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Andrea closed the gate behind her, and saw
the latch snap shut. She bent and lifted the handles of her
wheelbarrow, then trundled it forward along the walkway and over to
the rear deck, then let it down. The wheelbarrow was filled with
tools and bags of fertilizer she would be using in the heavily
planted yard which surrounded the large pond and artificial
waterfall.

She paused to admire the view before
starting. Ms. Jones was not wealthy, though she made decent money.
She could have put a simple swimming pool in her back yard, like
most people would have. Instead she’d disguised it as a private
pond. It was about the same size, but more rounded, with a sandy
bottom. At one end, instead of a diving board, artificial rocks
rose to about ten feet, and when turned on, water tumbled down two
levels into the pond, forming a lovely little waterfall.

Andrea was proud of the natural look of the
pond, and the gloriously green plants and trees which made the back
yard look like something out of a storybook paradise. She was proud
because she’d helped build it over the past five years, while
working, mostly part time, for her family’s landscaping
business.

Andrea was something of a tomboy. Her mother
had raised her to love sports, and the outdoors, and not take
herself overly seriously. She did not wear high heels, and
disdained dresses, or even skirts. She preferred not to carry a
purse, and had little interest in what she termed “girl stuff”,
which was to say, fashion, makeup, hairstyles, and celebrity
gossip.

Boys, of course, were a separate category
entirely. Andrea never professed to have no interest in THEM!

Andrea had blonde, silky hair and a smooth,
creamy complexion, which was fortuitous for she did not have the
inclination to spend much time looking after either. Her soft hair
fell to just below her shoulders, with untidy bangs drifting across
her forehead. She washed it in the cheapest shampoo she could find,
used conditioner because that tended to help keep it from drifting,
and brushed it dry, and that was about it.

At the moment, her hair was pulled back
carelessly into a loose pony tail as she prepared for weeding and
feeding, as she called it. It was early summer, and while the
“grownups” were all at work, she considered herself to be on
holidays. For working in the outdoors was a pleasure to Andrea, and
she far preferred it to sitting in a schoolroom listening to
teachers and professors drone on about things she had little
interest in.

The back yard was large, but so heavily
planted there wasn’t a lot of grass cutting to do. She fetched the
lawnmower from the shed and started it up, then spent a pleasant
half hour or so moving around the back yard, taking it in as close
as she dared to the many plants and garden beds strewn about.

The sun beat down from above, for it was
quite hot for this time of year. Andrea was used to the heat, but
her lightly tanned skin still began to glisten with perspiration as
she worked. She wore a white baseball cap and a neon green halter
with short, denim shorts, and as she finished the lawn and picked
up the long armed trimmer she began to look more and more longingly
at the cool water of the pond.

She stopped then, and went over to the
control panel, turning the lever which started the water flowing,
then went back to work with the pleasant sound and sight of water
rushing down over the “rocks” into the pond below. It wasn’t a
waste of water, after all, for the pumps recycled it all back
up.

She finished with the trimmer, then started
in on the harder work. There was simply no better way of weeding
then by getting down on her knees and using fingers and trowels to
dig them up, and she worked methodically along the beds, soft music
playing in her ears from the mp3 player stuck into the pocket of
her shorts.

Because she was an athletic girl heavily into
sports, and because of her physically intensive job, Andrea was an
extremely fit young woman. Her body was lithe and trim, and the
play of muscles below her skin gave only a hint of how strong she
was as she went about her work. She was proud of her body in that
regard. Men might admire many things about a woman’s body, but
Andrea was most pleased when one squeezed her arm and remarked
about how hard and strong it was.

Not that there weren’t other things to admire
about Andrea’s body, of course. Though she rarely dressed to
accentuate it, she had a body that drew eyes wherever she went;
high firm breasts over trim waist, hard, flat belly and narrow hips
with a pert, perfect bottom. She didn’t have the big breasts to be
an eye popper in a bikini, but what she had was plenty to turn
heads in whatever she wore.

At that moment, as she worked, Andrea was
seriously considering wearing nothing at all.

The back yard was extremely private, with
tall hedges, overhanging trees, a high fence surrounding it all,
and no neighbors with any kind of view. That was one of the things
Ms. Jones had wanted when the back yard had been designed, for she
didn’t want peeping toms looking in on her when she tanned. Andrea
understood that, though she was simply not the type to lay around
under the sun herself.

But at the moment, as she wiped the sweat off
her forehead, her eyes kept glancing more and more often to the
pond, and the temptation to strip off and dive in was becoming
overwhelming. It was late morning, and she was alone. Ms. Jones
wouldn’t be home from work until late afternoon. So – why not?

And then, after finishing up one section, she
decided to go ahead and do it. She peeled off her clothes, tossed
off her hat, and dove into the deepest part of the pond, near the
waterfall.

The water felt glorious as she pushed through
it, arched up and surfaced with a gasp. It was cold, but not
freezing, and she put her hand up to push the soaking hair out of
her eyes, then swam in next to the waterfall and let the water pour
over her.

She was quite envious of Ms. Jones and this
back yard, and had tried to persuade her father to do the same in
theirs, but he seemed content with their very ordinary swimming
pool and deck.

She pushed in under the waterfalls, then out
the other side. There was a private little nook just behind the
waterfalls, a place where one could sit and look out through the
water at the back yard. Andrea had often wondered what use Ms.
Jones put it to, for it seemed tailor made for lovers on secret
assignations.

But why would Ms. Jones need to keep anything
secret in her own back yard?

Andrea dove through the falls and out into
the pond again, twisted, and did the backstroke into the shallow
section, then pulled herself, dripping wet, up out of the water and
again pushed the hair back from her forehead.

She felt a soft thrum of sexual arousal at
being naked outdoors. She didn’t go in for the preening and
flaunting that most girls did, but she was well aware of what men
thought of her body, well aware of her attractiveness, and what a
man would think if he were to see her standing there nude, body
glistening as water trickled down over her firm breasts and hard
nipples.

She was less of an exhibitionist than most
young women her age, but she wasn’t immune to the secret delight of
women who were looked at with admiration and desire by men. She
knew she was hot, knew that most of the young men she hung around
with, even if they already had girlfriends, looked at her – as her
mother said – like a mouse looking at cheese.

Her body gave her a quiet pride, and a kind
of cocky sense of confidence in herself. Not only was it strong and
fit, but it was an erotic playground she had only, as yet,
partially explored. She was no virgin, and hadn’t been for some
time, nor did she shy away from experimentation in things sexual.
Tomboy she might well be, but she was a party girl at heart, as
well, and loved dancing and drinking.

At the moment, of course, her body was
dripping wet, and there was no towel at hand for her to remedy
that. Andrea didn’t consider that much of a problem, though. It was
hot, and she would dry, and there was no one to see anyway. So,
ever the practical girl, she set about continuing her work.

She went back to the shed and checked the
pool filters, then got the long-handled net and began to work
clearing some of the debris which always seemed to accumulate in
backyard swimming pools – especially those with overhanging trees.
It felt a little odd, but sexy to be working naked, to be moving
about the back yard with her body exposed to the sun – and anyone
who might come by.

Odd in a naughty, exciting way.

And it was impossible for a girl like Andrea
not to have occasional sexual thoughts as she worked, to let her
mind fantasize about being caught by strong, well-muscled, athletic
men, delivery men, perhaps, or police investigating a complaint, or
perhaps a burglar, to be spied on and then – and then who knows
what.

What would such men do to a lovely, helpless,
naked girl like Andrea, here in the privacy of this paradise of a
back yard, there by the waterfall perhaps. What would they force
her to do, those cruel, lusting men?

All light fantasies, of course, as she
continued to work, off and on. Her body dried, but Andrea didn’t
put her clothes on. She did, however, miss her music. So she went
and fetched her mp3 player and stuck the earphones into her ears.
The little device was one she often used in a variety of
circumstances, and one of its features was a small elastic band she
could use to strap it to her upper arm. She did so now, and then,
feeling a delicious sense of wickedness, continued her work
naked.

She considered ways to alleviate the growing
sexual hunger she was feeling as she worked. The thought of just
laying back on the edge of the pond, right out in the open,
spreading her legs, and masturbating was so deliciously outrageous
that she had to restrain herself with the stern admonition that she
had work to do, and that, however private the back yard was, it
wasn’t impossible for someone to somehow climb up on a fence and
look through the foliage.

Yet that little bit of danger only made the
idea more attractive, for Andrea loved a dare.

In the end, it was a good thing she hadn’t
given in to temptation or at least, had postponed it until she was
finished, for she was startled – shocked – to feel a tap on her
shoulder as she knelt on all fours, bent over one of the last of
the bushes, digging out weeds. She jerked up and around, face
filled with shock to see Ms. Jones smiling down at her and
speaking.

She yanked the ear buds out of her ears, face
flushed with embarrassment as Ms. Jones continued.

“I must say, I didn’t expect to walk around
the corner and see the bent over shape of a lovely naked girl in my
garden,” she said.

Andrea blushed even more deeply, realizing
just how intimate a look Ms. Jones had gotten as she knelt there on
all fours with her bottom in the air, and cursed herself for having
turned the music up so high.

“I uhm, it was hot,” she gulped, scrambling
to her feet. “I took a dip and uhm, was still wet because there was
no towels and – .”

Ms. Jones laughed and shook her head. “My
dear child, there’s no need to apologize. I spend most of my time
back here naked too. It’s quite private so why not?”

Her eyes looked down at Andrea’s body, and
the girl awkwardly crossed an arm across her breasts as Ms. Jones
chuckled again.

“Oh for God’s sake, Andrea! If any woman on
earth should be proud of her body it’s you. I’d kill to have a body
like yours!”

Andrea rolled her eyes and shifted
uncomfortably on her feet the way she usually did when people
complimented her.

“I put in hours at the gym but you’ve got
that natural fitness that comes from really using your body,” Ms.
Jones said, squeezing her arm and shaking her head admiringly.
“Don’t be embarrassed about it.”

“I’m not embarrassed… exactly,” Andrea said,
easing her arms down.

Acting like a silly schoolgirl would be even
more embarrassing, after all.

Ms. Jones embarrassed her, though, by the
frank way she was looking at Andrea. It wasn’t the look of a guy,
filled with lust and heat, but a very open admiration.

“Perfect,” she said.

“Oh please,” Andrea said, rolling her eyes
again.

“Your breasts are perfect, just the right
size for your chest, perhaps only slightly too large. Your nipples
are very sweet and delicate, with nicely sized aureola. Your belly
could be used in one of those exercises for women who want perfect
abs.”

She patted Andrea’s stomach.

“And as I saw from behind, you, my dear, have
an incredible ass.”

“I think I’ll get dressed now,” Andrea
said.

Ms. Jones laughed in delight and Andrea
shifted a little and smiled. She had always liked Ms. Jones. She
was quite cool for an adult, though she was only thirty or so. She
was a very common sense woman, but with a certain style and
strength Andrea admired. Like Andrea, she didn’t go in much for
fripperies. She was a short, slender woman with small breasts, and
shoulder length brown hair.

She wasn’t nearly as pretty as Andrea, but
more than attractive enough to turn heads. Her face wasn’t one of
delicate beauty, but there was a soft attractiveness in the bright
blue eyes and the small, turned up nose.

Her face was thinner than Andrea’s, though,
with narrow jaw. Her mouth was wider, her lips not as full, and her
skin still showed some of the freckles she’d had when younger. She
was married to a diplomat who did a lot of traveling for the State
Department, and so she was alone in the house a lot. In fact, the
knowledge that her husband was out of town had been one of the
deciding factors in Andrea risking going nude.

“Before you put that sweaty body back into
your clothes maybe you should have a final dip,” she said with a
grin.

Andrea hesitated, but she had been intending
on doing that herself, and Ms. Jones was so altogether casual about
her nudity that it made sense.

“Okay, if you’re cool with that…” and then
she hesitated.

“What?”

“Well uhm, I’m not quite finished.”

“Then finish. What am I paying your company
for, Miss Connor? Do I have to complain to your manager?”

Andrea grinned, and then wavered. If she
continued… well, she was naked.

“I’ll go and get you something to drink
inside, and I need to change myself,” Ms. Jones said.

“I thought you’d still be at work.”

“My meeting was canceled, and it was such a
glorious day I decided to come home early.”

She headed back for the house and Andrea,
feeling very odd about it, returned to her weeding. She kept her
thighs together, though, and tried not to point her tail end
anywhere Ms. Jones might be looking from, like the windows. God,
what a show. It was a good thing her husband was out of town.

Andrea let herself fantasize again, this time
about him coming home early and finding her like this, a smooth,
dignified man with the broad shoulders. She imagined him rounding
the corner and seeing Andrea bent over, naked, legs apart. God!
That must have been exactly how Ms. Jones had seen her. She
wondered if the woman would tell her mom, and if so would mention
that Andrea was completely hairless “down there”.

As an athlete, and party girl, it was simply
easier to keep herself neatly shaved, but Andrea sure didn’t want
to have to explain that to her mother. That was not the kind of
conversation she was comfortable having with anyone except her best
girlfriends.

They were all athletes themselves, after all,
and understood – especially as an uncomfortable number of them were
lesbians. Andrea wasn’t sure why that was, why so many girls who
were into sports were dykes, but it bothered her only a little.
Mostly, she wanted to make sure she wasn’t thought of as one of
them. She liked men, and she liked sex with men. She didn’t want
them dismissing her as a dyke.

Not that there was anything wrong with being
a dyke. Andrea had played a little on that side of the fence
herself. What girl in this day and age hadn’t? Oh she had never
gone all the way with another girl. Mostly she’d play acted in
front of guys at wild parties. The play acting had gotten a little
raunchy on occasion, with lots of deep kisses and groping while
drunken guys howled and cheered, but Andrea had never actually
gotten romantic with another girl.

It wasn’t something she disdained. It was
just that, when it came to sex, she had a deep – no pun intended –
interest in penetration, in deep penetration. There was nothing
more exciting for her than taking a big cock really deep inside
herself, preferably with her riding on top. And that wasn’t
something that was going to be satisfied by another girl.

She had put the earphones back into her ears,
and was continuing work as she thought about things, and was
startled, again, to find Ms. Jones had come back and was sitting
nearby on a lounge chair sipping a drink and watching her.
Blushing, she pulled the earphones out again, feeling awkward.

Ms. Jones smiled. “I brought you a lemonade,”
she said, pointing at the flat rock which served as a table. “I was
just sitting her admiring your body.”

With most other women she wouldn’t have been
as flippant, but there was something cool about Ms. Jones which
made Andrea feel – almost – like she was among her friends. She
straightened and stood up. “I didn’t know you swung that way, Ms.
Jones,” she said teasingly.

Ms. Jones laughed loudly. She had a very
open, loud – her mother would term it coarse – laugh, and shook her
head. “You’d be surprised at what I've gotten up to in my long
life, my sweet, virginal girl.”

Andrea grinned as she padded over. She still
felt awkward being naked, awkward and strangely aroused. Well, it
was hard to be embarrassed when Ms. Jones was so completely
accepting of her nudity, and Ms. Jones was right in that Andrea had
nothing to be embarrassed about. Her body was extremely
attractive.

And her open admiration was kind of stroking
her exhibitionistic side. What girl didn’t like honest compliments
about herself? Thought she had to admit this was the first time any
woman had complimented her on her nipples!

“Oh did they still have sex when you were
young, Ms. Jones?” she teased, bending and picking up the
glass.

Ms. Jones gave her a frosty look. “If you
don't show a little more respect, little girl, you're going to get
your perfect little ass tanned in a way you hadn’t expected,” she
said.

Andrea laughed, but wasn’t about to back
down. “Ooo, kinky,” she said.

“Finished?”

“Almost…”

“Then get back to work!”

Andrea opened her mouth, but didn’t really
know what to say. She wasn’t going to admit that she felt –
awkward, working naked while Ms. Jones watched.

She put down the lemonade and then gave Ms.
Jones a little mock flirty look, rolling her tongue across her
lower lip, before walking back to the bush.

“I just have to finish trimming this bush,”
she said, picking up the sheers.

“I’m sure you’ll do a wonderful job. Just
don’t go overboard like you have on your own bush.”

Andrea’s jaw dropped and she felt her face
heating as she jerked her head around to see Ms. Jones grinning
mischievously. She didn’t know what to say, so turned back to her
work, irked that Ms. Jones had scored a point she couldn’t
return.

“I bet Barry could charge extra if you
dressed like this at every house you did,” Ms. Jones continued.
“I’m sure he’d be getting a lot more customers, too.”

“I’d rather not work with an audience,”
Andrea said over her shoulder, still blushing a little.

“Oh come now. Think of the applause every
time you pulled a weed, the cheers every time you trimmed a branch,
the men along the fence line doing the wave every time you bent
over.”

Andrea blushed again and Ms. Jones laughed
broadly.

No, Ms. Jones wasn’t one of her girlfriends,
Andrea reminded herself, and Andrea was a bit out of her depth
trying to banter with her. The woman was a rising management star
at her company, after all, at only thirty, and even her mother, who
was no dummy, called her sharp as a tack.

“And the woman, of course,” Ms. Jones
continued, after sipping from her drink. “Oh I can think of any
number of women who would pay extra to see a little hard body like
you working in their garden.”

“Should you be calling me little?” Andrea
called over her shoulder.

It was a weak rejoinder, but the best she
could come up with. Ms. Jones was five foot two, while Andrea was
six inches taller.

“Touché!” Ms. Jones said. “But I still think
of you as little Andrea, the grubby little urchin that always made
a mess in the garden.”

“I still am,” Andrea said.

She wondered, now, if Ms. Jones really had
done anything with women. Ms. Jones wasn’t exactly a shy, bookish
woman. And she knew from what her mother had said about her, that
Ms. Jones had had more than a few boyfriends. Had she had any
girlfriends, though? Was she looking at Andrea in the way that her
husband might, with lust in her eyes?

The thought made her mind squirm in all sorts
of strange directions. It made her uncomfortable, and embarrassed,
but that little throbbing between her legs grew stronger, too. She
felt herself getting a little breathless as her chest tightened.
She was naked, after all, and there was Ms. Jones watching her,
fully clothed herself. Andrea had been naked around groups of
people a lot as an athlete, but it was different when she was the
only naked one.

“I think that’s good enough,” she said,
standing up.

“Good enough? Am I paying for good enough?”
Ms. Jones asked. “Is good enough the company motto, Miss
Connor?”

“Uhm, no but - .”

“What is the company motto?”

“Perfect in every respect,” Andrea said,
rolling her eyes.

“Then perhaps I should inspect your work to
see if you’ve become slovenly and failed to meet company
standards,” she said imperiously, getting up.

Andrea rolled her eyes again as Ms. Jones
came over to stand next to her. She looked quickly at the bush, and
felt a flush spread over her face as Ms. Jones did the same.

“Andrea,”

“Uh huh,” she said uncomfortably.

“It’s not perfect. In fact, it's not actually
good enough.”

“Uh, I guess,” she sighed.

“Get back down on your knees and finish the
job before I really do tan your bottom.”

“Yes, Miss,” Andrea said, dropping to her
knees.

She picked up the clippers as Ms. Jones stood
over her.

“Yes, I rather like this,” Ms. Jones said,
her voice back into teasing mode. “A beautiful naked girl on her
knees in front of me, obedient to my every word. Hmm, such
possibilities.”

Andrea blushed anew. Ms. Jones was really
getting to her today, and she had no good comebacks ready. Being
caught in a bad job was embarrassing and made her feel dumb.
Working naked around Ms. Jones made her feel flustered too, so she
simply couldn’t think of those quick quips and comebacks she
needed.

Ms. Jones was full of those kinds of comments
as Andrea worked, and Andrea again felt herself outmatched and
helpless before Ms. Jones’s clever tongue. Sly comments about her
body were interspersed with honest and fair criticism of the
mistakes Andrea had made in her job, things she’d overlooked
because her head was in the clouds, especially the work she’d done
since Ms. Jones had returned.

By the time Ms. Jones had led her around the
yard, and was satisfied she’d remedied all the little things Andrea
had overlooked, Andrea was feeling very much overawed by her
strong-willed woman, even though the woman was much smaller than
her.

“Andrea,” Ms. Jones said sternly. “I have to
say that I’m not pleased at your sloppiness.”

“I’m sorry, Ms. Jones, it won’t happen
again,” she said, honestly embarrassed about it.

“In normal circumstances I’d call your
company and voice my displeasure in my usual bad-tempered,
irritable way. Of course I won’t do that. This will stay between
you and I.”

“Thanks,” Andrea said, looking down
awkwardly.

“But I do think you need to be punished for
your sloppiness. Young people don’t remember things when they’re
let off easily. That’s long been my belief.”

Andrea raised her head warily. “Uhm, what did
you have in mind?” she asked, thinking worriedly about what
unpleasant jobs Ms. Jones might decide to stick her with.

“Well, a lot of ideas come to mind,” Ms.
Jones said, “but watching that bare little butt of yours wagging at
me for the last little while makes me think of a very simple and
easy to administer punishment.”

Startled, Andrea raised her head entirely,
staring at the woman. She watched her mouth turn into a slow, evil
grin, and Andrea gulped doubtfully.

“Yes, I think a strapping would be
right.”
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Andrea's mouth gaped open. “A what?”

“I think you need to get your little butt
strapped.”

“You’re kidding, right?” She gave an awkward
laugh.

“Nope,” Ms. Jones said, folding her arms
across her chest.

“You want to uhm, like… “

“Take a belt to your soft little ass and
teach you a lesson in laziness.”

Andrea stared at her, mouth open, not at all
sure what to say. Was the woman joking again? Or was she serious?
If she was serious was this another way to tease her, or was there
something else behind it? Was Ms. Jones a dyke? Or was this just
her idea of a proper punishment for “a grubby urchin”?

And how should she respond?

Ms. Jones didn’t really give her a chance to
think it through.

“Right over here, if you please, Miss
Connor.”

She took her arm firmly and pulled her over
beside the lounge chairs. There was an artificial rock set there,
smooth and flat, as a table. The rock was only about twenty inches
high, and Ms. Jones placed her against it, her toes pushing against
the side.

“Bend over, hands on the table.”

“But – but I’m not – .”

“Now,” Ms. Jones said sternly, putting a hand
behind her neck and pushing.

Andrea was taller, stronger and younger than
Ms. Jones, of course, but for some reason she didn’t really think
about physical resistance.

Ms. Jones pushed down on the back of her
neck, and Andrea bent over until her hands were flat on the top of
the table.

“Feet together, bottom high. That’s it. Hold
that position,” Ms. Jones barked.

Andrea did, flustered, confused, head
spinning. She didn’t know what to say or what to do. A part of her
was wildly indignant, while another part was still feeling
embarrassed about the crappy job she’d done and acknowledged Ms.
Jones had some right to punish her. Another, even more confused
side of her mind was trying to figure out if Ms. Jones was, in some
kinky, lesbian way, doing something – nasty – with her. And how she
felt about that.

And in the meantime she was bent over at the
waist, well over, her hair hanging down around her as, red faced,
she looked behind her to see Ms. Jones’s steely gaze upon her.

“Now what should I use on this firm young
bottom?” Ms. Jones asked rhetorically. “I don’t see anything about
that’s handy. I could use the trowel I suppose, but I wouldn’t want
to leave any bruises on such a perfect bottom. I will have to go
inside to fetch something. You will remain in position until I
return. Is that understood, girl?”

Andrea found it difficult to talk, and then
yelped as Ms. Jones smacked her bottom with her open hand.

“I asked a question!” she said sternly.

“I uhm, yes,” Andrea said, her voice oddly
squeaking.

“Very well then.”

Ms. Jones turned and walked to the stairs, up
them, and into the house

What the FUCK?!

Andrea was reeling from this unexpected turn
of events. She was bent over in the back yard by the pond, her ass
in the air, naked – naked! And waiting for Ms. Jones to come and
strap her bare bottom? This was insane! Her body fairly quivered as
she fought impulse after impulse to straighten, get dressed, and
simply leave.

A lifetime of obedience to teachers, coaches,
aunts, uncles and parents helped keep her in position. But it
wasn’t the overriding reason why she didn’t move. When all was said
and done she was an adult and could do as she pleased. No, she
didn’t move for a variety of reasons. She didn’t want to anger Ms.
Jones. She wasn’t sure how Ms. Jones would react, in fact. As
someone who prided themselves on doing a good job she was
embarrassed at her shoddy work, too, and didn’t want Ms. Jones
complaining to her father about it. Nor did she want her discussing
with him how she’d found Andrea!

But there was still more to it than that, for
Andrea was not, by nature, a shy girl. Nor was she meek or easily
cowed.

Andrea had been feeling a sense of dark
arousal since she’d first stripped off, and that feeling had been
simmering within her for some time now. Being caught by Ms. Jones
had been embarrassing, but had actually served to increase the
sexual tension within her, for being nude around another person,
being stared at, commented at, with the dark possibility of being
lusted at, had made her feel distinctly aroused.

And Andrea didn’t know how she felt about
that arousal. She didn’t quite know how to react to it. She wasn’t
aroused by Ms. Jones, that was for sure. Not that the woman wasn’t
pretty, but women didn’t arouse Andrea. No, it was – it was the
situation which was arousing. Andrea’s chest was tight and her
stomach was fluttering with uncertainty, for while she was aroused
she had no idea what Ms. Jones intended, whether those intentions
were in any way sexual, really, or what to do if Ms. Jones – tried
something.

Andrea was a very, very confused young
woman.

And then Ms. Jones returned, staring sternly
at her so that Andrea stiffened as she breathlessly considered her
position and whether it had changed against orders. She flushed
anew at just how – submissive – and exposed her position was. She
felt embarrassed at herself for bending over this way, for letting
the woman order her into this position, for not moving, and yet –
she didn’t move.

And the tightness in her chest grew worse
when she saw what Ms. Jones held in her hand.

It was some kind of a strap. It was not much
over a foot long, narrow at one end, then getting wider, and quite
rounded at the other end. This was not, as she’d expected, some
kind of belt taken from the loops of Ms. Jones’s trousers. This was
a purpose made item, and Andrea immediately wondered just what Ms.
Jones was doing with it, where she’d acquired it, and to what
purpose. And her suspicion regarding Ms. Jones’s intentions
deepened and caused her chest to tighten to the point of
breathlessness.

“Now then, young lady,” Ms. Jones said
sternly, “I believe it’s time for you to be punished for your
sloppiness, and as a lesson to not engage in such shoddy work
practices again.”

Heat began to bubble up within Andrea’s belly
as her suspicions became deeper still. And now she felt a deeper
embarrassment and uncertainty, for if Ms. Jones’s intentions really
were sexual then – then how was she to respond?

“You will hold that position until your
punishment is done. And you will count out each blow as it lands. I
do not expect to hear little girl squeals out of you either. You
are not a child though I am forced to treat you as such. Am I
understood, Andrea?”

“Y-Yes,” Andrea gulped breathlessly

“The proper response is yes Ms. Jones,” Ms.
Jones said coolly.

“Yes, Ms. Jones,” Andrea gulped.

“Face forward.”

Andrea stared forward and felt the skin
prickling on her bottom as she waited the blow. Then she felt a
moment of anxiety as she sensed Ms. Jones’s arm moving, and the
sharp slap of the belt across her buttocks. She gasped, then gasped
more deeply as the impact was followed by the stinging pain.

“Did you forget to count, Andrea?”

“O-one,” she gasped.

“One, Ms. Jones,” Ms. Jones corrected.

“One, Ms. Jones,” Andrea gulped.

Crack! The next blow landed and she
gasped at the sting.

“Two, Ms. Jones!” she gasped.

Crack! Her bottom began to warm, to
throb.

“Three, Ms. Jones!”

Crack! She felt the throbbing heat
spreading across the surface of her taut buttocks as her breathing
became more ragged.

“Four, Ms. Jones!”

This was ridiculous! But if it was sexual,
and she was virtually certain now it was, then it was also wildly
kinky, and she felt that dark thrill spreading through her at the
thought of something new and wild.

Crack!

“Uhm! Five, Ms. Jones!”

That stung!

Crack!

“Ungh. Six, Ms. Jones!” she gasped.

“I hate to punish such a lovely bottom,
Andrea,” Ms. Jones said. “Such a shapely bottom, a bottom I’m sure
so many young men have admired in the tight trousers you girls like
to wear.”

Crack!

“S-seven, Ms. Jones!”

“Not that I’m not quite certain many of them
have pictured you in just such a position, bent over and ready for
their attentions,” Ms. Jones said.

Crack!

“Eight, Ms. Jones!’ she gasped through the
pain.

Her bottom was already aflame, and she was
wincing at the pain.

Crack!

“Nine, Ms. Jones!” she groaned.

“I’m sure that many young men, and women,
have imagined putting such an impudent young lady like you in her
place by administering a sound spanking to this shapely bottom of
yours,” Ms. Jones said.

Crack!

“Ten, Ms. Jones,” she gasped, sweating now at
the pain, her buttocks hot and throbbing.

“Keep your legs straight, Andrea,” Ms. Jones
ordered. “And that bottom pushed up and out and well presented for
attention.”

There was no doubt now. None. And Andrea felt
another wave of dark, confused excitement. What else would Ms.
Jones do, and what would she do in return?! This could be so
awkward and embarrassing!

“Yes, Ms. Jones,” she said, face flushed.

“Hands flat on the table, Andrea.”

“Yes, Ms. Jones,” she gasped.

Crack!

“Ungh! Eleven, Ms. Jones!”

Crack!

“T-twelve, Ms. Jones!”

“I trust I’m not being too cruel, Andrea,”
Ms. Jones said. “I know the strap stings, but it will do no lasting
damage to this lovely posterior of yours.”

Andrea’s eyes widened and she gasped
breathlessly, for Ms. Jones reached out as she talked and ran her
hand casually across the hot, aching surface of Andrea’s bottom.
Her hand moved casually, but caressingly across the round, firm
bottom and then gave it a quick little squeeze before drawing
back.

Crack

“Ah, T-thirteen, Ms. Jones!” she gasped
dazedly.

Crack!

“Fourteen, Ms. Jones!”

“I want you to realize, Andrea, that this
punishment is for your shoddy and inattentive work, not for being
naked in my yard. I don’t at all mind that you decided to work
naked. In fact, I rather like the idea. I think you should work
naked from now on when you come over.”

Crack!

“Uh… F-fifteen, Ms. Jones!” she gulped.

“I like beautiful things, as you know. And a
beautiful young woman is perhaps the most beautiful of beautiful
things, especially one as perfectly built as you.”

Crack!

“Sixteen, Ms. Jones!” she groaned.

Her ass was burning now, aching! Yet the
throbbing heat which emanated from it was serving to – soften the
sting, to dull the sharpness of the new blows so that she could
unclench her abdominal muscles a little and breath a little more
freely.

Crack!

“Seventeen, Ms. Jones.”

Crack!

“Eighteen, Ms. Jones.”

The sharp sting of the blows seemed dulled,
and seemed to be resonating through her body to her groin, which
thrummed and throbbed with a growing intensity.

“I trust you appreciate the effort I am
putting into disciplining you, Andrea.”

“I-I do, Ms. Jones,” Andrea said
breathlessly.

Crack!

“Nineteen, Ms. Jones.”

“And you will take suitable guidance from
this as to the behavior I desire of you in future,” Ms. Jones said,
again running her hand over Andrea’s bottom.

“Y-Yes, Ms. Jones,” Andrea gulped.

Crack!

“Twenty, Ms. Jones!”

“That will do for now, Andrea. You may
straighten up.”

Andrea did so, feeling a little dizzy, and
her hand automatically went back to touch her sore bottom, wincing
at how hot and sore she was.

“Now sit here and have your lemonade,” Ms.
Jones said sternly, setting down the strap and resuming her seat on
the chaise lounge.

Andrea looked down awkwardly, embarrassed and
uncertain.

“Then again, perhaps you’d prefer not to sit,
just yet,” Ms. Jones said with a smile. “You may kneel instead,
right there on the grass.”

Andrea sank down to her knees, reaching up
and pushing the bangs back out of her eyes, flustered and still not
able to meet Ms. Jones’s eyes.

“Get your drink, Andrea.”

She reached out and took the lemonade,
bringing the glass to her lips her mind swirling with uncertainty
about what Ms. Jones would do and what she would do in return. This
was all very weird and kinky and exciting and wicked and nasty and
wild.

“Do you enjoy your work, Andrea?”

“Y-yes. I mean, yes, Ms. Jones,” she
gulped.

“Look at me, girl.”

Reluctantly, Andrea raised her chin.

“How is your bottom?”

“Sore,” she said, embarrassed.

“Good. You did a shoddy job and you deserved
to be punished. Or do you disagree?”

“No,” she said helplessly.

“You should thank me then for taking the time
to discipline you.”

Andrea felt her chest tightening again, and
her pussy throbbed as Ms. Jones looked down at her expectantly.

“Thank you for – for disciplining me, Ms.
Jones,” she said breathlessly.

“Back straight, Andrea. Shoulders back. Chest
out. I expect proper posture at all times,” Ms. Jones said.

Andrea straightened her back, which, of
course pushed her firm breasts out more firmly still. A fact she
was well aware of as Ms. Jones’s eyes dropped to them.

“Yes, lovely breasts indeed. I’m sure the
boys enjoy them. Your nipples are quite small. Tell me, are they
very sensitive?”

Andrea’s face reddened. “I uhm, yes, I
guess,” she gulped.

Ms. Jones frowned. “Ms. Jones,” she said.

“Yes, I think, Ms. Jones,” she said.

“They seem to be quite hard.”

Andrea’s face burned.

“As it’s not at all cold out I take that as
an indication you feel somewhat aroused by this situation, Andrea.
Is that true?”

“No!” she blurted.

“No?”

“No, Ms. Jones!”

“I think you’re being dishonest with me,
Andrea. I think you are indeed aroused. I don’t like dishonest
people. Spread your knees apart.”

“Wh-what?”

“I said shift your knees apart. Open them. It
will give you better balance as you kneel there.”

Andrea obeyed, not able to think of any way
to say no, of denying the strong-willed woman what she wanted. She
felt her pussy spasm as she exposed it to Ms. Jones’s gaze, and
felt the tightness in her chest getting worse again.

“Much better,” Ms. Jones said approvingly.
“How does your bottom feel?”

Sore,” Andrea said weakly.

“Don’t sit on your heels then, girl. Let your
bottom down on that nice cool earth. Shift your heels just outside
your bum as you kneel there. That’s it,” she said. “Shift your
knees wider apart. I want to see your pussy.”

Andrea blushed and felt another stab of
pressure and tension in her chest.

“Go ahead,” Ms. Jones said impatiently.

Andrea reluctantly shifted her knees wider
apart.

“Wider still.”

Swallowing, Andrea obeyed, spreading her
knees wide apart as she knelt there.

“You have a lovely little pussy,” Ms. Jones
said. “A nice tight little slit, very clean looking. How often do
you shave your pubic hair?”

“Uhm, every days, depending,” Andrea said,
face hot.

She was quite unaccustomed to feeling so
off-balance like this, to obeying someone’s orders – other than her
parents, that was. Yet in this strange context, with the sexual
tension within her, she found it exciting to be submitting to Ms.
Jones’s will. She didn’t understand it, but the feeling was
growing.

“The aesthetics of a clean pussy are much
better than with pubic hair,” Ms. Jones said. “I’ve always
preferred them clean shaven. But even better is electrolysis,
especially nowadays when lasers make that so quick and clean. You
should get your hair removed professionally. It will save you
untold time at your age; years and years of shaving your legs and
pussy and underarms.”

“I think it’s expensive,” Andrea said.

Ms. Jones waved her hand dismissively. “It’s
nothing to me. I had mine done some time ago. I could perhaps pay
for yours as well, if I felt you deserved such largesse on my
part.”

She leaned forward and a stern look came to
her face. “But I certainly don’t think a girl who lies to me
deserves much in the way of generosity.”

She was wearing white linen trousers, an
orange top and black, pointy toed flat shoes. She extended her leg
out now, thrusting her foot between Andrea’s leg, and then let the
point of her soft black shoe press up against her pussy.

“Don’t move,” she barked when Andrea’s hands
came forward as if to grab it. “In fact, why don’t you clasp your
hands together behind your back. Right now, Andrea, if you please,”
she said sternly.

Andrea’s mouth opened and closed soundlessly,
then she almost surprised herself by obeying, her chest aching
again as Ms. Jones put her foot in against her pussy, and slowly
pressed the narrow toe up into her sex. She ground it lightly there
against the opening to her pussy without actually trying to insert
it, then drew it back a little and shook her head.

“It looks to me like you’re quite wet,” she
said.

Andrea felt the heat flooding her face even
as the sexual tension ratcheted upwards.

Ms. Jones pushed her foot back, the toe
pressing more firmly against the naked, open mouth of her sex, and
began to grind it lightly against her there.

“I know an aroused girl when I see one,” she
said. “And there really is no point in trying to lie about it.
Those pointy little nipples of yours would have given you away even
if your wet little pussy didn’t.”

Andrea blushed hotly, staring down at Ms.
Jones’s foot, feeling the soft grinding of the toe against the top
of her sex, where her clit was aching and throbbing and growing
ever more sensitive by the second.

“I bet that feels good,” Ms. Jones said
smugly. “It does, doesn’t it, Andrea?”

Andrea couldn’t answer, her breathing ragged,
and Ms. Jones pushed harder. “Doesn’t it, Andrea?” she
demanded.

