the front with you?"
"Sorry love I'm afraid I can't do that, rules"
"Oh I'll be a good girl for you if you let me, sitting in the back is so boring and the views terrible. Oh please let me"
Without waiting for a reply Samantha opened the front door and got in, making sure her dress rode up her stocking clad legs allowing the man an eyeful of her firm silky thighs. She knew he was looking and decided she had better get things started if she was to have a slightly less boring journey into central London.
"Do you like my legs?"
She purred demurely, lisping slightly, playing on the sweet little girl image. She watched as the man started and then recovered immediately.
"Very nice Love"
The cabby had seen a few things over the years and knew that certain young ladies liked to show off and act up a bit and this one was well worth a second look. He did nothing to hide the fact that he was openly ogling her exposed flesh as his cock hardened in his trousers.



"Mmmmmm I'm glad you like them they go all the way up to my little pussy"
She inched the dress higher, fully exposing the silk stocking tops to the sweating cab driver.
"I'm very hot do you mind if I play with my pussy while you drive along?"
"Bloody hell, you play all you want but don't blame me if we have a crash OK"
Samantha's hand travelled over the elastic of her expensive panties and she sank her middle finger deep inside her steaming cunt. Her other hand went to her breasts and groped them, pinching at the nipple cruelly, causing a moan to escape from her lips, all the time her eyes never left the cab drivers face as she pouted at him.
"You remind me of my daddy, would you mind if I called you Daddy? He likes to watch me play with myself as well, I'm his favourite little girl"
The poor cab driver was lost for words now as Samantha reached over and playfully ran her hands over his throbbing cock before starting to undo his straining zipper.
"Oooooh Daddy that is a big willy"
The door to Henrietta St-John-Smythe's office opened and two black men both of about sixty years of age entered, dressed in dirty blue boiler suits, they were both over weight and smelly and couldn't be further from the vision of black health that Errol encapsulated. Henrietta could smell the booze on them already as they both eyed up their captive boss, licking their lips in anticipation. Despite her humiliation and revulsion Henrietta found her eyes wandering down to the rapidly hardening cocks that their boiler suits contained
"Glad you could make it boys, she's all yours for the night all I ask is that she is here when I return in the morning OK?"
"Sure Errol we won't let you down. Thanks for this man we won't forget it you can be sure"
With that Errol turned and left and after winking at his White Bitch he was gone.
"Well...well look at what we got ourselves here, a white bitch, look Billy its says so on her tits, how sweet. How did you get that name Miss precious club secretary?"
Henrietta fought back tears as she was forced to swallow her pride
"E...Errol thinks I act like a bitch in heat"
Henrietta burned with shame and humiliation, feelings made all the worse by the two men openly laughing at her predicament. They were both unzipping their boiler suits now, exposing their rapidly hardening cocks for her hungry eyes, despite herself she could feel the familiar heat returning to her thighs as she eyed the black cock that she knew would play a large part in the rest of her night.
"I bet white bitch would like to suck the black cock wouldn't she? I tell you what why don't you bark like a bitch to show us what you want!"
Henrietta didn't think she could sink any lower as she breathed in, preparing to Bark like a dog for these scumbags, the same men she had disciplined not a week ago for misconduct. Once again her addiction took over, making her perform acts she would not have dared to contemplate a few weeks earlier.
"Woof Woof"
"What a good little bitch, maybe we should take you for a walk as you have been so good"
Henrietta obediently got onto her hands and knees, her subservience almost second nature now as she assumed the position of animal in the presence of the men she had previously ruled over.
"Good puppy now crawl over here and lick these black lollies we have for you"
Lady Helen Archer stopped trying to deny how she felt, she was horny that's all there was to it, perfectly natural for a woman her age. But what to do about it, her husband was away in town and not expected back for a week at least, even then the chances were he wouldn't be interested. With Samantha out of the way Helen felt she might be due some fun of her own. She poured herself another glass of wine and sat herself down, feeling slightly tipsy and a little hot around the collar. She had been flustered all day, ever since that incident with the waiter. She had a horrible feeling that her exposure to him was what had started all this nonsense. She could not explain the fact that showing a complete stranger her underwear had aroused her immeasurably, in the dark recesses of her mind she knew his colour had something to do with it. He had appeared so powerful, despite the fact that he was supposed to be serving her, Helen felt a horrible compulsion to be at his feet instead, serving the hardness between his powerful thighs!
She couldn't get his penis out of her mind, she had seen it only briefly, hidden though it was, but it had had an effect on her that she was ashamed to admit. She sipped her wine and shut her eyes, imagining a role reversal in which she was the waitress and he the diner. Her hand slipped under her dress exposing her silk panties as she sought to alleviate some of the yearning between her thighs. She was shocked at her wetness as her fingers pierced the folds of skin, releasing the fluid from within her, causing her panties to become even damper.
Her mind was creating a scene now in which Errol was seated, taking dinner with a companion who Helen couldn't quiet make out as she was turned away momentarily. He was looking her up and down telling her what a fine figure of a woman she was, touching her thighs, feeling them in front of the other customers, teasing her stocking tops, making her groan as his hands went between her thighs, mirroring her own real life actions. She was ignoring the stares of the other diners as her tormentor exposed her to them, the looks of disapproval as she relished his touch and also her humiliation. Her fingers worked frantically in her cunt now as her orgasm, so needed today, approached. In her minds eye Errol has his hands on her cunt and was turning to his partner, asking her opinion on this fine looking waitress that he was undoing in front of the other seated diners. As the girl turned Helen gasps with shock, her breath catches in her throat at just the moment she is about to come, not only in her dream but in real life as well. Errol's partner is Samantha, her own daughter. Samantha was watching her precious Mummy not only acting the slut for this black man but also in the throes of a violent orgasm in front of a room full of people.
With a groan Helen slumped back in the chair, her body shaking as she struggled to reconcile the power of her orgasm and the worrying images her fevered mind had imagined for her pleasure. Spent, like a rag doll with the stuffing hanging out of her, sweat pricking on her breasts and between her open thighs. She was too tired to register the shock her fantasy has caused her, her own daughter and a black man, both of them seemingly in control of her and her powerless to resist. She felt ill, revolted at herself, how could she orgasm to such a sick and twisted fantasy? She looked down at herself, what a mess, blouse open, breasts bulging from her half cup black satin bra. Her thighs spread wide open, stockings and soaked panties on full view, just like a slut, she thought. The use of that word, albeit in her head only sent a fresh thrill through her leaving her to wonder whether one orgasm will be enough tonight, she is at a total loss to explain the strength of her feelings
As a little girl Samantha Archer had been told never to talk with her mouth full, all she could currently manage, as her lipstick covered lips sawed back and forth over the throbbing cock, was a muffled groaning noise. Samantha was in her element, on her knees, sucking on a thick black cock while each of her dainty hands massaged another one to full strength, ready to replace the one in her mouth when it inevitably exploded deep inside her throat.
She had been in the pub all of five minutes before she had spotted a group of men drinking in a corner. She had never been to this particular pub before but knew it was where the men who couldn't find work usually ended up. There were five of them in all, drowning their sorrows and wondering what they had done to deserve such a poor lot in life. Samantha had sat at the bar waiting for one of them to make a move on her, eyes twinkling as she flashed her panties at them. One of their number spotted her and beckoned her over, she complied demurely, eyes cast down shyly, submissively. As she sat down with them she had lifted her dress once again showing her expensive lingerie and the by now very obvious damp patch on her pretty panties. The man she had sat next to had immediately got the message and had groped her roughly in front of his mates, to their obvious amazement and then amusement. Grinning lewdly as he felt her soaked gusset and roughly handled her coltish thighs, wanting to make the most of the situation before the stuck up girl changed her mind. The others didn't need much encouragement and within minutes Samantha's dress had been pulled down revealing her firm tits to the slavering onlookers. Samantha herself was in a state of high arousal as she became a plaything for the assembled men.
Over the next ten minutes the entire group, under the ever-watchful gaze of the barman had blatantly groped Samantha in full view of the other patrons. Hands pawing at her young flesh, pinching her aching nipples, stripping her, delving inside her sopping cunt making her moan like he whore she knew she was. The barman locked the doors ensuring that the party remained strictly private, chances like this came along all to seldom to waste it on the riff raff.
That had been over an hour ago. Samantha had worked her way through all the clientele by now, sucking each one until nature drew its own conclusion. Her stockings were shredded beyond all recognition, panties long taken as a prize. Cum ran down between her breasts, dripping from her chin as her mouth failed to cope with the volume of sticky fluid being shot deep inside it. She had lost count of the number of men she had satisfied, she had no idea how many of them had returned for seconds or thirds all she could think about was cock inside her, penetrating her making her whole.
Thirty minutes later when all the men in the pub had had their fill of Samantha she was unceremoniously thrown out onto the street and told to return the following night for more of the same. Samantha had never felt so alive and so used, a grin plastered her sticky face as she made her way home, her come soaked body tingling all over as she hailed another cab for the return journey to relative normality.
Henrietta St-John-Smythe crawled up yet another of the clubs long, wooden floor boarded, hallways. Her own stockings, like Samantha's, were in tatters, ruined by her crawling on the floor like an animal. All that remained of the conservative clothing she had put on for work that morning was her heels and stockings, everything else had been discarded along the cleaner's route round the building. The two men who currently ruled Henrietta's life had been having a great time. Little cleaning had got done but both of them had consumed a fair amount of booze and had more than their fare share of use of Henrietta's most intimate body parts.
In the dark recesses of her hormone-drenched mind Henrietta knew she had loved it all. She had loved it when they had inserted a brooms handle in her aching cunt and made her sweep the lobby on her hands and knees with it protruding from her in an unsightly manner. She had loved it when they had tied her to the janitors trolley and made her pull them along on it, all the time barking like a like a dog in need of its dinner. As her tormentors rained blows down upon her upturned ass urging her on with stinging swats to her raised rump. Most of all though she had loved it when they had fucked her until she couldn't take any more, her mind and body screaming for an end to the sweet abuse it was receiving. What remained of her will had been swept away that night, she was a plaything a toy and she had learned to love it. She knew that sooner or later their shift would finish and she would be returned to her office to await the return of her Master. When he found her the last remaining vestiges of her propriety would be gone, fucked out of her. Henrietta knew she would be asking for more time with the janitors in the future.
Samantha fumbled with the lock. She was exhausted after having to let the taxi driver fuck her for her fare, she could feel his come rolling down the insides of her sticky thighs. She needed sleep now more than anything else a chance for her abused body to rest and recuperate. As she opened the door and stepped into the hallway of her parents imposing country manor house she could clearly see into the living room. Despite the evenings activities Samantha Archer gasped at the sight that greeted her on the armchair in the living room. Her own Mother was fast asleep, nothing to out of the ordinary there, what did catch Samantha's eye however was the fact that her prim and proper Mother was in a state of undress not to dissimilar to that of her darling daughter. Her bra was on full view, straining to contain her firm breasts. Stocking tops were clearly to be seen under the hitched up Armani dress. Most shocking of all was the enormous damp patch on her Mothers panties, clearly visible above the delectable stocking clad thighs.
Samantha stood rooted to the spot, drinking in the vision of her own Mother virtually naked and clearly having been involved in some sort of sexual activity. Samantha was exhausted but not to exhausted to let an opportunity like this pass her by. It was obvious to her now that her oh so reserved, stand offish, prim and repressed Mother had hidden depths to her as yet only guessed at personality. Samantha wondered when the poor woman had last been fucked, not for some time she suspected.
As she stood there surveying the vision of middle aged womanhood in front of her Samantha found herself becoming aroused once more. She and her friends had played with each other many times. It was sort of a right of passage at boarding school. One of the older girls picked a new girl as a servant for the first term and the chores always involved some sort of sexual slavery as well as the domestic version. Many was the time Samantha had found herself wondering what her own Mother would be like in the sack, Mummy had gone to the same boarding school and must of gone thorough the same trials as the girls who attended now. Not for the first time that night Samantha hitched her skirt up exposing her sticky, torn stockings and her cunt, leaking as it was a fair amount of cab drivers come.
Quickly, Samantha slipped a finger inside the slick folds of skin, coating it in her own juices and those of the cab drivers. She then offered the finger up to her Mothers slightly parted lips, her heart had virtually stopped beating as she dared not even breath, in case some sound awoke her sleeping Mother. Tentatively she offered the sticky finger to her lips, brushing them ever so slightly and then withdrawing them. Helen Archer moaned, her head moving slightly as if it wanted to take the finger inside its mouth. Samantha slipped her fingers inside Helen's mouth, the sticky goo on her fingers rubbing off on her lips and tongue. Samantha's other hand was busy under her own dress as she frantically rubbed her clit, juices streaming from within her, her own orgasm fast approaching. Despite the fact that Helen was asleep she was sucking on her daughter's fingers, moaning her arousal, Samantha could only wonder at what sort of dreams her Mother was having as her mouth slurped obscenely at her daughters fingers.
Samantha could clearly see her Mother's own juices once again seeping through her exquisite panties. She wanted to touch her, finger her, make her groan like a slut, just like her darling daughter had done earlier on in the night. She didn't dare touch her any more than she already was though if her Mother awoke it would be a disaster. There was no way she could explain her actions to her, no matter how many glasses of wine dearest mummy had consumed that night. Her fingers were a blur now as she bucked against them, her other hand toying with her Mother's now sticky lips, ensuring every drop of fluid was sucked of the sticky digits.
Samantha bit her tongue as she could feel her orgasm rising inside her, she had to keep control or else she risked being discovered in a state of undress and arousal with one hand in her cunt and one in her Mothers mouth. Finally she came, wave after wave of pleasure rolling over her, she steadied herself, eyes shut as the last ripples of pleasure played down her spine. Samantha slowly withdrew her fingers from Helen's pouting mouth, they had been sucked clean. She straightened herself and tip toed upstairs, wondering if her Mother would realise that her own daughter had come while she had been asleep dreaming her own sordid fantasies.
Helen Archer pulled into the country club car park looking slightly rough round the edges. She had awoken on a chair in the living room, slightly dishevelled to say the least and with a very funny taste in her mouth. She had slept fitfully, her dreams punctuated with images of her Daughter and a series of faceless black men, all of whom were humiliating Helen with the help of Samantha. The worst part for Helen was the obvious arousal the dreams caused her, her panties had been soaked in her arousal, the intensity of feeling was almost too much for her to bear.
Helen was in heat, there was no other explanation for her behaviour, she couldn't keep her hands off her body. The entire journey had been taken up by her playing with her nipples and stroking her thighs, wishing it was Errol doing these things to her. She had felt so naughty leaving one more button than usual undone on her blouse. Her skirt had ridden up when she got in the car and she had left it where it was, heart beating faster at the realisation that anyone looking in on her could see her panties and stockings. What was turning her on more than anything though was the thought of Errol seeing her, her pale thighs, her breasts, she wanted to see his dark skin contrasting with her own. All thoughts of having him disciplined and fired had gone from her head to be replaced with her desire to show off for him. Impress him with her figure show him, and herself, that she was still a desirable woman.