Andrea still didn’t answer, and Ms. Jones
drew her foot back.

“Look at me. Look up at me, Andrea,” she
ordered.

Face flaming, Andrea finally obeyed. “It
feels good. Say it. Go ahead.”

“I – I ca – it – it feels… g-good,” Andrea
said in a choked voice.

“There now, that wasn’t so bad. But you
forgot to say Ms. Jones. Try again. Say it.”

“I-it feels g-good, Ms. Jones,” Andrea gasped
as Ms. Jones began grinding her toe against her clit once
again.

Her hips were unconsciously grinding back
against Ms. Jones’s foot as the heat was stoked higher within her.
Her mind was in turmoil, her emotions twisting and tumbling as the
sexual pressure made her body into a pressure cooker. It was
impossible to think straight, and Andrea fought desperately not to
show the reactions which were tearing about within her body and
mind.

Ms. Jones drew her foot back and Andrea
realized that her grinding motions had become obvious, and that her
eyes had become slitted. Gasping weakly, her eyes fluttered, and
she stared at Ms. Jones’s foot.

“I want you to rise up a bit, Andrea,” Ms.
Jones said. “Work the muscles in those lovely legs of yours and
raise your pussy up off the ground about six or eight inches. Keep
your hands clasped behind you like a good girl.”

Dazedly, breathlessly, Andrea did so, not
knowing why, simply obeying Ms. Jones’s command.

She watched Ms. Jones slide her leg further
in, watched as she pressed the narrow toe up against her pussy once
again, but this time, instead of simply grinding it against the top
of her sex she let the toe penetrate her trembling young girl's
pussy, let it push aside the tight labia and drive slowly up into
her body. Ms. Jones was a small, slender woman, and her foot was
small and slender, as well, the toe of her shoe quite pointed.

“Now… sink back down,” Ms. Jones said. Then
her voice hardened. “Do it, Andrea.”

Andrea shuddered as she felt the pressure,
the strain against the mouth of her sex. It had been quite easy for
Ms. Jones to push the pointy toe inside her, but now as Andrea
eased her weight down the thing was getting wider – and wider, and
stretching wide the opening to her pussy.

“I – I can’t – you shouldn’t – .”

“Don’t speak, Andrea. Be silent unless I ask
you a question,” Ms. Jones said. “Sink down. Go ahead, you know
it’s not that big. You know you’d be delighted if you saw a boy
with one as thick as that, and even from here I can see you’re
dripping wet.”

Andrea moaned helplessly, gasping, gulping in
air as she began to sink lower. She was sweating, trembling and her
mind was in wild turmoil as she felt, with astonishment, her body
sinking down, Ms. Jones’s shoe, her foot, pushing right up into her
pussy.

The first inch was easy, the second stretched
her, the third and she was gasping and moaning, her eyes closed as
she tried to keep from shaking. She did love big cocks but she'd
certainly never had one this thick inside her! The lips of her sex
ached, even as a wild, furious heat gripped her mind.

“Have you ever considered the thought of
becoming a sex slave, Andrea?” Ms. Jones asked rather calmly.

Andrea felt the words roll through her mind
and leave a fiery trail behind.

“You have an outstanding body, after all,
very firm, very fit, and you clearly are a young woman who likes
the idea of sexual – games,” Ms. Jones said with a little smile.
“Would you like to play a – game – little girl?”

She was spread so wide it ached, but it ached
in a fiercely sensual and darkly exciting way.

“My, my, look at how swollen your clitoris
is,” Ms. Jones said. “Open your eyes, Andrea. Open them. Look down
at your pretty little clitoris.”

Gasping, Andrea obeyed, and looked down to
see herself impaled on Ms. Jones’s foot. Even as she looked,
fascinated, she could feel the soft, moist, elastic walls of her
sex slowly sliding further down Ms. Jones’s upraised foot, and she
groaned as it stretched her wider still.

“Doesn’t it look pretty, Andrea. Feel it,”
Ms. Jones said, her voice soft, but insistent. “Go on. Reach down.
Touch that lovely little clitoris. Touch it. Yes, isn’t it soft?
Rub it. Stroke it.”

Once her finger did touch the aching,
throbbing, moist little button Andrea could hardly bear to not
stroke it. Yet she felt a shockwave ripple through her as she
realized what she was doing. Still, she could not stop, and as she
rubbed her clit the wildfire pleasure grew more powerful,
intoxicating, and she could not stop.

“Are you going to come, Andrea?” Ms. Jones
asked calmly. “Look at me. Look at me!”

Moaning, Andrea raised her head, gulping in
air, sweating, grunting and moaning as she rubbed faster and more
frantically at her clit. Her legs were jerking her slowly up and
down against the foot impaling her, and with a shudder and a cry,
her pussy walls spread just that much wider and she sank down
fully, all the way down until Ms. Jones’s ankle was jammed against
the top of her sex.

The orgasm screamed through her and she
thought she’d lose her mind. She gurgled and gasped and moaned and
jerked convulsively atop Ms. Jones’s foot, which was jammed deep in
her aching pussy, and the wild, kinky outrageousness of it was
pushing her into a soaring sexual firestorm that went on and on the
point she forgot to breath and almost passed out.
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The world exploded back into existence as the
orgasm faded away, and Andrea gasped and half collapsed on the
ground, groaning at the thickness of Ms. Jones’s shoe inside her.
It hurt to pull herself off it, especially as quickly as she did,
but she forced herself off, then fell back on her back, gasping,
chest heaving.

She quickly drew her knees together and up
against her chest, rolling onto her side and hugging herself in the
fetal position as Ms. Jones sat back calmly and lit a
cigarette.

Andrea slid a hand down between her legs and
groaned as she cupped her aching pussy, then rolled over onto her
knees and began to rise, her back to Ms. Jones.

A foot against her back sent her sprawling
forward onto her belly on the grass, and she gasped, turning to
look, wild-eyed at Ms. Jones, smiling thinly down at her.

“I didn’t say you could get up yet,
Andrea.”

“I-I have to – to go,” Andrea said, face
flaming, stomach churning.

“You have to do as I tell you you have to
do,” Ms. Jones said.

Andrea dropped her eyes, unable to look up at
the woman.

“I did punish you for the sloppy job you did
on my bushes,” Ms. Jones said. “I have not, however, punished you
yet for lying to me.”

“I-I didn’t – .”

“I believe you said you were not aroused,”
Ms. Jones said, raising an eyebrow.

Andrea dropped her chin lower still, yet the
humiliation she’d felt when coming out of the orgasm and realizing
what she’d done was starting to fade somewhat.

“I think I’ve been extremely generous with
you, allowing you to masturbate to a climax like that, right in
front of me.”

Andrea’s embarrassment ratcheted up once
again.

“Of course, I don’t mind admitting I enjoyed
the sight. But I didn’t tell you you could climax. I should punish
you for that, but since I hadn’t explained the rules yet I suppose
I’ll let that one go. However, henceforth, you will not climax
until and unless I give you permission. Is that clear, Andrea?”

Andrea mumbled agreement, hideously
embarrassed.

“Louder, Andrea.”

“Yes – Ms. Jones,” she said haltingly.

You kinky slut, she thought desperately.

Yet she was starting to become aroused again
by the situation, and, never a particularly shy or timid girl, was
starting to consider just what nasty, naughty, exciting games Ms.
Jones might want to play, and whether or not she wanted to join her
in them.

On the one hand, she didn’t have an interest
in women, not really. On the other hand well, Ms. Jones was not
someone who would either harm her or destroy her reputation by
gossiping about her.

“I want you to say it,” Ms. Jones said,
calmly looking at her, and crossing her legs. “Promise you will not
have an orgasm without my permission.”

“I-I won’t have a – an o-orgasm, without your
permission, Miss Jones,” she said.

She forced herself to raise her eyes and meet
those of Ms. Jones. Her face was red, and she was embarrassed by
the words, but excited by how kinky it all was, too.

“Get down on all fours then,” Ms. Jones
said.

A little confused, Andrea dropped to her
knees.

“Let me see that pretty little bottom again,”
Ms. Jones said.

Andrea swallowed, but turned herself away
from Ms. Jones, letting her look at her from behind.

“Raise your bottom more and spread your
knees. Let’s see your puffy little pussy in all its glory.”

Andrea’s face reddened again, and she
realized, suddenly, that Ms. Jones was deliberately embarrassing
her, deliberately shaming her. But why? And did it matter? She did
as she was ordered.

“Yes, the lovely sight I saw when I came
home. And such a practical uniform for a landscaper. Would you
please your Miss Jones and dress in this uniform from now on when
you work in my back yard, Andrea?”

“Y-yes, Miss Jones,” she gulped.

“Promise?”

“Yes, Miss Jones,” she whispered.

“Such a sweet young girl! Now I want you to
reach back between your legs and run your index finger up and down
along that tight, moist little slit of yours, Andrea.”

Andrea felt a jolt in her chest, and
hesitated. Again and again she wavered between jumping up and
running – which would be embarrassing in its own way – and carrying
on.

She put her hand back between her thighs and
ran her finger along her wet slit.

“Such a pretty little pussy,” Ms. Jones said.
“It looks hungry. Feed it, Andrea. Feed it that long, slim finger
of yours.”

Blushing again, Andrea slowly pushed her
finger into her pussy, sliding it in to the knuckle.

“Oh I think it wants more than that. I mean,
look at how much of my shoe it took. Slide a second finger inside,
Andrea, and stroke them in and out.”

This is insane, Andrea thought a trifle
desperately. Yet she obeyed, pumping her fingers in and out of her
pussy as Ms. Jones watched.

Of course, because of her position, because
she was sliding her arm back between her thighs, her knuckles were
also grinding across her clitoris as she slid her fingers in and
out, and she was quite sure Ms. Jones could see that.

“How does that feel, Andrea? Does that feel
good?” Ms. Jones asked in a soothing voice.

It did feel good, and a strange, hypnotic
fascination seemed to be creeping over the younger woman as she
pumped her fingers slowly in and out, her head low, her bottom
high. She could not see Ms. Jones but knew full well she was right
behind her watching, watching her masturbating. That was hot, kinky
and horribly embarrassing, and yet it was also wildly exciting.

Her fingers began to move faster, and her
eyes fluttered as her hips began to rock a little, to grind
back.

“You look like a girl who likes to be fucked,
Andrea. Is that true?” Ms. Jones asked.

“Y-Yes!” she groaned.

She yelped as Ms. Jones brought the strap
down across her upraised bottom.

“Do not forget to address me as Miss Jones,”
she said sternly.

“Yes, Miss Jones!” Andrea gasped.

“Yes what?” the woman demanded.

“I – Y-yes, I – I like to – to be fucked,
Miss Jones!” she gasped, her face reddening again as the words left
her.

“I can see that. I can see how much you’re
enjoying the feel of those fingers sliding in and out of your
little pussy. Let me hear how you’d beg me if I was a man, Andrea.
Let me hear how you’d beg me to fuck you, to mount you like a bitch
in heat and take you from behind. Beg for it, Andrea. Do it!”

“I – you – p-please f-fuck me,” Andrea
gulped.

“Louder, slut!” Ms. Jones snapped, cracking
the strap across her bottom with stinging pain.

“Oww! I – please fuck me!” she gasped, her
fingers thrusting in and out frantically.

The strap lashed her bottom stingingly.

“You forgot to say Ms. Jones.”

“Please fuck me, Ms. Jones!’ she gasped.

“Please fuck you? How? Should I fuck your
pussy? Is that what you want?”

“Y-yesss!” Andrea moaned, her voice quivering
as she thrust into herself harder and faster, reveling in the dark,
outrageous nastiness of what she was doing.

The strap cracked down on her backside
again.

“Yes, Ms. Jones!”

“Then let’s hear you beg for it, slut!”

“Please fuck my pussy, Ms. Jones!” she
cried.

“Do you want to come, slut? Are you ready to
come?”

“Uh – I – oh – uh – yes!” she moaned, her
fingers thrusting, her hips jerking and grinding.

The strap bit into her aching bottom
again.

“Beg!”

“Please may I come!?” Andrea gasped.

Crack! The belt cut across her bottom
once again.

“Please, Ms. Jones!” she cried.

Ms. Jones’s foot reached out, rested on her
bottom and then shoved hard, sending her sprawling forward onto her
belly on the grass.

“Did I not tell you not to come without my
permission?” she asked mildly.

Andrea, panting weakly, turned and stared at
her.

“Come here. Right here,” the woman ordered
sternly, pointing down at her feet.

Andrea was already on her belly. She forced
herself to her hands and knees and turned towards her, crawling the
step or two it took to be before her.

“Look at this,” Ms. Jones said, pointing at
the black shoe which Andrea had impaled herself on. “Do you know
how expensive this shoe is? And you’ve gotten your nasty pussy
cream all over it. Do you have any idea what that would do to the
leather?”

Andrea stared at Ms. Jones’s shoe,
speechless, confused, gulping in air. Her hands twitched with the
urgency of pushing back between her legs and bringing herself off,
but she couldn’t do it with Ms. Jones looking – right at her –
right in the face.

“Clean it off,” Ms. Jones growled.

Andrea stared at the shoe, then up at Ms.
Jones, confused, befuddled really.

“Clean it off, Andrea,” she ordered
sternly.

Andrea’s tongue slid hesitantly across her
lower lip.

“With your tongue, Andrea,” Ms. Jones said
coolly.

The thought of that was like a scalding
firestorm in her mind, and she lay frozen, stunned, for a long
moment, before the heat returned to bake her, to make her body
throb, her pussy pulse, her nipples ache.

“Now, Andrea. Let me see how sorry you are
for making such a mess of my shoe.”

So nasty, Andrea thought, her mind squirming
in a mixture of nasty delight and squeamish disgust. Yet the way
her pussy ached and throbbed swayed her. She felt almost drunk on
the sexual heat which was pulsing within her as she eased a little
closer, and then stretched out her swan-like neck and brought her
mouth up to the gleaming black shoe.

She shuddered, then eased her tongue out and
slowly, slowly, licked up the side of the shoe.

The first lick was hesitant, light, and made
her screw her face up in disgust, yet she licked again, another
hesitant lick, then a third, more confident, and then she was
licking fully along Ms. Jones’s foot, her tongue pushing out as far
as it would go as she moved her head up and down and gave long,
lewd, wet licks up and down the length of Ms. Jones’s shoe. She was
aware she was tasting her own pussy cream as she did so, and a part
of her was revolted by it, but she was too aroused to really let
that stop her.

Ms. Jones slowly twisted the shoe, turning it
from side to side as the blonde girl licked at it, and then pushed
it up against Andrea's open mouth and pushed it inside.

Andrea moaned around the pointed shoe as it
slid into her mouth and then, basking in the dark hunger, she began
to suck on it as if it were a cock, her lips stretched wide around
the front. She could not take more than the first couple of inches,
of course, but it was still lewdly degrading to suck and lick on it
as Ms. Jones looked down at her.

“Now you can reach back between her your legs
and masturbate again, Andrea,” Ms. Jones said.

The word hit her like a blow, yet her hand
was already darting between her legs, and she rubbed frantically as
she licked and sucked on Ms. Jones’s shoe. She moaned and shuddered
and gurgled as the orgasm boiled up from between her legs and
flooded her nervous system with dark, bubbling fire.

*

It had been a long week for Andrea.

What had happened at Ms. Jones’s had been
like an explosion in the middle of an otherwise slow, normal,
boring summer, and there had hardly been more than a few minutes
which passed without her thinking about it afterward. It made her
mind squirm with embarrassment, with humiliation, and yet she felt
an almost obsessive compulsion to think about it again and again,
and to let her mind float over what might happen, and what hadn’t
happened.

One thing that hadn’t happened: she hadn’t
actually done anything with Ms. Jones, not even so much as kissing
her on the cheek. That was a relief, but on the other hand, the
possibility, even likelihood that Ms. Jones would require some kind
of lesbian sex in the future hung over her like a threat. The
thought of licking Ms. Jones’s pussy did not excite her by any
means! She wasn’t gay, after all, nor even bi!

Yet she had degraded herself in a way which
was so utterly – disgusting, utterly humiliating in front of the
woman! And why? She still hadn’t figured it out. Ms. Jones hadn’t
forced her, hadn’t even removed her own clothes at all, had hardly
even touched her, in fact, except to rub her butt a little.

Jesus, imagine if anyone found out what she’d
done! It was so sick! So pathetically slutty! She couldn’t even
hint at it with her closest friends! There was no one she could
talk to about it. She had to keep it bottled up within her as she
continued her normal work week, going from house to house, cleaning
pools and doing gardening.

And every night, in her bed, she masturbated
frantically to dark, shaming images of herself submitting to Ms.
Jones, groveling in front of her, humiliating herself in front of
her.

As the week rolled around and the day came
closer when she would have to return to Ms. Jones’s house she felt
the growing anxiety in her chest. She considered trying to trade
off that particular job with someone else, but had no idea what
excuse she could make. She thought about taking the day off,
pleading sick, but that would really dump a lot of work on her
father and his other two employees.

Besides, Ms. Jones probably wouldn’t even be
there. She worked, after all. It was just that one time that she’d
come home early, because a meeting had been canceled. Andrea would
probably just go there, do her normal work, and then leave. And
what was there to be afraid of anyway? She didn’t have to do
anything she didn’t want to do. It’s not like Ms. Jones could
possibly force her, nor would, she was sure.

Still, she got little sleep that night. She
kept tossing and turning in her bed, wondering what would happen,
thinking over the many possibilities, and what she would do, and
what she would say and what Ms. Jones would do and say and –

It was chilly that morning. She felt relieved
at that. She wore jeans, a t-shirt, and a hoodie as she took the
truck and headed out on her route. She did her usual route, at
first, but when she would have driven to Ms. Jones’s, she instead
detoured and went on to the next house. If Ms. Jones was waiting
for her she would be surprised, she thought with a grim smile.

She did another house, too, and the next,
then stopped at a fast food shop and had lunch before continuing
on. It made her feel a little smug to think of Ms. Jones waiting to
no point, and then probably giving up and going back to work. She
had given in to the woman far too easily, behaved like a brainless
fucking whore. No more of that! She would go over there, do her job
quickly – but professionally, and then – well, it nearly the end of
the day.

And she suddenly realized that in putting off
Ms. Jones’s as late as she had she’d left it perilously close to
not being done before Ms. Jones came home from work. She felt
stricken by the realization, and wondered if she’d done it
subconsciously in hopes of ensuring she met up with the little
brunette again. But no, that wasn’t it, and she stepped on the
accelerator, checked her watch, and vowed to finish up before Ms.
Jones could get home from work.

Presuming, of course, that she had gone to
work today, and hadn’t lain in wait for Andrea like some kind of
slavering old crone eager to get her paws on a young girl’s
body.

She pulled into Ms. Jones’s driveway, and
pulled the baseball cap down tight over her head as she got out of
the truck. All business, she strode quickly to the rear of the
truck and got the equipment down, then carried it quickly down the
path to the back gate and opened it to let herself in. Her heart
was pounding as she looked around, but there was no sign of Ms.
Jones’s presence.

She started to work quickly, anxious to be
done and gone as a new fear swept over her. What if Ms. Jones
thought she had delayed her normal visit in hopes of meeting her
again!? She already thought of Andrea as a weak, perverted slut.
Now she would think she was desperate for her – her LESBIAN
attentions!

She worked quickly but efficiently – mostly.
She found herself rushing, dropping things, fumbling with things
like a nervous schoolgirl, and cursed herself repeatedly.

The wind picked up and swept through her thin
hoodie, chilling her even as she worked. The water was rippling
across the pond as she worked around it, and her hands were
starting to get icy. Then it started to rain. It was a very light
rain, and Andrea didn’t allow it to get in the way of her work,
though it did rush her a little more.

She was almost finished when the rain
stopped, but the sky was still thick with clouds, making the sky
appear steel gray. The wind picked up a little, too, which, given
her now damp hair and hoodie, made her feel even more chilly. She
was working quite quickly, and now had almost forgotten her worries
about Ms. Jones, convinced that was a problem she’d have to face
some other day.

And then as she turned with a rush, closing
the door to the shed behind her she gave a yelp of surprise as she
saw Ms. Jones standing there with a cool smile on her face,
watching her.

Ms. Jones was no taller than she had been
before. She wore black slacks, and a beautifully tailored gray
blazer over an open necked shirt, with a scarf around her neck. She
was perfectly poised, her hair perfectly in place, parted in the
middle, and looked almost regal.

Andrea, of course, was dirty, bedraggled,
wet, cold, and felt like a street urchin caught doing something she
oughtn’t have been doing. All her anxieties and worries came
crashing home at the same time, and she stared at the woman,
tongue-tied, her face blushing furiously as she recalled their last
meeting.

“Well, we meet again,” Ms. Jones said
politely. “And I see you’re in a rush. Not being slipshod in your
work, I trust?”

“N-N-No!” Andrea stuttered, her pulse
racing.

The woman's eyes narrowed.

“I mean – no, Ms. Jones!”

Ms. Jones frowned, looking her up and down.
“What have you done to your hair, dear?”

Andrea flushed again, reaching up and
awkwardly combing her fingers through her tangled hair.

“It was uhm, raining a little earlier,” she
said.

“Ms. Jones,” Ms. Jones said.

Andrea felt her heart give an extra hard
beat.

“Ms. Jones,” she said.

“It was raining earlier, Ms. Jones,” Ms.
Jones said, looking at her.

“It – it was raining earlier, Ms. Jones,”
Andrea said.

Ms. Jones nodded. “I must say I liked your
ah, uniform much better the last time I was here,” she said. “It
was much more attractive.”

Andrea gave an embarrassed little smile and
shrug. “It’s uhm, cold today,” she said.

“Cold? And here your father was telling me
just the other day what a tough young lady you are, playing hockey
and hiking and swimming and climbing on rocks.”

“Rock climbing,” Andrea said.

“Excuse me?”

“It’s rock climbing not uhm… climbing on …
rocks… Ms. Jones,” She said, blushing as Ms. Jones’s eyes
narrowed.

“Thank you for the correction, Andrea,” Ms.
Jones said coolly. “Still, the point remains that I would not
expect such a tough, athletic young woman to be trembling at a
little chill in the air and ready to run off and leave a job half
done.”

“I wasn’t – I’m not – .”

“So it isn’t that cold.”

“Well, I mean, no it’s not really cold, but –
.”

“Then you’ll please me by following through
on the promise you made me last time around.”

“I uhm, I don’t remember – .”

“You don’t remember promising, as you knelt
there on all fours by my chair, to please me by doing the gardening
in the nude?”

Andrea had forgotten, but now the words came
back to her in a crash and a thud that almost made her stumble.
She’d hardly been in her right mind at the time, and hadn’t taken
the words seriously at all. Now she blushed deeply and shuffled
uneasily from foot to foot.

“And again, so practical, for I can take your
clothes inside and put them in the dryer,” Ms. Jones said, smiling
pleasantly.

“Go ahead,” she said. “Take off those damp
things. I’ll take them inside.”

Andrea bit her lip.

“You aren’t going to break your promise are
you, Andrea?” Ms. Jones asked, her voice going cool. “You know how
little I respect people who don’t make every effort to keep their
word to me. Your father and mother both feel the same way, I
believe.”

They did, of course, and had long and
repeatedly imparted that to Andrea. In fact, so long and so
repeatedly she had come to believe in it herself. A promise was a
promise.

But it’s not fair, a part of her screamed.
She had hardly known what she was doing and – but of course, a
promise was a promise, and with Ms. Jones looking at her through
steely eyes she could not, squirm as her mind might, think of a way
around it.

“But it’s cold,” she said in a faint,
half-hearted, whiny voice.

Ms. Jones just looked at her, and Andrea
dropped her eyes, then reluctantly shrugged off her hoodie. She
felt her face getting hot as she undid her jeans, kicked off her
shoes, and then shoved them down her legs, stepping out of them.
She felt the chill of the breeze on her immediately, and it only
got worse when she turned her back on Ms. Jones – despite that
baring her thong-clad bottom, and peeled her t-shirt up and
off.

She removed her bra, her back still to Ms.
Jones, then slipped her thumb into the waistband of her thong, put
an arm across her breasts, and squatted low to step out of
them.

Ms. Jones moved forward and took them all
with a smile and a nod. “Continue your work,” she said, turning and
carrying them back inside.

 


 





Chapter Four

 


 


 


 


Andrea looked after her, shaking her head
wonderingly. The woman was crazy!

And she was now freezing her ass off in the
chilly breeze. She hurriedly set to work, hoping to finish things
as quickly as possible. Yet she knew Ms. Jones had much more
planned than simply seeing her naked, and the way she felt around
the woman, so tongue-tied and helpless, did not bode well for her
resisting whatever it was Ms. Jones came up with. Her anxiety grew,
yet on top of it came a slow, churning hunger and desire which she
could not, try as she might, push away.

Andrea stood there awkwardly under Ms.
Jones's eye, though her head was down she saw the woman shake her
head.

"Please don't stand there like a sulky little
girl," she said. "Stand straight. Pull your shoulders back. Pull
your stomach in."

Andrea nervously complied, shivering a little
in the cool breeze as Ms. Jones looked at her. She continued to
feel a swirling confusion inside her, partly embarrassed, partly
derisive, thinking this was silly and stupid, and partly excited -
anxiously excited as she waited for what would come next. I should
just go, she thought, though with little force behind it.

Ms. Jones looked her up and down slowly, and
Andrea felt a quiver in her loins. The woman stepped forward and
Andrea felt the urge to step back, which was silly, she knew, given
how much taller and stronger she was than the petite brunette.

"Yes, just as I recalled, a truly excellent
body, like a sculpture," Ms. Jones said. "Have you ever posed for a
painting or sculpture, Andrea?"

"No, Ms. Jones," Andrea said.

Ms. Jones circled her slowly as Andrea stood
there trying to keep her back straight and shoulders back.

"I think you'd make a remarkable subject. You
have a very textured body. Raise your hands above your head,
Andrea."

Andrea raised her arms uncertainly.

"No, no, high above, and apart. As if,
perhaps, you were being suspended by your wrists."

Andrea flushed but obeyed, swallowing
anxiously.

"Now arch your back more. Pull your hands
back a bit.”

Andrea inhaled sharply as she felt the
woman's soft hand against her lower back.

More, dear. That's it. Quite lovely."

Andrea blushed as she stood posed for Ms.
Jones, her breasts throbbing warmly despite the chill, her nipples
hard and hot and sparkling in the breeze as she thrust them
outward.

Ms. Jones took a step forward, and Andrea
flinched as she laid a hand on her chest above and between her
breasts. "Yes, a very finely rounded and toned body," she said.
"Any number of sculptors or artists would benefit from such a
model."

Her hand was warm, soothingly warm, in fact,
upon Andrea's chilled skin. It moved slowly down between her taut
breasts, brushing the insides as it eased down onto her upper
belly, then circled her stomach before easing down towards her
abdomen.

"You're a very fit young lady," Ms. Jones
said. "Soft on the outside, but hard underneath. People have said
that about me, but they didn't mean physically."

She chuckled as her hand gently caressed the
younger woman's belly.

"Keep your arms high and back," she barked as
Andrea eased her position.

Then she placed her foot down against
Andrea's bare toes.

"Shift your feet apart, Andrea. Wider," she
said, her hand sliding down further still.

This is not happening, Andrea thought
dazedly, a hot surging wall of emotional shock, embarrassment,
discomfort and raw heat swept through her in a kaleidoscope of
sensations.

Ms. Jones's soft, warm fingers eased down to
her pussy, covering her mound and gently squeezing, then stroking
gently up and down. She felt her index finger pushing forward,
penetrating her labia to stroke along between her sex lips, and
across her clitoris. She flinched violently, and gasped in shock,
but Ms. Jones's stern look put her back into position.

"Tell me, Andrea," Ms. Jones said as she
gently stroked her, "Have you had many men inside you?"

The question should not have shocked her but
did, and her swirling emotions did not allow her to talk.

"You strike me as a girl who likes sex," Ms.
Jones said. "And isn't terribly inhibited about the conditions
under which she gets it."

Andrea had goose bumps all over her body, and
Ms. Jones's warm hand and fingers felt soothing and gentle against
her cold flesh. The excitement which had gripped her since Ms.
Jones had made her presence known redoubled as her pussy began to
almost instantly respond to the soft, knowing caress. She felt her
face redden, felt the flush spread right down her chest as Ms.
Jones gently and quite casually stroked her finger across her
clit.

"How many men have been inside you, Andrea?"
Ms. Jones demanded, her voice hardening, demanding a response.

"I-I there - I -. "

"You can't remember? There were too
many?"

Andrea knew the exact number, of course. She
wasn't a scank or anything, yet still, it was hard to say.

"Seven," she finally blurted out.

"Seven? That's all?" Ms. Jones said, making a
face. "What a waste."

She slid her index finger in lower and curled
it under, and Andrea felt it penetrate her, slipping into her warm,
moist tunnel. She felt how tightly her pussy squeezed it as it
slipped up into her on a wall of her own lubrication.

"You're quite wet," Ms. Jones said, easing a
second finger up into Andrea’s quivering, throbbing pussy. “Yet
quite tight, too,” she mused, easing a third finger up inside the
gasping young blonde.

She appeared to study Andrea, staring at her
face as her fingers pushed up and down, then smiled and pulled her
fingers out, moving around behind her.

"Does that include the men who have been back
here?" she asked, suddenly pressing her cream-covered finger
against Andrea's wrinkled little back opening.

Andrea's body flinched sharply again, but she
held her position - barely, as she felt Ms. Jones's finger twisting
and turning and slowly sinking into her back passage.

"Does it?"

"Y-Y-Yes!" she gasped.

Her back was starting to ache from
maintaining her arched position, and Andrea eased it a little, her
chest rising and falling rapidly.

"Have you had a lot of men back here? Because
you truly have a beautiful ass," Ms. Jones said. "Your buttocks are
delightfully shaped. I can't imagine any men examining them and not
imagining his shaft thrust up between them."

Andrea flushed again. How could Ms. Jones
talk like this in such a casual tone!?

"Do you have a butt-plug at home,
Andrea?"

"No," she said, cheeks burning.

Ms. Jones snorted, tugged her finger out and
then slapped her on the bottom sharply.

"That's Ms. Jones," she said. "Try
again."

"No, Ms. Jones!"

The finger returned, sliding into her,
driving deep, twisting and pumping.

"I think you should get one and wear it so
you'll be ready the next time a man wants to thrust his cock up
into your lovely rear. It would make it so much easier for them and
less painful for you. Have you been sodomized many times,
Andrea?"

"N-No, Ms. Jones," she said as if in a
daze.

"Pity. I'm sure you'll come to enjoy it.
Would you like one of mine? I keep several in different sizes. I'll
fetch one for you. Wait here."

She walked back the house and Andrea stared
after her with a sense of disbelief and wild, dark arousal. This
was all so completely unlike any sexual experience she had ever
had, or even heard about! Sex was sudden, raw, passionate, and over
soon. This - this game playing, this long, slow, teasing, taunting
leadup was making her insides squirm and setting her thoughts
aflame. What was Ms. Jones up to? What did she intend to do? Was
she really going to come back with a butt-plug?

She returned, wearing a lose black leather
duster. "It's chilly out here," she said cheerfully.

Andrea didn't see her carrying anything, but
she moved behind where the girl was standing, and she gasped as she
felt Ms. Jones grip her hair and tug back sharply. "Chest out," she
ordered.

A moment later she felt something round and
solid against her anus, felt it pressing slowly in, the pressure
mounting. It was slippery with something, and her breathing became
more ragged as it slowly forced her anal opening apart and then
pushed inside. It pushed in an inch, then another, then a third and
suddenly her sphincter closed - or almost closed - behind it,
except she could feel something flat on the outside, a base of
sorts.

Ms. Jones came around in front of her,
smiling.

"Don't worry," she said. "I won't neglect
this other little opening."

Her warm fingers began to caress Andrea's
pussy again, and the dazed girl felt her legs go weak, barely
keeping herself from staggering back.

"Your father says you're a strong girl, but
what do men know about strength," she said with a smile. "Strength
is more than physical. Strength is an inner quality of the mind.
Are you strong, Andrea?"

Her finger pumped slowly in and out of
Andrea's pussy as she spoke and Andrea fought to keep her voice
somewhat steady.

"I-I - yes, Ms. Jones," she gulped.

"Do you think so? I wonder."

Her finger drew back, and then her hand
returned, only now it carried something she'd drawn out from under
her duster. A slow smirk of a smile spread across her face as she
raised it up, and Andrea saw it was a dildo - quite a large one -
quite a realistic looking one.

Her pulse raced and she felt her pussy throb
with anxiety and heat.

"Ah, I see the interest in your eyes,
Andrea," Ms. Jones said with a dark smile. "Do I see the thrill of
anticipation? The hope to be deeply penetrated by a large
cock?"

She held the dildo negligently, then rubbed
it across the younger woman's taut body, up across her chest,
rubbing and circling her stiff, straining nipples, then up higher
still, rubbing the fat helmet head of the thing over her lips and
mouth. She turned it inward and pushed forward into Andrea's mouth,
and the girl, her heart fluttering wildly, allowed her lips to be
pushed open as it slid inside and across her tongue.

"Close your lips, dear. I know you've done
this many times," Ms. Jones said.

Andrea obeyed, moaning, embarrassed, excited,
wild with anxious heat.

Ms. Jones pushed it deeper and she moaned
around it.

"Suck, little girl," Ms. Jones said in a
teasing voice. "Suck. You know you want to. Suck."

Andrea sucked weakly as Ms. Jones pumped it
slowly in and out, in and out, stroking the veined shaft across her
lips and over her tongue. The head pushed deep and Andrea gagged
weakly.

"Do you know how to swallow one of these?"
Ms. Jones asked with her head cocked to one side. "Surely you must.
Doing otherwise is just so amateurish."

Andrea did, though she was better at it when
drunk, for some reason. She held her position as firmly as she
could, basically spreadeagled, chest out, as Ms. Jones fed the
long, thick dildo through her lips. It turned and twisted in her
mouth as she sucked, and her face heated yet again, for Ms. Jones
seemed to have an amazing talent for shaming her at the same time
as she thrilled her.

Ms. Jones put a hand behind her head and
pushed the thick dildo deeper. Andrea gagged weakly as the head
entered her throat, but fought the urge to jerk back, tilting her
head back more as the fat head pushed through into her gullet, and
the shaft slid in behind.

"That's a girl," Ms. Jones cooed, sliding the
thing deeper still. “Swallow. Swallow.”

Andrea gurgled weakly, gagging slightly as
the dildo pushed deeper - and deeper. The dildo was a good foot
long, and Ms. Jones pushed it in and down until she was holding
onto the base with two fingers. She held it there, then slowly drew
it back again, faster than it had gone forward. She pulled it
halfway out, then pushed it back in as Andrea began to feel the
growing pressure in her chest and head from lack of air.

She pulled it back again with a smile, then
drew it fully out of the blonde girl's throat and Andrea coughed
several times, then gasped for breath.

Ms. Jones slid the now glistening cock down
and rubbed the head along her the girl's pussy as Andrea moaned and
gulped in air. Then she tilted it upwards and pushed it through the
soft, tightly clenched lips of her sex and upwards through the
moist embrace of her pussy walls. Andrea groaned softly, for it was
much thicker than the cocks she'd taken before. And Ms. Jones was
twisting it slowly from side to side as she pushed, stroking the
raised veins along the smooth, velvety soft walls of her pussy. She
eased it back several times and then drove it upwards again.

Andrea gasped as the head pushed against what
felt like the back wall of her pussy, but Ms. Jones snorted in
amusement. "You can take more than that, girl! If a man had one of
these dangling between his legs you'd want every inch inside you.
You know you would!"

She drew back and pushed up, twisting it, and
Andrea moaned as the discomfort rose within her. Ms. Jones shifted
the angle on the penetration, and pushed forward again, and the
head seemed to slip past something inside her, and push even
deeper. It ached, but Andrea felt a wild heat as she felt Ms.
Jones's fingers against her sex and knew she had somehow taken the
entire thing inside her.

Ms. Jones stepped back quite calmly and
casually, while Andrea stood still, trembling, chest heaving,
gulping in air raggedly, pulse racing, heart pounding.

"That pose must be growing uncomfortable by
now," she said. "Let us explore other poses."

She stepped back another step.

"I want you to bring your arms down and stand
straight as you were before," she said.

Andrea groaned as she relaxed her taut back
and then slowly, uncertainly, brought her feet together. As she
did, she felt the pressure of the base of the dildo which held her
pussy lips open, squeezed now between her thighs.

"Let's start with some familiar ones," Ms.
Jones said. "Down on your knees, like last time."

Andrea sank down gratefully, her legs shaky
anyway. She sat on her heels, and when Ms. Jones tapped the insides
of her knees with her foot, spread her knees wide apart without
being told. She straightened her back, and clasped her hands
together behind her back.

"Good. Now, I want you to spread your knees
even wider. As wide as they can go. Stretch out, little girl. And
lean back. Place your hands on the ground behind you and push your
chest up and out."

Andrea did so, though her back ached
again.

"Good. Now forward again, and slide forward
onto all fours."

Andrea moved forward obediently, not at all
sure why she was obeying except that despite her embarrassment,
anxiety and uncertainty this wild game Ms. Jones was playing was
setting some dark, hungry, passionate side of her mind aflame with
excitement.