As she parked her car, wheels crunching on the gravel, she noticed an extremely tall, elderly black gentleman in the country club livery. He was very fit looking for his age and must have been sixty if he was a day. His hair was going grey, giving it a sort of peppercorn look, he was also very broad and still looked as though he kept his stomach in shape. That was odd, she thought, where was the usual parking attendant? He had been a slightly doddery old gent who had been at the club since he was a boy. Had he to been replaced with a black man, the thought of it stirred something within Helen, her mind immediately conjuring up fresh images of her abuse, this time at the hands of the much older black man.
She closed her eyes and imagined herself on her hands and knees in the car park, her tongue lapping at the man's shoes as he watched on with an arrogant sneer on his face. In her mind she could see the other club members pointing and laughing at her as she bent to lick the leather footwear, her ass on display for all to see as she was thoroughly humiliated by the older black man. She had no idea where her need for humiliation had sprung from, but it was becoming a major feature of her fantasies, her position of wealth and power meaning nothing as she was subjugated and treated like an animal.
Tyrone Jackson hadn't believed his son, Errol, when he had told him all about the country club. He found it very hard to believe that it was filled to the brim with wealthy white women with nothing else to do all day but sip tea and chat about the state of the property market. He had found it even harder to believe when Errol had told him about Henrietta being his toy to play with as he saw fit. He had also been slightly suprised when his son told him he could get a job straight away at the club, all arranged by Henrietta of course.



Tyrone was having to re-evaluate his thoughts now as he witnessed the display that Lady Archer was putting on for him, albeit unknown to herself, she was seemingly oblivious to his presence. He could clearly make out her nipples threatening to rip the silk of her white blouse. She was toying with one of them, pinching it roughly between her fingers as her other hand was stroking the skin above her stocking tops, all the while her head was tilted back an expression of obvious enjoyment on her face. Tyrone could feel his cock straining against his uniform trousers, he reached out to stroke it then had a better idea.
Helen was snapped out of her reverie and into the real world once more by the noise of her car door opening. As her eyes re-focused she looked up only to be presented with the crotch of the black car park attendant. She was once again presented with the sight of a very large, thick cock straining inside a pair of black trousers, her addled brain quickly realised that she was the cause of such excitement in the older gentleman. Her blouse was gaping open revealing her flushed breasts. Her thighs were to be seen clearly framed by her suspender straps. She blushed furiously, unsure of what to say or do, her exposure had once again aroused her, the man was obviously enjoying the view, his straining cock testament to that fact.
Tyrone offered her his large black hand and years of social training slotted into place as Lady Archer graciously accepted the help she needed to leave the car. She was slightly taken aback however when he pulled her slightly harder than was strictly necessary and she found herself pressed against his thick hard cock seemingly forcing itself into her churning stomach. A fresh wave of arousal pulsed between her thighs as she felt her legs go limp beneath her.
"You take things steady their Lady Archer, you look as though you might faint. Let me take you to my office and sit you down, whoever you are meeting can wait for you for five minutes"
Helen was unable to speak as she was lead away by the older man, her heart was pounding after her first touch of black cock, albeit inadvertently. In the back of her mind she wondered how much of an accident the encounter had been, never the less she longed to touch it more, to sink to her knees and kiss it greedily. Helen seriously doubted whether she would be able to resist this man if he wanted to touch her, use her, fuck her. She was a mess and she half knew that the only thing that would sort her out was a bloody hard fucking.
"Here we are, old Tyrone will look after you now don't you worry your head"
The car park cabin was sparsely furnished, just a chair and a table. Helen had been put in the chair while Tyrone moved about in the shed looking for something or other. Helen took the chance to straighten her blouse and skirt, making herself a little more ladylike in the process.
"Oh no you don't get that skirt back up so I can see what you want to show me"
The last vestiges of Helen's class and upbringing quickly rose to the surface in a last ditch effort to maintain her power and control of a situation she already knew she was lost into.
"You c c can't talk to me like that! Do you know who I am?"
"Lady I don't care who you are all I know is you were touching yourself up in my car park like a bitch who hadn't had a cock in her cunt for too long. Now show me your panties like a good little white girl before I make a complaint against you for touching my cock back there"
Helen couldn't believe what she was hearing, the touch had been an accident anyone could have seen that, who would believe this hired helper over her? In her mind she could imagine the scandal however, almost hear the tabloid headlines as the tawdry story of the lady and the black man was laughed about in hundreds of pubs and bars across the country. Slowly she hitched the skirt up once again revealing her pale thighs and stockings to the man who was at the moment controlling her. As her panties came into view she was shamed to see that a damp patch was clearly evident on them. Further proof, as if any were needed, that Lady Helen Archer was clearly very aroused by her treatment.
"That's better seems a shame to cover up such a great pair of thighs don't it?"
Helen nodded numbly, her eyes trying, unsuccessfully, to drag themselves away from the man's crotch and what it contained.
"You want to touch it don't you?"
"I don't know what you mean"
She replied haughtily.
"God it's no wonder you don't get much fucking Lady. You want to touch my cock don't you? Now don't be so stuck up and tell me what you want"
Helen could not quiet believe the conversation she was having with this man, she couldn't deny however that her cunt was on fire. Her entire body seemed to be screaming out for what lay between the older man's thick thighs. Her mind however was reeling as it tried to make sense of her feelings. He was lazily stroking it through his trousers, taunting Helen as he traced its length through the dark material, all the time an insolent smirk was plastered over his face as he gloated over the turmoil going on in Helen's head. Finally she caved in.
"I...I...I would like to touch your penis"
"My what?"
Helen blushed still further, eyes downcast as waves of humiliation washed over her.
"I...I...I would like to touch your cock"
"Good girl, see that wasn't so hard now was it. Come over here and get your reward"
Tyrone slowly drew the zip of his uniform trousers down allowing his swollen meat to spring into view. Helen couldn't drag her eyes away from it as it bobbed in front of her flushed face, its throbbing head inches from her mouth. Her hand hesitantly reached out for her prize, her elegant fingers struggling to close around the erect ebony shaft. She lovingly stroked her thumb over the end of the head of the throbbing vein covered shaft, causing Tyrone to groan his appreciation.
"Damn woman you were born to play with cock"
Helen almost didn't hear the compliment she was lost in a world that centred on the bobbing swollen flesh in front of her. She drank in its colour and lovingly traced the veins on its shaft. She noticed a drop of fluid at the very tip, as she bent her head forward to lick the fluid up she wondered if she had ever felt so horny in all her life. As her mouth closed around the purple head Helen suspected and hoped Tyrone's cock would be the first of many black cocks she would pleasure and have the pleasure of.
To be continued...
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Hi guys here's the latest, I'm not sure whether I overstretched myself but I hope you enjoy it anyway. Its a bit wordy but there is sex in there somewhere LOL.
This story contains elements of BDSM and fetish pony play, there is no bestiality of any kind.
Nicola King sat in the beer garden of the Dog and Fox nursing a gin and tonic. It was early Friday evening and she had arranged to meet her best friend, Sara Hamilton-Finch, for a quick drink after work. In fact best friend had become somewhat of an understatement recently.
Sara and Nicola had first met at veterinary college, Nicola the bookworm with a lower middle class upbringing in Manchester and Sara the effortlessly intelligent socialite from darkest Surrey. On the face of it not a match made in heaven but they had hit it off immediately and been best friends ever since they met that first day as they both searched for the lecture hall on that first morning.
When they had both finished their studies Sara had returned to her family estate to act as resident vet and Nicola had taken a position in a small family run practice in Cheshire. She remembered only to well the first few weeks in her new position, a ceaseless stream of sick cats and dogs, not exactly the glamorous start she had been hoping for. Certainly not what she had in mind when she had embarked on her training.
Ever since her childhood Nicola had dreamt of being involved in the exciting world of horse racing, as a ten-year-old girl she had driven her parents crazy, talking of nothing other than my little pony and the horse of the year show. They had never been able to afford for Nicola to have a pony of her own so she had had to content herself with magazines and toys, knowing one day she would get what she really wanted, to care for horses, real horses and get paid for it. Unlike most childhood fantasies however Nicola had pursued hers into adult life. She had studied hard for her O and A levels and going on to earn a scholarship place at a prestigious veterinary college.
It was during her second month in family pet hell that Nicola had received a call from Sara, who was positively breathless with excitement. Sara's dad had a friend who ran a large animals practice, specialising in show horses, he needed a new vet quickly and Sara had put Nicola forward for the job. The only hitch was she needed to get to the interview for 9 O'clock the following morning.
Nicola had moved heaven and earth to make it in time and had gone on to get the job as well. She owed Sara a big favour. Not only had she changed her life with a new career doing exactly what she wanted, but the girl had also sorted her out with a small house on her Father's estate to boot. Best friend was definitely an understatement. The only thing the seemingly omnipotent Sara had not been able to sort out had been her love life. Nicola knew it was only a matter of time though, Sara knew everyone worth knowing and was constantly arranging parties and get togethers for her friends and associates.
Nicola was snapped out of her reverie by her name being shouted out across the garden in a plummy Surrey accent, Sara Hamilton-Finch had arrived.
"Nick! Another G & T OK?"
Nicola nodded her approval as Sara made her presence known. She was suddenly aware of an increase in interest in her from the surrounding tables as various people adjusted their view of the quiet brunette sitting in the corner. Nicola was a tall girl with long legs and a firm, although not overly large bust, her long chestnut hair was swept back in a pony tail. She was considered pretty, but not overly so, normal looking but attractive none the less, she certainly seemed to have gained a number of admirers now her allegiance with Sara had been publicly revealed. She found herself blushing slightly as a table of men nearby turned to look at her, Nicola averted her eyes immediately, suddenly shy.
About half an hour later Sara finally arrived at the table clutching two G & T's to her ample chest, barely covered as it was by her skimpy crop top. Unlike Nicola, Sara had never been shy about revealing what she thought of as her best assets. Sara's tits had been famous across the campus not just for their size and gravity defying abilities but for their tendency to be exposed in public whenever Sara had had one to many. No matter how humiliating or embarrassing the event was however Sara always managed to come up smelling of roses, much to Nicola's annoyance. Nicola eyed her best friend, she was as tall as her, but with long blonde hair, again in a fashionable pony tail. She had inherited her Mothers muscular thighs, along with her breasts, a hang over from years in the saddle, as Sara cheerfully told anyone who cared to ask. She was popular, funny and above all else loyal, Nicola couldn't have asked for a better friend.
The two old friends exchanged Kisses and sat down to chew the fat as they often did after a hard weeks work.
"So Nick how goes it at the practice, getting to play with your precious horses?"
Nicola ignored her friend. Sara had been around horses all her life and found Nicola's fascination a source of constant amusement.
"Actually you'll be pleased to hear that I have been asked to attend Fontshall Manor house tomorrow to look at a couple of Mares over there"
She stuck her tongue out at her friend, to make the point. The manor was well known locally as a centre for excellence in all things equestrian. Nicola wanted her friend to know that she was capable of getting by on her own merits. She was also secretly thrilled to have been asked to go along, apparently Lady Fontshall had asked for her specifically.
"Oh darling well done, Lady F is real picky about who touches her livestock. She's a friend of the family so say hi to her from me."
Nicola rolled her eyes, Sara knew absolutely everyone, it should of come as no suprise to her that Sara and the richest woman in the county were old acquintances.
"Seriously Nicky well done, that's a real feather in your cap, she knows absolutely everyone on the circuit, don't fuck it up for gods sake"
"Don't worry Ill try not too. I'm seeing her first thing in the morning at her yard, I'm nervous as hell. What's she like Sara? I really want her to like me, tell me all, go on be a sweetheart"
Sara took a sip of her drink and took a moment to decide what she should tell her friend. She couldn't tell her she had recommended her to Lady Fontshall, poor Nicola would throw a fit about that. She also knew she couldn't tell her the real reason for her appointment, not yet anyway. She decided to err on the side of caution.
"Well she's drop dead gorgeous for a start and very bossy, likes things to be perfect for all her animals, loves them all dearly. The most important thing is to be yourself she can't stand fakes, don't worry darling you'll be fine"
A slightly odd look passed over Sara's face for a second, Nicola noticed it but put it down to the Gin and satisfied she knew all she needed to about Lady Fontshall steered the conversation onto other matters....like stable boys she fancied.
Nicola ducked out of the pub at about 9.30 and headed home, leaving Sara at the centre of a crowd of admiring men, all desperate to snatch a date with the blond. Once safely ensconced in her little cosy house she poured herself a glass of Shiraz and fired her laptop up. Quick check of e-mail before bed, she thought to herself, then off to bed.
As she logged in to her Hotmail account only to be greeted with the usual accumulation of spam mail. Advertisement's for penis enlargement and credit consolidation. There was however one piece of mail that caught her eye, she didn't recognise the address but it was a large file so she decided to open it anyway. There wasn't any text, just two pictures, slowly being downloaded onto the screen.
As more and more of the pictures were revealed Nicola took an increased interest due to their obviously equestrian nature. The first thing to come into view was an older women dressed in full hunt clothing, even down to the top hat and bright red jacket, she was seated on a leather Chesterfield sofa. She looked extremely rich and powerful, her back ramrod straight and her blonde hair done up in a bun barely visible beneath the hat. As the picture completed it revealed a younger girl, about Nicola's age and extremely pretty sitting at her feet with her head in the older woman's lap. The girl was wearing a normal summer dress and shoes. The older woman was combing the girl's very long hair with a brush that reminded Nicola of the ones she so frequently came across in horse yards. The younger girl had a look of thinly disguised contentment on her face as the older woman, who had a similar look about her, groomed her.
Both women were fully clothed and there was no element of nudity in the picture. It seemed in invoke a sense of caring and nurturing. Both women seemed to be happy with their positions, even if one of them was being openly submissive to the other.
The second picture was in the same vein, another older woman, a different one this time, but again fully attired in hunt colours. She was leaning nonchalantly against a post and rail fence that surrounded a large sand filled training ring. Leaning over the top post of the ring was another young girl, about 18 years old this time and wearing jodhpurs and a t-shirt. The older woman was holding her hand up to the girls mouth and looked to be feeding her a sugar lump, which the younger girl seemed only to pleased to accept without the use of her hands, which seemed to be behind her back, almost as if she was restrained.
Nicola wasn't sure what to make of the pictures, she had of course come across porn over the net before and considered herself broad minded, but this stuff wasn't the usual cocks and cunt's stuff it was far more darkly erotic than that. The thrill was far more of an implied nature.
Nicola thought of all the times she had watched as horses were trained, how many times had she seen sugar lumps offered as rewards? She caught herself wondering what the young girl had done to earn such a reward. Her mind was suddenly awash with images of whips, reins and mouth bits. She was aware of a dampness developing in her panties, her nipples were tingling and she couldn't resist giving one a gentle tug through her dressing gown as she imagined herself being petted by an older woman.
God Nicola King you need to get laid, look at you getting turned on by a couple of pervy pictures, shame on you. Despite her protestations however she couldn't resist slipping a hand inside her panties, teasing the slick folds of flesh as she groaned, eyes shut, pushing her fingers deep inside her sopping cunt now as she approached her orgasm. Nicola couldn't help wishing that she was owned, a piece of property to be looked after and cared for by a loving owner, she wanted to be used for other peoples pleasure, a sex slave something to be toyed with and then put away for another time. The fantasy of submission was unleashing a flood of wetness between her outstretched thighs now as she arched her back her orgasm ripping through her, eyelids fluttering as she struggled to keep her grip on reality. She slumped down in her chair exhausted but satisfied, a huge grin plastered over her sweaty face, she hadn't some like that for years. Exhausted she regained her breath and decided it was time to go to bed, she had an early start in the morning and wanted to look her best. She deleted the pictures deciding that someone from college had sent them from a ghost mail account for a laugh. She retired to her room still feeling aroused but determined to get a good night's sleep.
Nicola took her gown off leaving her standing in her bra and soaked panties and got into bed. She tossed and turned for ages, trying to rationalise why she had got so flustered from looking at the pictures. Nicola sighed contentedly as she toyed with her throbbing clit, her mind replaying the events of earlier on as her other hand roughly tugged at her swollen nipple. She hadn't been this turned on for ages, usually a nice hard come sorted her right out but tonight one wasn't going to be enough for her as her questing fingers once again slipped between her moistened thighs. As she played with herself her mind wandered back to the pictures, the look of calm and acceptance on the younger girls faces was somehow tranquil and at the same time arousing and slightly sinister.
Nicola was slowly realising that the turn on for her was the look of contentment on both of the young girls faces, as though they had accepted their positions as pets, pets who were being taken care of, loved by caring owners. All pressure of being a human had been removed, they were entirely the responsibility of their owners. Nicola decided, in a moment of pre-orgasmic clarity, that deleting the pictures from her mail account was a big mistake. She reluctantly stopped her toying and made her way back to her laptop, switching it on quickly and almost frantically connecting to the net hoping against hope that Hotmail hadn't cleared her trash box in the last two hours.
She was in luck and quickly restored the mail to her inbox. While I'm here I might as well take one last look at them, she thought. Nicola steeled herself and opened the pictures up so they again became real, rather than some half-remembered image in her mind. Once again the pictures worked their magic inside her head, previously unknown feelings were welling inside her, tumblers in her mind clicked into place opening new pathways in her brain. She found herself wanting to be owned, cared for, loved and nurtured, just as she had treated her My little Pony dolls all those years ago. She wanted the same things now, why hadn't she realised this earlier? All those relationship's where she had conformed to the stereotypical intelligent strong woman, when all she wanted was to be owned, not a little bit but completely.
Nicola was so close to coming now, eyelids fluttering as she played scenarios of her submission in her head, her mind creating images where she was the pony being trained in a ring for some faceless Mistress. Being made to trot in a circle, knees lifting high in the air as she prances for her owner, so eager to please, desperate for some recognition, a sign that she was a good pony. At last her orgasm consumes her, head lolling as it crashes over her, beads of sweat pricking the skin on her breasts, arms and face. As she slowly regains composure she comes down to earth with a bump, switches off her PC and scuttles to bed, a little scared at the feelings that have been roused inside her. As soon as she is finished at the manor tomorrow she decides to have a meaningful chat with Sara about getting her a boyfriend, some good hard fucking should sort her right out.
The next morning dawns bright and crisp, a perfect summer's morning. Nicola runs around frantically trying to get ready for her appointment, all thoughts of the previous evenings revelations gone from her mind now as she concentrates on what might be the second major leg up of her career in as many months. What to wear, only one chance to make a first impression, how many times has her father told her that? A pair of close fitting trousers and a polo shirt should do it. Not to prissy not too untidy, just the trick.
Nicola got into her battered old land rover and made her way to Fontshall Manor, diving down the leafy lanes at the heart of Surrey, breathing in the smell of wild flowers and manure that permeates the air. Glad to be in a job she loves, working with animals she loves too. The thought of horses returns her mind to the pictures, Nicola feels as though her appetite has been wetted, she wants to see more, understand more about how this bizarre form of submission came about. Once again the bookworm in her is taking over. Realistically she knows she will never get involved with anything like that so she might as well read about it instead. To her shame she can feel her thighs getting sticky again as the thought of submitting herself to another woman overtakes her. It crosses her mind that she should be submitting to a man if anyone at all, she is straight after all! Somehow that wouldn't seem right to her though. What do men know about horses? How to care for them and love them, nothing she decides, for the sake of her fantasies it will be a woman who owned her. She has always considered herself straight, but also appreciates the female form, how many times has she wished her breasts were as full and shapely as Sara's? She resolves to investigate the matter further later on this evening over a nice glass of wine in the privacy of her own bedroom, with nothing for company but her trusty dildo and laptop.
As the front wheels of her Land Rover crunch on the gravel drive leading to the manor Nicola shakes her head and tries to get a grip on herself. Be professional, be professional, do a good job here and who knows what might happen. The driveway stretches on into the distance and she can make out the manor house through the Lebanese cedar trees. The building is enormous, a rambling collection of oak timbered buildings all connected to form an imposing country estate. The stables themselves are down a short driveway into which Nicola turns She swings into the courtyard of the stable block and is waved at by a suited 21 year old woman. Nicola immediately notices her incredibly long hair swept back into a ponytail. Once again her mind is putting images in her head that she would rather weren't there.
"Hi you must be Miss Nicola King, I am Suzanne Roach, personal assistant to Lady Fontshall. Welcome to Fontshall Manor"
Nicola accepts the outstretched hand and shakes, it as she does so she takes a moment to drink in the vision of corporate efficiency that stands in front of her. Suzanne Roach is wearing a pressed charcoal suit jacket, tapered to accentuate her slim waist and firm high breasts. Her skirt is slit up the side exposing a hint of finely toned thighs encased in black stockings. Nicola immediately decides that Suzanne couldn't be dressed more inappropriately for a horse yard if she tried.
"Please follow me Miss King, her Ladyship is out breaking a horse in and won't be back for a minute or two. Why don't I show you round the stable block"
"That would be great, how many horses does her Ladyship keep here?"
"About five at the moment with a further ten out on shows at any one time"
"Wow fifteen horses and stabling for thirty, how come the place is so empty?"
"Her Ladyship makes use of all the stabling facilities at the manor year round"
Sniffed Suzanne.
That struck Nicola as odd, what the hell do all the other stalls have in them? Her train of thought was suddenly interrupted when Suzanne's pager goes off.
"Please do excuse me her Ladyship is returning, please wait in the tack room and she will be along shortly"
With a swish of her skirt and a click of her heels Suzanne turned and made her way to the front of the yard leaving Nicola to watch her tight ass sway off into the distance.
Nicola made her way to the tack room and stepped inside, catching her breath, the room is enormous and the walls are covered with all manner of horse tack, bridles, saddles, bits of all shapes and sizes line every available blank piece of space. The smell of leather is overwhelming. She wandered idly around touching the buckles and clasps, stroking them almost, as once again she walks the thin line between erotic imagery and the real world. Her mind wanders, hand drifting to her already hard nipples, a familiar throb building between her thighs, she knows that the heat will build until the tell tale sighs of wetness develop. In her mind she can see herself, naked and glistening with sweat, being fitted with a bridle and bit by a stable girl or being sponged down after a hard session in the dressage ring, her thighs shaking from the exertion.



"She's in the tack room your Ladyship and I've made sure the video camera is on as well"
Lady Fontshall looked up as her favourite pony addressed her. She was leaning against a stable door surveying one of her other fillies, Sonia, a pretty little brunette whom had just been exercised. A stable lad was rubbing the pony all over with a damp cloth, much to her obvious enjoyment. Her nipples are clearly erect, standing out proudly aching to be touched, she was obviously very aroused and in need of attention. Something the stable boy would normally be only too happy to administer. However the presence of the stable owner was preventing him exceeding his duty on this occasion. Sonia showed her frustration by playfully rubbing her legs against the boy as he tried hard to maintain a professional air in front of his employer.
She looks a picture her bit crossing her opened mouth via a series of leather straps and buckles that circle her pretty head. Her hair swept back in the obligatory ponytail. She is also wearing a tail fashioned from her own hair and inserted into her backside via a rather large butt plug, stockings and heels complete the picture of a submissive pony girl. The combination of her submission, humiliation and the rather large insertion in her rectum is causing Sonia not only acute embarrassment but heightened arousal as well. A combination of feelings only to familiar to her since she came to Fontshall Manor over three months ago.
"Well done Suzanne, what do you think of my newest target?"
"She's a bit plain your Ladyship" Sniffed Suzanna.
"Mmmmmmm Sara said she looked delicious when she got dressed up. You sound almost jealous my dear. I was thinking about giving her to Sophia as an eighteenth birthday present. What do you think?"
Suzanna smiled at that, Sophia was Lady Fontshall's youngest daughter and a spoiled brat of the first order. She had been brought up among adult ponies and had a reputation among the various pony girls and boys around the stables as being a bit heavy with the crop. Suzanne herself had still got the whelts on her backside from the last time Sophia had taken her for her exercise three days ago. She was also a randy little cow! Suzanne had been made to serve between the young Ladyship's sweaty thighs for hours, all the time being lightly flogged with a short riding crop, only serving to add insult to injury. Sophia had also let some of the stable lad's fuck Suzanne while she looked on, something Lady Fontshall would have thoroughly disapproved of. Much as Suzanne hated to admit it she loved to be used by them, they were so common and uncouth and made a nice change from the landed gentry she was used to being serviced by. The fact that it was against not only her own will but that of her Mistress's made it all the more delicious. Suzanne would have been the first to admit that Sophia was a gorgeous creature, but sometimes the pain just wasn't worth it.
"An ideal choice your ladyship"
That'll serve the little tart right Suzanna thought to herself. Ever since word had filtered down to the stable that her Ladyship was looking to recruit the new vet Suzanne had been getting the feeling she was to be replaced, or worse still sold on at an auction. She had worked hard to fulfil her potential and was a champion show pony in her own right. The last thing she needed was her Mistress getting a crush on some untrained new girl!
Nicola was positively breathless by now, the tack room was dreadfully hot and the combination of sweat pricking her skin and the erotic images filling her head were starting to conspire against her, making her most uncomfortable. Her panties were very damp by now and oh how she longed to reach a hand inside and provide some relief, but she dare not for fear of being caught red handed by her Ladyship. Her nipples were rubbing mercilessly against the fabric of her bra, which all of a sudden seemed to be two sizes to small for her. She needed to get out of that room and have a good come somewhere. It was the only solution.
Nicola was really struggling hard to control herself now, she longed to take one of the many horse bits off the wall and try it on for size. Feel it constraining her movements, controlling her, regulating her. She felt sure that this sort of behaviour would not be condoned by any of the regulars at the Dog and Fox. What was becoming of her? All because of some stupid junk e-mail she had received. She hated to admit it to herself but the mail had woken feelings inside her that she hadn't previously been able to admit to. She needed to be dominated and owned! She could see it now, all those "nineties" men she had gone out with, men only to willing to let her do her own thing, in bed and out. Men who knew how to cook and iron reasonable men, With hindsight, that wonderful thing, she would have gladly submitted to their needs and perversions, if only she had been told, not asked. She pinched her nipples hard with both hands, causing a sigh to escape from her dry lips, eyes shut once again as her mind presented her with images of her subjugation in the dressage ring. Her faceless Mistress playfully whipping her as she pranced, knees high in the air, tail swishing behind her, sand kicking up with every footstep she took.
From outside the tack room Lady Fontshall smiled to herself as she peered into the gloom of the room through the cracked and dusty window in the barn door. The poor girl was obviously agitated, but Clarissa decided to save the voyeuristic pleasure of watching her new find until the evening when she would replay the video in full at her leisure. She made a big show of fiddling with the door handle to give the poor girl time to compose herself and with a big push flung the door open and presented herself, in all her glory, to the slightly glazed eyes of Nicola King.
Nicola gasped as the door flew open and she was presented with the magnificent sight of Lady Clarissa Fontshall in all her glory, standing in the doorway, backlit by the morning sun. She was at least six foot tall, her riding boots accentuating her shapely calves. Jodhpurs encased her firm thighs and clung suggestively to her backside and crotch, her red riding jacket strained to contain her large bust as Nicola's eyes swept ever upward. Lady Fontshall was striking to say the least, high cheekbones and piercing blue eyes surrounded a mouth liberally coated in red lipstick, her long blonde hair swept up into a bun atop her head covered with a net to keep it in place when wearing a riding hat.
"You must be Miss King, I have heard only good things about you my dear"
Nicola was struggling to regain her professional composure and couldn't for the life of her think why, her body would not relinquish its arousal making it hard for Nicola to behave normally. She had met many of the landed gentry since her arrival in the county and was never normally phased. There was something about her Ladyship however that eluded her, something powerful, something controlling, something scarily erotic. Nicola wasn't sure whether to bob a curtsy or throw herself at the woman's feet and beg forgiveness for some unseen crime.
The dilemma was resolved for her by Lady Fontshall who put out a hand for Nicola to shake. Before Nicola had a chance to reconcile what was happening, the way in which the hand was presented changed subtly, the angle altered making it impossible for Nicola to do anything other than kiss the hand of her Ladyship. Something she did without thinking eyes closed as she bent her head to lightly brush her lips over the proffered manicured digits.
Nicola's heart was doing ten to the dozen, her mouth dry as she realised what was happening. She jerked her eyes open and upwards to see Lady Fontshall smiling at her, approvingly. Nicola felt that some unspoken words had passed between them, a hierarchy established upon which there was no going back now.
"Well done my dear its nice to see you know how to behave amongst your betters. Now let me take a look at you"
Lady Fontshall was pleased to note the fire of disapproval flash in Nicola's eyes as she slighted her upbringing. She didn't want things to be to easy when she was having Nicola broken in as the new pony girl at the manor. She circled the young woman noting the erect nipples and flushed cheeks. Drinking in the girl next door beauty that had first attracted her to the young vet over a month ago when first she set eyes on her at Sara Hamilton-Finch's father's house.
Lady Fontshall and Major Hamilton-Finch had been discussing some new stock in the confines of his personal office when Nicola and Sara had shown up and gone straight to Sara's room. The Major, dirty old rascal that he was, had had video camera's installed a long time ago in his daughters room so he could keep an eye on his own little filly, as he liked to call Sara. The pair of them had watched, in states of increasing arousal, as the two young women had tried on various dresses and a fair amount of each other's underwear as well. Clarissa had not mentioned anything to the Major but she could have sworn she had caught Nicola looking at Sara in a more than friendly manner on a number of occasions. She had resolved to recruit and train the young vet that very day.
Nicola was feeling more and more uncomfortable as her meeting with Her Ladyship continued, she was being eyed up like a horse at an auction and the feeling worried her a little, not least because she caught herself hoping that her Ladyship liked what she saw. She was quivering slightly and more than a little breathless. The hand kissing incident had shaken her more than she cared to admit and things only seemed to be getting worse, she felt that she had to return the meeting to a more normal level.
"So should I call you your Ladyship? Or would you prefer something more informal?"