She knelt on all fours as Ms. Jones circled
her, and gasped as Ms. Jones raised her foot, pressing the heel
against the base of the dildo protruding from between her quivering
pussy lips. She pressed down rhythmically, firmly, achingly.

Then she drew her foot back.

"Now sink your front lower, onto your elbows,
and keep your bottom high."

Andrea obeyed again, her breasts hanging low
now, brushing the grass.

"Now lower still. I want your chest flat
against the grass, your arms stretched out to either side, and your
head drawn back."

Andrea shivered as her breasts pressed
against the cold, wet grass. She lay her upper torso down,
stretching her arms out, and kept her bottom high.

"Spread your knees wider, Andrea, wide
apart."

Blushing, she did, knowing just how lewdly
exposed that would make her to Ms. Jones's gaze.

"Spread your knees wider, Andrea, wide
apart."

Blushing, she did, knowing just how lewdly
exposed that would make her to Ms. Jones's gaze.

"Very nice," Ms. Jones said. "Such an
excellent position for a submissive girl, don't you think?"

Andrea hadn't ever really thought of herself
as a submissive girl, during sex or at any other time, but now she
was reconsidering. She felt deliciously slutty and oddly helpless
as she obeyed Ms. Jones's orders. It was wildly exciting, and there
was a kind of comfort in not having to do anything, but only to
respond as ordered.

"Now stand up, feet two feet apart on the
grass. Now bend over and touch your toes."

Another degrading position, but Andrea did
it, feeling another swelling blossom of nasty excitement.

"Such a lithe, limber young girl," Ms. Jones
said admiringly. "Clasp your arms around your legs, Andrea, and
hold yourself in that position."

She did so, her breasts pillowing out against
her legs. She gasped as she felt Ms. Jones's fingers at her sex,
then felt her hand stroke casually up and over and around her taut
bottom.

"So do you think you're a strong woman,
Andrea?" she asked coyly.

"Yes, Ms. Jones," Andrea said, clutching her
legs tightly against her.

Ms. Jones snorted. "Perhaps we'll have a
little test," she said. "Straighten up."

Andrea stood up with a gasp and a bit of a
shiver.

"Now go and have a swim, dear."

Andrea turned her head towards the pond and
blanched, but swallowed and then after one hesitant step, padded
towards the pond and, looking back at Ms. Jones once, jumped into
the water.

She gasped and surfaced, her hair sweeping
back across her head as she swam to the far end, then returned. She
saw Ms. Jones gesturing, and pulled herself up over the edge of the
pool, then stood there, fighting not to shiver as the wind blew
across her dripping wet body.

Ms. Jones gripped the base of the dildo and
pushed, and Andrea grunted, then gasped as Ms. Jones pushed again,
forcing her up onto the balls of her feet momentarily.

"Just making sure, dear. Fortunately, you're
quite tight, so it doesn't seem to be trying to escape."

She ran her hand up and down Andrea's belly
again, as if measuring how deep the thing was, then stepped back.
"Lay down," she ordered.

Andrea breathlessly obeyed.

"Put your feet flat on the ground, and your
hands under your head."

"Now lets see how limber you are. I want you
to raise yourself off the grass except for your feet and your
hands."

Andrea easily raised her hips up, then
pressed down with her hands, grunting with effort as she bowed her
back up, as she raised her back and shoulders off the grass. Her
legs were spread wide for balance as she extended her arms and
straightened them to hold herself steady.

"Oh very good," Ms. Jones said.

Then she produced what looked like a half
dozen shoelaces, or perhaps, boot laces. They were thin and
leathery, perhaps six or seven of them, and attached to a small
stick. She traced them along Andrea's bowed chest and Andrea,
gasping with effort, tried to raise her head to see what they were,
to understand what Ms. Jones intended.

"Now don't move," Ms. Jones said. "Hold your
position - if you can."

She whipped her hand down and the laces
spread out and struck Andrea's belly. The impact was light, but the
little laces stung a bit. She swung again, and then again, and
again, steadily, and moving her arm downward. Now the laces cut
down across Andrea's taut breasts, and the sting was worse. Each
blow left her still wet, chilly breasts stinging and throbbing with
heated pain. And each blow made it worse. None were particularly
bad, but as Ms. Jones continued Andrea began to clench her teeth
against the rising pain.

It felt bizarrely exciting, and she didn’t
know why. The idea of letting Ms. Jones – hurt her – like this –
made her mind squirm with a strange, cruel kind of passion. She
gasped aloud now as Ms. Jones brought he laces down across her
breasts, across her belly and then lower still, across her
abdomen.

Ms. Jones shifted her aim with every blow,
snapping the laces down up and down the bowed front of her torso.
She paused as if to consider, then brought the thin lashes slicing
down between Andrea’s trembling thighs. Andrea let out a startled
cry and a hiss of pain, but continued to hold her position. Once
again, the stings mounted and she groaned and trembled and gasped
as the little laces slashed down across her pussy and thighs
repeatedly. There was little sound around them but Andrea's
breathing, and the thwack! thwack! thwack! of the laces striking
her skin.

She stopped finally. Andrea had tears in her
eyes and was trembling with the effort of maintaining her
position.

"Very well. Lay down on your back," she said
mildly.

Andrea gratefully collapsed to the grass,
then, with a groan, rolled over.

"Now with your feet together, raise your legs
straight up.

Andrea obeyed, hands at her sides, chest
rising and falling rapidly.

"Now open them up, let them slowly drop out
to the sides, wide, wide."

Andrea let her legs open, and then open wider
and wider. With them spread out to either side, gravity tried to
force them down further to the sides, and the tendons in her thighs
began to ache and strain.

"Now masturbate for me," Ms. Jones said
calmly. "I like to see you masturbate."

The idea should have horrified Andrea. It did
shock her, at first, but that was, for the most part, her reaction
to the word itself. She had done it the other day, after all, and
she had been degrading herself in front of Ms. Jones for some time
now.

And her body was trembling with cold - and
heat at the same time.

Hesitantly, her face flushing red again, she
drew her hands in and began to rub at her clit. At first she
thought she'd just fake it, but she was shocked at how quickly the
sexual tension in her body found strength with her hand stroking
across her swollen clit. Ms. Jones stood quietly watching, right
below her, looking right up between her legs as Andrea rubbed and
stroked faster and more frantically, the heat swelling and
blossoming within her at an intoxicating rate.

Ms. Jones's presence was both humiliating and
wildly thrilling, and as the heat burned through her mind Andrea
stared at her and then gripped the dildo with her other hand,
thrusting it in and out as she began to whine and moan and gasp at
the burgeoning heat and crackling sexual electricity tearing
through her.

Her legs, spread out like the wings of a
bird, were swaying up and down with her movement, pulling and
tugging at her aching tendons as convulsions began to wrack her
body. She was simultaneously overheated and chilled to the bone,
and the wild carnal passion was threatening to consume her mind as
she thrust again and again, gasping and groaning in overheated
pleasure as she drove the dildo down into her body.

The orgasm blew through her like a shockwave,
sending her legs flying up and out and back again, before they
dropped onto the ground as her hips bucked wildly, uncontrollably
up. She shuddered and cried out, the dildo jammed painfully deep as
she thumped the head against the back wall of her pussy in rapid
little jabbing thrusts.

She shuddered and arched her back, then
rolled onto her side, her fingers still stroking across her clit,
the palm of her hand jammed against the base of the dildo as her
hips spasmed convulsively again and again and … then she went limp,
gasping dazedly.

 


 





Chapter Five

 


 


 


 


Andrea stood awkwardly on the ground with her
back to Ms. Jones’s sundeck. Her ankles were actually tied to two
of the support beams of the deck, a couple of feet apart. Her
wrists had been tied together behind her back, palm to palm, and
then Ms. Jones had pulled them backwards and up, extending them
straight out behind her. That forced her to tilt forward
precariously.

Ms. Jones had removed the big dildo from
Andrea’s pussy after tying her in place, and instead had tied a
rope around her waist. Unlike the soft rope around her wrists and
ankles, this rope was rather harsh, made of rough hemp, and thicker
than the rope around her limbs. After tying it around her waist,
Ms. Jones had fed the rope down her abdomen and back between her
legs.

Then she had yanked it up and back harshly so
that the rope had been forced up between the lips of Andrea’s sex,
and pulled the rope up high behind her to the rail above and behind
her head, where she had tied it off.

Ms. Jones had said nothing much to her when
she’d been doing all this, and Andrea hadn’t actually asked, but
had merely stood in place, as ordered, and obeyed as Ms. Jones had
methodically, but casually tied her up.

She had been confused, then, for it seemed
like a strange way to tie a person up. She had been tied up on
occasion by lovers before, usually with her hands above her head,
tied to the headboard of some bed. It had always excited her far
more than she had been willing to admit to her boyfriends, lest
they think she was some kind of pervert.

She had quickly come to understand the
purpose of Ms. Jones’s design, however. For the rope dug up
uncomfortably harshly into her pussy, with a knot which was
directly over her clitoris. If she stayed absolutely still, the
pressure was steady and became just a dull ache, but of course, she
could not stay absolutely still. Every movement of her body ground
her pussy against the rough rope, and she was getting quite sore
down there.

What was more if she actually moved her hips
in a certain way she could grind her clitoris against that nasty
knot. That was painful, and yet it had its own dark, sensual thrill
of pleasure to it. She resisted, at first, but as her arousal had
become deeper by the awareness of her erotic helplessness she’d
begun to move more, and that ache between her legs became a sharp,
stinging pleasure that she had to both relieve and redirect.

It was not an immediate thing, but she had
been tied there for some time now, and her pussy was now terribly
sore where the rope was pulled up tight. Trying to ease various
cramps and aches and discomforts kept her moving and pulling
against it repeatedly, despite her best efforts at staying still.
And when the sexual pressure inside her grew more powerful she
found herself helplessly grinding herself against the knot.

The pleasure was painful, but the pain was a
dark, sexual thrill. She gasped and moaned as she rolled her hips
in helpless pleasure, and sawed her soft, pink pussy against the
rough rope. But by angling her hips down a little more she was able
to grind her clit directly against that knot, and though she hissed
and gasped and moaned at the sharp, stinging pain, the pleasure
became a scalding, overwhelming need that had her feverish with
passion, hunger and need, and oblivious to the pain.

Her hips bucked and her head rolled and she
shuddered and gave a sob of orgasmic pleasure as the orgasm bathed
her in hot, crackling sexual fire. She jerked and bucked and
gurgled through a massive orgasm, pulling and twisting against her
bonds as the sexual power tore through her. Then went nearly limp,
gasping, panting, moaning, letting her head hang low as the power
faded.

The stinging between her legs surged to the
fore and she moaned and winced, but could, of course, do nothing
about it.

Somewhat free of sexual heat, she raised her
head, peering through the ragged bangs which were hanging down past
her forehead. She moaned weakly as she pulled at the ropes, but of
course, could do nothing to get away. And now a strange sense of
unreality came over her. For she had simply gone along with
everything Ms. Jones had done hitherto, but now she was actually
trying to free herself.

And she could not. She could not get free.
She could not do anything but stand there where Ms. Jones had bound
her and hope Ms. Jones would come, at some point, to release her.
The sense of helplessness was overwhelming, and she began to feel
indignant and impatient, began to feel annoyed at Ms. Jones as she
sought helplessly to free herself. She’d been out here long enough,
after all. It was cold. She’d been cold for a long time, and she
was hungry now and wanted to go inside.

Yet she could not even cry out for help or
demand Ms. Jones free her, for the woman had pushed a ball gag into
her mouth before walking casually away.

The ball gag had caused its own problems. It
was uncomfortable, and what was worse she had soon begun to drool
around it. That was embarrassing, at first, then quite frustrating
and irritating as the saliva dribbled down her chin.

She moaned and twisted against the bonds
around her wrists again – and then it started to rain. She raised
her head and looked up at the darkening sky, cursing softly as a
light rain fell around her. It didn’t take long for her to get
soaking wet as she stood there, and then the rain started to really
come down. It came down in buckets, pouring down onto her and
drenching her to the bone as the chilly wind continued to blow.

Exhausted, miserable, sore, and freezing,
half drowned and helpless, her head hung down and she moaned as the
rain pelted her and the wind assaulted her and she could do nothing
about either.

The rain stopped, finally, and then the wind
picked up. She shivered and then trembled. Finally, the door opened
behind her and Ms. Jones came out. She smiled gently, untied the
rope around her ankles, then the rope around her waist. Andrea
groaned as Ms. Jones gently plucked the uncomfortable rope out from
between her sex lips. Then, leaving her wrists bound together, she
untied the rope from the rail above her and took her arm, leading
her across the grass and up the steps of the deck towards the
house.

Ms. Jones brought her inside, her hands
helping support the staggering girl, led her through the kitchen
and down a hall into her bathroom. There was a large, round tub
there with bubble bath in it. She led Andrea up to it and had her
step into it and then sit down.

Andrea groaned helplessly as the warm water
closed around her hips and belly. She sank backwards, letting the
water flow over her body, especially over her breasts, which were
half frozen, and shuddered in relief. The water was not hot, but it
felt deliciously warm on her chilly body

Ms. Jones knelt beside the tub with a smile
on her face. She picked up a small shower hose and played warm
water over her head, using her fingers to comb out her blonde hair.
She lay the girl’s head back in a small notch in the side of the
tub, carefully and gently shampooed her hair, then used the shower
hose to spray more warm water over her to rinse it off.

She let her hands move over the girl’s body,
staring with her shoulders, and working their way down over her
breasts, gently caressing and kneading the soft skin, rolling the
nipples, then sliding downwards, caressing her belly and legs. She
lifted up each ankle, pulling it and the leg out of the water, and
gently used her fingers and soap to lather the limb up, then placed
it gently back in the water to rinse off.

Andrea moaned into the gag, wanting it
removed, but Ms. Jones ignored her. Instead, when she was warm and
clean, she helped her stand and climb out of the tub, then used a
big fluffy towel to pat her dry. She had her kneel on the floor,
sitting on her heels, then picked up a blow dryer and brushed out
her hair as she played the hot air over it.

Andrea was quite exhausted, bone weary, but
not so much so that, when Ms. Jones was finished, she couldn’t rise
and follow her into the front room. Ms. Jones sat her down on her
knees in front of a crackling fireplace, then finally removed the
gag after warning her that if she spoke even a single word it would
go back into her mouth and she’d get nothing to eat.

Andrea held her words, then, and Ms. Jones
then picked up a small plate of meat balls. She didn’t use a fork,
but instead her fingers, picking each one up, and then popping it
into her the blonde girl’s mouth. After the first few, she simply
held her hand out and let Andrea lick the meat ball out of it.

Then came a bowl of milk set on the floor.
She had Andrea lean over and drink it, then led her back to the
bathroom and brushed her teeth for her. Andrea was stumbling and
staggering from exhaustion by then, for it had been a very weary
day. Ms. Jones led her into her bedroom, a large, grandly furnished
room with an immense, four poster bed.

She untied Andrea’s wrists at long last, then
laid her in the center of the cushiony bed, drawing the covers
aside first, and placed leather wrist restraints around her wrists
before raising them above her head. Andrea groaned in comfort as
she lay back on the delightfully soft mattress, not caring for the
moment that her wrists were being chained to the headboard.

She was warm, dry, and fed, at last, and what
else could possibly matter? She was just about ready to doze off,
and in fact, did doze off, though not for very long.

She wakened to confusion, to heat, to a
strange, thrilling sensation of sexual heat and pleasure. Her
eyelids fluttered and she raised her tired head to look downwards.
There she saw that her legs had been spread wide, and Ms. Jones,
who was entirely naked now, was kneeling between them, her tongue
at work against Andrea’s pussy.

She was extra sensitive down there because of
the way the rope had ground against her, and more than a little
raw. Yet the fact that Ms. Jones’s tongue actually stung a little
as it moved over her only seemed to add more energy to the sensual
firestorm brewing within her body.

“N-No,” she moaned.

She gasped and whimpered, staring, her eyes
glassy, as Ms. Jones looked up at her and mouthed her pussy,
sucking, licking, massaging her. Andrea felt one spasm after
another ripple through her body, and arched and twisted and rolled
her hips in moaning pleasure.

And then Ms. Jones was sliding up her body,
naked, her own soft flesh pressing against Andrea until their
breasts were pillowed against each other. Andrea wanted to deny
her, wanted to say no, wanted to make her understand that she
didn’t have any interest in women.

She moaned, shaking her head, or trying to.
Ms. Jones gripped her hair and crushed her lips with her own.
Andrea gurgled as Ms. Jones’s tongue thrust into her, as her
breasts rubbed against her own and her soft flesh ground down
against her.

She pulled back, leering down at Andrea,
licking a moist trial down the nape of her neck, down onto her
breasts.

“D-Don’t!” Andrea panted weakly. “N-No!”

Ms. Jones mouthed her aching nipples, sucking
and chewing on them, her tongue lapping hungrily, and Andrea’s
nipples burned and throbbed in response.

Andrea’s hands pulled feebly against the
restraints, while Ms. Jones slid her fingers through her silky hair
and jerked her head back to expose the nape of her neck. Then the
woman rained passionate bites and kisses along Andrea’s throat as
the younger girl shuddered and moaned, and gasped aloud in pleasure
and pain and confusion and denial.

Ms. Jones’s hands were all over her as their
bodies ground erotically together. And then she managed to work her
leg between Andrea’s, and grabbed her bottom, pulling the girl’s
leg up across her hip to bring their pussies into direct
contact.

A part of Andrea pulsed with denial but it
was alone in a dark corner as her body thrilled to the heat and
pleasure. She writhed and moaned and her hips rolled up against Ms.
Jones as their soft, shaven pussies ground together in lewd,
passionate desire. Ms. Jones’s hands kneaded her buttocks as her
tongue thrust into Andrea’s mouth, and Andrea gurgled and moaned in
helpless pleasure.

Her hips started rocking violently as an
orgasm rolled over her. Ms. Jones rolled her hips back just as
hard, and their interlude became a hot, carnal passionate grinding
explosion of lesbian pleasure.

The orgasm left her drained and limp. Ms.
Jones continued to kiss her, more softly now, continued to knead
her breasts and then to suck gently on her nipples as she licked
and thumbed them. Then the brunette slid downwards between the
young blonde’s legs, forced them apart, and licked her to another
shattering orgasm. She roused her a third time and then, when
Andrea was drunk on pleasure, gasping and panting and moaning in
heated passion, Ms. Jones climbed up her body and straddled her
head.

Andrea stared up at Ms. Jones’s soft, clean
pussy, and started to shake her head in denial. But Ms. Jones would
not be denied as she sank her pussy down onto her mouth and ground
it heavily against her lips.

“Lick,” Ms. Jones said.

Andrea could not bring herself to.

“Lick,” Ms. Jones ordered, grinding her bald
pussy against the blonde girl’s mouth in a slow, continuous
motion.

Ms. Jones grabbed a fistful of hair and
pulled it back, causing Andrea to cry out in pain.

“Lick,” Ms. Jones growled.

Andrea whimpered helplessly, and then,
dazedly, she began to lick, thrusting her tongue up against Ms.
Jones’s slit, driving it between her pussy lips and dipping it into
the mouth of her sex. She licked upwards, as Ms. Jones tugged on
her hair, and felt Ms. Jones’s clit as a little bump against her
tongue. She began to lick it as Ms. Jones rode her face, and
Andrea, staring at the woman’s pussy, rolling her eyes up the long
length of her body, felt a strange masochistic passion envelope her
as she submitted to the woman’s will.

And it was masochistic. She stopped licking,
deliberately, so Ms. Jones would yank on her hair again and order
her to resume. She resumed, gasping, moaning, licking at Ms.
Jones’s clit, strangely, wildly thrilled at being forced. She
stopped again, repeatedly, in order to provoke Ms. Jones into
yanking on her hair and ordering her to continue. And when Ms.
Jones climaxed, jamming her pussy down into Andrea’s mouth, she
opened her mouth wide and shuddered in dark hunger as she tasted
Ms. Jones’s cream and let it spill into her mouth.

Of course Ms. Jones returned the favor,
licking Andrea to another orgasm, and the rousing her still again.
This time Ms. Jones climbed off her, pulled on a strap-on dildo,
and settled between the gasping, panting young blonde’s legs, a
smirk on her face. The dildo was … thick. It had a rounded head,
and the shaft narrowed somewhat near it, then grew thicker further
along.

“I know what you like, little slut,” she
purred, as she fit the head of the fake cock against Andrea’s
aching, burning pussy.

Andrea shook her head weakly.

“Oh yes you do. You need to have something
big and hard and fat shoved up inside you. I’ve seen your kind
before, little girl.”

Andrea groaned as she felt the fat head of
the dildo forcing her pussy lips in and back. Sopping wet and
slippery with Ms. Jones’s saliva, the dildo slid into her and up
inside her, forcing aside the tight, slick walls of her sex. She
groaned as Ms. Jones pushed deep and then settled her own body atop
her. Yet her legs drew up and around the woman and she reveled in
the deep penetration.

And even though it was a woman doing her, it
felt, oddly, in some ways, as though it was a man. Not just because
of the dildo, but because Ms. Jones was so strong, so strong willed
that was, and so take-charge. Andrea felt like her bitch, like her
whore, and a dark crackling sexual fire wove in and out of her mind
as Ms. Jones treated her like that, gripping her hair in a tight
grip, jerking her hair back, and crushing her lips with her own as
she began to thrust in and out.

Ms. Jones knew how to use the dildo, too,
thrusting in fast and hard, then slow and deep, changing angles and
directions and speeds as she plunged her tongue into Andrea’s mouth
and Andrea, for the first time, helplessly kissed back, moaning in
growing passion as Ms. Jones rode her.

Ms. Jones’s hips worked in and out, in and
out, up and down, and Andrea shuddered in delight as the woman
fucked her. Ms. Jones drew back a little, but only to scoop up
Andrea’s legs, lifting them up and back, lewdly raising her pussy
and ass while she balanced herself, straight armed, and worked her
hips down against Andrea in a hard, deep thrusting which made the
girl grunt, moan and gasp in wildfire pleasure.

And yet – it wasn’t a man riding her. It
wasn’t a man using her, fucking her, screwing her like his bitch.
It was a woman, and a slim, short woman at that. And so Andrea felt
a strange sense of shame and embarrassment at letting herself be
subjected to such control, letting herself be sexually used and
ridden like a bitch in heat by another woman. It was, as she
thought dazedly, fucking with her mind, and she didn’t understand
it.

Especially since that embarrassment and
discomfort, that sense of shame and contempt at her weakness was
not only making her mind squirm with pleasure, but setting her body
alight with heat. Why, she wondered weakly. Why was she letting
this woman use her like a bitch, like a whore, and why was it
turning her on to do so?

But of course, she could not frame such
thoughts clearly, not with her ankles being jammed back behind her
shoulders and Ms. Jones ramming the dildo down deep into her
sopping pussy with a force which was now almost painful, but which
was setting her body aflame nonetheless.

Andrea lay helpless under Ms. Jones’s gaze,
helpless, and ashamed of herself for being so dominated, yet a
masochistic glow of delicious pleasure seeped through her mind as
she grunted and moaned under the woman’s hard, steady, aching
thrust, and the tight bonds around her wrists only reinforced to
her how much at the older woman’s mercy she was.

She came with a helpless, shuddering cry of
pleasure, convulsions wracking her body as she spasmed and jerked
and gurgled in mindless wonder under the howling storm of sensory
gratification. Ms. Jones chuckled above her, riding her through the
orgasm, ramming the dildo down into her until Andrea finally went
limp, her jaw slack, her eyes slitted.

Then she eased back, let the girl’s legs
slowly unfold and fall down and apart, then crawled up her body,
sucking and chewing on her nipples, kneading her breasts, then
climbing higher still, until she was once again straddling the
younger woman’s heaving chest. She aimed the slick dildo at the
girl’s mouth and pushed it inside.

Andrea moaned around it, eyes fluttering as
she stared up in surprise and confusion. Ms. Jones leaned forward,
driving the dildo deeper, sliding it along the girl’s tongue, and
Andrea almost instinctively closed her lips around it.

“Suck, little girl,” Ms. Jones said in a
growl. “Suck my cock like the cock-loving slut you are! Suck!”

Andrea sucked, shuddering at the woman’s
words, battered by embarrassment and wildfire arousal at the same
time, by indignation and delighted outrage. Ms. Jones began to work
her hips slowly in and out, and the dildo, covered in her own
creamy juices, slid in and out of Andrea’s mouth as she sucked and
licked in helpless, dazed sexual passion.

Ms. Jones bared her teeth, gripping Andrea's
hair, tilting her head upwards, and leaned further forward, then
slowly forced the dildo into her throat and right down her gullet.
Ms. Jones wound up on her elbows and face on the mattress, her
hands under Andrea’s head pulling her face upwards as she worked
her hips slowly up and down, pumping the big dildo in and out along
the full length of Andrea’s gagging, gasping, choking throat.

Black dots danced before Andrea’s eyes as her
chest burned from lack of air. She twisted and arched and moaned
around it as she coughed and gagged. Then she drew slowly back,
sitting upright, pulling inch after inch of dildo out of the
gagging girl’s throat and mouth until it finally came free.

“Are you my whore, Andrea?” she cooed,
rubbing the dripping cock over her lips. “Are you my little slut?
My bitch?”

She twisted her fingers in Andrea’s hair,
yanking back and Andrea cried out weakly.

“Say it, slut!”

“I-I’m your whore!” Andrea cried weakly.

“Ms. Jones,” she growled.

“I’m your whore, Ms. Jones!’ Andrea
gasped.

“And what else? My bitch? My slut?”

“Yes!” Andrea moaned. “I’m your bitch whore,
Ms. Jones!”

Ms. Jones pulled off the dildo and ground her
pussy into the blonde's mouth.

“Lick me, slut!”

Andrea licked, groaning in masochistic
excitement.
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Andrea pulled the brim of her baseball cap
lower over her eyes as the sun sparkled through the distant
branches of the trees behind home base. She bent over, her baseball
glove ready as she watched the batter, legs well apart, posed to
leap in either direction as the pitcher went into his windup. The
ball sank just as the batter swung at it and she wound up swinging
almost completely around, drawing barks of laughter from a number
of people, including Andrea.

She straightened and stretched her back,
which was still sore from the workout she’d had at Ms. Jones’s. Her
mind shrank away from the embarrassment of that day, but not from
the wild, dark thrills she’d experienced. Then she refocused on the
batter again, bending, legs apart, ready to pounce. This time the
batter managed to connect and the ball flew down the third base
line. Andrea leapt to her right, twisting and throwing out her
gloved hand, and snagged it easily. She spun and threw to first
base, and shrugged off the shouted approval of her teammates –
though she noticed it with pride.

Andrea liked baseball. It wasn’t as much fun
as volleyball, which was more high-energy, especially when the
teams were evenly matched, and it didn’t have the dedicated
physical effort of swimming laps, but it was a nice, relaxing and
often rewarding game. She was on a good team, a mixed adult team
which was, like her, mainly young and fairly athletic. They won far
more than they lost, and she liked that too.

It was a coolish evening, and she was wearing
jeans and a long sleeved blouse under her baseball jersey. Her hair
was pulled back behind her in a loose tail which protruded through
the hole above the clasp of her cap. She looked cute, knew it, and
normally played up that fact. There were a lot of cute guys on the
team, after all, and not all were attached. And even if they were,
well, they wouldn’t always be – maybe. But tonight she had little
time for that. In fact, she had too much time for thinking about –
things. She would have preferred to be playing volleyball, or some
other, more intense game which gave her less time for
contemplation.

She wasn’t quite sure what was going on in
her life, or where it was headed, or whether she wanted it to go
there. The last couple of years had been perfectly satisfactory and
straightforward, with working the landscaping job in the day,
sports in the evening, and then, often enough, partying in the
night. What more could a girl ask for? Now Ms. Jones had added a
new element, a disturbing element, in some regards. Where was this
going and did Andrea want to follow it there? What did Ms. Jones
have planned for her life? The woman was, in some ways,
infuriating, and certainly overbearing and obstinate. Andrea had
been described in those terms herself, of course, but her
resistance seemed to have melted completely away where Ms. Jones
was concerned.

The pitcher was taking forever, and she
sighed and straightened up. She lifted her jersey, reached into her
jeans, and pulled out a package of gum, then extracted a stick,
opened it, and slipped it into her mouth. She chewed lightly as she
resumed her stance, waiting as the batter struck out, then waiting
for the next. There was a lot of waiting in baseball, she thought,
a lot of standing around doing not much of anything. That, of
course, reminded her again of Ms. Jones. There was a lot of
standing around – or hanging around – doing nothing much there too!
On the other hand, the entertainment, when it came, was
considerably more exciting than a baseball skipping across the
grass.

The batter flied out to center field, and
Andrea jogged forward, along with the rest of her team, tossing her
glove o the bench and then sitting down next to it as the team’s
first batter took his place at the plate. Jeremy Forbes sat down
heavily beside her, then reached out and tugged on the brim of her
cap, yanking it downward. She batted his hand away with a grin and
pulled it up again.

“We should just forfeit this at bat,” he said
softly.

“Yeah,” Andrea said.

It was the bottom of their order. Jennifer,
Brenda, and Peter. None of them could hit their weight. Peter was
the pitcher, so that was understandable. Brenda was a terrific
shortstop, but Jennifer – Andrea shook her head – if there was a
weak spot on their team it was Jennifer. She was an adequate
outfielder, barely, but worthless as a batter. The problem was she
came as a package with Dave, their biggest power hitter. If they
wanted him and his bat, they had to take her too.

“How’s work going?”

“Good,” she said. “You?”

He made a face. “All the forms were properly
filled out and sent on their way.”

She laughed, glad again she didn’t have a job
like he did, pushing paperwork in an office cubicle.

“What are you doing Friday?”

“Not much,” she said after a brief
hesitation.

“Want to hit that new club on Hazelwood?”

“Yeah, I guess.”

“About nine?”

“Sounds good.”

“I’ll pick you up,” he said with a grin.

She grinned back. Jeremy was cute, hard
bodied, and fun to be with. He was a little too immature in some
ways for her to even consider anything serious, but as a party pal
he was just fine.

They watched their batters strike out and
took the field again for the last inning. The other side got one
hit, but stranded him, and the game was over. Andrea sauntered back
to the parking lot in company with Dave and Paula, chatting about
the game, then got into her black firebird and headed home,
contemplating whether she ought to call someone and go out, or just
shower, get into her jammies and watch TV.  Either idea went
out the window, however, when her cell phone rang and she casually,
without thinking, answered it.

“Yeah?” she said, eyes on the road.

“Hello, Andrea.”

The voice made the breath catch in her
throat.

“Uhm, hi… Ms. Jones,” she said.

“I bought something for you, dear, a new
outfit. Come on over and try it on, then we can go shopping.”

“I uhm, don’t have a lot of money right now.
I’m kind of between pays, you know.”

“My treat, dear. And I plan on buying you
some expensive items,” Ms. Jones said.

“Well uhm – .”

“I won’t accept no for an answer. In fact,
you can file that away for future use, as well. Come over, and
don’t dawdle.’

Ms. Jones hung up and Andrea cursed softly
and put the phone away. She ought to just go home anyway and let
the woman steam. She wasn’t ready for another of Ms. Jones’s wild
rides. On the other hand, you were only young once, and whatever
Ms. Jones had in mind was certainly more interesting than sitting
around and watching reality television.

* * * *

Ms. Jones greeted her with a broad smile and
hug as Andrea warily entered the house.

"Come this way, dear. I just know we're going
to have a lovely night together," she said.

She actually took her hand as though she were
a little girl, and led her through the foyer and then into the
living room. There were several boxes sitting on the coffee table
which appeared to be from stores.

"Undress, dear. I've got a lovely dress for
you to wear," Ms. Jones said.

Andrea blanched. "I don't do dresses," she
said.

Ms. Jones's eyes narrowed. "Excuse me?" she
said coolly.

"Uhm, I mean, I don't wear dresses, Ms.
Jones."

Ms. Jones's face gave her an impatient look,
and Andrea licked her lips nervously.

"Take off your clothes, dear," she said.

"But - ."

"Now," she growled.

Andrea felt her chest tightening, and then
decided not to fight her on this as it would be pointless. She took
off her baseball cap, then peeled her baseball jersey up and over
her head as Ms. Jones shook her head.

"I think one of my tasks is going to be to
prove to you that you're a girl, Andrea," she said.

Andrea made a face as she slipped off her
shoes, undid her belt, opened her jeans, and skinned them down her
legs and off. She flushed a bit as she peeled her shirt up and off,
then undid her bra and removed it. She hesitated, wearing just her
thong but Ms. Jones made an impatient gesture.

If she was just wearing a dress why did she
have to remove her underwear, Andrea thought, but didn't say it
aloud. She slipped them off, and stepped out of her socks for good
measure, then stood there naked and more than a little anxious
about what Ms. Jones had planned.

"You wear too much white and gray tops,
dear," Ms. Jones said. "I think more colors would help set off your
lovely blonde hair."

The color of the dress Ms. Jones pulled
triumphantly out of a box was - pink. Andrea stared at it,
appalled. She started to shake her head but Ms. Jones would have
none of it.

"Put it on," she ordered, overriding her
protests. "It has a bra in it."

That was an exaggeration, of course. The
dress was too small and too thin to have anything in it. It
appeared to be made of some kind of lycra or nylon material, and
Andrea barely managed to pull it down over her slender shoulders.
It was tight! She grunted with effort as she peeled the fabric down
her body, over her breasts, and down her waist to her hips.

It didn't really go much further than
that.

"It's too small," she said in relief.

"Nonsense. It's perfect," Ms. Jones said.

The dress, if it could be called that,
squeezed her breasts in from the sides and from underneath,
thrusting them up and out for viewing. In order to aid in that
viewing there was a cutout across the center of the chest which
bared a large portion of her breasts. In fact, she had to adjust
them to keep her nipples from showing. The hem clung to her thighs
just below her buttocks. It had long sleeves, which were a little
looser than the main body of the dress, and which ended in thick,
puffy pink lace.

"Now these," Ms. Jones said proudly, opening
a shoe box.

The shoes were a bright pink, very girlish,
with big bows. They were also stilettos, with five inch heels.

Ms. Jones wasn't done, of course, as Andrea
dazedly posed, Ms. Jones put a heavy pink lipstick on her, and
added rouge to her cheeks to make them bright pink, then combed her
hair into pigtails and put bright pink butterfly clips to hold them
out.

"You look delightful!" she said, pleased.

"You have got to be kidding," Andrea said,
staring at herself in disbelief.

"Oh but I haven't quite finished.

She winked and showed her a pair of
handcuffs, the kind of fuzzy, furry - pink of course - handcuffs
sold in novelty stores and handed out as jokes at office parties
and bachelorette parties. They were functional, regardless of their
looks, though, and Ms. Jones quickly handcuffed Andrea's wrists
together behind her back. A pink collar went around her neck, with
a pink leather leash to pull on it, and Ms. Jones pronounced her
ready to go shopping.

"What!?" Andrea gaped at her.

Ms. Jones stared at her. "Andrea, dear, I
don't think I like your attitude," she said.

"But... but Ms. Jones! I can't go out like
this!"

"Why not?"

"I look like a freak!"

"You look like a very attractive young
woman."

"I look like a kinky whore!"

Ms. Jones shrugged. "That is what you are,
after all."

"But... but ..."

"I see we have to add one other item," Ms.
Jones said, frowning at her.

Andrea wanted to resist, but as Ms. Jones
pulled on the leash she followed her dazedly out to the car, her
mouth held wide by a fat pink ball gag.

Ms. Jones tugged on the leash, leading her
towards the garage, and Andrea frantically tried to pull back –
until the doorbell rang.

“Ah, it’s about time,” Ms. Jones said,
dropping the leash.

She crossed the foyer to the front door and
opened it, and another woman strode through.

Her name was Susan Foster, and she was
another of the customers on Andrea's route. She was tall, where Ms.
Jones was short, broad in the shoulders where Ms. Jones was slim,
with large breasts and a firm jaw, the redheaded woman frowned down
at Ms. Jones, then looked across at a stunned Andrea.

“Were you leaving without me?”

“Well you’re late. You said you’d be here by
seven and it’s seven fifteen already. The stores will be closed if
we don’t get moving.”

“Sarah dear, these kinds of stores tend to
keep rather later hours than the norm,” the woman said, moving past
her and pausing next to Andrea.

“Hello, Andrea,” she said pleasantly. “You’re
looking lovely as ever, dear.”

“Isn’t she just adorable?” Ms. Jones
said.

“She looks silly, which I gather is the
idea,” Susan said.

She snorted and then to Andrea’s shock,
reached out and gave her breasts a good, solid squeeze.

“But the dress does tend to highlight her
features well.”

Andrea staggered as Ms. Jones tugged the
skirt up and both women gazed at her bottom.

“Lovely ass,” Susan said, reaching down to
give her a squeeze.

“Isn’t it,” Ms. Jones said. “And she’s got a
lovely little pussy too. See.”

She tugged Andrea around so the other woman
could look down. Susan smiled and reached down to run a finger
along her soft slit.

“Nice. Is she tight? I’m sure you’ve already
been in there.”

“Tight as a drum. Ah to have a twenty year
old body again,” she sighed.

“Oh please, you’re barely over thirty. I’m
nearly forty.”

“Andrea, dear, are you all right? You look a
little faint,” Ms. Jones said.

Mrs. Foster tilted the girl's chin up and
smiled at her, but the smile was not amused.

“I think little Andrea is starting to
understand the difference between girls and women,” she said.

“Well, we’ve got a lot more to show her in
that regard, so let’s get on the road.”

Andrea had been thunderstruck by the
appearance of Mrs. Foster. While Ms. Jones had always been a young,
hip woman she got along with rather well, Mrs. Foster was older,
and very stern. To be exposed like this in front of her was a
stunning shock. To be pawed by her was sending her mind tumbling in
dismay and disbelief. Now she was being pulled along between the
two on the end of a leash headed for Ms. Jones’ car.

“Put her in the rear. I haven’t spent much
time with dear little Andrea,” Mrs. Foster said grimly.

They opened the rear door and put Andrea in,
then put on her seat belt. Mrs. Foster got in beside her, and Ms.
Jones drove.

Susan smiled at her. But it was a grim sort
of smile as she looked her up and down.

“I can’t say I’m surprised,” she said. “The
apple doesn’t fall far from the tree.”

And before the still dazed Andrea could
ponder that statement Ms. Jones thrust a hand between her legs,
cupping her bare sex and giving her a squeeze.

“This is what you are,” she said with a grin.
“And this is how to control you.”

She yanked Andrea’s legs apart and then
pulled forward so she was slumped a little in the seat. Her fingers
prized her sex lips apart and she gazed in at the soft pink flesh,
then began to stroke it with her fingers.

“What a sweet little pussy,” she said.

She raised her eyes to Andrea’s stunned face.
“I said that years ago when you first sprouted breasts,” she said,
leering. “I knew you’d grow into a hot, sexy little slut one day,
Andrea. And you certainly have.”

“And very responsive she is, too,” Ms. Jones
said from the front seat. “Her little nipples are especially
sensitive.”

Mrs. Foster tugged down the big open front of
her dress to expose Andrea’s breasts and then caught her nipples
between her thumbs and forefingers and squeezed.

Andrea gasped and yelped into the gag as Ms.
Jones pinched her nipples harder and pulled them outwards,
stretching them. Her nipples burned with the pain, yet it was a
bizarrely exciting pain. As her sputtering mind finally began to
accept the fact she had two perverted women lusting over her
instead of one, and began to ease off her shocked, adrenalin fueled
high, she felt a bubbling, liquid sexual heat making her pussy
churn with wicked excitement at her helpless predicament.

Mrs. Foster leaned in against her and gnawed
lightly on her earlobe, then whispered. “I am going to fuck your
pretty little brains out later, darling.”

Then she eased down and began to suck and
chew on Andrea’s breasts and areolas as her fingers stroked
expertly at Andrea’s clitoris.

“Don’t make her come yet, Susan,” Ms. Jones
said, eying them in the rear view mirror. “You know how they lose
control when you get your talented fingers on their clitties.”

“Don’t worry, I won’t let this little slut
come until she begs for it,” Susan said with a leer at the shocked
girl’s face.

Andrea felt a horrified kind of fascination
as she watched and felt Ms. Jones sucking and chewing and even
biting on her nipples. She gasped and yelped and moaned into the
gag as Ms. Jones mauled her breasts. And at the same time the
woman’s fingers were very expertly stroking her clit so that it was
becoming difficult to keep from grinding her pussy back at
them.

The car pulled over to the curb downtown,
next to a salon of some sort. It was a weekday evening so the
streets were far from busy, but on the other hand they weren't
empty either. Andrea stared around her in dismay as Ms. Jones got
out of the car and went around to the passenger side to open her
door.

Mrs. Foster undid her seat belt and gripped
the leash, tugging on it. Andrea shrank back.

"Listen, missy," Ms. Jones said sternly. "If
you resist I will not only tan your bottom when we get home, but
someone watching might think that you are in some way in danger,
and might call the police. If that happens you're going to have to
explain everything to the police. I don't think you want that, do
you?"

The idea of two smirking cops staring at her
while she tried to fumblingly explain why she was dressed like this
- and handcuffed - was even more hideous than being seen by
passersby, so Andrea let herself be pulled from the car, and
followed meekly behind as Mrs. Foster led her by the leash up the
sidewalk. She had a hard time walking on her high heels, and swayed
awkwardly.

“For God’s sake,” Mrs. Foster said in
irritation. “Don’t you even know how to walk in heels?”

She punctuated the question with a sharp slap
to Andrea’s bottom.

“She’s always been pretty much a tomgirl,”
Ms. Jones said.

“We’ll she’ll have to learn a sense of grace
now,” Susan growled.

They stepped into the salon, and up to the
counter, where a woman not much older than Andrea stared at her
with wide eyes. Andrea flushed hotly and dropped her eyes.

"I have an appointment with Janine," Ms.
Jones said.

"Uhm, er, yes, ma'am," the girl said, looking
down at her desk.

"Ahh, Ms. Foster," a woman in a blue dress
hurried forward. "Right on time."

"How do you do, Gloria," Ms. Jones said,
giving the woman a faux kiss on both cheeks.

"She's darling," the woman said, staring at
Andrea.

"She is, isn't she," Ms. Jones said. "I'm
sure Janine will do a good job on her. We want all the hair removed
from ankle to hips."

"Of course! Of course!" the woman said.

A middle aged woman sat in a waiting room,
staring at Andrea with open mouth. then another woman, a tall fake
blonde came forward. "How do you do," she said.

"Janine, so good of you to see us. Here is my
darling girl," Ms. Jones said.

"How do you do," the woman said to Andrea, as
if she couldn't see the ball gag.

"Please come this way, madam," Janine
said.

Ms. Jones followed the woman, tugging on
Andrea's leash, and led her back through a dimly lit corridor to a
small, dimly lit room which had what looked like a doctor's
examination table. Then Ms. Jones had Andrea hop up on the edge of
the table and pushed her back so she was laying down. She and
Janine then picked up her feet, raising them up and placing them in
a pair of stirrups, which Mrs. Foster spread wide apart.

The two women peeled her short dress up a
little higher, and Andrea moaned weakly as they examined her
pussy.

"Her pussy is the priority, of course," Ms.
Jones said. "but I want everything done."

“Yes, get that pussy hair completely gone,”
Susan said. “I don’t want stubble against my chin.”

"It may take a few visits as hair regrows,"
Janine said.

"Whatever it takes."

"Of course, madams."

“We’d like to stay and watch for a bit.”

“Surely,” Janine said with a smile. “She
handed goggles to the two women, then put on a pair herself and
picked up another for Andrea.

“Little Andie won’t need one,” Mrs. Foster
said.

“Oh but madam, the laser is so bright it can
damage vision if she…”

“She won’t need one,” Mrs. Foster
growled.

“But of course, madam.”

Mrs. Foster smiled and then climbed onto the
table, straddling a shocked Andrea’s chest. She hiked up her own
skirt to reveal that, like Jones, she was completely denuded of
hair underneath. Then she slid forward until she was straddling
Andrea’s face.

“Have you taught her anything?” she asked, as
she undid the catch of Andrea’s ball gag.

“Just a little,” Ms. Jones said.

“Then she’s got a lot to learn.”

She pulled the gag free and Andrea gasped
weakly, staring up the long length of Mrs. Foster at her grim face
high above, then flicking her eyes towards the woman’s naked
pussy.

“Let’s get started, girl,” Mrs. Foster said.
“Let me see what you can do with that little pink tongue of
yours.”

“But – .”

Mrs. Foster sat on her face, grinding her
pussy against Andrea’s mouth.

“Talking was not what I had in mind,” she
said. “Stick out that tongue and show me what you’re good for.”

In a daze, Andrea moaned into Mrs. Foster’s
pussy, then yelped in pain as Mrs. Foster grasped her two pigtails
and yanked hard. She started licking frantically, and Mrs. Foster
snorted and, using her pigtails like the reins of a horse, pulling
her head back.

“All right, little slut. Let’s start at the
beginning. Use the tip of your tongue to circle my clit. Come on.
Let’s get started.”

Andrea gasped in pain as the laser started in
on her pussy.

“Does that hurt, little one?” Ms. Jones
asked.

Andrea felt a finger ease into her pussy, and
then another beginning to stroke across her clit.

Another sharp little burning pain bit into
her pussy, then another, as Mrs. Jones tugged on her hair and
ordered her to concentrate.

“Use the tip of your tongue, girl,” she
growled. “Circle and circle, then use your tongue to sweep upwards
then back down again. Use both sides of your tongue. I like the
bottom of the tongue myself. It’s a little rougher and gives more
sensation.”

Janine, meanwhile, was working the laser back
and forth over her skin. It was not painless. The laser was hot,
after all, and each time it zapped her she felt it.

“That’s it, up and down, up and down, girl.
Use both sides of your tongue, top and bottom,” Mrs. Foster
barked.

Ms. Jones was working something into her
pussy as she stroked her clit, something round and thick that
stretched her out. Andrea was finding her mind overcome with the
shock and disbelief of all this, and could do nothing but obey,
like an automaton, as Mrs. Foster directed her in how to lick her
pussy.

“Now suck on my clit,” the woman barked. Then
she yanked back on Andrea’s pigtails. “Not hard, you little fool.
Think of how you gently suck on the lower lip of a boy you’re
kissing. Do it that way. Ahh, that’s it, my little slut puppet.
Suck me there. Ahhh,” she sighed. “You’ll be an expert pussy eater
in no time.”

She held Andrea’s pigtails in a tight grip
and began to grind her pussy up and down across her mouth, gasping
with pleasure as Andrea’s tongue worked over her clit in
return.

“Do you have something thicker?” Andrea heard
Ms. Jones ask.

“Uhm, well, there’s that bottle of lotion
over there, ma’am,” Janine said.

“Ah yes, that will do nicely.”

A few moments later the thing in her pussy
was pulled out and something thicker was slowly pushed into her as
Ms. Jones resumed stroking her clit. At the same time, the laser
kept zapping her, and Mrs. Foster kept demanding her attention,
grinding her pussy down, pulling on her pigtails, ordering her to
suck or lick.

Mrs. Foster rode her mouth harder and faster,
groaning now, hissing with pleasure as she jammed her dripping
pussy down onto the young girl’s mouth, forcing Andrea’s face up
hard against her sex as she approached orgasm.

She came, with a shuddering groan, all-but
bouncing atop Andrea’s face until the orgasm faded away. Then she
sighed and went limp, and after a few long seconds, eased her legs
back and slid off.

Ms. Jones immediately climbed up after her
and too her seat, gripping Andrea’s pigtails and then, with a wild
laugh, shook them and said “Giddyap!”

Andrea resumed her breathless licking, then
cried out as Mrs. Foster seized whatever had been pushed into her
pussy and thrust it that much deeper.

“You’ll be able to take a fence post down
there before I’m done, girl,” she growled.

Ms. Jones rode her face as Mrs. Foster pumped
the thing, whatever it was – a bottle of lotion from what the woman
had said – in and out of her.

“Get me some lubrication,” she barked.

Andrea wasn’t really paying attention.

She kept licking at Ms. Jones’s pussy, which
was easier as Mrs. Jones briefly stopped what she was doing, but
then she felt the woman's fingers at her pussy, three of them
pushing up inside her, twisting and turning, spreading open the
lips of her sex as she stroked the fingers of her other hand across
her clit.

Yet somehow the woman, Janine, found space to
work, zapping the thing along the other side of her pussy opening,
moving slowly and patiently as Ms. Jones forced her fingers deeper,
and slowly spread Andrea’s pussy lips wider, and then achingly
wider, and then painfully wider as a fourth finger pushed into her
dripping pussy, and the wedge of a fifth forced her sex lips to
strain.

Ms. Jones looked behind her as she rode
Andrea’s face. “Are you sure she’s ready for that yet, Susan? She’s
practically a virgin.”

“She’ll take it all right,” Andrea heard Mrs.
Foster growl, “And love it too.”

Andrea cried out as her pussy was forced even
further open by Ms. Jones’s squirming fingers, dazed, in pain, and
yet gripped by a whirlwind of shock, disbelief, and helpless wicked
sexual passion, she licked steadily at Ms. Jones until with a
shuddering groan that took her mind completely off the woman’s
pussy she felt Mrs. Foster’s thumb slowly force its way past the
tight ring of her pussy lips and the woman’s entire hand sank into
her belly.

“That’s got it,” she heard Mrs. Foster
mutter. “I’m going to fist this whore.”

Another shockwave rolled through the helpless
young woman’s mind as she felt Mrs. Foster’s entire hand moving
inside her, felt her fingers twisting and stroking, felt her lips
trapped between her pussy lips, turning back and forth. Then Mrs.
Foster slowly drew her fingers into a fist, one by one, until there
was a big hard lump in her pussy – and then pushed it deeper.

“Lick me, dear,” Ms. Jones ordered. “Lick
your auntie Sarah.”

Andrea heard a laugh from below, from Mrs.
Foster.

“Auntie Sarah,” the woman said. “And I'm your
Auntie Susan,” she said with another laugh.

Andrea cried out as Mrs. Foster twisted her
fist from side to side and pushed it deeper still. She felt the
woman’s wrist sliding slowly past her pussy lips, and her opening
stretching wider as her forearm followed behind. Patiently, she
worked it deeper, and the shocked, raw sensations of fullness and
dark, sinful sex heat rose within the helpless girl.

When Mrs. Foster began to move her fist in
and out, though, the sensations were so powerful, so incredibly
intense she could hardly keep her head from exploding. She twisted
and writhed beneath Ms. Jones, who laughed and gripped her pigtails
harder, pulling her mouth up against her pussy to silence her
growing cries of dazed animal passion.

Mrs. Foster was slowly able to work her fist
up and down within Andrea’s narrow sex tube, but with great
difficulty that jerked Andrea’s torso up and down and back and
forth as she thrust in and pulled back. The intensity of the
sensations soon had Andrea herself rolling her hips feverishly up
against Mrs. Foster’s big fist as a screaming storm-wave of
sensation howled through her belly.

Ms. Jones clung to her pigtails, riding her
face, grinding her pussy against her mouth as Susan worked her fist
in and out with greater speed and force, all while rubbing her
fingers rapidly across the girl’s clit.

Andrea felt as though she were quite simply
going insane. She’d never felt anything like this before, and never
felt the sexual pressure so powerful within her. She screamed into
Ms. Jones’s pussy, her body thrashing and twisting wildly as not
just an orgasm, but multiple orgasms paraded through her body,
stamping their feet wildly and enthusiastically across her
sputtering, spasming nerve endings.

“Woohoo! That’s done it, Susie! You’ve got
the little minx in a lather now!” Ms. Jones cried.

Janine couldn’t work the laser under these
conditions, and Susan shoved her back, bent, and began to rapidly
suck and tongue the twisting, writhing, bucking girl’s clitoris.
Andrea felt the intensity of her massive, shattering orgasms notch
that much higher, and gurgled dazedly as her body flashed into
overload. Her eyes rolled back in her head and after a long few
seconds of convulsions she went limp, unconscious.

“Fucked her unconscious,” Susan said with a
self-satisfied smirk. She looked around Ms. Jones’s hips at the
girl. “I told you I’d fuck your brains out.”

She eased her fist slowly out of the girl’s
soft, heated interior while Ms. Jones climbed off her face.

“At least you can get back to work now,” Ms.
Jones told Janine.

“Yes, ma’am,” the woman said with wide
eyes.

“Let’s go and have some wine, dear,” Susan
said.

She and Ms. Jones left, and Janine got back
to work on the girl. Shortly thereafter Andrea began to groan, and
then woke up. Janine put a pair of goggles over her eyes, and
continued as Andrea moaned dazedly and tried to fit the fractured
pieces of her mind together.

The woman continued zapping her again and
again, moving the laser up and down around her slit, then down
along the outside of her legs. It felt like she had been at it for
hours before the woman finally turned the machine off and pulled
off her goggles, then removed the ones from Andrea.

“You’ll need more treatments, of course,
especially if I’m to remove all the hair on your legs and under
your arms,” she said, eyes moving up and down the prone girl’s
body. “Not that you have any say in that, of course,” she said with
a smirk.

She looked down at Andrea’s bare pussy, and
then dropped her hand there, her fingers lightly stroking along her
slit, and up over her clit.

“You’ll find your skin more sensitive now, so
that when your mistress touches you you’ll feel it that much
better,” she said, still with that little smirk on her face.

She leaned over the bound girl, and Andrea
tried but of course, failed to shrink back as her eyes moved over
her breasts. “If there are any hairs here we can remove them, too,”
he said, running her hands over Andrea’s breasts, kneading and
stroking them.

“I don’t see any, but it might be that you
find the odd hair growing here and there – perhaps near your
nipples…”

She pinched and rolled Andrea’s nipples in
her fingers and leered down at her.

“If you do, then of course, I’m sure your
mistress will have us remove them.”

Andrea stared at her dully, and she was
bewildered by the strange emotions which swept through her. She
felt embarrassed and uncomfortable at being groped and fondled by
this strange woman, who was obviously some kind of dyke. At the
same time, her helplessness left her feeling strangely aroused at
the treatment, as that sense of masochistic victimhood rose inside
her once again and began bathing in her own mistreatment.

These women were doing something to her,
twisting her sense of what was and what wasn’t exciting and
arousing and hot and steamy and mixing it together with what she’d
always thought of as nasty and dirty and disgusting, somehow
melding them together into something dark and incredibly intense, a
sexual rush like none she had ever felt in her life.

The door opened and Ms. Jones and Mrs. Foster
returned. The woman greeted them warmly, even obsequiously.

“Well, now how does our little pussy feel?”
Ms. Jones said in a kindly voice.

“Now that I don’t have my fist in it,” Mrs.
Foster said with a coarse laugh.

She ran her fingers over Andrea’s pussy,
stroking the soft flesh around it as Ms. Jones gently worked the
ball gag back into her mouth.

“It will require a few more visits, of
course, madam,” Janine said.

“I’ve already made appointments,” Ms. Jones
said.

The woman assisted Jones and Foster in
freeing Andrea’s ankles from the stirrups and helping her to her
feet. Then Mrs. Foster took her leash and led the weak, red-faced
girl out of the office and up the dimly lit corridor to the front.
Several women looked up and their eyes widened at the sight of
Andrea leashed and cuffed in her tiny pink dress. Andrea’s face
burned and she dropped her eyes as the women led her outside.

Two men stopped and gaped at the sight of
her, and again Andrea felt a stab of humiliation as she heard their
strangled whispers. Once in the car Mrs. Foster groped her breasts
and pinched her nipples as Ms. Jones started the car and pulled
away from the curb.
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Ms. Jones didn’t drive far; only a few
blocks. Then she pulled over again and once more the two older
women pulled Andrea from the car.

She was led her up the block, still being
pulled by the leash attached to her collar, and Andrea dropped her
eyes in intense embarrassment as they passed men – and woman, who
looked at her and snickered.

The women led her into another shop, and this
one, Andrea saw, was some kind of sex shop apparently made for the
high end consumer. There were at least a half dozen people in it,
and Andrea cringed, dropping her eyes to her feet as Ms. Jones
greeted the shop girl, a tough looking woman in her twenties with a
shaved head and pierced nose.

“How do you do,” Ms. Jones said with a genial
smile. “We’re shopping for things for our darling girl here. I was
hoping you could help us.”

The woman snorted as she looked at Andrea,
but smirked as well. “Sure,” she said. “What would you like?”

“Well, I have to admit that little Andie
likes leather a lot more than I do, so perhaps we should get her
some leather things.”

The woman nodded, examining Andrea’s cleavage
appreciatively.

“She’s also very heterosexually oriented,”
Mrs. Foster said. “So she is quite fond of phallic objects.”

The girl snorted. “Let’s start from the
bottom up,” she said.

“She does have a lovely bottom, doesn’t she,”
Ms. Jones said with a smile.

The girl laughed. “I meant from her feet,”
she said.

“Ah, of course,” Ms. Jones said.

She pulled on Andrea’s leash as the girl
started up one of the aisles. “Come, Andie,” she said.

Other people nearby in the store turned and
looked at her, the men with lust, the women with curiosity,
disdain, or amusement.

“First a nice pair of shoes,” the girl
said.

“I think Andie is into boots more than
shoes,” Ms. Jones said. “She’s quite the tomboy.”

“Oh is she,” the shaven headed girl said with
a grin. “Well then, perhaps a pair of these.”

The boots were stilettos of course. They rose
to just past her knees, and were open on both sides, with
criss-crossing laces running up from ankle to knee. The woman
measured her feet as Ms. Jones removed her pink shoes, and then
fetched her a pair of boots. She sat on the bench and took Andrea’s
foot between her thighs as she tied the laces, and, looking up
under her very short skirt, was clearly distracted by sight of her
bare pussy.

They had her walk in the boots, and they
seemed a little easier than the pink shoes, if only because they
were tight around her ankles and kept her from wobbling quite as
much.

They moved up the aisle, Mrs. Foster still
tugging on her leash, and Andrea could tell some people were
dawdling in the area just to watch. Her face flamed as Ms. Jones
came to a series of dildos and began to examine them.

“She likes big ones,” she said. “Nice and
thick, don’t you, Andie.”

“How about this one?” the woman suggested,
picking up a realistically shaped dildo too thick to get her
fingers around.

“I don’t know. Let’s try it,” Ms. Jones said
brightly.

She took it from the girl and slid it under
Andrea’s short skirt.

“Leg’s apart, Andie,” she ordered, sliding
her foot between and knocking against one of Andrea’s ankles.

Shocked at first, Andrea complied, only
slowly coming to understand Ms. Jones was planning on actually
using the thing on her right there in the middle of the store!

Her mind cringed and her face and chest
heated as she dropped her eyes again, cringing at the presence of
the shop girl and several others nearby.

Ms. Jones pressed the dildo against her
pussy, quickly found the angle, and shoved it upwards.

“Would you like some lubricant?” the girl
asked Ms. Jones.

“She never needs any,” Ms. Jones laughed.
“The dear little slut is almost always wet.”

She drove the dildo about halfway up inside
Andrea, then pulled it out again and showed the girl how slick the
top half was.

“I see you’re right,” the woman said with a
smirk at the hapless girl.

Ms. Jones put that one down and picked up
another. “I like how deeply defined the ridges and veins are on
this one,” she said.

“She’ll feel them inside her,” the ship girl
said, clearly aroused by Andrea.

“I was thinking, you know, that this would be
a good one to go up her bottom. Perhaps I should ask for
lubricant.”

“Sure!” the girl said enthusiastically.

She darted up the aisle and quickly returned
with a small jar.

“Uhm, for sanitary reasons,” she said.
“You’ll have to buy that if you use it.”

“It looks about right,” Ms. Jones said,
smearing the oily substance on the top several inches of the
dildo.

Mrs. Foster gripped Andrea’s cuffed wrists
and lifted them up and back, forcing the gasping girl to bend over,
then bend far over.

Bending over so far had, of course, pulled
her skirt up across her buttocks, and so she was now bare to the
shop as Ms. Jones slowly worked the dildo into her anus.

Andrea was in a state of shock, mortified at
this kind of public exposure, at the staring, lusting eyes of
strangers, and the snickering and giggling of other women her age.
Her face flamed as Ms. Jones worked the dildo deeper and deeper
into her anal opening. And yet, despite the humiliation, and in
some part because of it, she was gripped by a crackling sexual
tension that had her very skin feeling raw and sensitive, and her
insides twisting and fluttering with butterflies.

She grunted and moaned as she felt cramps in
her belly, as Ms. Jones drove the dildo achingly high inside her,
so only an inch or two remained.

“This looks to fit quite nicely,” Ms. Jones
said. “In fact, I think it would fit in both places.”

A second dildo pressed against Andrea’s
pussy, and twisted and turned as Ms. Jones forced it slowly up
inside her. When that too was deep, Mrs. Foster let Andrea’s arms
down and smoothed the skirt down past her buttocks as Andrea stood
still, trembling weakly. She was still completely and utterly
shamed and degraded before the strangers standing around watching
her – and her pussy was flaming with a deep, aching hunger.

“Now how about a nice corset?” the girl
asked.

“I don’t believe little Andie has ever worn a
corset,” Mrs. Foster said.

“I think something like this would be perfect
for her,” the woman said, pointing to a leather corset on a store
mannequin.

“Oh yes, let’s try that on her.”

“We can take her to a dressing room,” the
shop girl suggested.

“Oh that’s not necessary,” Ms. Jones said
with a dismissive wave of her hand.

“Well, I don’t think anyone here will
object,” the girl said, looking around her.

The women unfastened the pink dress, and,
though Andrea had thought she could not possibly be even more
humiliated, she was, as the women brazenly peeled the pink dress
slowly down her body, over her hips, and off, leaving her,
essentially naked, with a pair of dildos protruding from her pussy
and anus.

The corset went over her belly, with a sort
of shelf-like support for her breasts. Mrs. Foster insisted on
pulling the laces behind so tight that Andrea could only gasp and
grunt, and had to breath in shallow breaths as it squeezed in
tightly around her middle and lower chest.

Straps went up the sides of the “shelf” along
the outsides of her breasts, then cut in diagonally across her
upper chest so as to squeeze her bare breasts in together. The
strap then snapped together behind her neck. Another strap went
horizontally across the tops of her breasts. With the shelf pushing
up, and the straps squeezing in from the sides, this one
essentially completed the square so that her breasts were both
squeezed out tautly together.

“That looks lovely,” Ms. Jones said.

She and Mrs. Foster ran their hands over her
breasts, squeezing them lightly and tugging and pinching her
nipples.

“I think she needs something for down there,”
Ms. Jones said, pointing at her pussy.

The bald girl grinned. “I think she looks
just fine the way she is,” she said.

Ms. Jones chuckled. “Well, perhaps for now.
Let’s see what else we can find the little dear.”

A collar went around Andrea’s throat, high
enough to prevent her from bowing her head low as she had before.
The bald girl then found a pair of chains to clip to the ring in
front, which went down to her nipples and clipped to them – hard.
She gasped and moaned and groaned through the gag as the girl
delightedly pinched the clips tight around her nipples and let her
fingers stroke over her bare breasts, but the women held her
steady.

Thoroughly mortified and dazed by the
outrageousness of it all, Andrea let them draw her along as the
girl led them further into the shop, past people who stared
excitedly at her naked body, and at the dildos protruding from her
bare pussy and between her buttocks.

“These cuffs simply don’t match the new
outfit,” the girl said.

“No, you’re quite correct.”

Andrea’s arms were held back by the two women
as the girl slipped a leather arm sleeve up her arms and past her
elbows. Then she and Mrs. Foster tightened the straps, drawing
Andrea’s arms back farther and farther, pulling on her shoulders
until she thought they would snap, and forcing her arms back almost
to the point her elbows were grinding together.

“She needs a better gag, too,” Ms. Jones
said.

“I have just the thing for a girl who likes
phallic objects,” the bald girl said with a leer.

“A ring gag,” she said.

The ring gag was a smooth leather strap which
went completely around Andrea’s face below her nose. It had a round
opening over her mouth with a sort of hard plastic lip or shelf
which went in between her teeth, forcing her jaw wide open.

“This is the second part,” she said with a
grin, showing Ms. Jones a penis gag.

She slipped the thing into the ring, and it
fit like a cork in a bottle, pushing deep into Andrea’s mouth so
the nose tickled the entrance to her throat and then snapping
tightly in place so the base was flat with the rest of the leather
strap.

“Excellent!” Mrs. Foster said.

Almost everyone in the store was now
following them as they moved further up, staring at Andrea with
various looks of shocked awe, lewd lust, or amazed disbelief.

They stopped, with vibrators on one side of
the aisle, and straps, paddles and canes on the other.

“How appropriate,” Ms. Jones said with a soft
smile.

She scanned the various vibrators first, then
her eyes widened as she reached for something.

“What’s this?” she asked.

“An half egg vibrator,” the girl said. “It
comes with straps which can hold it directly over her clit, or,
with this clip which will lock it into the shaft of a dildo.”

“It’s very small.”

“Yes, it uses watch batteries, which means
it’s powerful, but they won’t last long. They’re easy to replace
though.”

Ms. Jones was already pressing the little
half-egg device against Andrea’s swollen little clit, and attaching
it to the shaft of the dildo protruding from her aching, stretched
pussy lips. She flicked the switch and the thing turned on, and
Andrea shuddered and cried out into the gag, her hips spasming
wildly as she gurgled and rolled her eyes.

Both women laughed at her reaction.

“Now how about one of these,” Mrs. Foster
said, picking up a slim riding crop.

She lifted her bound arms, forcing Andrea to
bend again, and then slashed the crop across her buttocks. Andrea
yelped in pain, but the sound, of course, was heavily muffled by
the thick penis gag. Mrs. Foster struck her bottom a second time
measuringly, then put down the crop and tried a strap, then a
paddle which made a loud Crack! of noise and stung like the
blazes.

“I don’t like the canes,” Ms. Jones said.
“She has a beautiful little ass, and I don’t want it cut up.”

“I agree. She has a great ass,” Mrs. Foster
said. “I think that crop is probably a better idea. It stings like
the dickens but won’t leave any marks behind, well, other than a
little redness for a while, of course.”

“You think so?”

Mrs. Foster picked up the crop again and Ms.
Jones raised Andrea’s arms to bend her far over. Mrs. Foster then
slashed the crop down on her bottom several times hard while the
shop girl and half a dozen other people looked on excitedly.

It was all incredibly, shockingly bizarre,
and Andrea winced and gasped and moaned as Mrs. Foster whipped her
bottom. The vibrator buzzed furiously against her clit, and she
groaned as her body shifted around the thick, fat dildos Ms. Jones
had jammed up inside her. She had been gripped by a buzzing,
burning, throbbing sense of sexual arousal for some time now, which
had simply been crushed beneath the total humiliation the women had
subjected her to.

But she had started to get used to what was
going on, her humiliation at being watched by strangers during this
had, by now, almost numbed her to their presence. What was more
that utterly appalling, shocking, horrific shame and embarrassment
had, in its own way, keyed on that masochistic sense of lust which
had been slowly creeping forward from the dark recesses of her mind
for the past week

Her breathing had been ragged even before the
corset had squeezed in around her belly and the straps had squeezed
in around her chest. Her nipples burned in the clips pinching them,
and the wicked, outrageous public nature of this perverted sexual
game of Ms. Jones’s was, in addition to shaming her to the core of
her being, deeply, feverishly arousing her.

And then came the vibrator, making it
impossible to think, to even hold still, making her tremble and
quiver. And as she was smacked and switched and treated again like
a helpless sex toy the intensity of her arousal rose to almost
intoxicating levels.

Ms. Jones straightened her and examined her
face. “I think our little Andie is deeply aroused,” she said in a
voice which certainly carried to everyone around and made Andrea
blush furiously once again.

Ms. Jones chuckled and reached down to the
dildo, grasping the base, and then pulled it slowly out before
thrusting it slowly back up inside her again.

Andrea gurgled helplessly, staggering back
against the Mrs. Foster, who stood behind her, holding her
collar.

Ms. Jones drew it back down again, then
thrust it back up deeply, grinding it against the back wall of her
pussy, and, not incidentally, grinding the vibrator against her
clit. She drew it out slowly and pushed it back in slowly, but
firmly, then jammed it into her again, grinding it against her.

Andrea was backed against Mrs. Foster, her
head back, gasping and panting, chest heaving, trembling and
shaking as Ms. Jones worked the dildo in and out. Then Mrs. Foster
reached down and gripped the base of the other dildo, drawing it
down, then thrusting it up hard into her ass.

“I bet this would work quite well on her
breasts, too,” Ms. Jones said, indicating the crop in her hand.

She swept it down across one of Andrea’s
breasts and the girl cried out into the gag, thrown back again.
Mrs. Foster pulled back sharply on her collar, forcing her back to
arch, and thrust up into her ass with the second dildo. Ms. Jones
thrust up into her pussy with the first and brought he crop
whistling down onto her breasts. Another blow, and another,
accompanied the steady, deep thrusting of the dildos, and Andrea
collapsed into orgasm, her head thrown back, her hips bucking
violently against the dildo in her pussy as Ms. Jones swung the
crop down to snap across her tautly held breasts again and again
and again.

Andrea sank to her knees, and would have
collapsed onto her belly on the floor of the store had Mrs. Foster
not gripped her by the collar and held her up.

“Yes, I think we’ll take these,” she
said.

“Now if you’re going to take her somewhere in
a car, might I suggest we remove the dildos and give her something
else to wear?” the girl said.

The something she recommended, and which the
two women enthusiastically agreed to, was a kind of T-shaped belt.
The top, horizontal part buckled around her hips. The lower,
vertical part, went down her abdomen, across her pussy, and up
between her buttocks to fasten to the rear of the top belt. What
didn’t show once it was in place was that it had a fat little
leather butt plug and a dildo actually attached to the inside, and
Ms. Jones and pushed both up inside her before drawing the belt
tight and buckling it in place.

The belt also had a small hole just over the
top of her pussy, over her clit, and the girl slid a clip through
it to snap it closed on Andrea’s clitoris. That hurt like blazes,
and Andrea squealed and twisted and danced after it was applied,
but now the woman handed the thin attached chain to Mrs. Foster,
which would henceforth serve as her leash.

She looked very different when she left the
store than she had when she’d entered. Her breasts and buttocks
were also bare, a fact which did not seem to bother the women at
all, but which made the dazed, whimpering girl stare around her in
anxious humiliation as she followed the women up the dark sidewalk
to the car.

They passed a middle aged man, who gaped at
her in disbelief, then a young couple. The man stared in delight
while the woman shrank back in disgust.

Then Ms. Jones was seating her in the car and
closing the door.

“Time to go home and relax,” Ms. Jones said,
patting her cheek lightly.
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The women left Andrea pretty much alone in
the car, as she tried to recover and assimilate the repeated blows
to her ego and psyche which the night’s events had caused. She was
still in a state of utter disbelief at what they had done to her,
at her public exposure and humiliation, and at her own body’s
response.

She could still feel the burning humiliation
which had all-but consumed her in the shop, and yet it was tinged
with the electrifying sexual hunger, passion and arousal which had
accompanied it. Now she was wrapped in this leather getup which
thrust her bare breasts out at anyone who cared to inspect them,
and had her nipples stinging and burning from the clips attached to
them.

In fact, the chains were so taut that every
time she turned her body a little, or arched her back they tugged
on her nipples. She had not paid as much attention to that inside
the shop because she was overwhelmed with everything else that was
going on. But now, sitting quietly in the car, it was hard to
ignore.

Also hard to ignore was how tight the
T-shaped belt thing was. It was squeezing very tightly around her
waist, and even more tightly on her sex, for Mrs. Foster had yanked
it up cruelly hard before buckling it behind her. It - hurt – but
her pussy was so busy throbbing and burning with the dark passion
the women had inflicted on her body that she hardly cared.

“We’re going to have such fun, darling,” Mrs.
Foster said with that somewhat menacing smile.

The fact she slowly pulled on the leash which
was attached to the clip biting into her aching clitoris added even
more menace to her words, and Andrea gasped in pain even as a dark
rush of heat and shimmering sexual anticipation rolled over
her.

As they drove, Mrs. Foster tugged softly on
the leash from time to time, or kept it taut, making Andrea wince
and gasp and moan in response.

They drove into Ms. Jones’s garage, at last,
and she felt a sharp upsurge in anxiety, the butterflies in her
belly taking flight. The door closed behind them and Mrs. Foster
opened the car door and got out, pulling on her leash. Andrea
yelped in pain and scrambled frantically to follow as the sharp
clip bit into her tender clitoris. Then the two led her into the
house – where another stunning surprise awaited her.

“Well, well, well. What have we here?”

Andrea gaped – insofar as she could gape
given her mouth was already held wide – at Shannon Baxter. Baxter
was another customer, and like the other two women, old friends of
her parents Andrea had known for years. She was younger than Susan,
about Andrea’s height, with long, loose brown hair and a long,
angular face.

She was decidedly handsome, as opposed to
pretty, and while she’d always been very polite with Andrea the
girl had never been under any illusion that this was a woman who
should be toyed with. Shannon had been in the army when she was
younger, then quit to work for the government. She had tattoos on
her back and biceps, and a very firm, no-nonsense approach to
life.

Now she grinned at Andrea as she looked her
up and down. “I see you ladies have been busy,” she said.

“What do you think of our little Andie?”
Susan asked.

Shannon laughed. “Andie? I suppose that suits
her now,” she said, reaching out and running a hand over Andrea’s
bared breasts. “Geeze, I love her tits,” she said.

Andrea trembled weakly, her face flaming as
Mrs. Baxter tugged lightly on the chains leading to her
nipples.

“Even if you were saggy these would make your
boobs look good,” Ms. Jones said. “And this little dear doesn’t sag
in the slightest.”

“Ah, youth,” Mrs. Baxter sighed.

“Speaking of youth, I’ve already started
breaking her in,” Susan said.

“Well then let’s continue ladies,” Mrs.
Baxter said with a grin.

“She likes cock,” Ms. Jones said. “Perhaps we
should give her a lot of it, and then show her that cock isn’t all
its cracked up to be.”

“I enjoy cock now and then,” Shannon grinned.
“My husband wouldn’t have it any other way.”

Susan undid the clip biting into Andrea’s
clitoris and she cried out and then squealed and twisted at the
sudden resurgence of sensation from her squashed little button.