Nicola was chancing her arm a bit, she hoped her Ladyship would not disapprove of her blatant attempt to lighten the mood.
"You may call me My Lady, I haven't decided what I am going to call you yet my dear!"
"Yes My Lady"
Nicola couldn't seem to stop herself, it seemed the most natural thing in the world to address this obviously very well off and powerful woman in such a manner. She was slightly perplexed at her Ladies unwillingness to call Nicola by her given name but felt sure all would become clear in the not too distant future.
"So My Lady about these horses you would like me to look at. Can we get started?"
"I must admit my dear I have got you here under false pretences. There are no horses at present that need your attention, I simply wanted to meet you and see how you are as a person"
"My Lady I am afraid I don't understand, I thought you wanted someone to take a look at your horses. I'm afraid that's what I do, you did ask for me specifically"
"My dear don't worry your pretty head about it"
Lady Fontshall gently held Nicola's chin, moving her face back and forth so she could see it in the light
"I have a position at the manor house that I am interviewing for and someone thought you would fill the role impeccably!"
Nicola had no idea what the woman was going on about, she was slightly put out that she had wasted her entire morning running around and waiting for this woman who was acting very strangely towards her. She did however manage to adjust her attitude slightly just in case the role would suit her.
"What sort of position?"
"I am afraid my dear that I can't tell you at the moment, but rest assured the role will become abundantly clear to you in the foreseeable future"
Nicola felt as though she was taking part in a conversation that she knew only half off, Lady Fontshall was making it hard for her to think straight as she circled her and touched her with a frankness that Nicola found slightly disturbing and at the same time undeniably arousing. Was this woman turning her on? The combination of the heat, leather and odd porn she had been receiving was definitely having a detrimental effect on her physche.
"Fascinating isn't it"
Nicola was once again wrong footed. She felt seriously out of her depth already and had no idea what tangent her host was going off on now.
"I'm sorry My Lady, what's fascinating?"
"The tack used to control and dominate horses or ponies"
Clarissa couldn't help herself, as she arched an eyebrow at the young women in a playful manner, wondering what sort of reaction her comments would illicit.
"I've never really thought about it My Lady"
"Really? Never?"
Nicola blushed despite herself, suddenly aware of the dampness returning to her thighs, her heart rate quickening as once again she was brought, against her will, into the un-real world of domination and submission she had unwittingly discovered.
"Anyway my Dear please don't think I have been wasting your time I can assure you that you are a front runner for the position on offer. I feel sure you will find the package to your liking I'll send you the details now Good Day"
With that Lady Clarissa Fontshall patted Nicola's cheek ever so gently with her elegantly manicured fingers and turned and swept out into the yard leaving Nicola extremely flustered and not a little intrigued. She turned to watch her Ladies exquisite backside swaying provocatively as she made her way out of the room.
Later that evening Nicola sipped her wine and took stock of the day. She had calmed down a bit after leaving the manor and spent the afternoon shopping in nearby Guildford. She had bought some very sexy and extravagant black silk panties and a matching suspender belt complete with silk stockings, all of which she now had on. She was feeling a little tipsy and so horny she thought she might explode if she didn't slip a finger in her sopping cunt.
She had resolved to look into pony training and was frantically sifting through what Google had to offer when her PC bleeped at her signalling that an e-mail had arrived. Her heart leapt into her throat, her cunt contracting as a fresh wave of arousal coursed through her. Once again the un-known mail account was shown as the sender of her new mail. She set her wine down and took a deep breath before clicking on it to open it. This time there was a message with the two pictures. Nicola scanned it frantically looking for some clue as to who was sending her these odd messages.
Dear Nicola
I know you are enjoying these little pictures, but don't you find that actions speak louder than words?
All ponies have nice names, so why don't you tell me what you would like to be called. Consider your name as the first part of you're training and pick wisely you will be saddled with it for life!"
Love
Pony Trainer.
Nicola stopped breathing as she realised that the person mailing her knew not only her name but also that she was beside herself with arousal as a direct result of her exposure to this bizarre fetish. She gulped her wine and decided that she would play along with this for a laugh, how serious could it be? Just a bit of fun with e-mail nothing more.
Dear Pony Trainer
My Pony name is "Cinnamon" after my favourite My Little Pony when I was a little girl. If I were your pony would you comb my mane and look after me?
Cinnamon
Nicola hit the send key and sipped her wine expectantly. She was starting to enjoy this bit of harmless flirting. While waiting for a reply she surreptitiously slipped a hand under the elastic of her lovely new panties. They were already soaked and in need of a wash as she toyed with the slick folds of her cunt, groaning appreciatively as the pent up arousal from the days events resurfaces.
Nicola turned to the pictures in the mail that she has been so far too excited to look at. The first showed a young girl of about eighteen years of age, blonde, long legged, with very perky firm breasts clearly visible under her T-shirt, she appears to be holding a fearsome looking riding crop in one hand with the other grasping the reins of her conveyance. In the picture the girl is sitting on a small pony trap, nothing unusual there, except that the trap is being pulled along by a woman! Nicola's fingers are a blur now as she drinks in the image before her, her panties soaking up her arousal as it flows from her like a river.
She notes the girl's tail swishing behind her. It is obviously attached to something that has been pushed deep inside her backside. Her legs are clad in knee length boots and thigh high stockings, other than that she is naked except for a fair number of leather straps and buckles that seem to draw attention to, rather than hide, her underlying nudity. On top of her head is a large red plume that seems to be bobbing in time with her trotting motion. The young girl on the trap isn't even batting an eyelid, as though what is happening is the most natural thing in the world.
Nicola's fingers are a blur now as she fucks herself, eyes fluttering as once again the thought of her domination at the hands of a Mistress brings her to the edge of her orgasm. The pictures erotic nature only serving to fuel the images flooding her poor hormone soaked mind.
The second picture shows the same pony girl being attended to by two stable hands, one boy, one girl. The young girl is also present and appears to be directing the stable hands in a rather bossy manner. The front of the pony girl is visible now and Nicola can make out that she has a bit between her teeth preventing her from talking or communication in anything other than grunts and whinnies. The girl is exquisite, tall and shapely and strangely proud as she stands erect, tummy tucked in, breasts held high, athletic thighs glistening in the sun. She appears to barely notice the two youngsters attending to her, tightening a buckle there, sponging a flank there, flitting around her. All her attention is directed at the young girl, her eyes flash with what looks like pure lust as her apparent owner barely casts a glance at her.
Once again the computer bleeps at her signifying another mail has arrived. Bleep!
Meanwhile at Fontshall Manor Lady Clarissa Fontshall sips her own glass of wine. She is sitting in her favourite leather chair in her study. In front of her is a video monitor, currently replaying the tape taken of Nicola in the tack room earlier in the day, and a PC opened at her Hotmail account.
At her feet lies a beautiful brunette, of about twenty five years of age, her name is Honey. Her legs and arms are both bound in such a way that she walks on all fours with only her knees and elbows in contact with the floor at all times. She is totally naked except for a collar bearing a tag with her name and that of her owner, the late Lord Fontshall. Clarissa looks down at the exhausted Honey, she has had her tongue between Clarissa's thighs for the past hour and is clearly rather tired. Lady Fontshall is not generally a fan of dogs, especially in the house, but decided to keep Honey on after her husband's death as she had been his favourite. Besides she did have her uses!
She had just finished composing her last mail to Nicola, she can almost smell the poor girls arousal, she seems desperate to be dominated and used, something that Clarissa would be only to happy to provide her with. She absentmindedly rubs the toe of her riding boot over the exposed, glistening cunt of her puppy dog, eliciting a moan from Honey immediately.
"Poor puppy, haven't you had any cock today?"
Honey looked up lovingly at her Mistress hoping against hope that she might receive some relief, it had been a week since she had been allowed to breed and she was getting decidedly antzy. Honey had been in the employ of the Fontshall's ever since she had left school as a nieve eighteen year old, occupying the position of maid for about a week before Lord Fontshall had broken her and made her his puppy dog. Ever since then she had been de-humanised to such an extent that she no longer considered herself a person on any level. She loved to be treated like an animal and found the lack of free thought strangely liberating. She had also been allowed to develop a healthy interest in cock. Honey was proud to hold the position of party entertainment and had been humiliated, degraded, used and abused at any number of social events put on by her Lord and Lady. Each party presented her with the opportunity to sate her prodigious need for fucking, a need the guests were only to pleased to fulfil.



"If puppy wants some cock she must show mummy what a good little doggy she is and roll over for her"
Honey was on her back in seconds, over the years she has become suprisingly adept at dealing with the lack of use of her limbs in a normal situation. Her legs and arms point to the ceiling as she lolls her tongue out at her Mistress.
"Good puppy, now bark for mummy and shell give you a nice cock to play with"
"Rufffff, Ruffffff"
"What a good puppy, mummy is pleased. Now for your reward"
Clarissa reached over to her desk and got hold of a rather large black dildo that she kept to hand for emergencies. She slips it up and down the exposed folds of Honey's slick cunt causing her to groan out in pleasure. The dildo is soon soaked in Honeys juices as the head is rubbed mercilessly over the poor puppies clit, making her mew in pleasure. Clarissa removes the dildo from her puppies intricately folded cunt lips and smears the poor girls juices under her nose and around her face, leaving a trail of juices over the poor girls face.
"Lick it clean, there's a good doggy"
Honeys tongue laps greedily at the proffered dildo, slurping her juices up with pleasure. She knows only to well that the chances of her being allowed to get off without first being thoroughly humiliated are slim and she is only to pleased to taste her own arousal.
"Good doggy, now back on your hands and knees and Mummy will put you to bed. And as puppy has been so good she can have the dildo in her dirty little cunt all night. If I find that is has fallen out for any reason puppy will be smacked! Is that understood?"
Honey barks once for yes and suddenly yelps in pain as the dildo is roughly forced into her soaking cunt. Lady Fontshall leads the way to her bedroom knowing full well that Honey won't be able to keep the dildo in place as she climbs the stairs to the master suite and already wondering what punishment might befit such an indiscretion. Lady Fontshall smiles to herself as she climbs the stairs to her suite, her eyes following the taught backside of her late husband's favourite toy. The girl is a wonder but Clarissa only has eyes for her ponies and at the moment one pony in particular is filling her every waking moment, a pony who has yet to fulfil her rightful role in life.
Bleep!
Nicola's PC once again lets her know that mail has arrived.
Dear Cinnamon
I knew you would come to your senses and realise your true role in life. I will expect you at the manor tomorrow morning at 9 o'clock sharp. You are to wear the following.
Short black skirt, stockings, heels and a white blouse, nothing else.
Failure to comply with my wishes will result in your sacking without references from your current position and you won't work in this county again.
Yours
Lady Clarissa Fontshall.
Nicola read the mail, all thoughts of her previous arousal gone from her mind as cold reality washed over her, stopping her heart and bringing her out in a cold sweat. She didn't know what to say or do. She was in shock as the realisation of her situation sank in. She was being blackmailed, there were no two ways about it, she knew she had few options. She had been tricked into revealing a part of her that no one knew about, a part of her that she didn't even know about until a few days ago! Now it was in the open, one of the most influential women in the county had something over her and she couldn't see a way out of it. She had no option but to comply and see what the hateful woman wanted from her.
Nicola slept fitfully, her sleep ruined by her feelings of helplessness, before she knew it the sun was up and it was time for her to face the music. She had spent the night tossing and turning, trying to see a way out of her predicament, no options had presented themselves, Lady Fontshall appeared to hold all the cards. Without a job or references Nicola would have to return to her origins, she would be relegated from high society animal care to the Vauxhall conference division of pet management she had been so desperate to leave behind her.
She rose sweaty from her disturbed sleep, a sleep punctuated by half dreamt fantasies Nicola could suddenly envisage becoming real. She showered and prepared to dress as the fateful e-mail had set out, her body shaking as she slowly towelled herself off, the coarse material inflaming her nipples making them stiff and needy. She selected her clothes, a tiny part of her mind screaming at her that she was already a toy for this woman, a toy only to keen to comply with the orders she set out for her.
Nicola pulled the sheer stockings up her thighs, an action that would normally be considered mundane suddenly sending a shiver of anticipation through her unbidden. The skirt came next covering her nakedness beneath, it was cut just above the knee and slit up the side allowing anyone who cared to take enough of a look a hint of stocking top. The sheer white blouse, normally reserved for interviews, slipped over her shoulders as her shaking hands struggling to do the buttons up, nipples jutting against the sheer material, aching to be touched, pinched and pulled.
Nicola couldn't stop herself as she gave into her need tugging gently to start with at her engorged flesh and then more roughly as her eyes closed, arousal flowing through her despite, or more worryingly perhaps because of her predicament. She slowly sank into a chair her other hand sliding her skirt up her nylon-encased legs seeking the warmth that lay between them. Her cunt was slick with her arousal as she slipped her fingers within the intricately folded skin. Her attention eliciting a moan from her lips as her orgasm rose unbidden within her. What was wrong with her? Here she was about to be horribly blackmailed by a woman who seemed to have suddenly gained control of her life and she was lying like a rag doll pinching her own nipples painfully. While her other hand fingered her cunt for all it was worth rapidly bringing her to the most intense orgasm of her life. Her eyes opened wide as her feelings overcame her, wave after wave of pleasure washing over her beleaguered body and mind. Lack of sleep making her light headed as she grunted and moaned through her orgasm, sweat pricking on her upper lip as her body finally ended its Roller-coaster ride and deposited her a sweaty exhausted mess. Through glazed half open eyes she spied the clock on the mantelpiece, 8.45, GOD she would be late and she knew that tardiness would not be tolerated.
Nicola felt like a convict unsure of her sentence as she made her way to her Land Rover, wishing to get proceedings under way so she at least knew what the future held for her. She checked herself in the wing mirror her breasts were clearly visible under her sheer blouse, her nipples, despite her feelings of foreboding, erect and pushing against the thin fabric once again despite the overwhelming orgasm she had just experienced. Her body accepting what her mind wouldn't, namely that she was aroused beyond belief at the prospect of seeing Lady Fontshall again, no matter what circumstances the meeting was under.
Nicola was clearly shaking as she got into her Land Rover, the seemingly simple task given a whole new element of excitement as her thighs were exposed, skirt riding up as she clambered into the car. She could feel her naked cunt throbbing beneath the black material, she left her skirt in a state of disarray, that small act of rebellion thrilling her still further, just the thought of being so underdressed had her heart beating faster. Her breasts ached to be touched and her entire body seemed to be twanging like a live wire as her mind tried to come to terms with her situation. She hadn't felt so alive in a long time. Her body responding to the seemingly continual stimulus that the pictures she had received presented her with.