The ladies chuckled, and then removed the
tight T-belt from Andrea, easing the dildo and butt plug down out
of her body as she groaned weakly.

“Let’s gang bang her,” Susan said with a
leer. “She likes cock. We’ll feed her enough cock to make her sick
of it.”

All three women donned large strap-on dildos
as Andrea stood there trembling in shock – and heat. Then Susan
pulled over a straight-backed chair and sat down, grinning up at
the near naked young girl. “Sit,” she ordered.

Shannon and Ms. Jones gripped her shoulders
and guided Andrea forward, and she had to spread her legs to
straddle the chair Mrs. Foster was sitting in. Then they lowered
her so that her aching pussy – sopping wet – was guided onto the
fat, round head of the big dildo thrusting up from between Mrs
Foster’s thighs.

She groaned helplessly as the women forced
her slowly down onto it, for it was considerably thicker than the
leather one which had just come out of her. Her clit was still
burning from the clip, as well. But the women were pitiless in
forcing her all the way down, so that the end of the dildo jammed
painfully high into her belly.

Mrs. Foster removed the clips from her
nipples, then, which similarly began to burn and throb and ache,
and then Ms. Jones moved in behind her, wearing her own strap-on,
and pushing it into Andrea’s anal opening and sliding it up
deep.

Mrs. Baxter then moved to stand behind and to
one side of the chair, and pulled Andrea’s face towards her. She
removed the dildo gag which was plugging the ring that held her
mouth wide, then slide another dildo into her mouth – and then
straight down her throat, gagging her repeatedly as she pulled her
face in against her groin.

Meanwhile Mrs. Foster was beginning to work
on her nipples. Now that the initial agony had passed they were
starting to tingle with returning blood flow, and Mrs. Foster’s
tongue and lips were doing quite amazing things to them.

The sensation was so amazing that even with
the dildos jammed up into her belly and the one in her throat it
briefly overwhelmed all other sensations in her body – until Ms.
Jones reached around and began to finger her burning, throbbing,
aching clit, of course.

“Ride my cock, slut,” Mrs. Foster growled,
biting her tender nipple. “Ride it up and down, like the whore you
are.”

Andrea cried out in pain, and then dazedly
began to obey, slowly working her pussy up and down on her Mrs.
Foster’s dildo while Ms. Jones moved her body in tandem, thrusting
her own dildo in and out of her tight bottom. Their hands moved
over her body as she moved, grasping, kneading, pinching,
squeezing, caressing, pulling, and enjoying the tactile delight of
her exquisitely soft young flesh.

“This is quite awkward for me,” Ms. Jones
said behind her.

“Let’s get the little slut into bed then,”
Susan said.

So they pulled her off, and led her upstairs
to Mrs. Foster’s bed. That allowed Mrs. Foster to lay down while
Andrea straddled her, and let Ms. Jones kneel behind her as she
worked the dildo back up into her anus. Mrs. Baxter then knelt
before her and to one side, thrusting her dildo slowly up and down
in Andrea’s throat.

It was all so massively overwhelming for
Andrea that her mind was literally numbed and dazed. Yet these
talented older women knew how to incite a young female body, and
her own inner heat was such that she was soon being swamped by
intense sensations of pleasure and lust and forced into orgasm
after orgasm.

Despite the pain, despite the shock and
humiliation, her body seemed feverish in the hot, burning passion
which was pumping through her veins, and if it was the women’
intention to turn her away from her love of penetration they were
failing miserably. That was something Mrs. Baxter soon came to
recognize with a laugh.

“I don’t think we’re doing much to turn her
off her love of cock, ladies,” she said.

“The little slut likes it too much,” Susan
growled, biting at her nipple.

“Then maybe we should punish her for it,” Ms.
Jones said behind her.

“Oh I like that idea,” Mrs. Baxter said with
delight.

They eased her off the bed and led her to the
open center of the room. Ms. Jones then pulled over a chair, got
onto it, and fed a rope up through an empty ring in the ceiling,
then back down to Mrs. Baxter, who tied it off onto the end of the
arm sleeve squeezing Andrea’s arms back together. She pulled,
lifting Andrea’s arms straight up and bending her over at the
waist.

Mrs. Foster then took out the riding crop she
had purchased while Mrs. Baxter removed the ring gag from Andrea’s
mouth and Ms. Jones fed the two dildos she’d purchased back up into
Andrea’s pussy and anal opening.

“Now little Andrea, the rules are these,”
Mrs. Baxter said with a grin. “You are our little slut, our little
bitch, our little sex toy - .”

“Our little sex slave,” Mrs. Foster
growled.

“And you will do anything we please without
protest or question. You will not speak unless spoken to, and you
will answer respectfully and properly. Now, how much do you know
about performing oral sex on a woman?”

“Not much,” Susan said. “I’ve just started
teaching her.

“Then she doesn’t have a lot yet to unlearn,”
Shannon said.

Andrea gasped as Ms. Jones jammed the two
dildos deeper and deeper. Then Mrs. Foster wrapped a strap around
her ankles, binding them tightly together as Mrs. Foster swung her
new riding crop menacingly from side to side.

Mrs. Baxter stripped. She had a lean, but
strongly muscled body, with small but very firm breasts, and a
tattoo low on her abdomen. She gripped the pigtails conveniently
dangling from either side of Andrea’s head and pulled her face into
her groin. “Now show me how good you can be, Andrea – or Andie,”
she said with a grin.

“And you better be good,” Mrs. Foster said,
swinging the crop down across Andrea’s upraised bottom with
stinging fore.

“Oww!” she cried.

“Don’t talk, work,” Mrs. Baxter ordered,
pulling her mouth against her pussy.

As Andrea began to lick at her Mrs. Baxter’s
pussy, Ms. Jones knelt below her and attached another pair of
painful clips to her nipples, causing Andrea to cry out again and
twist and shake. That drew another swift cut from the riding crop
across her raised rump, and then another pull on her pigtails from
Mrs. Baxter, who said “Back to work, you.”

Ms. Jones then hung a pair of thin chains
which had weighted silver balls on the end to the clips biting into
Andrea’s nipples, and she whimpered and moaned as they swung and
pulled on her aching, burning buttons.

Mrs. Baxter let her lick her for a few
minutes, then began instructing her in exactly how she should be
licking, and how patiently she should be about it.

“You’re licking me like a dog drinking its
dinner,” she complained.

“Well, she is our little bitch in heat,” Ms.
Jones said.

Shannon guided her tongue, and taut her how
to lick properly, while Ms. Jones reached down and occasionally
kneaded her breasts or sent the weights swinging, and Mrs. Foster
brought the crop swishing down across her bottom at every possible
opportunity. Her bottom was soon flaming and burning, as were her
nipples.

But then Ms. Jones slid a vibrator between
her thighs and began to rub it back and forth over her clit, and
Andrea was soon going into mental meltdowns, trembling, shaking and
bucking her hips back as Mrs. Baxter jerked on her pigtails,
ordering her to concentrate, and Mrs. Foster enthusiastically swung
the crop down across her bottom to punish her for disobedience.

Nevertheless, after her third orgasm, she
succeeded in tonguing Mrs. Baxter to a climax. Mrs. Foster then
took her place while Mrs. Baxter and Ms. Jones, after some
discussion, unstrapped her ankles and pulled her legs wide apart.
That made her shoulders ache even more, but opened her up to
discover just how good Mrs. Baxter was at licking pussy.

It turned out, she made Ms. Jones seem like
an amateur, and with her licking and sucking on Andrea’s clit it
soon became impossible for her to concentrate on anything else. She
bucked and jerked and trembled and gurgled in the throes of wild,
feverish sexual highs as her the woman devoured her from the bottom
up, sucking and licking and chewing and driving her insane with her
tongue and lips and even her teeth until Andrea was a dazed,
drooling puddle of spasming nerve endings.

“That tongue of yours is a lethal weapon,
Shannon,” Ms. Jones sighed admiringly.

Andrea was taken back to bed, spreadeagled,
her arms and legs strapped to the corner posts, and the three
leering women continued to work over the hapless, helpless young
girl with tongues, fingers, dildos and vibrators as she writhed and
squealed and screamed and sobbed in dazed sexual overload. Mrs.
Foster introduced her to the concept of hot wax on the nipples and
clitoris, while Ms. Jones countered with ice, sliding over her
breasts and ribs. Mrs. Baxter drove her half insane with a feather,
and every one of them straddled her face repeatedly and forced her
to lick them to orgasm after orgasm.

Hour after hour of this left her utterly
exhausted, and her mouth and tongue so sore she could hardly move
them. Only then did they remove all the leather gear, and then,
much to her humiliation, she was forced to crawl like a dog through
the room and down the hall on the end of a leash, to crawl into the
big tub in the bathroom, and to kneel there on all fours as the
giggling women bathed her and washed her hair.

Their fingers missed not a single place on
her body either! They delved deep into her pussy and ass, and even
scrubbed behind and inside her ears. Then she was dried with a
fluffy towel, had her hair brushed until it shone, and was led,
crawling again, back into the bedroom. Her wrists were cuffed
behind her back, and she was put to bed in Ms. Jones’s bed.

The women then left her there in the dark,
and Andrea, physically exhausted and emotionally battered, fell
into a deep, if troubled sleep.
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Andrea woke early, her eyes fluttering as she
felt a sense of confusion and wrongness. She quickly realized where
she was, and everything came crashing down around her in a
cascading series of memories and shocks that had her eyes very wide
indeed.

Ms. Jones slept beside her, and Andrea’s
wrists were cuffed together behind her back. The feel of the cool,
hard steel around her slender wrists, the immovable grip which told
her she absolutely could not get free made her shiver with a dark,
sensual thrill.

She looked down the length of her nude body,
at her nipples, which had been so mistreated, and which remained
stubbornly erect, at her trim, flat belly, and her hairless pussy,
which still ached, and she felt a hot ripple of wonder that it had
all really happened rather than being a product of her perverted
imagination.

She felt a heaviness in her abdomen, and
turned her head hesitantly to look at Ms. Jones' tousled brown
hair. Then she slowly sat up and swung her legs out of bed. She
brought her bare feet together on the floor and stood up, swaying a
bit, before gaining her balance. Then she made her way to the
bathroom.

“And where do you think you’re going, Andie?”
Ms. Jones’s voice came from behind her.

She gasped and twisted around guiltily, and
for some reason, blushed as the woman sat up in bed.

“Uhm, I uhm, needed to go to the bathroom –
Ms. Jones,” she said.

“Did you think to ask permission?”

“Uhm, no.”

The woman stood up and padded over to her,
face cool but eyes twinkling. “You, dear, will do nothing without
permission.”

“I uhm, didn’t want to wake you up,” Andrea
said diffidently.

“Then you should have simply waited until I
wakened, dear.”

Her hand was suddenly thrust between Andrea’s
thighs and she gasped and jerked as the woman’s fingers curled up
and thrust unerringly into her pussy, tugging her towards herself.
Her thumb pressed in against her aching clit and she began to rub
it from side to side as Andrea squirmed both mentally and
physically.

“A-Ms. Jones!” she gasped. “I-I really got to
go!”

Jones backed her into the bathroom, pushed
her bottom against the sink, and then knelt in front of her and
began to tongue her clitoris. Andrea shuddered and gasped as her
hips rolled and bucked against that skilled tongue, and she felt
her sexual heat soaring upwards as she desperately fought to keep
control of her bladder. She hadn’t gone to the bathroom since –
since Ms. Jones had first put that silly pink dress on her and she
felt ready to explode.

“Oh! Ungh!” she gasped. “Oh! Please!”

Ms. Jones smiled as she rose, then dragged
her over to the toilet and sat her down.

“Legs apart,” she ordered, grasping her
thighs and pulling them wide.

“But… but….”

Andrea’s face reddened further as the woman
looked down at her expectantly.

“Go then, or else we’ll go back to bed and
you can do without.”

“But – aren’t you going to – leave?” Andrea
asked anxiously.

“No. I’m not. You think you can keep
something secret, something hidden, something private from your
dear aunties? Think again little sex toy,” she said.

She bent and gripped Andrea’s hair, drawing
her head up and back, arching her back across the toilet tank, then
slid her fingers between her thighs again and began to rapidly
stroke her clit.

“Ms. Jones! Please!” Andrea gasped. “I – I
have to – to go!”

Jones drew her fingers back – a little.

“Then go.”

Blushing furiously, Andrea released her
bladder, and her urine splashed down into the toilet below. Ms.
Jones watched, apparently enjoying the sight of Andrea squirming.
Then she reached in and resumed masturbating her.

Andrea gasped, unable to stop herself as the
woman’s fingers plunged in between her thighs and began to finger
her. Her fingers grew wet with her urine, of course, but that
didn’t seem to bother the woman as she bent and crushed Andrea’s
lips with her own, her tongue plunging into her mouth.

It was all heady and perverted, and for the
already excited girl, a wild dark thrill ride. As her bladder
emptied itself she felt the usual wave of relief down there, and
with the way the woman was stroking her clit that quickly turned
into a mind blowing orgasm that had her crying out and grinding her
bottom against the toilet even as the last of her urine spilled out
of her.

“Kneel, Andie,” she ordered.

Andrea knelt, panting, bent over, and Ms.
Jones then fit the collar they’d bought the other day back around
her throat, and stood, legs apart, in front of her. She guided
Andrea’s mouth to her pussy, and Andrea began to lick. When she’d
brought the woman to climax, Ms. Jones dressed, then undid the
handcuffs around Andrea’s wrists and replaced them with studded
leather restraints. She put a second pair around her ankles, had
her kneel on all fours, then bend and press her chest to the floor
and spread her arms wide as she inserted a butt-plug and dildo.

She then took the leash and ordered Andrea to
crawl.

Andrea obeyed, thrumming with sexual
excitement already, despite the recent orgasm. She crawled like a
dog, thrilled by the nastiness of it all, by how degrading it was.
She crawled down the stairs, then up the hall to the kitchen, and
knelt, sitting on her heels at the woman’s command.

Ms. Jones made waffles. She sat at the table
while Andrea knelt beside her, licking syrupy pieces of waffle out
of the woman’s fingers. The syrup seemed to inspire the woman,
however, and, grinning, she then began pouring it onto Andrea,
first a trickle, down her chest, then more of it, over her
shoulders, down her back, down her belly so it trickled between her
legs, then, as Andrea squealed in protest, over her head and
hair.

Laughing, Ms. Jones opened the refrigerator
and drew out some milk, and Andrea tilted her head back as she
poured it directly into her open mouth – and all over her face,
over her hair, and down the entire length of her body, virtually
soaking her in it.

“You could at least have made it beer,” the
dripping girl said.

Ms. Jones grinned, and a bottle of beer came
next, poured slowly over Andrea’s head and down her body. She then
set the bottle down on the floor.

“Get up a bit,” she ordered, pulling on her
collar.

She eased her up off her heels, pulled the
dildo free, then pushed her back down so that the long neck of the
bottle slid up inside her. Andrea gasped as she impaled herself, a
hot, churning sexual hunger spreading up through her mind as she
looked up at the woman and felt the mouth of her pussy spreading
wider and then still wider as the bottle grew wider.

“I-It’s too big,” she gasped.

Ms. Jones knelt and showed Andrea a little
vibrator which she wore on her index finger like a ring. She slid
her finger down against Andrea’s clit and the hapless girl gasped
aloud and moaned as she began to rub her there. Her eyes fluttered
and she gulped in air as the sexual pressure rose in intensity, and
now the ache in her pussy as she sank lower felt delicious, hot and
kinky, even when it turned to pain.

“Oh! Ungh! Ahhh!” she gasped as her sex
spread out to let the full thickness of the bottle slide up into
her body. “Oh God!” she gasped. “Unggghhh!”

She sank down fully onto the bottle, gulping
in air as the woman continued to massage her clit, and then the
orgasm stormed through her and she cried out in wonder and pain and
pleasure and wild, carnal excitement as her insides trembled and
shook through the convulsive shockwave of sensory overload.

When Andrea had her wits recovered, Ms. Jones
made her lick at the floor, but it was clear that wasn’t going to
clean up the mess any time soon. She took her to the bathroom –
crawling again, and washed her, and brushed her teeth, then led her
back – still crawling. And gave her a sponge and bucket to let her
clean the kitchen floor.

When she was done with that, Mrs. Baxter and
Mrs. Foster showed up, and the three older women pondered ways to
enjoy their new little sex toy as Andrea looked up at them
nervously. All this lesbian stuff was new to her, but the strange
dark nature of the way they were forcing her to their perverted
will had set fire to her imagination and drawn her in helplessly to
the dark thrills they were giving her.

The first thing they did was stand her,
spread-eagled in the middle of the room, her wrists attached to
chains which held them up and apart, and her ankles similarly
restrained. Mrs. Foster then laid out her “tools”, which consisted
of cotton swags, alcohol, needles, and forceps, and Andrea had to
endure having her nipples, belly button, clit, and labia pierced,
along with her tongue.

Andrea had begun to writhe and twist and
shake her head in denial as soon as their intent had made itself
known, but they had laughingly ignored her, and begun with
something no more shocking than piercing her belly button. After
that had come her nipples, the thought of which was, after she had
calmed down, kinky and exciting. Piercing her clit had been
excruciatingly painful, but just for a moment, and they had done
her labia almost as a surprise, while she was still gasping and
hanging almost in place.

She had thought it was over when they
ungagged her, petting and stroking and comforting her, but then
Mrs. Foster had reached into her open mouth with the forceps,
yanking it outward, and before Andrea understood what they intended
Mrs. Baxter had driven the needle straight down through it an inch
or so short of the tip of her tongue.

That had hurt! And she had screamed in shock,
but then they had soothed her again and comforted her, and as they
had already taken the time to get her worked up to the edge of
orgasm with vibrators and fingers first, well, she had soon begun
to roll her hips in helpless acquiescence once again.

The three women then placed her belly against
a narrow table – no more than a foot wide, and bent her over by the
expedient of clipping chains to her new nipple rings and leading
them upwards to the wall behind the table. Her wrists were pulled
up high between her shoulder blades and chained to the back of her
collar. Her ankles were then spread so far that she had rise to the
balls of her feet to keep her nipples from being pulled too
terribly, and then strapped to the legs of the table.

Gagged, moaning, she was then subjected to
the laughing, giggling efforts of all three women to both see how
wide they could stretch her pussy, and how much damage her bottom
could take before she burst into “girly tears”.

They started with normal dildos, and then
used progressively larger and larger ones, thrusting them deep into
the moaning, wriggling, gasping girl’s pussy until first Ms. Jones,
then Shannon, and then Susan could fist fuck her to successive
orgasms. To add more of a challenge, they then decided to force
their biggest dildos up both her pussy and anus at the same
time.

Then they started in on her buttocks, so lean
and taut and firm as she stood on shaky feet bent over the table.
Straps and belts, flogs and paddles, riding crops and switches were
all applied to her beautiful ass until it glowed like a fiery
blaze. But while she howled and yelped and cried out in pain, they
failed to get her to cry. The women congratulated her on her
strength, but were determined to see tears. So moved on to the next
phase of their challenge.

They removed her from her position by the
table, and locked her wrist restraints together above her head,
then lifted her into the air, suspending her an inch above the
floor and letting her dangle helplessly, still impaled, fore and
aft by their biggest dildos, while they went to have lunch on the
backyard patio.

Andrea was already exhausted by the time they
returned, having hung by her wrists for over an hour. But she was
still filled with a crackling sexual electricity, and while moaning
in anxiety at what they might do next, still felt a thrumming
excitement and anticipation.

The flog was the first implement used on her.
Wielded first by Ms. Jones, it was a short handled instrument with
long, thin strips of leather not much heavier than the one she had
first used on her the other day. This one stung more, though, and
it felt excruciatingly exciting to be whipped across the back as
she hung by her wrists. It was like a dark sexual fantasy come to
life, and as much as it stung, the inner heat and passion and lust
more than compensated.

She twisted weakly, moaning and gasping as
the woman flogged her back, and then moved around to start on her
front. She squealed and cried out again and again as the flog
lashed her tender breasts and aching nipples, then cut across her
belly and abdomen and – after Mrs. Foster and Mrs. Baxter had
spread her ankles apart and chained them that way – her pussy and
inner thighs.

Next came a larger, heavier flog, which
really hurt, wielded by Mrs. Baxter. It cut across her back and
shoulders with a deep, stinging force that left her gasping and
moaning and crying out again and again. And when the grinning woman
moved in front of her and attacked her breasts Andrea began to
really howl.

But she didn’t cry.

Mrs. Foster then used a long thin whip which
curled around her body and felt like a knife cutting into her skin.
IT didn’t cut her though, as it sliced into her back and bottom,
into her breasts and most especially into her pussy. Mrs. Foster
had a positive talent in causing the whip to curl across her hips
and down to snap at her pussy, or around her ribs to bite into her
aching breasts.

Between every whipping Mrs. Baxter knelt in
front of her and used her expert oral talents to drive her to the
edge of insanity, forcing the younger woman to writhe and buck and
scream in passion.

But she still didn’t cry.

As a reward they took her down, brought her
to Ms. Jones’s bed, and spent hours working her over with their
tongues until she could simply take no more of the sensory
firestorms they were raising in her body and became numb and
limp.

* * * *

Day two started much as day one had, with
Andrea waking in Ms. Jones’s bed naked and cuffed. She was a lot
sorer than she had been the previous morning, however, from the
whipping and piercing, not to mention the long session of
fist-fucking.

Ms. Jones led her, crawling and leashed,
downstairs. This time she cut up some food and set it on a plate on
the floor for Andrea, who was required to eat without using her
hands, crouched on all fours like a bitch in heat.

The other women came over afterward and
turned on the waterfall. They sat around in the back yard in the
lounge chairs and threw a latex dildo for Andrea to fetch – in her
teeth – while crawling, and often enough threw it into the water so
she had to dive in, catch it in her mouth, and then crawl back out
to them and drop it in the palms of their hands.

Then she had to bark like a dog.

In between “fetch” sessions she got to lick
each woman to an orgasm, then to lay back and masturbate herself on
the grass, on her back, while the three looked on. At noon, they
broke for lunch, after chaining Andrea up by a long leash and
letting her bask in the sun. Then they brought her indoors and hung
her upside down by her ankles, legs spread wide.

More flogging and whipping followed, and more
taunting and teasing with vibrators and dildos. When they were done
and she hung exhaustedly, Mrs. Foster shoved a thick candle down
into her pussy and lit it, then the three women broke for several
hours of errands and chores while she hung there.

She was emotionally stunned by it all,
shell-shocked. As she hung there, spreadeagled, naked, her pussy
aching from the thickness of the candle they had jammed into her,
she groaned softly into her gag and wondered where it was all
leading and how far she would travel down that path. It was all
getting a bit scary, yet she trusted the women implicitly. They
would never harm her. Hurting her was something else again.

And it felt gloriously wild and slutty to be
so naked and open and lewdly displayed the way they insisted on.
Even though her head ached now she could not forget for a moment
how wide open her thighs were above her, how naked her body was,
how vulnerable to abuse. She had never liked feeling helpless in
her life, yet now the thought of helplessness aroused her to a
feverish pitch.

This was so fucking kinky and wild and
exciting!

Even if it did hurt.

It was also obscenely degrading, in a
shocking, scandalous, outrageous way which, for some reason, only
served to make her more aroused. She had been known to punch out
guys who embarrassed her publicly with sexual comments about her
body. So why did it make her pussy bubble and boil when the women
shamed and humiliated her now?

Andrea didn’t know, didn’t understand, and
really, didn’t care. All she knew was that she was on a wild thrill
ride and had no intention of getting off just yet. Not until she’d
explored it to the full extent her own filthy young mind and wild,
raging hormones could lead her on to.

Hot wax began to slowly trickle down from the
fat candle they’d stuffed into her pussy, and she hissed and moaned
and trembled as it dribbled down onto her clitoris, then on the
other side, down against her wrinkled anal opening. As the hours
passed, more wax trickled down, building up around her groin, and
she moaned dazedly as she fell into a strange semi-conscious state
where she drifted on a languorous sexual cloud.

Then the women came for her again, to
continue her lessons.

 


END
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the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall
company vice president? I was about to find out! One of the first
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modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over
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how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total
submission, to the dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being
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She had to go to work the next day, and it
felt oddly weird to be wearing clothes again for some reason. She
couldn’t wear the same jeans as she usually did because they were
too tight in the crotch and the piercing the women had performed
left her too sore there. Instead she wore a pair of short cotton
shorts which made her feel a little – slutty for some reason as she
did the gardening work and cleaned pools at the various customers
of her father’s company. The rings through her pussy and nipples
kept her from forgetting at all the strange events she’d
experienced over the weekend, and she kept experiencing darkly
exciting little flashbacks of the wild events.

There was no one she could discuss the
weirdness with. None of her friends would understand her fucking a
woman, much less three of them. And then there was all that sick
bondage stuff which made her mind twist and roll.

She had lunch with her father at a fast food
place, and felt nervous as she walked in. He didn’t comment about
her shorts, though, and she had put little round bandages over her
nipples so they wouldn’t show through her top. It was quite strange
acting so – normal around him – as if nothing had happened, and she
felt something of a fraud.

Then it was back to work, with a growing
sense of anxiety, for she was to report to her Mrs. Baxter’s that
afternoon, right at the end of the day, and she had no idea what
the woman intended for her. She was just a normal girl! All this
kinky shit was beyond her!

And yet, it made her mind flame and spin and
twist in glorious excitement.

At the end of the day she reported to her
Mrs. Baxter’s place, and looked down nervously as she walked
through the door the woman held open.

“You’re looking darling today, Andrea dear,”
Mrs. Baxter said.

“Uhm, thanks, Mrs. Baxter,” Andrea said
hesitantly.

Her eyes flicked around the room uncertainly.
This was the first time she’d been in Mrs. Baxter’s home since –
well – since their relationship had changed so much. Like Ms.
Jones, Mrs. Baxter had a very private back yard. Though hers was
the more traditional rectangular swimming pool. Andrea didn’t
normally maintain it since Mr. Baxter took care of that. But Mrs.
Baxter had said she had work for her to do since he was doing a lot
of overtime lately.

“Strip off, honey,” Mrs. Baxter said,
propping herself against the wall.

Blushing a bit, but feeling her stomach start
to tighten, Andrea looked around them.

“Is uhm, Mike coming home soon?”

Mrs. Baxter chuckled wryly. “And what if he
is?” she taunted. “Are you so in love with pussy now that the idea
of a cock inside you turns you off?”

“No,” Andrea said, blushing, “but… but he’s…
I mean, he’s a guy and…”

She couldn’t really explain it even to
herself. It was as if – as if they’re nasty little games were just
that, because they were girls, and so it wasn’t real, wasn’t
serious, was just… playing nasty games. But involving a man would
be – different. Besides, he was 'Uncle Mike'! And he was old enough
to be her father!

Then again, she'd once thought of Mrs. Baxter
as 'Aunt Shannon', too. She'd known them, all of them, since she
was little.

“Strip. Now,” Mrs. Baxter ordered.

Andrea swallowed anxiously, but obeyed,
quickly stripping to her thong and bra, then naked, wearing only
the rings the women had put on her.

“You have a fantastic body, you know that?
I’m envious.”

“Thanks,” Andrea said, blushing.

“Come on inside.”

Andrea padded naked after her, and in the
living room she found that Mrs. Baxter had laid out a whole set of
metal shackles for her to wear, complete with chains. The metal was
a shining stainless steel, and clamped tightly around her wrists
and ankles. A matching collar went around her throat, then Mrs.
Baxter knelt and attached a foot long chain to the rings of her
ankles. She rose and attached a similar chain to her wrist
shackles. A longer chain hung from her collar, and was clipped to
the center of the chain between her wrists, and then to the center
of the chain between her ankles.

“My little sex slave,” Mrs. Baxter said with
an appreciative grin.

Andrea blushed again, her pussy burning at
how perverted it all was.

A smaller chain hung between her nipple
rings, and then Mrs. Baxter fed a thick, stainless steel vibrator
up into her pussy and clipped a small, thin chain to a ring at its
base, attaching it to her clit ring. A stainless steel butt-plug
went up her bottom, and then a silver ball-gag filled her
mouth.

Mrs. Baxter then took picture after picture
of her in various poses as Andrea looked back helplessly. The final
pictures, of course, were of Andrea on her knees without the gag,
licking Mrs. Baxter’s pussy.

After that, the gag was put back in place,
and she followed Mrs. Baxter out back, where she was instructed in
what to do. She spent the next hour and a half working, shuffling
awkwardly from place to place, weeding her flower beds and cutting
the grass.

It was freaking weird to be moving around
outside shackled and chained, but also helplessly darkly arousing,
as well, especially with the low powered vibrator purring away
inside her moist pussy.

She was ready for far more by the time dinner
arrived. Mrs. Baxter had her eat off the floor, which seemed to be
a common theme among the the women, then brought her back outside
and bent her over the back of the heavy patio chairs. Her wrists
were pulled forward and chained to the forward arms of the chair,
while her ankles were, of course, shackled to the back legs.
Because those legs spread out to either side that left Andrea’s
legs spread rather far, as well, but that clearly wasn’t a concern
to Mrs. Baxter.

She then attached thin chains to her nipple
rings and pulled them straight down through the slats in the seat
of the chair, stretching her nipples and even her breasts a little.
She drew her hair back into a pony tail, wrapped it in cord, and
then pulled that up and back so that, despite being sharply bent
over, her face was looking forward, then attached the cord to the
big butt plug in her bottom.

A ring gag went into her mouth, followed by
the plug, and it was then she discovered that Mrs. Baxter shared
everything with her husband, for 'Uncle Mike' came out of hiding,
big and broad shouldered, grinning from ear to ear as he locked
eyes with the shocked, red-faced girl, and laughed to see her
pulling helplessly against the chains restraining her.

“You’ve got an incredible body, Andrea,” he
said. “I’ve been admiring it for some time now, and it’s a great
pleasure to be able to enjoy it up close like this.”

Andrea was stunned. Her body tore frantically
against its bonds at first, but she quickly realized she was bound
too tightly to move, to hide herself, to do anything to protect her
nude body from his appreciatively staring eyes.

“Look at this ass, Mike,” Shannon said.

Andrea cringed as Mike moved behind her, and
she felt Mrs. Baxter’s hand, then another larger, rougher hand
sliding over the soft flesh of her buttocks, caressing and
kneading, pinching gently.

“I like this neat little pussy too,” he said,
and Andrea’s eyes bulged as she felt his fingers sliding along her
slit, circling the vibrator, then easing it out of her. A moment
later his finger pushed into her, sliding deep, twisting and
squirming inside her body.

“She’s certainly wet enough,” he said with a
laugh that made Andrea want to fall through the ground.

“She loves cock, too,” Mrs. Baxter said, as
her husband's fingers drew back.

Then the thick round head of the dildo pushed
into her, and Andrea reeled under even more humiliation as her Mr.
Baxter watched Mrs. Baxter fuck her with a strap-on. He moved
around in front of her, smiling down at her as her body jerked to
the harsh thrusting. Mike watched as his wife fucked her, as she
pawed and kneaded Andrea’s hanging breasts, as she slapped at them
and called her “slut” and “whore”.

Andrea gasped and moaned and grunted under
the hard thrusting, shaken to the core by the presence of Mr.
Baxter, mortified by him watching and grinning as she was fucked by
his wife!

But her body and mind had already been in a
state of quivering sexual hunger and heat before he’d arrived, and
the dark kinkiness of this fresh humiliation, combined with the
woman’s expert thrusting, were pushing her towards the edge of an
abyss. Fresh shame and consternation assailed her at the thought of
coming like a whore right under her his eyes, and she tried
desperately to resist.

She couldn’t.

Worse, he was even now prying the thick cock
plug which filled the ring gag out of her mouth, making it
impossible for her to - .

The orgasm hit and she cried out, eyes
bulging, body jerking and quivering and spasming violently as the
roaring storm of sensory pleasure slammed into her. The air in her
chest exhaled in a long, gurgling groan of pleasure as Mrs. Baxter
slid a hand down and sawed it roughly back and forth across her
clitoris.

She sagged brokenly, gasping for breath,
saliva drooling out of her open mouth as Mrs. Baxter slowed her
pumping motions and let her hands glide lovingly over Andrea’s
soft, beautiful flesh.

“What a hot little slut, your slave girl is,”
Mike said cheerfully.

Then he joined in, and Andrea stared,
astonished, at the sight of his big, hard naked cock as he rubbed
it back and forth across her face. Then he was chuckling and
pushing it through the open ring of the gag and she felt it forcing
her lips back and sliding across her tongue.

This isn’t happening, she thought dazedly as
her eyes rolled up towards him and then down to the fat white shaft
still pushing through the ring. She gagged weakly, then felt the
head pushing into the entrance to her throat.

The feel of a real cock in her mouth was
soothingly familiar, and oddly comforting, for the lesbian sex had
shaken her and this was something that, however kinky and nasty,
was at least back to the kind of sex she was more familiar with.
She closed her lips around it and then felt another swelling hot
rush of excitement at the sheer outrage of having Mike... 'uncle
Mike!' pushing his cock into her mouth while she lay bound and
helpless.

She moaned as it slid back and forth across
her tongue, a real cock, and then pushed down into her throat.

Uncle Mike is fucking me in the throat, she
thought with horrified delight. She gurgled weakly around his fat
prick as she felt it moving up and down inside her throat, and
rolled her eyes up at him just before her ground his pelvis into
her face.

It was all just wild, kinky thrills after
that as the Baxters used her from both sides and their hands raced
over her soft flesh with tactile delight.

When they switched around. She moaned as Mrs.
Baxter pushed her strap-on dildo into her mouth, but her
concentration was behind her as she felt Mike’s hard, slick cock
rubbing up and down along her sopping pussy entrance.

She shuddered as her sex lips were spread
open, as the head pushed into the mouth of her sex, and then –
deeper. She whimpered in helpless pleasure as his cock drove slowly
but firmly into her quivering pussy, and then felt a glorious sense
of fullness as he sank himself to the bottom of her spasming sex
and began to ride her, to fuck her, to pound her like the slut she
was.

Uncle Mike is fucking me, she thought with
dazed pleasure.

The thought pushed her over the edge into
another intense, shattering orgasm, as the Baxters thrust in and
out of her from both directions, and their hands dropped down to
fight over possession of her aching, wobbling breasts as her
nipples were tugged wildly and painfully against the rings impaling
them.

Mrs. Baxter pumped her dildo in her mouth and
throat. Then the ring gag was removed and she licked Mrs. Baxter to
climax while Mr. Baxter sodomized her.

Afterward, they took turns with a riding crop
and strap on Andrea’s upraised bottom. And later on that night her
Mike demonstrated that while his oral talents weren’t as extensive
as his wife’s, he was quite skilled as well. She and Mrs. Baxter
then had fairly regular lesbian sex, while her he watched, then the
two of them sucked his cock together.

Andrea did a strip tease and then a lap dance
for him which ended, of course, in her riding his cock while Mrs.
Baxter fucked her throat with a dildo and fingered her clit to
climax.

When she wakened the next morning the routine
was not entirely different from what it had been at Ms. Jones’,
except it was even nastier and more embarrassing and more thrilling
and more humiliating.

The Baxters both insisted on accompanying her
to the toilet, and she was shattered by him watching her pee –
until he yanked back on her hair, turning her head to one side as
he forced his cock into her mouth and then straight down her
throat. Mrs. Baxter then bent over and rubbed her clit just as Ms.
Jones had, and Andrea had been pushed helplessly over the edge into
yet another massive orgasm.

“That’s our little slut,” Mr. Baxter said
approvingly.

Mike drove a dildo into her pussy and then
fingered her to another mind blowing orgasm as she licked at the
toilet bowl and drank from the toilet itself, then they put her
back in the shower and, laughing, turned it on. They both washed
her and rinsed her off, then brushed her teeth for her.

After that it was time to crawl to the
breakfast table, though of course, she ate from the floor.

Then she licked Mrs. Baxter to orgasm as Mike
did her from behind, doggy style.

She did the dishes, washed the bathroom, and
then it was off to work again

Just like yesterday, her mind was preoccupied
through the day by the dark, lewd events of the previous evening.
She could hardly believe she had been fucked by Uncle Mike!
Ohmygod, she thought again and again, shaking her head in
amazement. What a sick pervert I’m becoming.

And what was going to happen that evening,
when she reported to Mrs. Foster’s house?

Mrs. Foster was the cruelest of the women,
and the one most interested in inflicting pain on her. That gave
Andrea the biggest thrill, for fear, shame and pain were what drove
her to the heights these days, and Mrs. Foster was very good at all
of those.

God, the woman had fist-fucked her! Andrea
still squirmed at the remembered pain, yet the remembered pleasure
made her pussy throb with hunger.

She completed her list of assigned jobs, and
then, her stomach filled with butterflies, drove over to Mrs.
Foster’s house.

To her surprise – and dismay, Mrs. Foster was
dressed up, and she had a dress for Andrea to wear too. The dress
was quite sexy, to say the least. It consisted of a black band
which cut across her breasts – mostly covering them modestly
enough. A second band went diagonally down across her belly to one
hip, where the full, wraparound skirt fell to almost her
ankles.

Of course, the problem was it didn’t – quite
– wrap around her. It wrapped around to almost the other hip –
almost. A half inch black strip held it in place, leaving her hip
bare, leaving the dress completely open down the side, baring part
of her front and part of her right buttock.