They were always at the forefront of her mind, when she shut her eyes they were there hinting at a life less ordinary. A life that Nicola had unwittingly stumbled across, then fallen into, without knowing what was happening. Her mind couldn't reconcile her feelings. On the one hand she was horrified and disgusted at the thought of such degradation and humiliation at the hands of another human being. However the dark side of her character, the part that thrilled at depravity, wondered at what went on inside the heads of the characters involved in the scenes of submission. She wanted to know more, thirsted for knowledge and experience, longed to feel like a possession of another, a rich woman's plaything. As she sped through the countryside, praying she wouldn't be late, Nicola began to wonder if she would have the strength of character to stand up to her Lady. Based on their last meeting she doubted it and as she thought about it the ever present background hum of arousal once again stepped its volume up a little, her libido letting her know what it wanted. Abuse, submission, humiliation and lots of fucking seemed to be what her body and increasingly her mind wanted her to experience. Nicola inched the accelerator neared the carpet as she made more of an effort to get to the manor on time, dimly aware that she was rushing to catch up with her destiny as another woman's ponygirl.
As Nicola once again swung into the courtyard that contained the stables she was presented with the formidable sight of Lady Fontshall waiting impatiently. Presumably for her, she was tapping a riding crop into the palm of her hand and had a look of displeasure plastered all over her aristocratic features. Nicola brought the car to a halt and stepped gingerly out of it, her heart beating ten to the dozen as she prepared to accept what fate dealt her.
"You are late young lady, what excuse do you have?"
Lady Fontshall's tone had changed markedly from their previous meeting, she was dominant and overbearing and Nicola suddenly found herself unable to stand up for herself under the heat of her Ladies glare.
"I.....I.....I'm sorry My Lady"
The words spilled out before Nicola could even register what she was saying. She sounded like a naughty little girl being reprimanded by a teacher. The worse thing about it was that she had slipped so naturally into the role, had she subconsciously already accepted this woman's dominance over her? Deep in her heart she suspected that she was only to happy to be controlled and used by Lady Fontshall, she was so powerful, her will seemed unbreakable, Nicola could feel herself slipping further and further into an abyss she half suspected she wanted to be immersed in totally. To make matters worse she could detect fresh arousal rearing its head within her, she found herself mesmerised by the riding crop as it described an arc in the air, her eyes following its movement.
Lady Fontshall smiled to herself as her newest pupil stood before her, radiant and glowing, she strongly suspected Nicola was highly aroused and doubted she would put up much resistance, still best to humiliate her a bit before bringing her fully under her spell.
"Why are you late? Your tardiness shows a complete lack of respect, I assume you have a valid excuse?"
Again the raised eyebrow and stern tone. Nicola shuffled her feet in embarrassment desperate to be back in the good books, she could feel a blush rising in her cheeks she knew she would not be able to lie to this woman but she was ashamed at herself all the same.
"My Lady I....I...I"
Nicola was blushing profusely now, head hung in shame wishing it was all over, wishing her Lady would gather her up and make it all better.
"Spit it out girl, don't you think you've kept me waiting enough this morning?"
"Please My Lady I was playing with myself"
There she had said it, surely things couldn't get any worse?
"You horny little slut, the minute I first saw you I knew you would make an ideal little pony to add to my collection. Well done for having the guts to say that I know it must have been hard for you"
Suddenly all harshness was gone as Lady Fontshall's previously stern face broke out into a broad grin. Nicola was taken aback, once again unsure if she was taking part in the same conversation as her Lady.
"Please my Lady I don't understand, your last mail said I was to get the sack if I disobeyed you"
"My dear Girl I would never hurt anyone or put them at a disadvantage but sometimes some people need a little push in the right direction, you are one of those people. I know what you want but you don't! It would of taken me forever to get you here under your own steam so I had to use drastic measures to speed things up a bit. Nicola darling you and I both know what you want, you long to serve as a pony don't you?"
"I never knew I wanted it so much until last night, something's changed, I can't put my finger on it. But my Lady I want this so much please train me and make me yours, I'll be ever so good for you I promise"
Nicola was nearly crying now as it all flooded out of her, all the pent up emotions and feelings that had been boiling away ever since she received the first mail came pouring out of her.Lady Fontshall patted Nicola on the head and held her face up so she could look into her eyes as she spoke.
"Oh Cinnamon dearest, I will gladly train you and keep you here as a full time pony, I know that's what you want. I want you to move in immediately, I'll speak to your employer, I know him so don't worry and you can live here I'll send someone to pick up your things. Don't worry yourself about a thing"
Nicola smiled to herself, confident that Lady Fontshall seemed to have everything under control. She longed to start her new life and didn't want to prolong things another minute, the throbbing in her cunt had returned once again making her acutely aware of her nakedness underneath her skirt once again as her nipples strained to worm their way out of her blouse. Her arousal was clear and did not go unnoticed by Lady Fontshall.
"Now my dear lets get you started, I think it would be a good idea to introduce you to the stable girl who will be responsible for looking after you during your stay. Her name is Tara but we all call her chesty for reasons that will become clear in a second"
As if on cue a tall redhead walked purposefully into the yard, she had on a pair of jeans and a T-shirt that was straining to contain two of the largest breasts Nicola had ever seen. Tara was a very pretty eighteen-year-old girl and seemed to have a smile permanently plastered over her broad face. Her nipples were clearly visible under her shirt and she seemed to have forgotten to put on a bra that morning. In her hand Nicola could make out a collar and a rope, her heart fluttered, as she knew only to well where that was going.
"Tara my dear this is Cinnamon, my newest addition I want you to train her and groom her get her all tacked up you know the drill. Now for the rest of the day I want her shown round the stables and her stall, settle her in. I want her presented to me with all her livery this evening, I'm having the major for dinner and I want to show her off"
Nicola started at the mention of her best friends father.
"Don't worry my Dear we'll cover that pretty face of yours so he doesn't recognise you"
"Oh and Tara make sure the stable boys give her the once over poor lamb looks as though shell burst unless she gets some cock in her"
With that Lady Fontshall left the blushing Cinnamon and the giggling Tara to get acquainted.
To be continued.
This story will be continued but please don't hold your breath as I don't have much time for writing at the moment.
Please also take the time to vote, whether you liked it or not, it only takes a minute.
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Hi Guys! Slightly shorter chapter than normal but I hope you enjoy.
"Now be a good pony for me and stand still while I take a look at you."
Nicola King, former vet and newest addition to Lady Fontshall's personal pony club did her best to pretend everything was normal as she was circled by her eighteen year old groom, Tara.
In fact things were far from normal, normal didn't seem to exist any more. Over the past couple of weeks Nicola had found herself drawn, or maybe led would be a better description, into the world of adult pony play. Not something she had considered, or even heard of before that fateful day when Lady Clarissa Fontshall had singled her out as a likely candidate for submission. Since then her world had been turned upside down until today when she had finally found herself standing in a horse yard dressed in a skirt, blouse, heels and stockings with a collar placed round her neck with a thick rope attached to it.
The fact that she was being inspected like a prize show horse was having a profound effect on Nicola's fragile hormone soaked brain. She felt like a piece of property, a thing rather than a real person, yet at the same time she felt so horny she could hardly comprehend it all. Her entire body was thrumming with sexual energy, she knew that the slightest touch would tip her into the orgasm that she longed for. All morning she had been on a knife's edge wondering what her fate would be and now that she had finally accepted her new life she was desperate for release.
This fact was not lost on Tara either. She could clearly see Nicola's nipples pressing against the smooth fabric of her blouse. As Tara ran her hand up Nicola's flank a shiver coursed through her and Tara was sure she heard a barely suppressed moan. She trailed her fingertips up and under Nicola's knee length skirt feeling the smooth nylon of her stockings as it clung to Nicola's shaking thighs.
"Dear me you are in heat aren't you. Now if you're a good pony I'll make sure you get some cock inside you before the morning is through. Would you like that?"
Nicola could barely speak as her groom teased her stocking tops with her delicate touch.
"Please Tara I am so horny, stop teasing me, please."
A thin line of white fire ignited across Nicola's backside, combining with the heat from her aroused cunt to make her entire lower body a furnace. Nicola whimpered with a combination of pain and arousal wondering what she had done to warrant such treatment. She knew she had been whipped and the shame of it aroused her further despite the pain.
"When was the last time you heard a pony talk?"
Tara's tone was harsh now as she tucked her crop back into her boot, all friendliness gone as she confronted her newest charge.
"That's lesson number one Cinnamon. If you want to be a pony, act like a pony, if you want to be a person act like a person. As far as I can see your standing in a horse yard with a collar and rope round your neck being attended to by a young girl, that makes you a pony to my mind. If Cinnamon wants to be a good little pony girl for her Mistress she will stamp her left foot once for Yes."
Nicola raised her leg and brought her foot down on the cobbled floor, her stiletto making a sharp sound that rang around the yard. Her cheeks burned with the embarrassment of it all. She was an intelligent educated woman and these acts should have offended her deepest sensibilities and yet the fact that she was no longer aloud to speak and was being made to act like an animal sent fresh waves of pleasure through her body.
"Better, see you can be a good pony."
Her tone was once again sweetness and light.
Tara's hand returned to Nicola's thigh, raising her skirt, exposing her milky thighs to the fresh air, allowing a cool breeze to move over Nicola's steaming cunt. Nicola bit her lip suppressing another moan as Tara's fingers exposed her flesh to the world. Her hand went higher working its way through Nicola's pubic hair before brushing against her engorged lips. Nicola had to fight to maintain her upright stance she was so close to coming and doubted she would be able to control herself if the younger girl chose to continue her torment.
"Does pony want to come for her mummy?"
In the recesses of Nicola's hormone drenched mind she remembered just in time the proper way a pony acted and raised her left foot before bringing the heel of her shoe once again crashing down onto the floor.
"My my isn't pony a quick learner."
Tara's fingers traced their way down Nicola's pouting lips separating them allowing Nicola's fluid to seep out of her steaming cunt. Nicola groaned again, not even trying to muffle her arousal this time. Tara had obviously done this before thought Nicola as the young girls fingers brought her closer and closer to her orgasm.
"Mmmmmmmpppppphhhhhh."
Nicola groaned again as Tara's fingers wormed their way deep inside her shuddering body.
"What a wet slutty little pony you are, your cunt is all hot and sticky for mummy."
"OHHHHHHHHHH."
"OOOOOOOOHHHHHHH."
Nicola's moaning filled the air as her body shook in time with the powerful orgasm that was coursing through her. When she had finally finished coming Nicola almost fell against Tara, her knees finally giving way beneath her as she struggled to maintain her balance. Tara removed her fingers with a loud plopping noise that despite herself Nicola blushed still further at this display of her wanton need.
"Maybe now we'll get a bit of sense out of you."
Tara arched an eyebrow at the still quivering Nicola before taking up the end of the rope halter that was positioned around Nicola's neck and leading her new charge into the stable itself.
"First of all we need to get you settled in your stall and then we'll see who we can get to put some tack on you."
Nicola quickly fell into stride behind her groom and almost immediately found her gaze falling to Tara's backside. The young girl clearly had no panties on under her jodhpurs and Nicola caught herself wandering what Tara would look like naked. Sex seemed to be all she could think about at the minute as she walked along obediently like a fully trained pony girl from one of the e-mail pictures. It all seemed so long ago now, somehow unreal.
There was nothing unreal about the scene that greeted Nicola as she was lead round the corner and into the horse yard. Everything was suddenly very real to her. It was a horse yard like so many she had seen in her career. Pigeons were cooing on the tiled roofs of the ten or so individual boxes built around the cobbled courtyard. Each box had a stable door, the bottom half of which were all closed, over the top of two of the boxes were the clearly visible top halves of two women. One looked to be about eighteen years of age and the other in her early forties both obediently standing and looking inquisitively at the new arrival. The women were topless although Nicola could make out that the younger girl, who was very pretty had little bells attached to her engorged nipples, she also had ribbons in her hair making her look like a real my little pony rather than an adult pony. The older women appeared to have a bit in her mouth preventing her from speaking. Both women eyed Nicola as she stared at her new surroundings drinking it all in, living the darkest most submissive fantasy her imagination could conjure. She hadn't realised that she had stopped in her tracks until Tara gently tugged on her halter snapping her out of her reverie.
"Come on sweetie lets get you settled, you'll have plenty of time to meet your new friends later on."
Nicola allowed herself to once again be lead by Tara to one of the unoccupied boxes, she could see that Cinnamon had been painted onto the door in jolly coloured writing. Was I that much of a foregone conclusion, wondered Nicola.
Tara attached her rope to a ring set into the wall and opened the stable door allowing Nicola her first view of her new home. She could see a single bed and that was it, no sink, no toilet, just a bed and the floor was covered in straw. At the back of the room a staircase led up into the roof of the stable block, but that was it.
"Now cinnamon if you need to go to the toilet or you need my help for anything you are to push that buzzer with your nose and a bell will ring in my apartment upstairs, understand?"
Nicola took note of the bell push situated at head height on the wall. She hadn't even considered how she would go about her normal toilet activities in her new role as a pony. Didn't she get time when she wasn't being a pony?
"Do you understand?"
Nicola stamped her foot once for yes and wondered at how easily she had stopped speaking and started to behave like a trained animal. The thought of not being able to look after herself, or not being allowed too at least, was arousing her still further as the ghost of her orgasm returned to make her mind alert to her bodies needs. Her nipples once again stiffened against her blouse and the familiar thrum between her legs returned once again.
"Now Cinnamon lets get you more suitably attired shall we? Ponies don't wear skirts and blouses now do they."
Nicola registered what she was being told and before she had a chance to reply Tara unhooked her halter and led her into the centre of the yard where a wooden rail ran the length of the cobbled courtyard. She was once again tied and left for a few moments as Tara went to fetch something or another from her stable. Nicola found herself following the young woman's movements again, eyeing the curve of her thighs and the swell of her breasts, she longed for the young woman's touch on her skin again and wondered how long she would be kept waiting.
When Tara returned she wasted little time in undoing and removing Nicola's blouse exposing her tits for all to see, her nipples responding still further to the cool air that seemed to caress her goosebumped flesh. All eyes were on her, admiring, assessing her once again making her feel like the centre of attention as she was displayed to the other ponies. She could make out the sound of feet being stamped as the other ponies moved around in their stalls seeking a better position with which to view the newest addition to their lifestyle.
When Tara unzipped her skirt and let it fall to the ground she was fully naked, except for her stockings and heels, in front of three other women for the first time in her life. The fact that she was being undressed and displayed by a teenage girl made it all the more humiliating for her. Her arousal however was undeniable her heart pounding, the blood thumping in her ears as her body responded to her situation.
"Quite the little slut aren't you Cinnamon, do you like showing off for the other ponies? Well sweetie get used to it because Mummy has a little welcome present for her special baby and all your new friends will get to watch you receive it, won't that be fun?"
Tara sank her fingers into Cinnamon's cunt as if to highlight her point. Nicola was unable to control the groan that issued from her throat as her groom once again teased the intricate folds of slick skin between her quivering legs. She closed her eyes, biting her bottom lip in a vain bid to silence further passionate groans, she could feel the other girls watching her with renewed interest as Tara skilfully manipulated her in front of them.
Nicola's addled mind screamed out the ridiculous nature of the situation she found herself in and yet she loved every humiliating second of it. God how she wished she had explored her submissive side before, she had missed out on so much, a mistake she knew she would not be making again.
"That's quiet enough for you baby lets get you properly restrained before you get your present, I don't want to have to punish you for un-pony like behaviour."