“Please tell me we’re not going out anywhere
while I’m wearing this,” she gulped.

Mrs. Foster smiled. “It’s a lot more than you
were wearing the last time we went out, darling,” she said. “Or
have you forgotten that already.”

“Do I at least get panties to wear this
time?” Andrea asked, eying the woman beseechingly.

“Darling. Precious, would I have you go
outside without wearing anything under a dress like that?” Mrs.
Foster cooed.

What she brought forward was a small vibrator
much like the device they had used on her in the store. This one
was more complicated. A thin strap went around her hips. It held a
dozen little compartments where the tiny batteries were placed. A
since black wire led down from the front to the actual vibrator,
which was no wider than a dime, and which was placed directly over
her clit. The wire then ran down between her sex lips and up
between her buttocks to connect to the belt in back.

“Let’s make sure it’s working,” Mrs. Foster
said.

She had a little rectangular box in her hand
and when she pressed the button on it Andrea jerked sharply as the
vibrator buzzed with an alarming strength against her pussy.

“Excellent,” she said. “Now let’s go.”

Mrs. Foster herself was wearing a long red
dress which with an enormous amount of cleavage as she led Andrea
to the car and then started out on their journey.

“Where are we going, Mrs. Foster?” Andrea
asked anxiously, stomach churning.

“A little club I know,” Mrs. Foster said. “I
want to introduce you to a few of my friends.”

Andrea’s butterflies began to flutter even
more wildly.

“Don’t worry, dear. It’s quite a nice place,
and they have an excellent chef. You must be hungry after your long
day’s work.”

The club was dimly lit, and clearly for those
with money. It would have impressed her as a very, very nice
restaurant had she come under other circumstances. The only oddity
was that the clientele and staff were all female.

“Is this a gay bar?” she gulped, looking
around helplessly.

“The ladies can get happy sometimes if that’s
what you mean,” Mrs. Foster said with a smirk.

She took her hand and led her through the
room, and Andrea blushed hotly as they passed under the eyes of the
other guests. They’ll think I’m some kind of little lez with my
girlfriend, she thought, her mind squirming. Why that bothered her
now she couldn’t say, but it did.

She tried to use small steps to keep the
dress from flying open at the side, but the woman insisted on
walking quickly, and she cringed at what the woman on that side
might be seeing, even in the dim light.

A very short haired girl wearing a tuxedo
jacket showed them to a round table in the corner, where two more
women the woman’s age were already seated.

“Hannah, Petra, this is my dear little niece,
Andrea,” Mrs. Foster said, putting her arm behind the girl and
pulling her forward.

The two women, both with short dark hair,
smiled at her and gave her the kind of assessing, interested looks
she was used to from men. Andrea blushed darkly, glad the lighting
was low.

She sat down awkwardly, for the dress was
designed that even when sitting, it left her hip, not just the
side, but the front of it, exposed.

Then the vibrator started to buzz and she
gasped weakly.

“Are you all right, dear?” Hannah asked.

“Y-Yes, ma’am,” Andrea gulped.

They all looked at the menus, just as though
it were a normal restaurant. Andrea tried to concentrate on
something to eat while the vibrator buzzed away between her legs.
She squeezed her thighs together and fought to keep from trembling
as the vibrator made her body shimmer with sexual heat.

The vibrator turned off, and she relaxed her
tight stomach muscles. They all ordered, and then the woman engaged
in small talk with the other women, something to do with mutual
acquaintances which Andrea didn’t really care about.

Then the vibrator kicked in again and she
flinched and squeezed her thighs together again, a slow flush
spreading up her chest and over her face. She could feel her
nipples burning inside the little black band cutting across them,
and was glad the dress was black, and the room dim.

She was soon squirming in her seat, sweating
in fear that she would have an orgasm right there at the table.
There was music playing, and the bubble of voices around them, but
it was not exactly a noisy room.

The vibrator turned off, and she gasped with
relief. Then their food was served. During the meal the vibrator
turned on, then off again at irregular intervals, driving her half
crazy with the sexual titillation and desperation not to show
it.

“So what do you do, Andrea?” Hannah
asked.

“Andrea does garden maintenance for her
father’s company,” Mrs. Foster said. “Trimming weeds, cutting
grass, also cleaning pools, that sort of thing.”

“I’m learning to do landscaping,” Andrea said
softly.

“In fact, last week, and you’ll find this
amusing, Hannah,” Mrs. Foster said with a smile, putting her hand
on the woman’s arm, “One of her clients came home and found her
doing her weeding naked.”

Andrea blushed as the two women looked at her
with interest.

“Of course it was a very private back yard,”
Mrs. Foster said, “And it was a very hot day. So of course, the
little minx had gotten very hot and sweaty as she worked. Well the
swimming pool was just irresistible, so she stripped off and dove
right in.”

“I certainly don’t blame you, dear,” Hannah
said.

But her eyes showed the embarrassed girl she
was imagining her naked, and Andrea blushed anew.

“Of course, then she was all wet, and there
was no point in getting her clothes wet, so she simply continued
her work in the nude. She’s such a practical young girl,” Mrs.
Foster said with a smile.

The vibrator clicked on and Andrea
jerked.

“I hope you weren’t caught,” Petra said with
a sly smile.

“Oh she was, in fact, by the lady of the
house,” Mrs. Foster said in amusement. “But that lady didn’t mind.
In fact, she rather appreciated the view.”

“I can’t say I blame her,” Hannah said with a
grin at Andrea.

“No, nor I,” Petra said, smiling.

“She insisted it made no sense for the
darling girl to get her clothes all sweaty – she was all hot and
sweaty again, you see – and that she should dive back into the pool
to cool off before getting dressed. Of course, she should finish
her work first.”

“Clever woman,” Hannah laughed.

So there was poor dear Andie, working
uncomfortably in the nude while this woman sat down sipped a drink,
and watched.”

“Such a show,” Hannah murmured. “I hope she
invites me over next time.”

“Poor dear Andie wasn’t used to such
attention, and I fear was quite overwhelmed by it,” Mrs. Foster
said, reaching down to pat her bare leg, and stroke her hand up and
down her thigh.

She finally finished – as quickly as she
possibly could, of course, and then hurried to dive back into the
pool to cool off so she could then get dressed and, presumably,
flee.”

The other two women chuckled
appreciatively.

“But this clever woman insisted she not get
into her clothes wet.”

“Heaven forbid,” Hannah said mockingly.

“And that she should stay and chat with
her.”

“Very clever woman,” Petra said with a
smirk.

“Of course, first she checked out her work,
and found that – ,” she shook her head in disapproval, “The girl
had rushed through it and not done a very competent job.”

“Tsk, tsk,” Hannah said, shaking her head and
smirking at Andrea.

“Well, what was the woman to do but protest,
and so poor Andie found herself, all wet and naked, bent over the
table while she got a good, solid strapping on her firm young
bottom.”

Andrea’s face burned at the continued
revelations, and she dropped her eyes low. She was having a hard
time breathing steadily as the vibrator continued to purr away at
her clit, and it was all she could do to keep her hands from diving
between her legs and squeezing her burning, aching, trembling pussy
as hard as she could.

“After that they had their little talk, of
course, though since Andie’s bottom was rather sore she didn’t sit
down. Instead she knelt on the ground at the woman’s feet.”

She turned and smiled at Andrea. “Isn’t that
right, Andie?”

“Y-Yes, Ms. Foster,” Andrea gulped in a
strangled voice.

“Aunt Susan,” Mrs. Foster said.

Andrea gulped. “Yes, Aunt Susan.”

“I trust your bottom isn’t still sore, dear,”
Petra said with a soft, furry voice.

“Oh it’s invariably sore, Petra,” Mrs. Foster
said. “She gets quite a bit of attention there, you see. It’s such
an amazingly well-shaped bottom, after all.”

“Do tell,” Hannah said.

“Oh yes, a beautiful bottom indeed. She’s a
remarkably beautiful young thing, don’t you think? And yet we have
to force her to wear dresses and heels,” she said with a sigh,
shaking her head. “Such a tomgirl, this one.”

“Are you all right, dear?” Hannah asked. “She
looks a little overheated, Susan,” She said.

“She’s almost always in a state of heat,”
Mrs. Foster said dryly, drawing laughter from the other two. “At
the moment it’s probably due to this.”

She held up the little box and the two women
looked at it curiously.

“It’s the remote for the vibrator the little
minx has pressed against her clit.”

Andrea’s heart skipped a beat, and her
embarrassment deepened to humiliation as the two women looked at
her with even more interest.

“How interesting,” Hannah said.

“You’re so cruel, Susan,” Petra said.

“Is it a big vibrator?” Hannah asked.

“No, quite small, a little round thing with a
hollow bottom pressed right over her clit.”

“Where does the power for it come from?”

“A belt around her waist.”

“How intriguing. Can we see?”

Andrea moaned as the woman agreed.
“Certainly. Show them, Andie.”

Andrea couldn’t move. She was doing all she
could to resist the burning throbbing sensations coming from her
pussy, and was breathless with the struggle. The vibrator turned
off, and she felt a flush of relief, which didn’t last long as the
woman repeated the order, in a chillier voice that demanded
obedience.

She looked at her helplessly.

“Push back your chair a little, dear.
Now.”

She forced her chair back a bit from the
table, then a bit more.

“Now pull the dress open and show the
vibrator to these ladies,” she ordered.

Andrea couldn’t! She was frozen with
humiliation and shame and anxiety, all hammering down on her
through a stifling cloud of overheated sexual energy.

“If you don’t then you’ll get your bottom
tanned right here at this table,” the woman threatened.

The shock of that hit her like a lightning
bolt through all the other emotions and she stared at the woman in
disbelief, but the narrowed eyes upon her forced her to jerk her
hand down and then, face flaming, she pulled open the skirt to bare
her pussy to the two women. They leaned forward to look, and smiled
at the sight of the small round vibrator pressed against the top of
her sex.

But they didn’t miss the sight of her naked
pussy either.

“Such a nice, neat, tight looking little
pussy she has,” Hannah murmured.

“And so wet too, if I’m any judge,” Petra
said.

Mrs. Foster thrust hand down and slid her
finger along Andrea’s slit, then drew it back glistening. She
grinned at the others, then slid it into her finger and licked it
clean.

“She’s tight all right,” she said. “It took
me quite an effort to get my fist up her.”

“I bet she liked it when it was in there,
though,” Hannah said, smirking at Andrea.

“I thought she was having an epileptic fit,
but it was just an extended orgasm.”

The other ladies laughed in delight while
Andrea burned in embarrassment.

“Did you pierce her? Is that a ring I see
sticking out form under that little vibrator?”

“Oh yes, and she’s got another lower down on
her labia. She’s sitting on them but you can see – lean back,
Andie. There, you see.”

“Very lovely,” Hannah said.

“I did her nipples too. Would you like to
see?”

“Of course.”

Another shockwave hit Andrea, and again she
found herself breathless and frozen by what the woman proposed.
There were already women at the table next to theirs looking over
and seeing her pussy, whispering and giggling to each other. If she
pulled the black band down far more would notice.

“Show my friends your nipples, Andie dear,”
Mrs. Foster ordered casually.

Andrea couldn’t, wouldn’t, and then she
gasped as the woman turned on the vibrator again. The two women
chuckled as they recognized what she’d done, and looked down at her
bare pussy.

“Responsive little thing, isn’t she,” Hannah
said with a smile.

“But not responsive enough when she’s given
an order,” Mrs. Foster said with a frown.

She reached over and tugged the clasp loose
under Andrea’s arm, and the band fell away. She clutched her
breasts instinctively, eyes going wide, while the dress fell around
her waist, the lower band unfurling as well. But Mrs. Foster then
undid the strap on her hip and gripped the entire dress in a firm
hand, tugging it away from her. Andrea gave a strangled gasp of
protest, trying to snatch at it while at the same time covering her
body, but of course, failed.

And so sat there entirely nude, her face
flaming as the two women smiled at her, and women in a growing
circle around their table turned to look.

“The odd thing is she’s actually straight, or
says she is,” Mrs. Foster said. “And it’s certainly true she loves
penetration – deep penetration, in any orifice.”

“Really? Is that true, dear?” Hannah asked,
shifting her chair around closer to Andrea.

Andrea could not speak. She was too dazed by
her public exposure to do anything but clutch helplessly at her
breasts and try to understand what was going on. She didn’t see the
look passed between Mrs. Foster on her right and Hannah on her
left, but suddenly they both reached down, gripped a thigh, and
pulled her legs wide. Then Mrs. Foster thrust her other hand down
between her legs and drove a pair of fingers up into Andrea’s
dripping pussy.

Hannah gripped her hair, forcing her head up
and back across the back of the chair, and Andrea’s hands
instinctively reached up and back, trying to loose her hold – and
baring her breasts as the woman’s other hand shot out and began to
knead and stroke her bare breast.

Dazed, bedraggled, gasping, red-faced, she
managed to yank her hair free and cross her arms across her chest,
but could do nothing about the woman’s hand between her legs, or
what it was doing to her as the vibrator continued to buzz
violently away.

“Please,” she whimpered.

“Ah, here’s the special desert I ordered,”
Mrs. Foster said.

The girl in the tuxedo gave Andrea a knowing
grin as she set down the plate. On it was a long, fat cucumber
laying in a bed of whipped cream.

Mrs. Foster picked it up and slid it between
Andrea’s legs.

“Raise your bottom, Andie. Now,” she
barked.

“Would you like my help, ma’am?” the girl
asked politely.

Mrs. Foster nodded and the girl gripped
Andrea’s hair and pulled up insistently. Andrea gasped, forced to
abandon her grip on her breasts, reaching up, but she was already
half rising, and Mrs. Foster had already placed the cream covered
cucumber on end just below her, the end jammed up against her
pussy.

“Now she can sit down again,” She said.

The girl released Andrea’s hair, and Hannah
immediately reached out to grasp Andrea’s left arm while Mrs.
Foster grasped her right, both of them pulling downward.

She was mortified by being naked in the
middle of a public place, and horrified at the sexual tone of it,
and at the awareness that at least a dozen nearby women were now
staring at her. Yet the rest of the room seemed still unaware, and
she tried to keep her voice low as she whimpered and moaned and
protested.

“Please! Please Mrs. Foster!” she gasped,
fighting to stay up.

“Auntie Susan,” Mrs. Foster said,
glaring.

“Please, Auntie Susan!” she moaned.

But she was more or less squatting, with the
cucumber jammed into the mouth of her pussy now, and had no
strength or leverage as they pulled her remorselessly down.

She felt the cucumber forcing her pussy lips
open. She was already soaking wet, of course, and had been
stretched quite a bit the last few days. Now she was stretched
again, and her sex lips ached and strained as the fat cucumber
pushed up inside her, growing fatter still the deeper it moved.

Sweating, gasping, panting, whimpering, she
was forced slowly down onto the thick cucumber, inch after inch of
it pushing up into her aching pussy until, with a choked groan of
pain, her buttocks were once again on the chair.

“How long was that cucumber anyway?” Hannah
asked.

“Thirteen inches.”

“She's a tall girl. She has a lot of room
inside her,” Hannah said with a smirk.

“Not any more.”

She turned the vibrator on again and Andrea
simply lost it. The orgasm was like the blast wave of a massive
explosion. The concussion dazing her so that she wasn’t even aware
she had screamed, wasn’t aware she was shaking violently, twisting
and writhing in place as more and more of the room turned to see
what was going on.

Convulsions wracked her body as the woman and
Hannah both kneaded a breast and watched with excited
amusement.

She went limp, almost unconscious, literally
drooling out of her open mouth as she slumped back in her chair and
her heaving chest tried to gulp in air.
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“Wow,” Petra said.

“She’s quite noisy, isn’t she,” Hannah said,
looking around in amusement.

Mrs. Foster shook her head. “As you see,
she’s quite the exhibitionist. I’ve been trying to train her out of
it but it takes time you know.”

“You have our sympathy,” Hannah said.

“Well, you know, the only effective time to
punish puppies is right after they’ve done wrong,” Petra said.

“And she, being a little bitch in heat should
be treated the same?” Mrs. Foster asked in amusement. “I think that
makes sense.”

She pushed back her chair and stood up, then
pushed her chair in again and gripped the dazed blonde’s hair.
Andrea gasped in pain, floundering weakly, dazedly as the woman
forced her to her feet. Then the bigger woman pushed her against
the back of her own chair, bending her over the table.

Hannah and Petra both gripped one of Andrea’s
wrists as the woman accepted a riding crop from the waitress.

Then she sliced it down across Andrea’s
bottom.

Andrea cried out weakly, gasping, eyes
jerking wide. She struggled against the grip the woman had on her
wrists, but quickly surrendered, mortified now as all the
surrounding women looked on, and others wandered over to stand and
watch. She knew that the cucumber was sticking out of her pussy as
the woman displayed her to the entire room, and could not imagine a
more shockingly humiliating experience.

The crop whistled down again, and again, and
again, and again, and she gasped and moaned and whimpered and
jerked and gave a broken sob at the stinging pain of the blows.

When the woman had delivered a full dozen
measured strokes, she handed the crop back to the waitress, and sat
Andrea back down in her chair as the room applauded
enthusiastically.

The woman handed a collar to Mrs. Foster, and
she placed it around the shell-shocked girl’s throat, then attached
a leash to it.

She stood up and smiled at the room. “I do
hope no one was inconvenienced or offended by my niece’s poor
behavior,” she said. “But if they are she will personally deliver
an apology to the offended member

“There aren’t any members here, dear, or
they’d be quite stiff” a voice called out, drawing laughter from
around the room.

Another voice called out. “I must protest,
Susan. The sight of your niece’s lewd behavior has quite aroused my
poor Adele here.”

“Oh I’m so sorry, Hillary,” Mrs. Foster said.
“Be assured Andie will make amends.”

She tugged sharply on the leash and Andrea
all but fell out of the chair and onto the floor, gasping as she
found herself on her hands and knees. With another tug, the woman
started walking away, and Andrea had to scramble after her, still
on hands and knees, crawling naked across the floor of the club as
all the women looked on grinning, the cucumber sticking out of her
pussy as she was led over to another table where a middle aged
woman sat next to a much younger, bald girl who wore a studded
collar herself.

The girl slumped in her chair and spread her
legs, drawing her skirt up to bare her pussy, and Mrs. Foster
tugged Andrea forward between them.

“Service Adelle, Andie, to make up for your
having gotten her so aroused,” she ordered.

It was all just so horrendously overwhelming
to Andrea that her mind had half shut down, and all that was left
was dazed obedience. She extended her head and began to lick at the
girl’s clit while more women gathered around to watch. She had to
keep licking her until the bald girl climaxed, then the woman led
her, crawling, to another woman, this one older, where she had to
do the same.

She licked half a dozen women before being
picked up and dropped on her back on a table, her legs spread wide.
Mrs. Foster carefully worked the cucumber out of her pussy, and
then slid her finger in instead. With the way the cucumber had
loosened her up, and the intense heat of the extended sexual storm
which had enveloped Andrea, it did not take long to get her hand
inside her again, and to work her open enough to begin to fist
her.

Laughing woman held Andrea down as the first
of a string of powerful orgasm tore through her. She screamed and
sobbed, writhing and bucking and arching , as Mrs. Foster pumped
her fist in and out and forced her into orgasm after orgasm until,
with a final convulsive arch of her back, she collapsed nearly
unconscious on the table, and more applause rained down on her.

Mrs. Foster carefully eased her hand out – to
replace it with the cucumber again. Then they let her lay there,
groaning, for a bit, allowing her to recover a little. But first
they placed restraints on her wrists and ankles, and then drew her
limbs in together beneath the table and locked them in place. Most
of the women went back to their tables, but as women wondered past
her headed for the bar or bathroom they would pause and run
admiring hands over Andrea’s tightly bound body, or occasionally
bent to suck and chew on one of her swollen nipples.

Then Mrs. Foster came back for her. She and
Hannah unlocked the restraints and pulled the still panting girl to
her feet, leading her back towards their table. They veered off
just to the side, however, and Mrs. Foster smirked as she held up a
gag. It was a thick leather strap with an attached latex penis
head.

The sight of the gag widened Andrea's eyes,
and caused her jaw to drop - though she could see that it wouldn't
be far enough to accommodate such a huge gag. It was simply
enormous, and she wanted to say so but didn't get a chance as Mrs.
Foster pushed it against her open mouth.

The pressure forced her jaws wider, and she
gasped and moaned at the strain to her jaw as the woman kept
pushing. But the gag was made of some kind of pliable material with
a latex cover, and the woman was able to jam and squeeze it
together in places, much like a rubber ball, and so gradually she
was able to work it into her mouth past Andrea's straining jaw.

Of course, once past her teeth the spongy
material expanded once again, and so it absolutely filled Andrea's
mouth from top to bottom and side to side, with enough pressure to
hold her jaw wide and make it absolutely impossible to expel it.
Yet even so the woman pushed it in until the strap was flat against
her mouth, then pulled it around behind her and tightened it
severely before buckling it in place.

She and Hannah then pulled Andrea back
against a large flat post. The post had what she had taken to be a
small attached table. In reality it was little more than a small
flat shelf about a foot wide and perhaps ten inches deep attached
to the beam at about the level of her buttocks, and it forced her
hips and lower back outward.

Hannah and Mrs. Foster held her arms straight
down along the sides of the beam, and Petra, who had somehow come
into possession of a long length of rope, wrapped it around the
beam, pinning Andrea's arms to the sides. She was able to simply
lay loop after loop around the beam and around both Andrea's arms,
passing the rope behind her back because of how the shelf held her
body outward.

With the rope tied off firmly, Hannah and
Mrs. Foster then bent, gripped Andrea's legs, and lifted them up
and back. In effect, this had Andrea sitting, perched awkwardly on
the little shelf, but as the older women continued to lift her
straight legs higher and back, she wound up being perched on her
lower back, for her ankles were actually shoved back behind her
head and pressed against the sides of the beam above where her arms
were bound. Two pegs were then inserted into the sides of the beam
just behind Andrea's ankles, and they were then tied to the
pegs.

This left her squeezed in two, and looking
out from between her own thighs at the roomful of women who were
laughing and grinning and leering and moving closer to stare at her
lewdly displayed young body.

Mrs. Foster put her hand on the base of the
cucumber and shoved hard. Andrea cried out, the sound hardly
audible, of course, through the thick gag, as the hard green
vegetable was jammed more harshly into the back wall of her pussy.
She then turned and winked at the other women, as the waitress
presented her with a second cucumber.

Andrea whimpered weakly as the second one was
lubed up, then the woman slowly began to push it against her anal
opening. She twisted and turned, thrust and drew back, all the
while Hannah fingered Andrea's swollen clitoris.

It was all so - insane! Andrea was overawed
by the shocking, outrageousness of it all and nearly dazed by how
wicked, wild and heady the sexual atmosphere was. She'd never been
exposed like this before, especially to strangers, and this kind of
raw, carnal behavior was battering her eroding sense of self like a
kitten with a ball of yarn.

The second cucumber was jammed deep into her
ass, and she felt heavy and full in her gut as the woman twisted
and pushed on both of them to force them almost fully inside her.
Both vegetables were a foot long, and now no more than the last
rounded inch was showing from both orifices.

The waitress then handed Mrs. Foster a small
flog. The laces were short and thin, but heavier than usual, and
the woman took her time employing it, playing to the crowd. Andrea
began hearing calls to whip her, to cut her, to beat her. And then
the woman swung the flog down against her naked sex and she cried
out into the gag, her hips bucking helplessly at the sharpness of
the pain.

Another blow followed, and another, and a
dozen more, and a dozen after that, as the women who were gathered
around watched, grinned, laughed and joked to each other, or in
some cases, masturbated quietly in thrilled excitement.

Again and again Andrea's body flinched and
jerked and bucked to the sharp stinging blows of the flog as the
woman remorselessly brought the flog down on her soon pink and red
groin. The pain mounted, became a hot, almost unbearable ache. Yet
the fire of her own internal heat, the wild, glowing sexual hunger
and excitement gripping the girl, helped shield her battered mind.
As her glazed eyes took in the crowd eagerly watching, she could
not help but feel the intensity of the sexual pressure setting her
blood aflame.

The flogging ended, and Mrs. Foster had to
use a corkscrew to dig in to the end of the cucumbers, turning and
twisting the sharp screw deeper into the vegetables, before she
could slowly draw them out of the moaning girl's belly.

Andrea's holes gaped obscenely as the crowd
of grinning women looked on, but not for long. Foster strapped a
leather belt around her waist. It was something like the T-shaped
belt, with a vertical strap going down her abdomen, and up back
between her buttocks. But this one split into two narrow strips
which went down on either side of her pussy, digging into her groin
but leaving her pussy open. It had a hard latex collar, a U-shaped
ring, which squeezed down against the flesh just above her
clit.

Then the woman took a giant dildo from the
waitress, and slowly worked it up inside her.

It was almost as thick as the cucumber, and
she groaned weakly as the woman twisted and turned it, pushing it
ever deeper, until that now familiar ache in the very back of her
pussy returned. A second such "dildo" followed, jammed deep into
her ass. But these dildos were clearly designed to work with the
straps around her hips and groin.

They were both snapped in place, locked
tight, with several inches protruding. Mrs. Foster then attached
thin cords to the dildos, drawing them taut to Andrea's nipple
rings as the watching women sniggered and looked in with delighted
anticipation.

Hannah plugged electrical cords into the base
of each of the "dildos", and ran them down into a plug on the wall
beneath the "shelf".

The things started - shaking. Andrea had
never felt anything like it before. They were vibrators, powerful
vibrators, but more than that. They didn't simply vibrate. They
expanded. There were small pistons inside them which extended their
size by thrusting the heads upwards a good inch or so. As they
expanded, the nose of each of the things shoved forward hard
against the back wall of her pussy and anus, which of course, since
they were already jammed as deep as they would go, forced the base
backward against the straps which held them in. Those straps had
some give in them to allow this, but then as the pistons inside the
devices drew the heads back the elastic straps thrust the shafts
forward once more.

The pistons inside the super powered
vibrators were designed to thrust the heads outwards twice per
second. Inside her tautly stretched pussy and ass, the two
vibrators churned violently in and out, shaking and vibrating at
the same time.

The sensation jerked Andrea's slitted eyes
wide, and she cried out in shock and pulled against the bonds
holding her in place to no avail. Andrea had never felt anything
like it, and at first the shock of that avalanche of intense
sensations dazed her body and mind. Pain followed, for the heads
were punching against the very bottom of her pussy and anal tubes
so fast and hard she could hardly think. The devices themselves
were churning in and out so fast they were practically a blur.

Andrea's senses were swamped. The shower had
become a waterfall and she gurgled and gasped and moaned insensibly
as she tried to cope with the churning, frothing flood.

The women looked on with grins on their
faces, waiting for the shock to pass.

For the first orgasm.

Andrea's entire body vibrated and shook
against the post as the things churned within her. As they moved
they also tugged repeatedly against the lines attached to her
nipples - three times a second, and the wild stormwave of
sensations was simply too much for Andrea to resist. It hurt. The
sensations were so powerful they hurt - quite aside from the
tugging on her nipples and the churning in her belly.

Now too, she realized the intent of that hard
latex cap which jammed her clit downwards to increase the
vibrations, pressure and sensations coming from the thing in her
pussy.

The orgasm blew through her like an
explosion. It was intense, violent, her head jerking and bouncing
spastically, her eyes losing focus as the sensory violence overcame
her.

It was the first, but far from the last. The
churning vibrations made her nerve endings feel raw and sensitive,
and the longer they churned, the rawer and more sensitive her nerve
endings were.

Orgasm after orgasm howled through Andrea's
body and mind as the grinning women looked on; so many that they
eventually broke up and went back to their tables, leaving her as a
twitching, shaking, vibrating, gurgling wall ornament and
conversation piece while they ate and sipped their wine.

But the violent convulsions were exhausting.
Andrea was soon sweating heavily, perspiration trickling down her
quivering breasts and thighs, and matting the hair against her
skull. And the orgasms intensified, so that despite her normal
reserve she began to helplessly scream into the gag as they tore
through her.

Mrs. Foster had a long dinner, then there was
dancing with her friends, and quiet conversation. Hours passed as
Andrea dazedly bucked and shook and spasmed in nearly mindless
sensual bliss, gurgling and mewling and moaning in animal passion
as the churning vibrators reduced her to a state of raw, overloaded
nerve endings and muscle spasms.

Finally, it was too much for her. Driven
beyond endurance, her glassy eyes finally rolled up into her head
and she lost consciousness entirely.
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Andrea was dressed as she usually did when
working; jeans, t-shirt and baseball cap, her hair drawn back in a
loose ponytail. It was a look designed for comfort and
practicality, not for drawing eyes. If pressed, she would have
shrugged and said she probably looked cute in it, but would not
have imagined anything more than that.

She was listening to Dwight Yoakum on the
stereo, her arm resting along the door as she spun the wheel and
sent the Chevy pickup across four lanes of traffic and into the
parking lot of a Seven-Eleven. She climbed out of the truck and
sauntered into the store, went over to the fridge and got a Coke,
then headed for the cashier.

Crappy job, she thought as she waited for the
cashier to take her money. It was a young guy, tall and kind of
skinny, maybe a year or two younger than her. His eyes widened a
bit appreciatively as he turned from the previous customer to her
and smiled as she handed him the bill. Then as he was making change
he started stealing looks at her chest. He fumbled a bit, dropped
the change, and picked it up again, going a bit red in the face as
he handed it to her.

She gave him a puzzled look and shook her
head slightly, then headed for the door. There was just no point in
pondering why men acted goofy around her. They just did, at least,
a lot of them. She wondered what he’d have done if he’d seen her in
that dress Mrs. Foster had made her wear the other day, or worse,
if he’d witnessed those bizarrely perverted things that had
happened to her in the bar.

Andrea herself could only shake her head in
amazement at remembering them, and shudder a bit as she remembered
how the orgasms had hit her one after another, actually hurting
her. Her stomach had actually ached from the spasming of the
orgasms! She would not have even believed it was possible to have
that many orgasms at one time. And could not, for the life of her
figure out why she’d been so overcome.

Well, those vibrator things, for sure. Those
had driven her out of her fucking mind! She’d never felt anything
like that before. It had been like those milkshake shaker machines
she saw at the Dairy Queen, shaking back and forth so fast they
blurred. It had been like having two of those stuffed up inside
her!

As she got back to the car she caught sight
of herself in the big door mirror and just by chance looked down at
her chest. She winced a bit as she slid behind the wheel, and
looked down again, suddenly understanding what the guy in the store
had been staring at.

She was hot – that was to say, she’d been
working hard and was sweaty. The T-shirt was kind of plastered
against her a bit – not like it was wet or anything, but tight
across the chest – tight enough to make out the outline of the two
little rings which impaled her nipples.

She tugged the shirt away from her chest with
a curse, wishing she could pull the damned rings out. But she
couldn’t figure out how to do that. They weren’t your normal rings.
These were perfect circles of stainless steel, with no hint as to
how they opened. Ms. Jones only smirked when she asked, and said
she would explain it later, but for now she was to wear them
everywhere.

Andrea was irked by that. It took her sex
life, and the nasty games she was playing in it, out into the “real
world” when she would have preferred to keep them off in their own
little area. How was she supposed to explain them if her parents
saw them, for Gods sakes?? Getting body parts pierced was simply
not like her. And her parents would want to know who she was seeing
who’d persuaded her to do it.

She started the car and Lonestar’s Summertime
started playing. She took off her cap and scratched her head, then
wiped her forehead with her arm before putting the cap on. It was
indeed summertime, and summer was a time for fun, she thought,
trying to relax. And she was sure having a lot of that.

She headed back on the road for the next
house she had to take care of, humming to herself and trying to get
her mind off the wild sexual antics she’d been engaging in of late.
It was almost impossible, though. Those sorts of things just
weren’t what Andrea was all about – or at least, she hadn’t thought
so. She’d always thought of herself as a very normal, common,
everyday girl. All that bondage shit was just – just wild.

And yet, it was thrilling her to the core of
her being. Well, maybe once it was all routine she’d stop finding
it so fascinating, she thought. Maybe a few more days of that sort
of wildness and she’d get used to it. Certainly she wasn’t as shy
about her body now as she had been. God! She’d shown enough to a
whole bar full of women! Thank God nobody she’d known had been
there!

Of course, that was part of the freedom.
There was no one “important” who knew about Andrea’s perverted
games. The women certainly weren’t going to tell any of her
friends, and all the people at that club had been old dykes, easily
over thirty. Andrea wasn’t worried about her friends finding out
about that wild – whatever it was.

She parked and went into the back yard of the
house, checking her list, and began work. It was hard, steady work,
and helped take her mind off things for a while. Then she was done
and on to the next house, and then the next. Then, with her chest
starting to tighten up, she drove over to her Ms. Jones’s
place.

Jones was already in the back yard, sitting
on a chaise lounge, with a drink in her hand. She waved Andrea
over, and Andrea sauntered towards her, feeling a bit flushed as
she wondered what perverted thing the woman would make her do.

“How was your day, sweetie?”

“Fine,” Andrea said.

“You look hot.”

“Thanks.”

Ms. Jones chuckled ruefully. “Are we getting
your ego too high, dear girl? I didn’t mean that as a compliment
but as an observation.”

“Oh uhm, sorry,” Andrea said, blushing.

“Go take a shower,” she said, pointing
towards the little outdoor shower just to the rear.

Andrea nodded gratefully, then stripped –
while the woman looked on. It made her stomach flutter a bit, but
only a bit. After all, she, and a lot of other women, had seen her
naked and worse than naked quite a lot of late. Still, she was
aware of Jones' eyes on her as she stood under the shower and
soaped up. The shower didn’t really have any kind of privacy, and
the woman made no secret of her interests as Andrea ran soapy hands
over her breasts and between her legs, then stepped back under the
water to rinse off.

She turned off the water and ran the water
out of her hair, then, since there was no towel, she padded back to
the woman, water trickling down her body, and stood boldly before
her.

Jones looked her up and down frankly, then
shook her head. “Your ego is big enough. I don’t think I need to
give you any more compliments. Go have a swim if you like, and have
a drink.”

A bit surprised, and grateful, Andrea dove
into the water, and swam back and forth for a bit, then slid under
the waterfall and let it pour down around her. Much cooled, she
swam back to the edge and climbed out, then, dripping, she went
over to where the woman sat.

Jones shook her head and waved a finger when
she was about to sit.

“On the grass, dear,” she said.

The tingling returned to Andrea’s stomach as
she sat on her heels, then remembered to spread her knees wide even
as she took the glass and sipped from it.

“I hear you had an interesting time with Mrs.
Foster,” Ms. Jones said.

Andrea blushed. “It was – strange,” she
said.

Ms. Jones laughed. “I’ll bet it was. But from
the way Susan described it you almost went insane with pleasure.
How many times did you come?”

Andrea blushed and shrugged helplessly. “I
don’t know.”

“How does your pussy feel. Sore?”

“A bit,” Andrea gulped.

“Don’t worry. Susan might seem out of control
but she’s really quite careful, especially when she fists someone.
She doesn’t just ram it up there. You are a girl who loves
penetration, though, aren’t you,” she said with a grin. “Fisting is
quite an experience, even so.”

That was an understatement, Andrea thought,
as she sipped from the drink.

Andrea nodded uncomfortably and the woman
sighed and shook her head. “Andrea dear, you have failed several
times now to say use my name when replying.”

“Sorry, Ms. Jones,” she said with a
start.

“You’ll have to be punished, I’m afraid.” Her
eyes narrowed. “You do deserve to be punished for such rudeness, do
you not?”

Andrea swallowed, butterflies taking flight
in her stomach. “Yes, Ms. Jones,” she gulped.

Ms. Jones nodded. “Move here, dear. Turn your
back to me. Now fall forward on your elbows. That’s my little dear.
What a lovely view,” she said, raising her legs and propping them
on Andrea’s back.

And that was where they remained for the next
thirty minutes as Andrea became, in effect, her footstool, giving
the woman a close up view of her pussy and buttocks as the woman
chatted about her husband Paul, who was due to be back in town in a
few more days.

“He’ll love to see you like this,” she
said.

Andrea gulped and felt a slow flush slide up
her chest and over her face.

“Are – are you going to – I mean, is he – are
you going to tell him about… this stuff?” she gulped.

Ms. Jones leaned forward and slapped her
bottom stingingly.

“I mean Ms. Jones!” she gasped.

”You mean am I going to tell him what a
cock-hungry slut you are? Dear, I’ve already told him. When he gets
home – well, he and I are going to have a good time. But then the
next night we’ll see how well you go through your paces for your
Uncle Paul.”

Andrea was gripped by anxiety and
consternation. Was she going to fuck all their husbands too!? True,
she was technically speaking heterosexual, so in a way she should
have preferred fucking their husbands than them. But that made it
more – real somehow. Since she had no sexual inclination for women
Andrea was able to dismiss all the bondage and sex as just wild,
kinky games between girls. Involving men was more exciting, more
arousing, more embarrassing, and more disquieting.

“But… I mean – .”

“What, dear?” the woman asked from behind
her.

“Are you guys going to uhm, let all your
husbands fuck me?”

“Of course dear, eventually. Sarah’s Connel
is on the road driving, but when he gets back next week you’ll be
swallowing his big cock half the night. You’re our little fuck toy
now, dear. Did you forget that?”

Andrea blushed. “But – .”

“The same way you forgot – again to say Ms.
Jones?”

“I’m sorry, Ms. Jones,” she said.

“I’m afraid you need a rather pointed
reminder, Andrea.”

She pulled her feet off Andrea’s back and
stood up. “Come inside, Andrea.”

Andrea started to get up but the woman flung
out a hand. “No, crawl.”

Her chest going tight again, Andrea crawled
after her as Ms. Jones walked towards the house, then inside. The
woman held the door open for her as Andrea, blushing, crawled past
her and into the kitchen. Jones led her to the basement steps, then
let her stand to walk down the wooden stares after her.

Nervously, Andrea looked around as they
walked through the finished portion of the basement, past the big
rec room with the pool table and bar, then through the woman’s
laundry room and then past the storage room to the open, unfinished
part of the basement with the concrete floor and bare wooden floor
to ceiling. The posts reminded her of the one at the restaurant,
but these were much more narrow. There were, however, rings set up
along one side of the post at various heights.

Jones brought out a long length of black rope
and had Andrea bend over, then expertly wrapped the rope around
first her right breast, at the base, then her left, squeezing them
out into thick, taut balls of flesh that throbbed with every beat
of her heart.

Ms. Jones then placed her against the post,
and had her raise her arms up high and reach around to the other
side of the beam. Ms. Jones then tied her wrists together, and fed
the rope through one of the rings to lock them in place. Next she
drew the ropes tying Andrea’s breasts forward on either side of the
narrow post, drawing her breasts forward to frame the post and
forcing her up onto the balls of her feet.

She released the ropes and went behind her,
gave her bottom a casual squeeze, then went over to the corner
where a rough wooden chest sat. She opened it and drew out a
polished triangular shaped piece of wood, then returned. Her hand
slid beneath Andrea’s buttocks and her finger slipped into the ring
dangling from her labia, pulling gently.

Andrea gasped, thrusting her bottom out away
from the post, and the woman chuckled, holding her there as she fit
the triangular shaped piece of wood against the post in front of
her. Then she released her ring and gripped the ropes binding her
breasts again, pulling them forward.

Andrea gasped again, as her breasts were
pulled forward so that the post was, in effect, like a very thick
cock sliding between them. Jones then tied the ropes in place.

There was more to it than that, though, for
as the woman drew her in tight against the post again Andrea’s bare
little pussy encountered the triangular shaped piece of wood. One
side of it was flat against the post, which meant that the second
side was pushing out and down at an angle. The wood came to
something of a sharp corner on top, not sharp enough to cut
anything, of course, but it felt quite sharp against Andrea’s pussy
slit as she pressed against it.

Jones was not finished. Now that Andrea’s
breasts were tied together around the post, she produced a cord
which she slid through both nipple rings and pulled tight, tugging
them forward and towards each other on either side of the post.
Then the woman wrapped her ankles in rope, drawing them forward and
binding them to either side of the post.

That forced Andrea’s pussy in tight against
the slanted wood now projecting down and out from the post and she
gasped as she felt the soft lips of her labia split to either side
by the narrow length of wood.

“Since you love penetration so much,” Ms.
Jones said with a grin, holding up a huge dildo.

That went up her rear end, and Ms. Jones,
though she lubed it, was not overly gentle, twisting and turning
and thrusting as Andrea yelped and moaned and gasped in pain. What
was worse, the thrusting of the dildo forced her hips forward and
ground her pussy against the narrow length of wood!

Jones got most of it up inside her, though,
then produced a familiar gag. It was the enormous penis headed one
Mrs. Foster had used on her at the club. Ms. Jones laughed when she
saw that Andrea had recognized it, then pulled back sharply on her
hair and ordered her to open up. She managed –barely, to fit the
monster gag into Andrea’s mouth, then strapped in place and drew
back.

“What a pretty ass,” she said as she picked
up the strap.

Andrea cried out as the strap struck her
bottom, for the woman was not being gentle. The strap HURT. The
explosion of stinging pain threw her hips forward, which sawed her
pussy along the narrow edge of wood – and that HURT too! Then her
body jerked back, pulling her breasts against the rope circling the
post, pulling her nipples against the cord binding them together,
and that hurt too!

“You will remember, after this, to address
your mistresses properly, slave girl,” Ms. Jones said frostily.

The strap slashed down across her bottom
again, with the same results, and Andrea howled into the gag.
Another blow, and another, and another stung her bottom, and ground
her pussy across the narrow edge of the wood.

“This if for your own good, slave girl,” Ms.
Jones said in what Andrea had come to think of as her fake growly
voice. “We expect our little submissive sex toy to be well-behaved
and to know her manners.”

Crack! The strap snapped down across
Andrea’s bottom again and she howled as her hips bucked
forward.

Another blow followed, and another, and then
the woman put her hand against he base of the fat dildo protruding
from her bottom and shoved hard. Andrea squealed and cried out, her
hips bucking forward once again as the dildo was forced almost
fully inside her – and her pussy ground against the wood once
more.

The first few times the pain had been sharp
and startling, then pain had deepened, for both her bottom and her
pussy were starting to ache, the flesh becoming more sensitive.

“Embrace the pain, sex toy,” Ms. Jones
said.

Crack!

“NGgghh!” Andrea gasped, her hips bucking
forward, riding the narrow wood.

Again and again the strap cut into her
bottom, and Andrea was trying feverishly now to hold still, to not
jerk her hips forward with each blow. She succeeded for the next
several, then as the pain mounted her hips began to grind against
the wood once again, and her breasts and nipples pulled against
each other.

“You know you love it,” Ms. Jones said,
bringing the strap down again. “You know it’s what you were made
for.”

She put down the strap and ran her hands over
the gasping, panting girl’s round, red bottom, then under, to where
her sex was split by the wood. She drew her fingers back up and
gripped the tiny sliver of round base which protruded from her ass,
then carefully drew the dildo back enough to get a firm grip on it.
Then she began to pump it slowly in and out.

Andrea moaned weakly, gasping and groaning as
the woman sodomized her with the big dildo. She had discovered a
dark hunger for anal sex since the women and Mike had started
fucking her ass, though of course she didn’t admit it to them or
anyone else. Now as the woman fucked her ass with the dildo and the
ache from the strap began to fade a bit, she felt her pussy
starting to react, and felt that reaction starting to set fire to
her veins.

She’d been aroused, of course, from the
moment she’d arrived at the woman’s house. That arousal had bubbled
and percolated within her as she’d showered for the woman, and
picked up steam when she’d crawled into the house. Being tied up
like this was a dark, wicked thrill, and Andrea’s nipples had been
rock hard as the woman had tied them in place.

Now, as she caught her breath, and she felt
the deeply ridged and veined dildo sliding up and down in her ass,
she shuddered and her head rolled back as the waves of sexual
excitement rolled up through her body. She bit into the gag weekly,
moaning, her mind drifting up through twisting clouds of sexual
haze, her clit rubbing gently – and then less gently – against the
wood she was jammed against.

As Jones pumped the dildo Andrea’s pussy
ground lightly against the wood. And as the woman used longer,
harder strokes, that grinding motion became much more pronounced.
Yet Andrea was so hot, so wildly aroused by then that even the
sharp pain of sawing against the wood only added to the dark thrill
of sexual passion which was enveloping her.

She knew she would pay for this later, that
when the throbbing, pulsing sexual hunger had finally left her she
was going to be awfully sore between the legs. But just then, it
didn’t matter. She deliberately ground her sex against the wood as
the woman fucked her ass harder, and deeper, plunging the big dildo
deep into her bottom, mashing the head against the deepest pit of
her anal tunnel so that cramps rippled through her belly.

And when the orgasm hit her she screamed into
the gag, twisting and writhing, bucking violently, sawing her soft,
bare pussy savagely back and forth along the wood as the woman
all-but buried the big dildo in her aching anus.

Jones fucked her through the orgasm, then
halted as Andrea hung by her wrists, moaning, slit eyed. She
smiled, left the dildo buried in her tight bottom, and then left
the room. Andrea eventually got her rubbery legs under her, but she
was, of course, still jammed in place, and very sore between the
legs.

An hour or so later the woman returned. She
had a small portable tape player, and set it down on the floor next
to Andrea, then turned it on. Andrea moaned weakly as she heard her
own voice emerge from it, again and again.

“Yes, Ms. Jones,” her voice said. “No, Ms.
Jones. I’m sorry, Ms. Jones,” it said.

The words were obviously plucked from her
conversations with the woman at some point, and then looped
together to play again and again and again in the otherwise quiet
room.

The paddle the woman used on her bottom made
much more noise, of course, though Andrea’s howls of pain were
barely audible through the massive gag. Her shuddering cries of
pleasure were even less audible as the woman sodomised her to
another come, and then left her there to listen to the sound of her
own voice.

By this time her pussy was so sore it burned,
and yet there was also a kind of numbness to it. The sexual
electricity still clawed at Andrea’s mind to the extent that,
slowly at first, then with growing passion, she began to saw her
pussy against the wood, her movements growing more frantic as the
sexual hunger spilled over her and grew in strength. It hurt – but
the pleasure was intoxicating, as she sawed her pussy against the
wood and came again.

And again.

And again.

She was barely able to stand by the time Ms.
Jones returned for her. The woman helped her crawl up the stairs,
put her into her bed, strapped her ankles and legs to the corners,
and then used her own soft, moist tongue on her aching, raw pussy
flesh, driving her into screaming, thrashing fits of madness as she
forced her into more orgasms.

 


 


 





Chapter Thirteen

 


 


 


 


Andrea’s morning was not dissimilar to the
previous ones she’d experienced with Jones. The only difference was
that the woman rubbed a cool cream along her sex which eased her
aching pain. She had fairly rubbed herself raw down there the other
day, and was going to be sore for some time to come.

Which made the outfit the woman found for her
to wear even more problematic.

“I can’t wear that, Ms. Jones!” she
gasped.

Ms. Jones smiled.

“But I’m going to work!”

Ms. Jones’s eyes narrowed. “Put them on.”

Andrea bit her lip, but obeyed.

Ms. Jones said the outfit she’d worn the
previous evening was dirty, so instead she had a pair of shorts and
a tank top for her to wear. But the tank top was one of those
Y-backed, wifebeater things which squeezed in tightly across her
breasts, leaving cleavage in front – and left a lot of creamy
breast open to view on the sides. It was also a cropped top, so
that much of her belly was visible. That was especially true since
the shorts were short-shorts, shiny nylon short-shorts, very low
riding, and which did not quite manage to cover her buttocks, even
standing straight.

It was also tight enough, and the fabric thin
enough, that it dug into her pussy very obviously, splitting her
and riding up into her cleft.

“I’ll get arrested, Ms. Jones!”

Ms. Jones snorted. “Don’t be ridiculous. Lots
of girls wear less.”

“But – but…”

“You’ll do as you’re told, dear. Now get to
work. I understand you’re going to have some new customers
today.”

Andrea stared at her in confusion and Ms.
Jones slapped her bottom and guided her to the door.

She winced as she moved, for the material,
while very soft, was still squeezing against her sore pussy. She
got into the truck and tugged the shorts down a little, though this
made them even more indecently low on her hips, almost baring her
pussy as she drove.

Her days usually started with her going to
the coffee shop to get a coffee, but she passed on that today, and
drove to work. She drove to her father’s company, and felt a sigh
of relief as she pulled up next to Rod Baxter, the supervisor. She
winced as she pulled her shorts up, then beckoned him over.

“Hey,” she said, trying to be as casual as
possible. “Can I get my list from you, Ron?”

“Sure thing, Andrea,” he said.

He did a double-take at the sight of her
cleavage, and the thin straps going over her shoulders which seemed
to quiver with the strain of holding the top against her chest. But
then he got control of himself, pulled the list off his clipboard,
and handed it to her through the truck window.

“Got a couple of new customers today who
asked specifically for you,” he said. “They’re referrals from Ms.
Jones.”

“Uhm, oh,” she said, flustered.

“Keep that woman happy,” he said with a grin.
“She’s good for business.”

Anxiety but also excitement twisted through
Andrea’s vitals. She drove to the first new customer worried about
what she would find, and what she might be expected to do. But Ms.
Jones hadn’t given her any orders.

The customer was, unsurprisingly, a woman.
She was easily in her fifties, with white hair, and she smiled
pleasantly as she let her eyes roam over the blushing girl’s body
while she explained to her what she wanted done around the
yard.

She didn’t act inappropriately, except for
the way her eyes roamed, though, and Andrea simply took her orders
and began to cut the grass, then trim the bushes and do the
weeding. The woman, her name was Mrs. Morgenstern, simply sat at
the patio table and watched. Andrea blushed now and then under this
close observation, especially given what she was wearing. It was
especially difficult to bend over, or even squat, for the shorts
barely covered her buttocks when standing. When she bent over they
had a habit of pulling up to bare half her bottom, and when she
squatted the shorts shorted a lot of rear “cleavage”.

Afterward, Mrs. Morgenstern insisted she sit
with her and have a cup of lemonade. But she never tried to do
anything with Andrea, for which the girl was relieved. The woman
was old enough to be her grandmother!

The next new customer was much the same,
except she was younger, and stared more obviously and more
lustfully at Andrea while they talked, and while Andrea worked.

Andrea began to feel as though she were some
kind of a performer, there as much for the customer’s entertainment
as the job she was doing.

The next day there were three more new
customers, recommended by her Mrs. Foster. In fact, over the
following days, Rod wound up replacing almost all her regular
customers with new recommendations from the women. He shrugged when
she asked about it. “Hey, most customers don’t care who does their
yards. But these new ones have all asked for you specifically. What
can I do? Tell people to just recommend the company and not
you.”

But of course, the women would do no such
thing.

And when she protested wearing the tiny
shorts and tank top to Mrs. Baxter she found herself with an outfit
the woman termed much more practical anyway; a thong bikini.

“No way!” she cried.

That led to her bending over Mrs. Baxter’s
lap for a bare-bottom spanking with the thong pulled down around
her knees. Mrs. Baxter’s hand stung as bad, if not worse than the
paddle and strap Ms. Jones had used, and the spanking itself stung
her mind worse, as well, for it was even more degrading and
humiliating to be spanked on her bare bottom!

It was even more humiliating to have Mrs.
Baxter finger her to a climax while she was spanking her.

She had little choice, then, but to go to
work the next day wearing the thong bikini. Jones wouldn’t let her
take any other clothes with her. She decided there was a way around
it, though. She drove to her little apartment instead, and picked
up a pair of cutoffs and a tank-top. She wore those to go and see
Rod and get her list, and wore them when she went to the regular
clients.

When she had to visit a new client, though,
she stripped to her thong bathing suit

She had several new customers that day, who
sat down to watch her while she sweated in the heat in her tiny
bikini, cutting grass, pulling weeds, and trimming bushes. That was
embarrassing enough, the way they looked at her and smirked at her
and made it clear what they wanted to do to her.

But at least they got what they expected. It
would have been excruciatingly uncomfortable to be wearing a thong
at her regular clients houses. They would be astonished and
wondering what was up, why she was dressed – or undressed for
gardening and such. She was pleased with her initiative. She was
able to go into the Seven-Eleven to get a coffee now, and to have
lunch at a Wendy’s, and dress properly when doing the work for her
other clients.

Needless to say, when she got back to Mrs.
Baxter’s house that night she was wearing only the thong, having
stuffed the tank top and cutoffs into the glove compartment. It
embarrassed her a little even to be getting out of the truck in the
driveway in the full view of neighbors wearing just a thong bikini,
and she hurried up the driveway and path to the front door, ringing
and hoping the woman answered quickly.

She took her time, as it turned out, and when
she did open it wouldn’t let Andrea just rush in.

“Well, you don’t look too bad,” she said,
blocking her path. “Did you have any trouble today wearing a thong
to work?”

“No, Mrs. Baxter,” she said.

“No? None of your regular customers thought
anything was strange about you wearing a bikini?”

“No, Mrs. Baxter,” she said, a bit
nervously.

“And did our little slut get a little hot
basking in all that lust and admiration as she worked all day?”

“Uhm, maybe a little bit, Mrs. Baxter.” she
said carefully.

It had been kind of a turn-on at times to be
dressed in so little, to have people staring at her, lusting after
her while she worked, and kind of uncomfortable too, of course.

Baxter looked at her, and Andrea licked her
lips nervously. Then the woman backed in and waved her forward.
“Don’t bother to shower,” she said. “You’ll just be getting all
sweaty again.”

Andrea chuckled a bit anxiously as the woman
took her hand and squeezed it, smiled at her, then led her towards
the basement. Just like Ms. Jones, she too had a finished section,
and then an unfinished section, and just as at Ms. Jones’s house,
Mrs. Baxter led her to the unfinished part, and stopped before a
length of curved wood laying on the floor.

It was about five or six feet long, and
perhaps five inches wide. It was smooth and flat and polished, and
bulged up in the center and, though not as much, bulged up for the
last foot or so on either end.

“Take off your bikini top,” she ordered.

Andrea obeyed nervously, watching as the
woman lifted raised the center, curved part, which hinged up and
sideways. Then she leaned to the right, and Andrea saw that the
last section on the end hinged upwards as well, but rather than
swinging right it swung straight up – as did the part on the other
end.

“Lay down on your back, Andrea, with your
arms along the post,” the woman ordered.

Licking her lips, Andrea obeyed, gasping a
bit as her warm flesh pressed against the cold stone of the
basement floor. She lay her head, actually her neck, against the
hollow in the center of the long post, and then stretched her arms
straight out along either side. Baxter lowered the hinged, curved
portions of the post, which swung down to press tightly along her
forearms, from wrists to almost elbow. Then she swung the center
portion over and it slid across Andrea’s throat and snapped
down.

Both the end portions and the one which now
enclosed her neck were rubberized on the inside, or perhaps it was
hard leather, Andrea wondered anxiously, as she watched the woman
draw down chains from a hook overhead and fasten them to rings set
on the top of the post.

Then she went to the wall.

“Stand up, Andrea,” she ordered, as she began
to pull on the chains.

Andrea grunted with effort, helped along by
the pull on the big post. She succeeded in sitting, then with a
gasp of effort, stood up. The center portion of the thing was
pressed up firmly against the underside of her jaw, while the end
portions clamped her arms tightly.

Baxter pulled on the chains, which ran
through a pulley overhead, until Andrea was standing perfectly
upright, ankles together, arms stretched out to either side, then
she fastened chain in place and came to stand next to Andrea.
Without speaking, she turned a screw on the side of the post and
Andrea gasped as the center portion, which enclosed her throat,
began to tilt slowly backwards. This forced her head back as well,
of course. And the woman continued to turn the screw until her back
was arched sharply, and somewhat unbalanced.

She couldn’t see what the woman did, then,
because her head was held firmly in place, her eyes on the ceiling
almost above her head. She heard the sound of metal from just next
to her, then, or just in front of her. She wasn’t sure. Then she
felt something cold pressing against her pussy, seeking admission.
Gasping weakly, she shifted her legs apart a little, rising onto
the balls of her feet as Mrs. Baxter began to push some kind of –
of metal – dildo up inside her.

God it was thick!

She gasped and winced and moaned as the woman
worked it deeper, then it was halfway inside her, and the woman
moved back a little. Andrea was confused, for the women usually
jammed their dildos so deep inside her she ached in the pit of her
belly. And then she was even more confused, for the dildo was
clearly immoveable. Andrea’s body moved in little ways, for she was
somewhat off balance by the way her head, and thus her shoulders
were pulled back. And yet the dildo did not move with her. It stood
in place, immoveable. After a few long seconds Andrea decided that
the dildo must somehow be fixed in place to the floor – which meant
it was an awful lot longer than she had suspected!

Baxter then knelt behind her, and she felt
the metal on metal as she did something to the round, steel thing
impaling her. She was – attaching something, Andrea thought, as she
screwed something around and around. Then something pushed up
against her anus, and she gasped as she realized it was another
round tubular object. This one, at least, was coated with some kind
of slippery oil, as the woman slowly pushed it up into her anal
opening.

When both tubes were equally deep within her,
the woman fiddled with something, and then stood up and moved back
from her. She returned and fastened restrains to her ankles, then
tied ropes to their rings, leading the ropes sideways to rings set
in the walls bracketing her, then forward to where she stood. With
both ropes in hand she – pulled – softly but firmly, and Andrea
felt her ankles forced slowly apart.

And of course, as her feet were forced
further apart on the floor, she sank lower on the fat, metal cocks
inside her.

They didn’t have to be pulled very far apart
to drop her several inches lower and have the round ends of the
metal shafts or tubes or whatever they were, jammed painfully deep
into her pussy and anus.

“Open your mouth, Andie and stick out your
tongue,” Mrs. Baxter ordered brusquely.

It was not a good sign that Mrs. Baxter was
calling her Andie, Andrea thought anxiously. That was Mrs. Foster’s
slut name for her.

She obeyed, and Mrs. Baxter slid a hook into
her tongue ring, then tugged upwards, stretching out her tongue.
She attached a small chain to the hook, and fed it upwards to one
of the chains overhead, then cinched it in place with Andrea’s
tongue stretched out and aching.

Andrea had already pretty much decided that
Mrs. Baxter had somehow learned about her wearing the cutoffs and
tank top. She was putting too much effort for this to be a little
play punishment session, and Andrea castigated herself for risking
this for fear of a little embarrassment from people she hardly
knew.

Baxter confirmed it with her next words.

“You should know, Andie, that if you ever lie
to me, or try to mislead me, I will know it, and you will be
severely punished.”

Something sawed across her nipples, something
very thin and rounded, and Andrea moaned weakly as she thought she
recognized the thin shaft of a riding crop. The one with the wide
tip.

The tip slid down her body, caressing her
soft skin, and then rubbed lightly against her clitoris, which was
bulging out because of the way her pussy was spread open. She
moaned weakly, the feel of the leather sending pulse waves of
pleasure through her body as it rubbed gently across her clit.

She felt the vibrator then, and gasped, her
hips jerking against the metal cocks impaling her. They were so
thick, and so firmly in place, that her body moved around them, her
soft flesh stretched within her as she jerked against them. Her
muscles spasmed as she instinctively tried to close her legs while
the vibrations burned into her oversensitized clit.

Baxter’s other hand moved gently over her
tautly straining breasts, caressing and kneading the firm flesh,
rolling and lightly pinching her hard, pebbly pink nipples.

It did not take long before Andrea was
gasping and moaning in passion and pleasure, and soaring up towards
orgasm.

Baxter fit the vibrator in place somehow,
perhaps attaching it to the big metal dildo, and the moved back. A
moment later Andrea’s ankles pulled farther apart, and she cried
out in pain as she sank further down on the dildos jammed high
inside her. They were so high now that her insides were a hard,
throbbing ache as they ground against the deepest pit of her anus
and pussy.

She gasped as the woman’s face appeared next
to her, and she felt her pony tail jerked back. “Never lie to your
aunties, Andie,” she whispered.

But I didn’t lie, Andrea wanted to cry. Not –
exactly.

Her ankles pulled farther apart, and she
cried out, yet there was no additional pain in her belly. For she
had sunk as low as she could while the wooden post pinning her arms
and neck in place was held aloft. Yet now she was hanging by that
post, the pressure on her arms and her jaw, where the wood squeezed
her, quickly becoming more and more painful.

As her ankles were pulled farther apart, and
then still farther.

She had been forced into a lot of awkward
positions of late, and Andrea had already been a very athletic and
limber girl. Yet now she felt the muscles and tendons in her inner
thighs stretching and straining as her ankles were lifted up and
apart, farther and farther.

Baxter began to caress her breasts again,
softly rolling and plucking at her nipples.

“You’re a bad girl, Andie,” she said. “Auntie
Shannon is most disappointed in you.”

Andrea moaned weakly as she felt the flat tip
of the crop rubbing over her nipples, then over her clitoris.
Sexual electricity was crackling through her body as the woman
teased and taunted her, and she felt herself surging towards orgasm
as the woman delicately roused her body to a fiery hunger and
need.

Then the flat tip of the crop slapped against
her clit.

Andrea winced. It had not been a very strong
blow, but she didn’t need it to be strong, for her clitoris was an
extremely sensitive portion of her anatomy.

“Bad, bad girl,” Mrs. Baxter said.

And then she slapped the crop against her
clitoris again – and again – and again – and again – and again.

“Ngha! Ngha! Ngha! Ngha! Ngha!” she cried

“Nieces are supposed to be obedient to their
aunties,” Mrs. Baxter said sternly. “Yet you were quite disobedient
to me, and tried to cover it up in a most disrespectful way by
misleading me.”

She rubbed the tip of the crop against the
trembling girl’s clitoris as she spoke, then again whipped it
inward in short, fast, light blows that made Andrea jerked and
shudder.

“Bad niece,” Mrs. Baxter said sternly.

She brought the thin, flat tip down against
Andrea’s right nipple with stinging force, and the helpless girl
squealed in pain. Another blow, this one against her left nipple,
drew the same result.

She brought the crop down between her legs
again, and whipped it up against her clit a half dozen times in a
fast flurry of blows that had Andrea gurgling and crying out in
helpless pain.

Ngha! Ngha! Ngha! Ngha! Ngha! Ngha!

Six more blows struck her right nipple,
making it tingle and burn, then six more struck her left, with the
same results.

Baxter moved back a little, and Andrea cried
out as her legs were pulled wider, the tendons in her thighs
stretching painfully.

Her legs were already spread wider than she
had ever spread them, and she wondered dazedly if she was doing the
splits in mid-air. It felt like it.

Baxter’s hand moved slowly over her body, the
vibrator purred away against her, and then the tip of the riding
crop rubbed at her clit so that her hips bucked spasmodically.

“Do you want to come, slut?” Mrs. Baxter
asked? “Come slut,” she said with a chuckle. “Does our little
cum-slut want to come?”

And then there was a humming noise, a loud one, as if an engine or
machine had just been turned on, and a moment later the thick dildo
in Andrea’s pussy slid back down, not an inch, but perhaps ten,
slid right down and then slid right back up into her pussy. A
moment later the one in her bottom slid down, and then slid back
up.

She moaned in dark excitement as the two big
dildos alternated, sliding up and down inside her, fucking her with
machinelike precision as the woman rubbed at her clit with the flat
tip of the crop. The orgasm surged upwards through her body and she
shuddered and gurgled and moaned – just as the woman began slapping
her clit with the flat tip of the crop – harder than before, and
faster, and continuously.

The crop must have been a blur between her
legs as Andrea was flung into the surging floodwaters of orgasm,
crying out in helpless, nearly mindless pleasure as the churning
liquid heat of orgasm swamped her mind and tore through her
body.

Mrs. Baxter continued to slap the tip against
her clit with a blurring flurry of blows that send a dazed, dark,
painful wall of pain through her tumbling, overcome mind, a string
of painful darts rattling in amongst the screaming pleasure and
twisting it somehow into something dark and wild and feral.

Mrs. Baxter whipped her clit all the way
through the climax, then rubbed it softly as she waited for the
next. This time she focused on her nipples, bringing the flat tip
slapping down in sharp, stinging blows as Andrea cried out again
and again and again.

She backed up, and Andrea shuddered as her
ankles were spread farther still. They felt as though they were
actually level with her hips now, and she gurgled dazedly as she
felt Mrs. Baxter’s hands caressing her naked thighs and pussy.

The flog came next. After stroking her clit
and swollen, burning, aching nipples to the point of orgasm, the
flog sliced down across her proud breasts with stinging force, much
harder than she’d ever been flogged before, the sharp, hot pain
twisting in through the churning violence of her hot, burning come
and making Andrea howl with feverish passion.

The noise rose as the dildos churned in and
out of her faster and faster, and the vibrator purred away at her
aching clitoris. The flog cut across her lower chest and belly,
then across her back before slicing upwards from below to snap and
sting at her inner thighs and the soft flesh around her pussy and
anal opening.
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“Since you didn’t like the idea of wearing a
bikini I’ve decided to give you something else as work wear,” Mrs.
Baxter said the next morning.

Andrea looked up at her from the floor, where
she was kneeling and easting her breakfast.

“It’s a nice denim coverall,” Mrs. Baxter
said, holding it up.

Andrea looked at it warily. It looked
presentable. It was very short on the bottom, but not as short as
the nylon short-shorts which had bared half her buttocks the other
day. It zipped up fully in front, almost to the neck, and had short
sleeves.

“Thank you, Mrs. Baxter,” she said.

She should have known, of course, that the
woman had more in mind.

A T-belt with the double dildo went first,
with the woman sliding both dildos deep into Andrea’s pussy and
anus, then tugging the belt up hard, squashing her soft pussy flesh
painfully. She buckled it tight to the belt around her waist, and
then put a small padlock in place so it couldn’t be removed or
adjusted.

There was a narrow slit in the belt just at
the top of her pussy, right over her clitoris, in fact. Because the
leather squeezed down on her flesh on either side of it her
clitoris swelled up a little, protruding through the metal rimmed
slit. There was a thin, stainless steel pin which crossed the
center of that slit, and the woman removed Andrea’s clit ring, then
slid the pin through one rim, through her clit, and then into the
other rim before tightening it in place.

Then there was a leather bra – if it could be
called that. Thin leather strips circled each breast, squeezing in
at the base. Four even thinner, and very taut strips of leather
then held a round leather circle no more than three inches in
diameter in place across the center of each of her breasts. But the
center of those circles was open, to allow her nipples and areolas
to protrude. The open ring was the size of a dime, and rimmed in
metal much like the lower belt.

Mrs. Baxter removed her nipple rings, and put
the bra on, pulling her nipples out through the little holes. There
were another pair of stainless steel pins which slid through the
rims of the bra on one side of her nipples, pierced her nipples,
and then emerged on the other side, to slide into the rim there.
Baxter slid them in place, and screwed them down. Then she used a
narrow device, like a tiny screwdriver, on each of the pins to make
sure Andrea could not remove them.

She smiled as she observed her handiwork.
“You will wear this when you work at the homes of the women your
aunties have recommended you to,” she said, “And the coveralls at
other times. I hope you are grateful for the compromise,
niece.”

“Yes, Mrs. Baxter,” Andrea said breathlessly.
“Uhm, Mrs. Baxter?”

“Yes, niece?”

Baxter’s eyes glittered warningly, and Andrea
knew it would do her no good to ask her to loosen the belt.

“What if I need to pee?”

Mrs. Baxter smiled. “I would remove the
coverall first if I were you.”

“But… yes, Mrs. Baxter,” Andrea said, eyes
downcast.

The outfit made her ache, especially the way
the leather squeezed up against her pussy. Her nipples ached, too,
for even the slightest movement of her breasts within the “cups”
pulled them against he pins. Yet that pain was more of a sharp
little ache, and that ache soon began to arouse her as she drove
along in the Chevy and contemplated a day like this.

Rod never suspected, never imagined what she
had on under the denim coverall, and never wondered why she was
already perspiring before work had even started. Her first customer
was one of the normal ones, and she wore the coverall. Yet that
gave her no surcease from the ache in her gut as she moved around,
or the way her clitoris and nipples rubbed against the denim and
pulled against the pins.

Her second customer was another normal, and
Andrea was breathing harder than normal when she finally got back
into the truck. She moaned in pain – and heat, as she rubbed at her
pussy. Yet the slit was too narrow, her clit only barely level with
the front. And she couldn’t get her finger into it or rub her clit
directly.

She proceeded to her next customer, one of
the ones recommending her to the company. Once there she hesitated,
looking around her at the quiet suburban street, and then got out
of the truck with her gear, still wearing the coverall. She went
down the path to the rear yard, opened the gate and went inside,
then looked around nervously. It wasn’t as private as she would
have liked. There were second story windows of nearby homes which
could have looked into it if someone was at their windows.

Still, she didn’t want another punishment
session. She unzipped the coverall and slipped it down and off.
From a distance it would look like she was wearing a bathing suit,
she knew.

She flushed as she saw the long, thin belt
descending from her waist and covering her pussy, especially
knowing what was inside.

Then she walked up to the back door and
knocked, butterflies in her stomach.

The door opened, and Hannah, the woman from
the gay club, looked out at her. Andrea felt the butterflies
swirling faster.

“Ah, it’s our little gardener,” she said.
“Glad to see you here. Andie, right?”

“Yes, uhm…”

“Mistress Hannah will do.”

“Yes, Mistress Hannah,” Andrea said, dropping
her eyes and blushing.

“Love the outfit,” Hannah said.

“Thank you… Mistress Hannah,” Andrea said
uncomfortably.

The woman led her to a shack and showed her
the lawnmower and other tools, then explained, quite casually, what
she wanted done, though her eyes rarely left Andrea, and skimmed
tauntingly over her breasts and pussy and bottom again and
again.

“I think I recognize this,” she said, running
her fingers down the front of Andrea’s belt, right over her pussy.
“This has a pair of attached dildos, doesn’t it?”

Andrea blushed. “Yes, Mistress Hannah.”

Hannah smirked at her. “Get to work
then.”

Hannah sat down at a table protected from the
harsh sun by an umbrella, and sipped iced tea as Andrea worked
cutting grass and hedges, and doing weeding. Moving around in the
leather outfit made her pussy and nipples and clit ache and throb,
and going it under Hannah’s gaze made her insides swirl and
churn.

She’d been aroused when she arrived, and she
was considerably worse by the time she finished the job – not to
mention far sweatier.

She finished, and reported back to Hannah,
who smirked at her, and gestured her to kneel on the patio at her
feet.

“I bet your pussy is pretty hot and sweaty
about now,” she said. “Would you like to air it out a little?”

Andrea felt a jolt of sexual heat and
pressure.

“I-it’s locked, Mistress Hannah,” she said
breathlessly.

Hannah grinned and held up a tiny key. Andrea
stared at her in surprise.

“Crawl forward a little, my beautiful little
slut gardener,” she purred, reaching out for Andrea.

Andrea let herself be pulled forward. Hannah
was wearing a short skirt, and now pulled it up to reveal her bare
pussy, guiding Andrea’s mouth in against her. Andrea moaned weakly,
then began to lick, for she could think of nothing else to do under
the circumstances. The woman was old enough to be her mother, but
it didn’t matter, as Andrea’s tongue lapped excitedly at her clit,
and the woman’s fingers pulled at her tangled hair in ways that
made her gasp and moan in pain.

After Andrea licked her to orgasm, Hannah had
her bent over the table, then removed the pins from her nipples and
clit, and opened the belt and bra, pulling the dildos out and
letting her lay back on the patio completely naked. No words were
spoken as she tossed a huge black dildo to the girl and sat back in
her chair.

Andrea shuddered helplessly, pressed the fat
nosed cock against her dripping wet pussy, and slowly drove it up
inside herself.

She climaxed before it was halfway in, and
gurgled and gasped and moaned as her hips bucked violently upwards
against her feverishly stroking fingers. It wasn’t enough, though,
and she forced the dildo the rest of the way up inside her
throbbing pussy, and pumped it in and out with growing speed as her
fingers rubbed furiously at her clit.

Another orgasm rippled through her, and she
cried out, writhing and arching and twisting, then another, as she
sobbed in helpless sexual passion, and then a final one as she
gurgled breathlessly and then went limp, chest heaving, fair skin
glistening with sweat.

“Goodness, such a horny little girl,” Hannah
said. “I do hope none of my neighbors were pulled to their windows
by your noisy performance.”

Andrea groaned and squeezed her aching pussy.
Hannah then had her lick her to another orgasm, then the two dove
into the pool to cool off, swimming around idly, kissing, stroking
and making out before climbing out again.

Hannah then forced the dildo belt back onto
her, as well as replacing the bra, and pinned her nipples and clit
in place before locking them off. She brought out lunch for Andrea,
placing it on the patio so she could eat on all fours, while she
sat at the table, eating her own.

Andrea put the coverall back on for her next
two clients, then removed it for the two after that. By the time
she returned to Shannon’s house she was hot and sweaty inside and
out. Mrs. Baxter had her take a shower, then climbed in with her,
and the two had an uninterrupted sexual interlude that started in
the shower, ended on the bed, and lasted until almost dinner. There
were no ropes or restraints used, and Andrea came frequently.

Am I becoming a dyke, she thought wearily, as
she knelt and ate her dinner on the floor.

“Now tomorrow you return to Ms. Jones’s
house,” Mrs. Baxter said from the table.

Andrea looked up nervously.

"Uhm, actually," Mrs. Baxter, I have a date
tomorrow night," she said.

Mrs. Baxter raised her eyebrows. "Do you
now?"

Andrea nodded awkwardly.

"Well now, let's consider this. I presume
it's with a young man?"

"Uhm, yeah."

"And you planned to take him back to your
apartment afterwards?"

Andrea blinked her eyes. "Well, I don't know.
I mean, depending - ."

"Oh come now, you're not a little girl,
Andrea. Do you plan to have sex with the young man or not?"

"I um, hadn't planned that far ahead," she
said.

"I think that you will have sex with him. In
fact," she said with a smile. "I insist upon it."

"You what?" Andrea exclaimed.

Mrs. Baxter's eyes narrowed.

"I mean, uhm, Mrs. Baxter. I mean, I don't
understand."

"You will bring him here. To a spare bedroom
here, and you will fuck him, and perform oral sex on him, and let
him perform anal sex on you, while I watch."

Andrea stared at her in astonishment,
momentarily speechless.

"Uhm, Mrs. Baxter I uhm, I mean, he
wouldn't.. I don't think - ."