As quickly as Tara's fingers had slipped between her thighs they were gone again, leaving Nicola to regain her breath and a modicum of composure. Tara slipped both her hands behind her back and handcuffed them together tightly. This had the effect of arching Nicola's back and pushing her tits further out and on display. She was now completely unable to move her arms at all. She felt strangely helpless and suddenly vulnerable.
"That's better now before we get started let me introduce you to some of the other ponies. Most of them are out on the estate being exercised at the moment but these two will do for a start."
Tara made her way over to the box that contained the pretty young girl with the bells on her nipples, that Nicola had first noticed when she entered the yard. Mittens was the name painted on her stable door and Tara opened it and lead her by the halter to stand in front of Nicola.
"Now Cinnamon I want to show you what a fully trained pony girl looks like so you know what her Ladyship expects of you in the future. This is Mittens and she belongs to Major Hamilton-Finch."
Nicola flinched at the mention of her best friends Father. Did Sara know about any of this? God she would die if her best friend ever found out about the situation she had suddenly found herself in. Nicola had known that the Major was a serious letch, he always fondled her bottom whenever he gave her a welcome kiss when she visited Sara at home, but this was serious.
"Are you paying attention Cinnamon."
Tara's cross words snapped her back to the here and now and she hastily beat her foot on the cobbles.
"Good. Now Mittens is to spoilt and pretty to be anything more than a toy pony for the major, she is usually kept in the house but she is on loan for a while as she has been bad."
While Tara was talking Nicola drank in the subservient image before her. Mittens must have been in her late teens and was a very pretty blonde girl barely over five feet tall. Her slender figure was very slight and girlish. Her tiny pink nipples tinkled as she moved and she smiled shyly at Nicola, making Nicola blush despite her own predicament. Other than the bells she had red ribbons in her hair and a pair of very dainty white stockings that had further bows at their tops, she also had on the highest heels Nicola had ever seen.
Tara removed her crop from her boot and swatted Mittens on her backside, causing the young pony to yelp.
"Mittens stop flirting and turn around for me."
Mittens obediently turned and presented her bottom, freshly striped from her recent swotting, to Nicola's gaze.
"Mittens has a six inch plug in her bottom to which has been attached her tail, made from her own hair. Once yours is long enough cinnamon we will make one for you as well."
Nicola flinched as Tara emphasised her point by gripping Mittens tail and removing it from her little brown hole. Mittens pranced around clearly enjoying having her asshole stretched by Tara's actions. Nicola could see the girl was highly aroused and yet powerless to do anything about it as her hands seemed to be inserted into a pair of long leather gloves that had in turn been strapped behind her back.
"She has also been branded by her owner, Mittens bend over so Cinnamon can see your branding."
Mittens obediently bent from the waist keeping her legs perfectly straight, presenting Nicola with her perfect bottom and slender legs. Tara moved her tail aside and Nicola could make out a mark on her top right thigh, it was the crest of arms used by the Hamilton-Finch family. The girl was clearly owned outright by the family and appeared to have given up all vestiges of her human life completely.
"Mittens is a terrible little tart and has to be kept on a very short rein or she will let any thing mount her, won't you, you naughty pony?"
Mittens stamped her foot once and Tara led her back to her box and shut her inside it before making her way to the other occupied box.
"And this is Dobbin."
Nicola followed Tara with her eyes as she made her way to the last box on the yard and lead out a women who must of been in her early forties. She had obviously been stunning in her youth and retained much of her glamour despite appearing to be slightly out of shape. She also appeared to have a tail inserted into her backside and was wearing stockings and heels.
"She has been in the family since she was eighteen and in her day was a prize winning pony. These days however she is only good for keeping the stable boys entertained.".
Dobbin was clearly shamed by Tara's comments, which Nicola initially thought a bit cruel, until she noticed that Dobbin's nipples were very erect and her chest flushed with arousal.
"Dobbin why don't you show Cinnamon how clever you are and stand on one leg for her."
Dobbin complied immediately allowing Tara the opportunity to slip her hand between the older woman's legs and finger her shaved cunt.
"Dobbin loves the stable boys doesn't she? She loves it when they all fuck her one after the other, when they come in her mouth and up her asshole."
Dobbin was struggling to maintain her balance now as Tara verbally and physically humiliated her on front of the other girls.
"Maybe if Dobbin is a good old nag we'll let her have a bit of cock when the lads have finished with Cinnamon later on."
Tara removed her fingers and wiped them under Dobbins nose so she could smell her own arousal before returning her to her box. As the bolt slid home on Dobbin's box she winked at Nicola a small gesture that for some reason Nicola found comforting.
"Now Cinnamon the stable lads will be back from exercising the other ponies in a minute so we had better get you properly presented for their attention."
With that Tara turned and went over to a small storeroom situated at one end of the yard, from within it she pulled a large wooden object, rather like a wooden chest albeit a lot higher. She moved it with some difficulty into the centre of the courtyard before leading Cinnamon over to it and making her bend over it. Nicola could feel the smooth wood rubbing her breasts and stomach. More worrying however was the fact that her position offered an uninterrupted view of her backside, the position serving to add further humiliation, thankfully no one could see her face as she blushed furiously.
"That's better the boys like to see a nice ass on a pony, gives them something to get hold off while their fucking the living daylights out of you. Just one thing missing and I think we're ready."
Before Nicola could register what was happening she once again felt Tara's fingers tracing a line up the back of her thigh. Her delicate touch once again causing Nicola's body to tremble with yearning. Without warning Tara sank her thumb deep into Nicola's cunt causing her to groan loudly, the sudden invasion of her dripping cunt sending fresh waves of pleasure deep inside her. As suddenly as it was inserted the thumb was removed leaving Nicola gasping at the loss, before she had a chance to recover however it was replaced by a larger object that stretched her to her limit.
"There that's better think of it as your first cock for the day Cinnamon, but certainly not your last. I'll be back to clean you up later."
Tara playfully patted the end of the large black dildo she had inserted into Nicola, enjoying the ripple of pleasure that went up her ponies spine.
Nicola was left in a most compromising position, tied up, naked and exposed in the centre of a horse yard with no one for company except a pony who was gagged and an older woman who knew no other life but her chosen one of submission.
To be continued.
Please take the time to vote for the story if you liked it, it only takes a second.
"Part Three: The Stable Boys Return To The Yard" will follow shortly.
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Miranda Harkens closed her eyes and let out a long sigh, the second glass of wine was taking effect, her eyes closing as she drank in the sounds of the night around her. Angela was a long way from home, the scratching and chattering of unseen insects in the undergrowth was not one she was used to hearing in South Wandsworth. She stretched languidly, enjoying the deep cushioning of the garden chair as it cosseted her, here she was sipping wine that had been served to her by a servant on her own Jacaranda covered veranda! Her friends back in England would be green with envy.
England seemed so far away now and yet the Harkens family had only arrived in Harare a week ago, since then things had been a bit of a whirl as Robert busied himself with his new job and Angela settled into the house that came as a perk with Robert's new position. She had known it had been the right move the moment a limousine arrived to take them form the airport to the gated development that would be there new home in Zimbabwe.
"Can I get you some more wine Mrs Harkens?"
Miranda almost jumped, but managed to retain her composure, Joseph, the house domestic managed to move soundlessly around the house a fact that Miranda had not quiet got used to yet. The thought of having someone at her beck and call hadn't fully sunk in yet either, the fact that the house servant was a very muscular black man in his late forties would also take Miranda a while to get used too. She understood that the domestics usually were men for security reasons, but Miranda was decidedly uncomfortable at the thought of a man, no matter what colour, washing her clothes for her, still with Richard out tonight with his new boss she was glad to have a man around the house.
"No......no Joseph, thank you but I wont have anymore its gone straight to my head."
He nodded and soundlessly turned back into the house, Miranda shook her head, definitely not Wandsworth!
Thirty miles away in the back of a taxi bound for downtown Harare Robert Harkens smiled to himself, like his wife he was feeling a little bit smug at his families good fortune. Things had been tight in the UK, Roberts oil consultancy business had been struggling recently as work in the North Sea dried up. He had a family to support, a daughter at boarding school, a wife who wanted holidays and nights out and a huge mortgage on a three bed terrace in South West London that was best described as bijou! Now the terraced house was rented and replaced with a huge villa set in its own grounds within a secure compound, with a man servant to boot! He had a juicy ex-pat package that covered his daughters schooling and allowed more than enough money to live like a king, on top of all that it was warm and sunny most days....bliss.
His boss, Thomas Ives, another ex-pat of twenty years standing, was taking the new boy out to a club. Tom, as he insisted on being called, had been a bit sketchy on the details but had assured Robert that it would give him a taste of life. Robert had decided he like Tom a lot, he seemed down to earth and up for a laugh as long as the work got done. He had made it clear that the people who owned Robert's new company wanted all new employees and their families to accept life in Zimbabwe and enjoy it. Robert had been pleasantly surprised with the amount of attention that his wife and daughter had received throughout the moving process and although Gillian Harkens was still at school in the UK she would be joining them for the holidays to acclimatise herself for her eventual permanent move to the new country.
"Here you go old man, bit of Dutch courage."
Tom handed over a hip flask as the car ground to a halt at yet another set of traffic lights. Robert took a swig of the fiery liquid, feeling it worm its way into his stomach. As he did so a movement outside the car caught his eye, a man and women were passionately kissing just a little way back from the roadside. As Robert watched the man's hand crept under the woman's black dress, lifting it and allowing Robert a clear view of the tops of her stockings and her bottom the cheeks of which were bisected by a black thong, the woman was seemingly oblivious to her exposure. Before he had a chance to see any more the taxi was speeding off into the night leaving Robert with a very clear image of a beautiful white bottom being groped by a large black hand, his cock twitched involuntarily at the thought of it.
Miranda must have nodded off, the sound of a car door slamming woke her with a start, she quickly relaxed when she realised it was James Peterson returning from work. The Peterson's, James and Amanda, lived in the villa next door, Miranda had already decided that Amanda was going to make a great best friend and she felt sure the two families would become firm friends given time. Miranda could make out the sounds of a front door opening and closing and relaxed back into her chair closing her eyes once again letting the warm evening envelop her.
She must have been asleep for ten minutes before another noise woke her, this time it sounded more human. Was her mind playing tricks or could she hear someone groaning? There it was again, definitely human and what's more it sounded decidedly sexual in nature. Miranda flushed, her heart skipping slightly as she slowly came to the realisation that she could hear James and Amanda making love. God the wickedness of it, Miranda made to get up, her middle class sensibilities forbidding her from eavesdropping, but her drowsiness, and the wine overcame her and she slumped back into her chair. All the while she could clearly hear Amanda groaning, louder and more frequently now and in a most un-lady like manner.
Miranda could feel her body responding to the sounds carried through the clear night, her nipples tightening against her bra and a distinct warmth between her legs. She resisted the urge to stroke herself, torn between her own rising excitement and the need to act in a proper manner.
Her bodies needs won out in the end, it had been so long since she and Robert had made love and since getting to Zimbabwe the heat had been getting to her, making her more aware of her body than she was usually. Her fingers gently caressed a full breast while the other hand moved between her legs easing the material of her skirt higher allowing her to tickle her thighs which seemed to shine brightly in the moonlight, her white skin flushing with her mounting arousal.
"Oh God fuck me with your huge cock!"
Miranda froze her ministrations at the outburst, her ears barely able to believe what she was hearing, Amanda had seemed so reserved when she had spoken to her earlier in the week, to hear a good English church goer screaming out such filth in the middle of the night shocked Miranda more than she expected. She quickly remembered that she wasn't in England any more with its tea parties and scone making, this was Africa and things were slightly different. Miranda wondered if the African night would have the same effect on her and Robert after they had settled in, it certainly seemed to be agreeing with the Peterson's! She would look at James Peterson in a new light after tonight that was for sure.
Miranda wasn't the only one getting turned on listening to Amanda Peterson getting rigorously fucked, from behind the screen door Joseph stroked his rapidly lengthening cock and smiled to himself. He could see Mrs Harkens toying with her full breasts over the top of her summer dress which concealed her full curvy figure. Joseph drank her in admiring the long shapely legs and skin so white it almost shone in the moonlight, a body just aching to be liberated from the repressed mind that controlled it. She was just as he had been promised when he was offered the job of training the new family by the partners of the oil company that Richard Harkens had been headhunted for. He didn't want to think about the daughter just yet, she was safely ensconced in her English finishing school and not coming to Zimbabwe for a couple of months, by that time her parents would be fully broken in and he could concentrate on the vision of eighteen year old loveliness without any added distractions, she was a bonus that he was only to happy to wait for.
Joseph was regarded as a safe pair of hands by his employers, when it came to westerners he knew when to push and when to lay off, he stalked his prey like an expert hunter and when the time was right he pounced. Tonight was not the night for him to make his move, no matter how much he wanted to fuck the English rose before him. He would have to satisfy himself with fucking the Peterson women, she had stamina that one, more than enough to cope with the eighteen year old gardener who was currently giving her the once over. He had wanted to see how Mrs Harkens would react to the situation she found herself in, she was obviously horny and in need of attention. A situation that her husbands employers and half the African men within a hundred miles would be only to happy to remedy for her. Joseph's job was to make sure that she and her husband became productive members of the African workforce as well as willing participants in the many and varied sexual activities that occurred whenever ex-pats came into contact with the ruling class of the new Zimbabwe.
Amanda Peterson lay on her bed head hanging over one end, frantically trying to regain her breath, her face was streaked with a mixture of cum, saliva and sweat. Standing over her grinning was one of the gardeners who tended to the communal areas of the small compound within which her lovely villa sat, his cock bobbed obscenely above her tempting her. She knew only to well what he wanted, he wanted her to beg for it. The irony of the situation wasn't lost on her, the white mistress begging the black garden boy for his cock, she knew she would give in, she always did, she was addicted to black cock now and nothing came between her and her need for fulfilment.
"Please let me suck your cock."
The words were whispered but heard and before she could take another breath the stiff black cock was forced into her mouth once again vigorously fucking her face. Amanda's hands frantically worked between her soaked thighs as she gagged on the meat in her throat, she knew that the boy would probably be there all night but she wanted as many orgasms as possible as she never knew when she might be called upon again, she wasn't the only white housewife in the area with a penchant for young black cock and the rough working class gardener with his calloused hands was her favourite. He was a little more boyish and gentle than some of the other Africans who called on her and her husband, he was less perverted and obscene, not so turned on by humiliating the submissive English couple, he just wanted to use her body and sometimes that was just what she needed.
From her upside down vantage point she could just make out her husband kneeling at the foot of the bed his eyes transfixed by the sight of his pretty wife sucking furiously on the large black cock. She could see how aroused he was, his cock pressing against the pretty white lace panties the gardener had insisted he wear, by the looks of the stain on the front he had cum already and a second soaking didn't look to be too far off.
Poor James, the first six months of their stay in Zimbabwe had been hardest for him, coming to terms with his new role in life hadn't been easy. His cock was utterly useless to Amanda now of course but he was still a doting husband and father to both Amanda and their eighteen year old Daughter Samantha.
Her eyes met those of her husband as Amanda gagged slightly, drool running down her upturned chin as her lovers cock hit the back of her throat. He no longer blushed when she saw him dressed in her underwear but it was obvious her husband was slightly ashamed at his predicament. Amanda was sure she could detect a slight sadness behind his eyes, a hint of something lost, something beaten into submission. In her eyes James was less of a man now, when compared to the African men who had broken her, reduced as he so frequently was to a secondary player in their sexual activities. Recently she thought she had detected a growing sense of enjoyment in his role as the cuckolded husband, but she couldn't be sure. She still loved him of course but he was more a companion now, almost like a girlfriend, certainly no longer a lover and protector or the man who looked after her.
Richard nursed his beer, his eyes slowly becoming accustomed to the dark surroundings of the club Tom had taken him to. Tom had assured him he was going to see the "locals" side of Harare not the places the tourists went to for a cocktail before dinner. True to his word the place was packed with Africans of all shapes and sizes, Robert had never seen so many black people in one place at once dancing, drinking and laughing the night away. Peculiarly, or perhaps not, most of the clientele were male and all the waitress's were abundantly female and wearing the most outrageous tiny bikinis, Robert watched as one girl who couldn't have been older than nineteen but had the figure of a fully grown women was groped repeatedly as she passed through the crowd delivering beers to thirsty punters, she was laughing and joking and didn't bat an eyelid. Robert could feel his cock twitching, the girl was quiet beautiful with very full breasts, her nipples clearly straining the fabric of her yellow bikini top. For one moment he wondered if he could get away with touching her the next time she asked if there was anything he wanted to drink, his cheeks coloured at the thought. That sort of thing would earn you at least a slap and more likely a court order back in England, but here anything seemed possible, how refreshing he thought and exciting.
He was glad to see that there were at least a few other white people there besides Tom and himself, locals presumably. He noticed a very young looking white women sitting at a private table with a huge African man, he was wearing what looked like a very expensive suit, the young woman had a very low cut black dress on, her considerable cleavage on display for all to see. The girl was beautiful and clearly having a lovely time sipping Champagne and laughing and joking with her companion as he stroked her thighs affectionately, the contrast in their skin colours reminded Robert of the erotic roadside clinch he had witnessed earlier in the night.
Robert had also noticed an older women, maybe in her early forties, sitting at a table with about four men. They were all African and all dressed in the overalls favoured by the gardeners and domestics that worked at the various compounds in the suburbs, the whole thing struck Robert as a bit odd, was she taking some of her staff out for a drink? The women was dressed in a lovely summer dress red with white flowers dotted all over it, Miranda had one just like it, it showed a bit of cleavage but nothing to outrageous, her long blonde hair was tied back in a ponytail which flicked from side to side frequently as she women chatted and joked with each of the men in turn. She was certainly knocking back the beers, as were her companions, he felt sure one of the men was touching her leg under the table but he couldn't see properly.
"How are we doing old man?"
Tom clapped Robert on the back, he had been in the toilets an inordinate amount of time and sat himself down with another beer.
"So what do you think of the place, used to bring Patricia here when we were younger."
Robert struggled to imagine the stately Patricia, Tom's wife, here in this club, but he supposed in Africa all things were possible.
"Its....its er interesting!"
"Wait until a little later on old boy." Tom winked suggestively and waved the waitress over.
"Robert this is Iris, she'll look after us tonight, wont you my love?"
Tom hooked his arm round the girls waist and openly cupped her generous breasts pinching a nipple as he did so, they were obviously old acquaintances. The nubile Iris swotted Tom's wandering hand and smiled at Robert.
"Any friends of this old pervert needs to be watched, I hope I wont have any trouble with you tonight."
Robert could feel his ears burning as he blushed at the suggestive conversation, Iris grinned.
"No, don't worry I'll be good."
As soon as the words slipped out he regretted them, he was talking like a little boy, worse still the knowing look he was rewarded with from Iris made him blush further, he prayed she wouldn't notice the bulge in his trousers as well.
"A good boy? Not too good I hope?"
She raised an eyebrow and wandered off to a table of shouting Africans.
"Looks like we might just catch a show old man!"
Tom indicated the table that the white women and her entourage were sitting at, they were getting progressively louder, the men seemed to be egging the woman on to do something. She had a couple of empty shot glasses in front of her and seemed to be a bit drunk now, her hair in slight disarray and her dress had managed to work its way up her shapely thighs a little, two of the buttons on her dress seemed to have come undone exposing a lot more cleavage. Robert looked on fascinated by the scene, unaware of Tom's subtle scrutiny of him. Suddenly a cheer erupted from the table and the woman got unsteadily to her feet, a shot glass in hand which she promptly downed before slamming the glass on the table with the others.
By now the other tables close by were cheering and clapping as she made her way to a small stage hidden from view behind a curtain that was being hastily drawn back. Chairs were rapidly arranged around the stage and people fought to get the best spot, soon enough a huge crowd surrounded the woman as she swayed unsteadily on her feet watching her audience as they bayed their approval. Robert realised she was going to do a strip in front of fifty or sixty obviously horny and raucous black men. He was stunned momentarily what on earth was going on? He looked over at Tom who just winked at him and nodded back in the direction of the woman.
The noise from the crowd was deafening, the area where Tom and Robert were sitting was empty now with most of the drinkers crowded round the small stage yelling encouragement at the women although Robert wondered if she needed any. He was stunned that a respectable seeming white women of a certain age would willingly get on stage and expose herself to a crowd of African men in some seedy bar. Stunned and aroused he quickly discovered, his cock had been twitching all night ever since the car trip, what was it about Africa that made westerners lose their inhibitions? He could see the woman lifting her dress showing her stockings off to the crowd of salivating men, their hands outstretched groping and caressing her exposed skin, once again the contrast between black and white excited him, god by the look on her face she was almost crazy with lust.
"She comes here once a month, usually when her husband is away on business. Those men with her are gardeners who work for her and her friends."
Robert could feel Iris pressing her breasts into his arm as he watched the increasingly aroused woman slowly undoing her buttons to reveal a very well filled bra. His cock strained against the material of his trousers, he was horribly aware of a wet spot developing. Thankfully Tom appeared to have wandered off again so at least he was spared that embarrassment.
"Sometimes her husband comes along as well, he sits back here out of the way while she gets her kicks, he usually comes in his pants, like a dirty little boy."
Robert was acutely aware of Iris's hot breath on his ear, her lips brushing his skin tentatively. An image of Miranda, his Miranda, drunk and being groped by a group of black domestics and garden workers suddenly appeared in his mind, his groin throbbed, his was desperately hoping that it wouldn't all get too much for him.



"Your not being a very good boy Robert are you? It looks to me that you might make a mess in your pants just like he does. I bet your thinking about your prim and proper white wife getting up there aren't you? I bet that's what's got your little white cock so excited."
Robert was getting himself into a bit of a state, he could see the woman now in just her bra, panties and stockings, her dress lying on the floor discarded, thrusting her hips at the crowd. As he looked on she crouched down at the front of the stage, hands immediately began stroking her inner thighs, working their way into her panties, fingering her.
"Look over to her table."
Robert did as he was told, he could see the pretty white girl sitting between two of the African gardeners who had arrived with the older women. One of them was blatantly groping her breasts, which were struggling to remain within the confines of her little black dress, while the other one had his tongue down her throat a situation the girl seemed only too happy to be involved in. Whilst this was going on her partner was talking seriously to one of the other men, they shook hands and an envelope was passed over the table, greedily snatched up by the gardener.
"He's just rented the women out for the night, her husband must be away on business after all."
Robert was stunned, his emotions in turmoil, cock throbbing he knew he was close to cumming and Iris must too, she kept on her whispering as he watched the women on stage, lying down now as her underwear was ripped from her body. She had a lovely womanly figure, full breasts, hips and thighs, the African crowd certainly seemed to appreciate her as they groped and fingered her to orgasm. Robert groaned he wanted Iris to touch his cock, grasp it in her hand, let him see the contrast in colours of their skin. If she didn't soon he would cum anyway and he knew that if he did without any help he would be just like the woman's husband, a dirty little boy watching real men taking care of the womenfolk. He shuddered at the thought, he suddenly felt a long way from home and hopelessly out of his depth.
"Tomorrow she'll be just another white housewife, but tonight she'll be the fuck toy of that Rich African and his little white girlfriend. I wouldn't be surprised if neither of them slept. I bet you'd love to watch him fuck the pair of them, the young women is very pretty, but imagine what she'd look like with a big black cock in her mouth Richard. Oh baby imagine your good little wifey sucking on a black cock, does she suck your cock for you? I bet she doesn't those prim and proper white women need to be broken in before they'll perform..... Oh Richard are you going to cum for me? Do you want me to touch your little cock? Make you cum? Is that what you want?"
"Oh yes....yes please."
"You white boys have such nice manners don't you. But baby your little cock is to small for me to play with.......I'll bet you come for me anyway without me even having too touch it. Just like her husband, just like a dirty little boy."
It was too much for Richard, his cock exploded, a thick stream of cum jetting into his boxer shorts, he groaned at the relief lost for a moment in the pleasure.
"Dirty little boy!"
Iris grinned and left to clean tables, not looking back at Richard as he sipped his beer trying to regain some composure and slowly started to feel very uncomfortable indeed as the cum soaked into his trousers in an unseemly manner.
From his vantage point at the bar Tom Ives watched on, he was feeling very pleased with himself. Robert had passed the first and hardest test with flying colours. It wasn't easy keeping good white employees in Zimbabwe, life was so different as Richard had just seen. After losing a few good people who hadn't been able to adjust Tom's employers had suggested a settling in period where Tom and his wife Patricia would introduce the employee, usually the man and his wife to some of the more outlandish aspects of life in Zimbabwe. Once they had accepted the natural way of things and were broken in they were ready to assume normal life, or normal for expats in Africa anyway.
The man Richard was replacing had lasted three weeks, he had come home one lunch time unexpectedly and found his wife on her hands and knees taking the gardener in the mouth and the domestic in the ass. The wives were never a problem it was always the husbands who caused the trouble, Tom had a good feeling about Richard and Miranda though. Joseph had texted him to let him know that things were going well with the wife, now all he needed was the feedback from Iris and he was in business.
"I take it from the look of guilt on Roberts face that he let himself down."
"I didn't even need to touch him, creamed himself when I mentioned his precious wife."
"Good, what do you make of him, do you think he might be suitable?"
Tom respected Iris's opinion on such matters, he had known her for years since the days when he and Patricia used to be more frequent visitors.
"I'd say that he would do exactly what he was told! He loved it when I told him what a dirty little boy he was. He would be putty in Patricia's hands if she came over all domineering. Breaking the wife in will be simple and once Hubby knows his place I'd say the pair of them will be ready for their new lives."
"Mmmmm Iris what would I do without you?"
To be continued?
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Miranda Harkens smoothed her black knee length skirt down, was it a little tight? She had an appointment with Amanda for drinks and she was keen to make a good impression. They were going to some smart hotel Amanda knew for lunchtime cocktails, the decadence of it all, the expat wives lifestyle was one that Miranda could get used to quickly. She was secretly a bit excited about the meeting as it was the first time she'd had a chance to catch up with her neighbour and ask her about the passionate lovemaking she had inadvertently listened in on the other night. Initially she was a bit worried about broaching the subject but it was 2010 and they were both fully grown women, what harm could it do?
A polite but insistent knocking at the bedroom door snapped her out of her reverie, she still hadn't chosen a blouse and was just in her skirt and bra. It must be Joseph, the last thing she wanted was for him to see her in her underwear, she smiled to herself, no man other than Robert had ever seen her in such a state. The thought of her domestic seeing her in a lacy white bra through which her nipples were clearly visible made her stomach tighten in a way she couldn't satisfactorily explain.
"Joseph hang on I'm not decent."
She blushed, flustered now as she realised what she was saying, she had grown increasingly accustomed to having a man in her house during the daytime, a black man at that but some situations still threw her. She felt her cheeks flush anew and a flood of warmth between her legs at the thought of Joseph bursting into the room and taking her on the floor like a wild animal.
"Mrs Peterson is here Mrs Harkens."
Already, was she early or am I late? Miranda willed herself to calm down, she was feeling increasingly horny and wondered if the heat was something to do with it, her mind was wandering.
"Please make her comfortable Joseph I'm just deciding what to wear."
Miranda blushed further, too much information, the colour tingeing the skin of her neck and chest slightly only serving to add to her flustered and aroused appearance. Joseph grinned to himself behind the closed door, he would be only too happy to make Mrs Peterson comfortable.
"Take as long as you like, Ill keep your guest company."
Amanda Peterson admired herself in the mirror in the hallway as she waited patiently for Miranda to get ready. At five foot three she was small but perfectly formed, as she often joked. She could best be described as shapely having large breasts and womanly thighs all squeezed into a fetching summer dress, her hair was brown and tied back into a ponytail that swished along behind her.
Back in England she had often been teased for her fuller figure and had gone out of her way to hide it away in baggy sweaters and loose skirts. She had quickly discovered that in Africa things were wildly different. Within minutes of arriving in the airport she had been aware of the eyes on her, she noticed heads moving as she walked past, eyes on her breasts not even bothering to look away as she caught them ogling. The porter in charge of her luggage had made no effort to conceal his obvious fascination with her fulsome figure a fact that had aroused her beyond belief, he was so blatant not at all worried she might be offended, how refreshing. Amanda had generously tipped him for putting all her luggage in the taxi and then stood stock still, amazed at his cheek and aroused beyond belief as he had cupped her breasts in his hands lovingly kneading them and tweaking her engorged nipples, in broad daylight grinning all the while. It had been almost too much for her, her knees weak under her, then as soon as he had started he was gone again leaving her on the verge of a massive orgasm.
She had slumped into the waiting taxi only to be immediately aware of the driver staring at her breasts as they heaved inside her dress, beads of perspiration slowly, maddeningly trickling down her cleavage. She hadn't raised any objection as he slipped his hand under her dress and into her sopping panty covered cunt, she had orgasmed three times by the time they approached her new house. James, Amanda's husband, had met her as the taxi pulled into the driveway he had noticed his wife looking particularly flushed, with a strange look in her eye and had thought nothing of it at the time. It was a look that would become all too apparent to him as his wife discovered her latent sexuality.
Soon after that Amanda had succumbed to the attentions of the domestic and then the gardeners, who quickly recognised her new found needs, all of them revelling in her full figure. At first James had been thrilled at the sudden change in his wife, every day when he got back from work she was on her knees with his cock in her mouth within minutes, before literally dragging him into the bedroom. Initially he had put the change in his wife down to their new surroundings but as time had gone on he had become suspicious of her new found sexuality and found himself increasingly unable to satisfy his insatiable wife. Not long after this realisation he had returned home from work early one day only to discover his beloved wife, respectable church goer and member of the parents committee being rigorously fucked by one of the gardeners in the hallway of their house.