"No, dear. There's no reason for you to
think, only to obey."

"But he won't - ."

Mrs. Baxter took her arm and led her across
the room, then up the stairs to the second floor, past her bedroom,
to a guest bedroom at the end of the hall. She opened the door and
showed her the large double bed next to the dresser on the wall,
then drew her back and led her into the room next door. She pulled
aside a curtain on the wall and Andrea found herself looking
through a window into the bedroom next door. Mrs. Baxter
smiled.

"The big mirror on the dresser is made of one
way glass," she said with a smile. "You can bring your lover here.
I'll see if Sarah and Susan are free. We'll sit here and watch.
That will allow us to evaluate your lovemaking abilities with a
man. Oh I know you've been getting some of that Mike, but this will
show you in your element, unguided. It will let us know areas you
need to improve on. And don't worry, your lover won't even know
we're there."

"But... but Mrs. Baxter!"

"You will bring him back here, Andrea, and
you will fuck him. That is an order," Mrs. Baxter said firmly.

Andrea stared at her helplessly as the woman
went to the corner where a video camera sat on a tripod. She lifted
the tripod and carried it over, setting it in the window, then
brought over several chairs and set them down side by side.

"Yes, this will be perfect," the woman said.
"I should have thought of it before. We can see you with a young
woman, too. Start thinking of young women you'd like to bring back
here and sleep with."

"But... but how do I explain..."

"Tell him your place is being fumigated or
something. You're staying here for now. You can bring over some of
your clothes and things, but honestly I doubt he'll care so long as
you start stripping as soon as you're in the room. Once your
breasts come out, dear, he's not going to look at anything
else."

* * * *

The date was not anything like Andrea had
planned. For one thing, she hadn’t planned on fucking Jeremy right
away. She might have, she supposed, especially since she was
feeling so highly sexual these days, and so deprived of real cock.
No, she probably would have, she admitted to herself. But that
would have been clean, easy, fun. It wouldn’t have had the kind of
tension she’d felt all evening.

Jeremy hadn’t a clue, of course. Oh he hoped
he was going to get some, she was sure. But had hadn’t a clue that
she had actually been ordered to fuck him, or that he’d be putting
on a performance in front of the women.

And the knowledge had left her tense and
distracted, finding it hard to talk about things in the easy,
casual way which was the norm for her. It was like the evening was
nothing more then the prelude to what was really going to happen.
And she was just going through the motions.

Of course, the motions themselves were both
embarrassing and exciting. For one thing, the women had dressed her
again. She’d tried to protest. She never wore anything slutty
around her friends, or around the baseball team. She wore t-shirts,
sweatshirts, and jeans. That was it. Under normal circumstances
that’s what she would have worn on a a casual date with Jeremy,
too.

What she was wearing instead was a tight,
low-cut black minidress which barely covered her bottom, and which
was, basically, two separate pieces, front and back, held together
at the sides by thin four inch long strips of cloth from chest to
waist. Below the waist the front and sides simply hung as they were
– open. And six inch stilettos.

Seeing Jeremy’s eyes bulge had been a treat,
though, and his gap-jawed look of shocked appreciation had been a
pretty solid buff to her ego. He had had to turn away to hide his
erection, and despite her embarrassment, Andrea felt a thrill of
excitement between her legs.

Jeremy had taken the dress as a sign, though
her attempt at casual nonchalance had been convincing enough to
confuse him for a while. Her embarrassment – and excitement – had
risen as they had arrived at the club, where she had been subjected
to the almost uninterrupted staring and lewd looks from all the men
she passed.

Fortunately, it was not very well lit inside
the club, because she was wearing no panties, not even a G-string.
She’d been able to take very short, careful steps before, but once
she started dancing, the lower part of the dress had started to
swirl and swing and she had felt the cool air against her pussy
again and again as she moved.

Jeremy’s hands were soon inside the dress,
squeezing her bare bottom, and then his lips were on hers, then on
the nape of her neck, and his hands began to roam.

Both of them were soon on the edge of
exploding, but she had to get back to Mrs. Baxter’s place before
doing the actual deed. That meant fighting off Jeremy, who wanted
to take her in the parking lot, and in the car, and that left her
breathless and hot and extremely eager to feel his cock inside
her.

They got back home, with Jeremy all over her
and Andrea barely able to fight him off – and herself. They hurried
upstairs through the darkened house, and Andrea felt her sexual
hunger soaring as they got into the room and she flicked her eyes
towards the mirror. The certainty that the three women were
actually sitting there watching and taping her leant the kind of
shocked outrageousness to what was happening which had been the
only thing which was absent.

Jeremy squeezed her breasts and bit at the
nape of her neck. “Oh man, I wanna fuck you!” he gasped.

Andrea moaned as his hands raced over her.
She peeled the dress up and off, then fell back naked onto the bed,
her eyes again flicking towards the mirror. Then Jeremy was tearing
off his clothes and throwing himself atop her, his hard cock
pressed between their bellies as his lips found hers.

The women had let her remove the rings from
her body there would be no questions about kinkiness or anything to
distract her from a “normal” sexual interlude with Jeremy. But she
and Jeremy were so overheated that he was inside her in seconds,
and she was clutching his back and shoulders, legs spread, grinding
herself back up against him as their tongues mashed together.

It was wild and unrestrained, and he came
within two minutes. But with the strength and resilience of youth,
he only softened a little, and continued to thrust into her again
and again, lifting her legs up and forcing them back as he
increased the speed and force of his thrusting.

With her ankles pushed back over her
shoulders and his cock thrusting into Andrea’s eyes flicked up
towards the mirror again, moaning as she approached her own come.
It was all so unbelievable! Could she really believe they were in
there watching!? Watching her and, well, he wasn’t her boyfriend,
but still, her and a boy?

Then she lost herself to the orgasm as Jeremy pounded into her and
his triphammer of a cock forced her over the edge into a screaming
climax that soon pulled him in with her.

After that she spent long minutes performing
oral sex, sucking him back to hardness as the women looked on,
before getting on all fours and persuading him to sodomise her.

The sex finished with, the two of them washed
up in the ensuite, and got dressed, and then Jeremy, grinning,
clearly quite sated, left. Andrea, still finding it hard to believe
the women had watched, went to the other room. She half expected it
to be empty when he opened the door, but there they were, all three
of them, looking at her and smirking. She flushed redly as Mrs.
Baxter pulled the DVD out of the machine.

“Now let’s watch what you did, and how you
could improve it,” she said.

It was bizarre to watch herself fucking a guy
with the women sitting around her and instructing her on how to
improve her technique. But Andrea didn’t have a choice. Nor did she
have a choice about doing it naked, with a pair of dildos up inside
her. Nor did she have a choice in performing oral sex on each of
the three women in order to help relieve the sexual tension her
sexual performance had roused in them.

"Now what about a nice young woman?" Mrs.
Foster said.

Andrea shrugged helplessly.

"Don't tell me you don't know any." Ms. Jones
said.

"Well, I mean, I do but, I don't have any
uhm, lesbian friends."

"I'm not a lesbian, neither is Mrs. Baxter.
Think of the friends you have who are more liberally minded when it
comes to sex."

"But... they're my friends!"

"And one doesn't sleep with friends?"

"It's not that just... just that I've known
them forever and..."

The women chuckled in amusement. "Forever at
your age? Please. Just bring one back here and fuck her."

"But I don't even know for sure if I could
get any of them to sleep with me!" Andrea protested.

"Alcohol usually helps," Ms. Jones said
dryly. "And a particular mood. You'll note the big TV on the wall
and the DVD player. You can put in some nice porn. Oh wait, I have
a better idea. We'll let you borrow one of the cameras, and you and
she can play games in front of it and watch yourself on TV. Most
young women are exhibitionists at heart. Lead her into dancing,
then stripping and dancing sexy. That should heat her up a little.
Add some alcholol and some nice porn and she'll be in the modd for
seduction."

"You sound like you've done this before,"
Andrea said.

Ms. Jones snorted. "Not I. But your Mrs.
Foster likes to seduce straight girls and introduce them to
lesbianism. She swears this used to work quite well for her when
she was younger."

“Still does,” Mrs. Foster said with a
smirk.

“I can’t believe you want me to get one of my
friends drunk and – and have sex with her while you watch! That’s
sick!” Andrea said, shaking her head.

The three women looked at her with shared
disapproval, and Andrea swallowed anxiously.

“I mean… I didn’t mean to say – .”

“You mean to say that it’s time for
punishment,” Mrs. Foster growled. “Is that right?”

“Yes, Mrs. Foster,” she gulped, dropping her
eyes.

Andrea spent the rest of the night on the
hard wooden table in the basement. Her wrists were bound and pulled
straight down along her hips, then her legs and buttocks were
lifted up and back, her ankles bound and pulled straight over the
end of the table, elevating her hips and bottom so they pointed at
the ceiling. A large candle was shoved through the ring gag the
women placed in her mouth, and another pair stuffed into her pussy
and anus. Then all three were lit.

All night the hot wax trickled down onto her
from above as her back began to burn and ache and scream with her
tightly bent position, and cramps rippled through her aching arms
and legs. By morning she had presented to the women the name of a
girl she would attempt to seduce into lesbian sex so they could
watch.
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Andrea bent and turned on command, as Mrs.
Baxter had her put herself in the various positions the women had
designed for Andrea. It was rather like yoga, she thought, except
that the positions were very lewd, she performed them naked, and
she had to move much faster than in yoga to escape the snapping
bite of the crop.

“You’ll be in shape for marriage in no time,”
Ms. Jones said with a smile.

Andrea stood upright again, panting. "Oh I
don't think I'll be getting married any time soon," Andrea said,
then dropped her eyes. " Mrs. Baxter."

Her Mrs. Baxter exchange a smile with Ms.
Jones.

"Actually," she said. "You will be getting
married very soon, in a manner of speaking."

Andrea raised her eyes and looked at her in
confusion.

"You see, dear," Ms. Jones said, "We're a
group with some fairly strong willed and capable people in it. Most
of us are sexual dominants. And we see it as one of our
responsibilities to look after weaker members of our gender."

"Sexual submissives," Mrs. Baxter said.

Andrea flushed. "But just because I - ."

Ms. Jones put a finger to her lip to silence
her. "Don't interrupt your auntie Shannon," she said sternly.

Andrea flushed again. "Sorry - Mrs. Baxter,"
Andrea said.

"Your mother, for example, is a sexual
submissive," Ms. Jones said.

Andrea's eyes widened and her jaw
dropped.

"You didn't know that? Well, I'm not
surprised. But she is, though perhaps not quite as much as you. In
any event, we decided to find a proper man with a strong, dominant
personality to breed her, to control her, and to treat her the way
she needed to be treated."

"So they found your father," Ms. Jones said.
"They matched his profile to hers, matched his looks to
hers..."

"You must have noted his eyes and your
mothers," Ms. Jones said. "Where do you think you got yours
from?"

"Yes, he was considered an excellent physical
match, handsome male that he is," Shannon said. "And he had the
firm hand your mother required to keep her in line and out of
trouble."

"The same sort of firm hand you'll need,
dear," Ms. Jones said.

"But - ."

A swift smack to the bottom turned her
protest to a yelp of pain.

"We've been looking for a proper master for
you, you see," Shannon said. "A strong, attractive man who'll
support you and also bring you into your own as a sexual
submissive."

"And we've found one," Ms. Jones said with a
contented smile. "At the proper time, soon, we'll give you to him
and he'll take over your education."

"Give me to him!?"

"Of course dear. You're a sexual submissive,
after all, so you'll be given to him as his slave, to train and
protect, and to love and to discipline as is needed. You'll live
with him in his house, and bear his children and look after them,
and service his body and any other needs, and those of whomever he
allows the use of your body."

"You know that sexual slavery is your
destiny, Andrea," Ms. Jones said. "I can see it in how you behave
and how you respond. You won't be truly happy in any other
manner."

"You'd wind up sleeping around with anyone
who wanted you," Mrs. Baxter said, "probably getting diseases, and
into any amount of trouble. This is the proper way to deal with
sexual submissive. Don't worry, you'll come to love your master in
time. We've specifically selected him to be compatible, after
all."

"Yes, he's very into sports," Ms. Jones
said.

"And the outdoors," Mrs. Baxter added.

"And he's extremely handsome, with an
excellent body."

"Good career prospects, already makes good
money and owns his own home."

"And when... were you guys going to ask me
about this?" she asked, stunned.

The two women stared at her, perplexed. "Ask
you? One does not ask a submissive, dear. One tells her."

"Yes, the rest of the family, the dominants,
that is, will have to approve him, then there'll be the proper
ceremony where he's given your leash - ."

"My leash!"

"Yes, dear, as a symbol of ownership."

Andrea gaped at her.

"It's really a lovely ceremony," Mrs. Baxter
said with a smile. "You crawl to him, and he collars you and puts
on the restraints, then puts you through your paces to show how
dominant he is. You demonstrate your obedience and submissiveness,
and your body's sexual responsiveness, and then he's pronounced
your master and you his slave."

"You guys are nuts," Andrea said in
amazement.

It was the last thing she said for some
hours, of course, most of which she spent suspended by her wrists,
her toes barely able to touch the floor, the two biggest dildos
jammed deep into her pussy and anus as she moaned into a large
penis gag.

And the next day she set about seducing
Brenda Walker, a girl she’d known off and on since grade school,
and one who had hinted a few times that she might like more from
other women then friendship.

Three days later she and Brenda had sex in
the bed while the women looked on and videotaped them.

And the next day they announced there would
be a family gathering at Ms. Jones’s the following weekend. And
Andrea would be helping out with the cooking, cleaning, and
preparations.

* * * *

Andrea felt a little self conscious in the
black bikini. It was the tiniest she'd ever worn, with narrow
triangular cups which exposed the entire outside of her breasts, as
well as an awful lot of the inside! The bottom had a thong back,
and a tiny triangular front very low on her groin with thin black
strips slicing up diagonally across her hips.

It was a pool party, of course, but none of
her cousins was dressed in as skimpy a bikini, to say nothing of
the older generations. She got a lot of looks, which, at first, she
took to be because of the bikini. But as the afternoon wore on she
began to have her doubts. Could the three women have possibly told
people the kinds of things- no, no, surely they wouldn't,
couldn't.

Her exhibitionist side was enjoying the
attention, though, in an odd way. After all, these were people
she'd known all her life, both the adults, who she used to call
'aunt' and 'uncle' and their kids, who she used to play with. Even
her father and mother! Her mother had raised her eyebrows on seeing
the bikini, but her father had only winked, blown an admiring
whistle and said "Nice body there, Andrea."

Given what the women had said that had made
her blush redly.

She hadn't had a chance to talk to her mother
about what the women had said - to say nothing about talking to her
father! Was her mother a sexual submissive who had truly been given
to her father as a slave? Thinking back over her life it was hard
to remember a time when she'd ever really disagreed with her father
over anything. And she seemed to have no difficulty disciplining
Andrea - or her sister or brother. She'd never really seen her
mother as weak.

On the other hand, her father, as kind as he
was, had always been a very strict disciplinarian, and required
obedience to his orders. Other parents might not have believed in
the strap or spankings, but she and her siblings had certainly
experienced them enough, and for quite a bit longer than most kids
had to. But for the most part, her father was a kind man, though
stern.

The idea that he might be hanging her mother
by her wrists and whipping her made her mind squirm!

She had to run around a lot during the party,
for she was responsible for a lot of the arrangements and
refreshments. At least the women had let her go barefoot and not
insisted she wear heels!

She couldn't run around too fast, though, for
the bra cups were so small that if she moved too energetically she
risked popping out of them!

About an hour or so into the party Mrs.
Baxter beckoned her, and she hurried over to see what she wanted.
The woman took her arm and led her inside, then down the hall to
the den. Ms. Jones was waiting, and with him was - a man.

Andrea blushed immediately, for she knew
right away who the man was. He was only a little taller than her,
but in his tight tank-top and shorts it was clear that his body was
well-muscled and quite athletic. He was extremely handsome, with a
firm, square-cut jaw, and gorgeous dark brown hair. He had the same
fair complexion as Andrea, and had a look of strength and character
to him which immediately attracted her to him. He was much older
than her, though, probably by ten years or so.

"Andrea," Mrs. Baxter said, "This is
Byron."

He held out his hand, and the women smiled
and left. Andrea flushed and held her hand out and he took it in a
firm grip which emphasized his strength but didn't try to hurt her
hand.

"Andrea," he said, his voice a deep, throaty
baritone. "You're even more beautiful in person than the pictures
and videos."

Andrea's flush deepened. "Videos?" she asked
anxiously.

He grinned disarmingly. "Of course. Your
father and I went over them with my father to demonstrate you were
sexually submissive and inclined towards slavery."

Andrea dropped her eyes in embarrassment at
the thought of him viewing some of the videos the woman had taken
of her - all of which had had her naked. Of course, that she was
merely embarrassed showed just how radical her mindset had shifted
over the past few weeks. She'd once have been mortified to the
point of numbness.

He slipped his finger under her chin and
tilted her head up. "You are an incredibly gorgeous, beautiful,
sexy young woman," he said. "I think I was hard from the first
minute of the first video, just looking at your incredible body and
gorgeous face and thinking about you being my slave girl."

Andrea felt a slow rising heat from her lower
belly and a sense of tightness in her chest as she looked into his
eyes. He was a lot more mature than the men she normally dated, and
he had a kind of aura of strength about him - not to mention being
incredibly sexy.

"You ever do some rock climbing?" he
asked.

"Uhm, a little," she said.

"Cool. I rock climb, and swim and golf and I
play hockey and baseball."

"Me too!"

"And I expect you to go on playing sports,"
he said with a boyish grin. "I wouldn't want my slave girl losing
her fantastic shape."

She blushed again and yet felt her pussy
throb as she caught him looking at her breasts. He wasn't the least
bit bothered at being caught either. Instead he shocked her by
reaching out and cupping her breasts, squeezing ever so slightly.
"I can't wait to have these to play with at home," he said with a
patently phony leer that made her giggle.

He pulled his hands back and shook his head.
"Better stop that or I'll lose control before the ceremony," he
said.

"Ceremony?" she asked.

He grinned. "Where I become your master and
then take you home to teach you how to behave."

She flushed again, feeling a strange mixture
of indignation, excitement, and lust.

"Your aunties showed you how to please a
woman," he said. "But I think you have a lot to learn yet about
pleasing a man. I saw your little episodes with that guy, and I
know there's a lot of room for improvement there."

She frowned and he laughed.

"Don't worry. I know how quick you'll learn.
And it's not your fault you've been sleeping with boys. But now
you'll be sleeping with a man," he said, putting his hand on her
bare bottom and squeezing it as he drew her in closer. "And we're
more demanding."

Mrs. Baxter and Mrs. Foster bustled into the
room then. Mrs. Baxter took him out, whispering urgently to him,
while Mrs. Foster frowned at Andrea. "Let's prepare for the
ceremony," she said, leaving no room for argument.

"The most important thing for you to remember
is to obey and submit. I think we've taught you something about
that, at least," she huffed. "If you embarrass us by screwing this
up, young lady I will blister your backside so you can't sit down
for a month!"

She pulled on her arm and led her out of the
room, back up the hall and out into the big open living room,
which, to Andrea's shock, had now become crowded with The three
couples and their children, her parents, and even her grandparents!
They were all gathered around the walls of the room, holding their
drinks, propped up on the edges of chairs, and along the sofas,
leaving the center of the room empty.

Andrea felt her heart begin to thump as Mrs.
Foster led her into the center of the room, and, realizing everyone
was staring, dropped her chin in embarrassment.

"Chin up," Mrs. Foster hissed.

Andrea swallowed anxiously and obeyed.

"We are here to give our little submissive
here away to a dominant who will look after her, cherish her, and
lead her on the path of life as chosen by us, who care for her
well-being.

"It was not difficult finding men who wanted
to posses our beautiful little sex kitten here," Mrs. Foster said,
making Andrea's face flush anew. "But we had very high standards.
And we believe we have found that young man in Byron Young."

Byron walked into the room then, smiling
confidently around.

"Byron owns a sports outfitter store in
Caledon, and arranges and conducts wilderness tours and white water
rafting expeditions. He has twelve full-time employees and a number
of part timers, and does rather well for himself. Certainly more
than adequately to support a wife."

Andrea jerked at the word. She stole a quick
glance at her parents, but they seemed quite happy, and she felt a
sense of shock settle in her gut as her mind whirled with
uncertainty. What was she going to do? How was she supposed to
react?!

Then Byron walked up to her, and Mrs. Foster
smiled and stepped back. Her heart thumping, she looked up at him
anxiously and he smiled and ran his fingers through her hair. His
hand slid down the side of her head, and then up and back across
the nape of her neck. And before Andrea realized what he intended
his fingers were tugging open the tie at the back of her neck so
that her bikini top fell down.

She gasped and jerked her arms up to hide her
bare breasts but he shook his head, frowning at her, then gripped
her wrists and pushed downward. Andrea knew he could have pushed
harder, but he simply pushed downward, indicating what he wanted.
Shuddering, red faced, she let her arms be pushed down, and then
dropped them to her sides.

"Back straight," he said sternly.

She straightened, pulse racing, face flaming,
and he untied the lower strap of her bikini top so it fell to the
floor. he then undid the ties the sides of her thong and pulled it
free, and her embarrassment redoubled. Someone gave a wolf whistle,
and she dropped her eyes.

"Eyes straight," he barked.

She raised her eyes, gulping, chest rising
and falling rapidly.

"You of all people have no reason to be the
least embarrassed about being seen in the nude," he said with a
grin. "And you'll have to get used to it as I plan to show you off
to all my friends."

Mrs. Foster handed him a riding crop, and
Andrea felt another harsh stab of alarm and shock.

"Now let's see what you're made of on the
inside," he said.

He took a half step back, and his voice
changed. "Legs apart, hands behind your neck, chest out," he
barked.

Andrea obeyed immediately, for that was one
of the positions the women had often put her in. That she was doing
it in front of her own parents made her insides squirm and roil
with embarrassment and confusion, but she did it.

She jerked as he ran the flat tip of the crop
along her inner thigh, then up between her legs. he pressed the
shaft of the crop upwards so it sank between the lips of her bare
pussy, then sawed it lightly back and forth before withdrawing
it.

Andrea felt her clit burn as it ground across
it, and gasped weakly as her mind swirled with sensations and
emotions.

"On your knees before your master," he
growled.

She dropped to her knees, sitting on her
heels, knees spread wide, hands behind her.

"All fours," he barked.

She slid gracefully forward onto all fours,
knees apart, then cringed as she realized her brother was sitting
behind her.

"Abase yourself," he ordered.

Another shock-wave rippled through her but
Andrea found herself already moving, her breasts pillowing out
against the floor as she forced her bottom high and spread her arms
out to either side.

She gasped as he cracked the crop across her
bottom lightly, then slid it between her legs and sawed the shaft
upwards between her sex lips. He drew the crop up and back, then
slapped the tip against her puckered anal opening several
times.

"I trust this has been nicely broken in," he
teased. "For it will get a lot of use in future."

There was another small ripple of amusement
around the room. Then he took a large butt-plug from Mrs. Foster,
bent, and pressed it against her. Andrea held her position,
trembling slightly as he forced the butt-plug into her anus, then
stood up again.

"On your back," he ordered.

She rolled over, panting for breath, nearly
overwhelmed by the outrageousness of being naked, of being so
utterly degraded in front of her family.

"Lets spread wide."

She spread her legs as ordered and he walked
slowly around her.

"Ankles back," he ordered.

Another embarrassing position! She drew her
straight legs up and back as far as she could get them, grabbing
her ankles, and forcing them back harder, holding them as wide as
she could.

"Stand!" he barked. "Bend and grab your
ankles."

She obeyed again, and this time he brought
the crop slicing down across her bottom with a stinging blow that
made her flinch and gasp. A second blow followed, and a third, as
she stood in place, hugging her knees, and she felt her nipples
hard against her legs, felt her pussy throbbing and bubbling with
dark, feral hunger.

"Kneel," he ordered.

She did so, panting for breath, and saw him
holding a large dildo, a very large, very thick dildo. He squatted
before her with a grin, then pressed the base flat on the floor
between her thighs.

"Mount it," he ordered.

Andrea didn't look around. She couldn't look
around, but she felt a ripple of surprise from her family, as if
they hadn't expected this. She wasn't sure what to do. The idea of
getting on it was humiliating, but if she didn't she'd be
disobeying him.

She rose on her knees and he slid the thing
right under her, then she sank slowly down, gasping as her soft
hairless sex pressed against the fat head of the dildo. She began
to bounce lightly atop it, surprised to discovered just how wet she
was as it slowly began to sink into her. She gasped as her pussy
began to ache, as the sex lips were stretched out painfully far.
Then the head slowly sank into her and she let out an audible groan
as she slowly, slowly slid down its long length while everyone in
the room looked on.

She was so full inside! But she forced
herself downward until she could once again sit on her heels, knees
spread, back straight, as he ordered.

"Hands behind your neck. Interlink your
fingers," he ordered.

Red-faced, Andrea obeyed, thrusting her chest
up and out, and he brought the flat tip of the crop down against
her right nipple in a flurry of short, sharp little slapping
motions that made her gasp and wince and moan as her nipple was her
hard, sensitive nipple was set aflame. Then he did the same to her
other nipple, as she held herself, trembling, in position.

Then he squatted in front of her, extending
his arm, and brought the flat little tip of the crop up against her
clit with short, sharp motions that had her jerking and gasping and
moaning in pain.

He stood up with a grin, then swept the crop
down so that it sliced across her taut breasts with stinging force.
Andrea grunted but didn't move. He brought the crop down a second
time, then a third time, each blow harder, the pain worse, and
Andrea shuddered and flinched and clenched her teeth together, but
held her arched position.

"Would anyone like to test this little slut?"
he asked, looking around with a grin.

There was some mild laughter. Then to her
shock Robert got up, took the crop, and, with a grin at her,
slashed it down across her breasts with painful force. Other men
were moving forward, and he handed it to Connel, who struck her
left breast, cutting the crop directly across her nipple. Al then
struck her other breast, then Mrs. Foster's son Dave struck her
harder still, and her father - her father! - then swung the crop
down so hard it sank almost all the way to her ribs before her
resilient flesh sent it bouncing back. That blow finally made
Andrea cry out in pain, and there was a smattering of applause from
the rest of them.

"Something this hard, this firm and long,
must be male," he said, gazing at the crop. "Something softer, and
more subtle, more flexible, would be better for our ladies."

He held up a thin flog with long, thin
leather strips, and the men moved back to their places as a half
dozen of the women and younger girls came up and took their turns
slicing the flog down across Andrea's breasts, making her wince and
gasp and moan.

During all this she had been slowly jammed
down onto the dildo so that it was now almost impaling her, the tip
grinding against the back wall of her pussy.

When they all returned to their seats,
laughing and grinning to each other, he moved behind Andrea and put
his foot between her shoulder blades. "Abase yourself," he barked,
shoving forward.

She gasped as she was thrown forward onto her
aching breasts, and spread her arms out to the sides.

Then he put his foot flat on the base of the
dildo and shoved - hard. Andrea cried out in pain at that, and was
thrown forward by the force of the thrust onto her belly on the
floor.

He moved past her and walked across the room,
then turned to the gasping, whimpering girl.

"Crawl to me, slut," he ordered. "Crawl to me
and beg me to be your master."

Dazed by the wonder and outrageousness of it
all, Andrea hesitated, then she started to slowly crawl forward on
her belly, gasping in pain as her sore breasts were ground beneath
her. Panting, she crawled over to him, and rolled her eyes
upward.

"Beg, slut. Beg to be my slave," Byron
growled.

Andrea found it very difficult to speak, let
alone to know what to say. She was frazzled and gripped by wildly
conflicting emotions. The thought of being a slave was -
overpoweringly arousing, yet she was an independent girl in many
ways. Of course, if she didn't like it she could simply leave -
couldn't she?

In the meantime, everyone waited expectantly,
and the women' eyes were on her, demanding she follow the
"ceremony" properly and not throw it into confusion.

"Please may I be your slave, Byron?" she
whispered, red faced.

"Louder, slut. The whole room has to hear
you."

Andrea drew in a deep breath. "Please may I
be your slave, Byron?" she asked.

Mrs. Foster stepped forward and handed him a
tray. Byron took it and set it on the floor in front of her. On it
were four metal restraints and a matching collar. They were
brightly polished stainless steel.

"Pick up the collar, slut."

Andrea picked it up, surprised at its
lightness.

"You will notice that there are no straps or
buckles in this collar," he said. "There are two tongues which
protrude from one side while the collar is open. You must place the
collar around your throat, fit the tongues into the slots on the
other side, and push. However, you must be aware that this will
lock the collar in place. There is no keyhole and no key which will
allow the collar to be opened. Ever. It was not meant to be opened.
In order to be removed, we will need to cut it off."

Andrea stared at the collar in shock.

"That will be done when I am satisfied with
your behavior and development as a slave," he said. "When you have
earned the right to wear clothes again, and to walk in public
again, then I will have it removed. Until then, you will wear it,
and be a nameless slave."

Andrea was shocked by the idea, but also
darkly thrilled. They took things so seriously! What a wild, kinky
idea, to have a collar and be a sex slave! Her pussy throbbing, she
put the open collar around her throat and then fumbled the tongues
into the slots and - pushed. They clicked into place, and the
collar was now locked in place.

"Now the restraints," he said.

They were the same as the collar, and she
locked them onto her wrists and ankles with a sense of gleeful
excitement mixed with anxious foreboding.

"You are now a slave," he said. "You will
address me as master. You have no name. You are simply "slave", and
you will obey me in all things. Your body belongs to me now, to do
with as I choose. Should you attempt to deny me in any way you will
be severely disciplined. Do you understand, slave?"

"Yes, master," she breathed, her pussy
squeezing down repeatedly on the fat dildo as she felt her arousal
deepening.

"All right, slave, you may stand," Byron
growled.

Andrea rose, panting for breath, still dazed
by it all and unsteady on her feet. The metal shackles around her
wrists and ankles were tight but didn't squeeze her unduly. The
collar around her throat felt immeasurably more solid than the ones
she was used to, and it was hard to take in, hard to comprehend,
that none of them had key holes or any other way to remove
them.

Byron stood her in the center of the room,
and Ms. Jones provided the chains as he positioned her on the balls
of her feet, legs apart, arms raised and out, her shackles held
tightly by the chains Byron fed into rings in the roof and floor.
Then he raised her just another two inches. It was enough to lift
her completely off the floor and suspend her by her wrists. The
shackles dug painfully into her wrists, and she gasped and moaned
helplessly as her family looked on.

Mrs. Foster handed him a familiar set of
leather straps then, and he placed them around her hips, running
the thinner straps down her groin and between her legs. He pulled
out the thick dildos inside her and replaced them with the super
vibrators which had driven her nearly insane in the lesbian club,
then plugged them in and turned them on.

The affect they had on her was not dissimilar
to their previous affect, and despite the fact her entire family
was watching Andrea began to writhe and moan and gasp and tremble
as the sexual pressure built up to unbearable levels.

" We don't want you making too much noise,"
Byron said. "So I'm afraid you'll have to be gagged. I'm sure
you're familiar with ball gags."

The ball he held up was huge, as big as the
giant penis gag the woman had used on her in the gay bar, except
this one was round and - Andrea gaped again, for it was attached to
a long, thick, curving dildo. Did he intend her to use that on
someone or - .

She started to say something, to protest,
however dazedly, but then the dildo was in her mouth already,
sliding over her tongue. She gasped as the fat nose of it pushed
against the entrance to her throat, but it was very wide, wider
than anything she'd ever had in her throat before. She gurgled and
gagged weakly, but Byron thrust it inward, and the gag jammed
downward into her throat. The watching members of her family could
see her very throat bulge with the thickness of the dildo as it
slid downward. Then came the fat ball.

Byron jammed and pushed on it, wedging in
parts of it, inch by inch, with his thumbs and fingers until
finally, most of it was inside, stuffing her mouth absolutely full,
holding her jaws wide - achingly wide. It would be hard for Andrea
to make even a sound now, with the dildo blocking her throat and
the big ball filling her mouth. It was hard enough to even breath,
in fact. And trying to inhale occupied most of her attention.

The thick girth of the latex cock filled her
throat, actually stretching out the tube so that her throat bulged.
She rolled her head up and back, gurgling and gasping, trying
frantically to suck in small amounts of air past the plastic plug
in her throat and through her nose.

Byron had moved behind her as she struggled
to breath, and almost delicately pulled her gleaming blonde hair
aside, sliding it across her shoulder to keep it out of the way.
Then he took the branding iron from her father, blew on the tip,
and carefully brought in high against the back of her neck above
the collar.

The first orgasm hit and she howled and
trembled and shook as convulsions wracked her body, and in the
midst of it, the sudden burning sensation was easy to ignore. The
pain rose rapidly, however, become intense within the soaring
ecstasy of her come, and then, as the come faded, skyrocketed into
a terrible agony that had her screaming into the gag. Her limbs
strained desperately against the shackles as her eyes bulged. Her
entire body spasmed violently as the branding iron seared her
flesh.

Byron drew the iron back after a moment, blew
on her neck, and turned towards her father, who smiled approvingly.
Her Mrs. Baxter then moved in with a pain relieving antiseptic
cream, and as Andrea still hung there dazed, gurgling and twitching
in shock, they treated the burn and then bandaged it as the
churning vibrators continued to shake within her.

Dazed, delirious, Andrea could not fight the
orgasms as they began to burn through her mind. It was as bad as at
the lesbian bar - no worse. She screamed and thrashed
uncontrollably, hips bucking violently, eyes bulging, sweat
trickling down her overheated body as muscles spasmed again and
again and limbs tore against the metal restraints.

Finally, whether through lack of oxygen or
physical exhaustion, she lost consciousness entirely and slumped in
her restraints, head hanging limply.
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They pulled her down and let her rest for an
hour, let her recuperate – a little, as the rest of them partied
around her. Then she did a final crawl around the room, another
humiliation – just to prove, perhaps, that she could still be
humiliated.

She wore a leather harness affair which
squeezed her breasts out into hard balls and made them stick out
sideways even as they hung down below her, with heavy rings
dangling from the hard nipples. Two enormous dildos protruded from
her pussy and ass, held in by how tight they were, and by the lower
part of the harness, which squeezed around them tightly where they
protruded from her body

“Now crawl, slave,” Byron ordered, the crop
ready at hand.

Numbed by it all, Andrea crawled across the
floor and paused by Dave.

“Please sir, do you like my tits?” she asked,
rising to sit on her heels and arch her back.

“Yes, slave, you have lovely tits,” he said
with a grin.

Face burning, she turned and bent, thrusting
her bottom up.

“Please, sir, do you like my ass?”

“You have a gorgeous little ass, Slave.”

She turned around again, face hot. “Please,
sir, may this slave please you in any way?”

He grinned and unzipped his trousers, and
Andrea crawled forward, her hard breasts squeezed beneath her as
she took his cock into her mouth and began to bob her lips up and
down while the entire room watched. When he was ready to come, he
pulled out, and came in her face as the room applauded. Then Andrea
wiped her face clean with her hands, licked them clean, and moved
on to the next relative.

She made a complete circuit of the room,
licking pussy, sucking cock, and degrading herself in front of her
parents. All with Byron following, often slicing the crop down on
her bottom or back, and ordering changes in her routine.

Then, finally, it was all over.

Or perhaps, it was all just starting.

On stilettos, her breasts sticking out
tautly, her belly cinched in painfully, making it hard to breath,
two dildos jammed deep inside her, gagged, with her elbows pinned
together behind her back, Andrea was led by a leash attached to her
clit ring, out to the waiting car.

“In a few months time, when you’ve succeeded
in learning how to properly obey and service your master,” Byron
said. “You’ll be free to walk around again as a human being. You’ll
be allowed to wear clothes, though I will select them for you. Your
job will wait you, if I decide you’re to go back to it. You will
have a name again, though I’m not sure I like the name Andrea. I
have several other names in mind for you. Until that time you’ll
remain in my dungeon, as my slave, in training. You’ll see no one,
speak to no one, but me, and to the men and women I bring in to
make use of your body.”

He tugged on the leash so that she gasped in
pain and rose onto her toes.

“There will be many,” he said, eyes gleaming.
“You won’t be able to blush again when I’m done with you. Because
you will have no conceit, no shame left in you. Gang-bangs will be
a daily occurrence in your life for weeks to come. You will have no
modesty left.

He placed her in the trunk of his car and
bound her tightly, then slammed the trunk down on her.

“Good bye, everyone. It’s been a great day,”
he said.

“Goodbye, Byron,” A half dozen voices
replied.

There was a little more small talk, then the
engine started, the garage door opened, and the car started
forward, taking Andrea towards whatever awaited her in her new life
as a slave.

And it was just now that it began to really
dawn on her that she was a slave, that she had no choice, that she
could not back out, change her mind, or quit. She was his slave,
his prisoner, his belonging, and by the time he was done raping her
mind and training her, she wouldn’t even want to get away.

She was going to be a slave. She WAS a slave.
And there was no turning back.

The thought shocked her, frightened her – and
aroused her, as she lay moaning in the back of the car, her neck
burning and her pussy aching.

She hoped it would be as exciting as the
“game” she had thought she’d been playing. But whether it was or
wasn’t, it was her life now. Andrea was a sex slave. And would be
for life.
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