James was stunned, speechless, as his eyes had met those of his wife he had seen the look that she had the first day she arrived and then he knew, he knew that her recently discovered lust was caused by the attention his wife was receiving not from her husband but from complete strangers, black strangers. Amanda's makeup was smeared, mascara running down her cheeks to her saliva soaked mouth. She was on her hands and knees facing the door, dress bunched around her waist knickers cast aside on the floor. Behind her the gardener, Choko, was thrusting away, making her gasp with each push, not missing a beat at the unexpected arrival of the master of the house. James had just stood there mouth agape cock throbbing as his prim and proper English wife writhed on the floor like a bitch in heat. All the while Choko just grinned at his master as he ploughed into his wife, his arrogant look cowing James immediately, the hierarchy had changed from that day, Choko knew he was now the real Master of the house despite all outward appearances.
The next few months had been a whirlwind, the gardeners used Amanda whenever they wanted to during the day, James returned from work to often find his wife asleep on the sofa exhausted after the days activities, her underwear in tatters, her skin covered in bite's and cum, a smile plastered across her sleeping face. His work had started to suffer, he found himself spending more and more time obsessing on what his wife was up to during the day and less time concentrating on his work. He felt somehow uninvolved and decided to take charge as best he could. By now Amanda was hopelessly addicted to the rough fucking that she was experiencing giving it up was out of the question for her, James for his part wanted to watch, to share the experience with her as best he could, he felt that somehow it might make them closer.
James had started returning to the house for lunch, tentatively at first, he would often stand in the garden amongst the flowerbeds watching on through the bedroom window as Amanda was serviced on their marital bed. His cock throbbing despite the hurt of the humiliation as he watched her behaving like a complete whore for her various lovers. Before long he began feeling unsatisfied with his voyeurism, he wanted more, to be near his wife, experience her passion albeit second hand. By that time they had settled into an uneasy agreement the subject of her activities was not discussed, just accepted as part of their new lives. The frank exchange that followed led to a new phase in their lives a chance for both of them to participate in Amanda's sexual awakening.
Within a week James had witnessed first hand the power the domestics had over his wife. The first time he had watched Amanda being set upon by Choko he had realised that she was little more than a plaything for him, another white wife submissive to his needs and those of his friends. Amanda had eagerly performed all manner of deeply humiliating acts in front of her husband showing him a side of her he had dared not even believe existed. His cock throbbed continually but he was too scared to touch it or play with it in case he was mocked by domestics for its relatively small size. However James soon learnt that if he wanted to watch he had better get used to the idea that he would have to get involved.
It had been Choko who had suggested that James warm his wife up before watching her get fucked, he had been roughly pushed between his wife's outstretched legs and told to get her nice and wet for her black lover. The black gardener had made James ask him to fuck his wife, to tell him how small his pathetic white cock was and how he needed his wife looked after by a proper man. James had gone along with it all as he knew he had no choice. As time had gone on though the other domestics, pushed on no doubt by Choko had started to realise that James was just another submissive white wimp desperate to have real men fucking his wife. Once this realisation had been made it didn't take long for things to turn for the worse for the broken husband.
Amanda awoke from her reverie, she had been deliberately early knowing full well that Joseph was about, now was not the time for daydreams, however erotic! Joseph had told her to take the new girl out for drinks, she wouldn't tell her new friend what else he wanted her to experience on their little trip out but she would find out soon enough. Amanda knew roughly what he had planned, she had been through a similar experience herself when she was new too, she tingled at the thought and hoped that she might get a little action today as well.
"Lift that dress."
Joseph could be insistent when he wanted to be and Amanda knew better than to keep him waiting as she slowly lifted her summer dress up over her knees until her stockings and panties were exposed to the Africans gaze, her gaze coyly fell to the floor as she crooked a leg to show off her stockings in a better light.
"It suits you better than that pathetic husband of yours."
Joseph nodded at her suspenders, he loved to humiliate her husband and in the past, in collusion with Choko, had made him do some terrible things, things that a women should never see her husband do. It thrilled her in a way, to see him so servile to black men, so submissive, his will broken to the fact that his wife's needs were now beyond him. The last time he had visited the Peterson household he had made Peter dress in his wife's best lingerie and summer dress and serve Amanda and Joseph drinks all night, whilst telling him exactly what he was going to do to his prim and proper darling wife. Peter had then watched his tipsy wife get the fucking she so desperately wanted, all the while his hard cock pressed against the dainty lace of his wife's best panty and suspender set. Later on when Joseph was taking a rest Peter had been sent to the spare room to sleep, he had been shackled to the single bed in stockings and bra with the pretty panties, now soaked in his cum, jammed into his mouth. Joseph had unshackled him the next morning and taken him into the master bedroom, his own bedroom, too show Amanda what a state her "man" was in. Poor Peter obviously hadn't slept a wink, his eyes had bags under them and he had obviously cum several times in the night as he listened in on his wife and her lover. Thank god Samantha had been staying with friends that weekend! Amanda shivered as she remembered, she had been sore for a week.
"Take the panties off, you can leave them with me, I will also expect Miranda's panties by the end of the day."
Joseph's words awoke her from her daydream, she was suddenly aware that she was toying with one of her nipples, blushing she started to remove her own slightly damp panties.
"B.....But how am I supposed to manage that, she's not ready yet."
"I'll decide that, you will just have to think of a way won't you. If you don't manage it I'll make sure you get a spanking you won't forget in a hurry."
Amanda handed her panties over, they were expensive and she knew she would probably not see them again, some whore would probably get them as a present! She didn't mind really Peter earned good money and he wore them as much as she did it just meant she had to go shopping regularly at the upscale lingerie stores that catered specifically for the white expats. These problems were immediately forgotten as Joseph sank a think calloused finger deep inside her making her groan.
"Now be a good little white wife for me today and Ill give you a treat. I know how much you like to go to that bar where all the gardeners hang out, get me what I want and Ill take you there. Let me down and I'll take that darling daughter of yours with me instead."
Amanda gasped, she was not naive enough to imagine her daughter was entirely innocent, she had been living in Zimbabwe long enough to know that she had probably been screwed by some lucky local man, but to hear Joseph talking about her in such a way was crossing an unwritten line. Amanda pictured sweet Samantha, the apple of her parents eye's being mauled and groped by scores of horny Africans in that seedy bar, the fact that Amanda so loved to be treated like a whore there was besides the point. Not for the first time she wondered if the family might ever return to their old normal way of life.
"I'll do what you ask of course, just leave Samantha out of this."
Joseph grinned, if only Amanda knew about her darling little girl, she loved cock more than her dear mother. He decided to keep his own council on that matter, maybe he'd take both of them to the bar, he'd make a fortune!
"I won't be a minute Amanda just getting my shoes on."
Miranda Harkens breezed into the hall all smiles and kissed her new friend on both cheeks, noting as she did so the colour in them.
"Are you ready I'm so looking forward to sampling a local cocktail!"
Amanda did her best not too smirk at her new friends choice of words.
"Yes I'm ready lets go the taxi is outside."
The Harari Hilton was an imposing building set in extensive grounds, a survivor from the days of white rule it had been bought by a delegation of black business men and turned from a faded colonial symbol into a modern hotel able to cope with the demands of a new African power elite. The hotel itself was frequented by a broad cross section of Harare's community, well off whites and blacks conducted public and private matters in its well appointed meeting rooms and comfortable bars. The lunch time crowd consisted of rather more mixed race couples than Miranda was expecting, she noticed the white women all seemed to be very well turned out and often accompanied by a small group of black men rather than in couples. She felt sure she spotted some under the table stroking going on as well the guilty thrill of voyeurism sending a small flush creeping up her chest. She sipped her Gin and Tonic and marvelled at the decadence of it all.
"So Miranda how are you settling in? I trust that you are enjoying your new life in Zimbabwe."
"Oh yes very much, everything is so different from what we're used to back home. I feel cosseted here more appreciated, special somehow" Amanda nodded knowingly, she had already noticed the way the waiter had been eyeing her companion, the appreciation would increase notably in time.
"And how are you finding the men?"
Miranda tilted her head to one side, what a strange question. She noted the look on her new friends face, and the decidedly smutty grin and decided to play her at her own game.
"Well I have noticed that the climate seems to agree with Robert he's been very affectionate since we got here.......on that subject I couldn't help but over hear you and James the other night. It sounded to me and I hope you don't think me forward, as if he was giving you a good seeing to."
Miranda blushed, that was the Gin and Tonic talking and she suddenly worried that she might have offended her new friend. Instead Amanda rocked back in her chair laughing giving Miranda a good view of her generous chest as it shook within the confines of her summer dress. She also noticed that the waiter was looking in their direction, eyeing the two white women closely, she blushed as he adjusted himself slightly and then her breath caught as she could plainly make out the shape of his cock through his trousers. She tried to stop staring but it was so big, she could feel the heat rising from between her legs, racing over her breasts and making its way to her cheeks.
"No I mean the men, how are you finding the men?"
Amanda nodded her head in the direction of the waiter, winking at a slightly flustered Miranda. Before she knew what was happening Amanda gestured to the waiter to come to the table where he stood attentively while Amanda ordered more drinks all the while his cock was sticking out in a most obscene manner inches from where Miranda was sitting. She couldn't take her eyes off it, it was moving, pulsing within the material of his trousers, aching to be set free. She managed to drag her eyes away ,where had that thought come from?
Miranda could feel her panties getting damp, her excitement from earlier resurfacing in moments. She could feel the eyes of her friend boring into her as well, noticing the fascination with which she eyed the waiters manhood. As he went off to prepare their drinks Miranda tried to maintain her decency under the gaze of her companion, she coughed politely gathering herself, feeling as though she had to say something, to explain her reverie.
"He'd let you touch it if you asked him nicely."
Miranda nearly dropped her G & T spluttering, what on earth was Amanda suggesting? She was a married woman for God's sake not some cheap tart! The colour in her cheeks peaked as she blushed profusely again, part of her shocked and part of her, the more insistent part horribly aroused.
"Miranda this is Africa, things are done a little differently here, the waiters know how things work, they are here to serve and I'm sure he wouldn't be complaining if a delicious older woman stroked his hard on"
"I......I don't know what to say.......I.....I've never touched......"
"A black cock?"
"Oh Amanda how can you talk in such a crude way? I'm a married woman for God's sake and so are you!"
As soon as she had said it she knew she had overstepped the mark who was she to judge, hadn't she been having naughty thoughts about Joseph that very morning? She remembered the filth that had poured from her neighbours mouth that night, how raw and wild she had sounded how utterly at one with her sexuality she had been. Miranda wondered if she might ever be that happy with herself and decided she wasn't in a position to judge anyone.
"Amanda I'm so sorry that was unfair of me, you must think I'm a dreadful stick in the mud about all this, such an old fuddy duddy!"
"Don't be silly, its perfectly normal for someone new to a country to misunderstand how things work in that country, you're not in England any more, with its parochial morals. There is nothing to be ashamed about, the men go to strip clubs with work frequently enough this is the same sort of thing but for us more sophisticated women."
Miranda recalled how vague Robert had been about his night out with the boss and suddenly wondered if he had been to such a club. She immediately felt a bit better and still a little horny.
"Look Miranda as we're going to be friends and neighbours I'll let you into a secret, the other night, when you heard me, I wasn't making love to James."
Miranda gulped the last of her G & T and wondered where the waiter had got too, she suddenly needed the alcohol.



"One of the gardeners was taking me across our bed all night, it was him you heard."
"W....Where was James.....I heard his car in the drive?"
Amanda grinned at her new found friend, this was going easier than she had thought it might be. Miranda was obviously very aroused at the thought of her activities but was trying to hide it under a veneer of English respectability, the fact that she was a little tipsy was also helping.
"He was watching."
Just at that moment the waiter returned with the drinks, Miranda gratefully accepted hers and took a big gulp while her eyes sank to the waiters crotch again which was still showing a bulge albeit somewhat deflated. As she watched Amanda's hand snaked out and scratched a nail down the length of the mans cock causing his eyes to widen slightly before quickly regaining their previous professional look. Miranda stopped breathing absolutely certain that at any moment the man would cry foul and they would be asked to leave in the most embarrassing circumstances possible.
No such call came and the waiter stood there, stock still while Amanda caressed his rapidly thickening cock through his trousers. All around her Miranda could hear the sound of polite conversation, the scraping of chairs as people stood up or sat down, the opening and closing of the kitchen doors as the staff went about their business and there in front of her in the midst of all this normality was a huge thick black cock being touched and teased by an apparently perfectly respectable white women.
The wickedness of it all, her mouth was dry, heart thumping and between her legs was a distinct heat as her entire body responded to the deeply erotic situation. Should she touch it? Could she touch it, it looked huge to her decidedly thicker now Amanda was rubbing it lovingly a smile on her face like the cat that got the cream. Why should she have all the fun? Tentatively she reached out her hand, her body working on autopilot now all reason abandoned and then before she knew what was happening she was touching her first black cock. It felt warm to her touch and it was throbbing as she wrapped her fingers around its girth feeling its weight, God it felt so powerful. Miranda imagined herself splayed on her marital bed while that huge cock thrust into her, fucking her with all its power, making her whole.
She bit her lip and blushed a deeper shade of red as she tentatively looked over at Amanda, who winked at her, egging her on, encouraging her in her exploration of discovery as she sat back in her chair sipping her drink like a proud parent watching her child's first steps. She was feeling decidedly horny herself now and was wondering if she might persuade Miranda to let the waiter fuck the pair of them in one of the Hotel's many rooms designed for just such eventualities. She decided not too risk it in case she upset Joseph's plans, besides Miranda was obviously going to take to her new life like a duck to water and there would be plenty of opportunities for the two women to take a little afternoon delight in the future.
"Steady on girl, you'll have him coming in his pants next, why don't you take it out and wank him off into a napkin or something?"
Miranda barely registered what her friend was saying, her expression glazed somewhat as she rubbed and stroked the waiters cock. The waiter however had an idea of his own and was clearly getting close to losing it.
"Take your panties of women and make me come into them, you can savour the taste of my cum for the rest of the afternoon."
Miranda just nodded dumbly unable to speak as she watched him unzipping his trousers and pulling the incredibly long thick veined cock out into the open. Amanda decided she had better step in and help her friend who was obviously lost to the eroticism of the situation. She knelt beside her and slipped her hand up her friends skirt and started to lower her panties, noting as she did so how wet they were, she could feel her plan coming together nicely, Joseph would be pleased and then she would get her reward! Amanda handed the soaked panties to her friend who wordlessly wrapped them around the waiters cock before resuming her ministrations, concentrating hard on the matter at hand, her brow wrinkled, tongue flicking over her lips. Deep within her brain she knew what she was doing was wrong but she couldn't help herself, she was powerless as she worshipped the power of the cock in front of her.
The waiter, a consummate professional, signalled his intention to cum by forcing Miranda's head up close to his cock and making sure she grasped the head with her panties in order to catch his cum as it jetted from the engorged head of his cock. He grunted once, twice and a third time ending with a satisfied sigh before cleaning his cock off with the pretty satin panties and handing them to a dazed Miranda who sank back into her chair with a crooked smile playing on her lips. She gratefully accepted the Gin and Tonic that Amanda pressed into her hand.
"We had better get you home honey."



        