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An Abused Slave-Girl





It
was 3 o’clock in the morning when the phone rang. Spencer
Clarke, the sleep still hanging heavily in his eyes, looked over at
the caller ID on his cell phone. “Slave”, it read.
Annoyed at being woken up at such an ungodly hour, but genuinely
curious about what the call was about, Spencer picked up the phone.

“Hello?”
he asked.

“Master…it’s
me. I’m so sorry to bother you, but I just couldn’t
sleep. I didn’t know what to do, so I called you. I’m
hope you’re not mad,” the young woman told him.

“Of
course I’m fucking mad, it’s 3 o’clock in the
morning and you just woke me up,” said Spencer, the anger
becoming apparent in his voice.

“I’m
sorry Sir, it’s just…”

“Get
your ass over here right now,” he said, interrupting his slave
and hanging up the phone.

Spencer
set his phone down and stretched out his hands over his head. He was
genuinely angery at being woken up so early, but now that the
grogginess was starting to leave his head, he realized that he was
also looking forward to seeing his slave. Not that he would let her
know that. After quickly getting dressed, Spencer put on a pot of
coffee, went out to his living room and waited. Five minutes later,
there was a knock at his door.

“It’s
you,” he said, swinging open the door.

His
slave stood in the doorway, looking at her shoes and saying nothing.
Tamara Eden was in her late 20s, and was a tiny thing. She stood just
over five feet tall and had a baby-face that was very pretty. Her
shoulder length, light brown hair was put up in a ponytail, and she
wore a simple, light blue sun dress even though the temperature had
dropped during the long, late summer night.

“Get
in here, and don’t you dare look at me,” Spencer said,
turning around and walking back into his living room.

Tamara
was right on his heels, and as soon as the door closed behind her,
she dropped to her knees and put her hands behind her head. Spencer
saw what she was doing, but chose to ignore her, heading into the
kitchen and grabbing himself a cup of coffee. As soon as his bare
feet stepped on the cool tile floor, Spencer immediately knew what
Tamara’s punishment would be. After pouring himself a cup of
piping hot coffee, the still drowsy man reached into the freezer and
pulled out a handful of ice cubes. Placing them on a small tray,
Spencer went back into the living room.

Tamara
was right where he had left her, on her knees with her hands behind
her head, only now a look of nervous excitement was displayed on her
face.

“You
know you’re in for some punishment for waking me up like this,
don’t you slave?” Spencer asked her.

“Yes
Sir,” Tamara replied, not taking her eyes off of the floor.

“Undress,”
the powerful man commanded.

Tamara
did as she was told as quickly as she could, standing up and slipping
off her mini-skirt, tank top, bra, and panties as quickly as she
could manage. Her beautiful body now stood exposed to her longtime
master. The nipples on her perky, B-cup breasts were already stiff
with excitement, and the young woman could already feel the wetness
between her legs. Noticing the look of desire in the young woman’s
face, Spencer knelt down and placed in strong hand against Tamara’s
swollen, shaved, pussy.

“I
know this is what you would like right now,” he said, slowly
rubbing her exposed mound, “but you’re going to have to
earn it. As much as I love your little visits, you woke me up, and
for that you’re going to have to pay.”

With
those words, Spencer removed his hand, stood up, and grabbed his cup
of steaming hot coffee.

“On
your hands and knees, bitch. Ass in the air,” he commanded.

Tamara
did as she was told, her heart beginning to race in anticipation of
the punishment to come. Spencer walked a slow circle around the young
woman, examining her in all of her beauty until he felt a stirring in
his loins. Dropping to his knees next to her, he gave her a hard slap
on the ass before proceeding to set his mug of black coffee in the
small of her back.

“As
you can probably tell already, the coffee inside that mug is very
hot. Wouldn’t you agree?” he asked his slave.

“Yes
Sir. It’s very hot,” she replied, struggling to balance
the ceramic mug without spilling anything.

Reaching
over to his tray, Spencer grabbed a cube of ice and began rubbing it
on the young woman’s ass cheeks. The shock of the cold caused
Tamara’s muscles to contract and a yelp to exit her mouth as a
few drops of steaming hot coffee spilled from the mug and scalded her
back.

“Hurts,
don’t it?” Spencer asked, laughing at the pain of his
slave.

“Yes
Sir,” Tamara squeaked, doing her best to keep her body as still
as possible.

Letting
the nearly melted ice cube fall to the floor, Spencer picked up his
cup of coffee and took a sip.

“Still
too hot to drink,” he told her, setting the mug back down and
picking up a new cube of ice.

Holding
the cube carefully between his thumb and forefingers, Spencer placed
the frozen chunk against his slave’s pink wet pussy. Tamara
cried out at the sensation, but being prepared this time, was able to
not spill any of the steaming liquid beverage perched on her back.

“Master,
it’s so cold!” she cried.

Ignoring
her pleas, Spencer slid the ice cube into the slave’s quivering
pussy. She again cried out, but her pain did nothing to move her
master, who was still annoying at having to be woken up so early.

“You’re
doing well, little one,” he told her, picking the cup back up
and taking a sip, “but the coffee’s still too hot. I
figure it will have cooled down after one more cube.”

Setting
the cup back down, Spencer picked up one more cube of ice and set it
at the entrance of Tamara’s beautiful, shaved asshole. 


“Please
Sir, don’t!” the young woman pleaded, her entire body
beginning to shake, causing a splash of the coffee to spill out on to
her back.

But
her pleas did nothing to temper Spencer, who was already sliding the
ice cube into Tamara’s sweet pucker. The young slave screamed,
but remained as still as she could, knowing that one false move could
result in the entire cup of scalding hot coffee spilling out onto her
back. As the widest part of the ice cube entered her, Tamara began to
sob. A few seconds later the entirety of the cube had slid into her
ass. Showing some mercy, Spencer picked his coffee cup up and took
another sip.

“This
seems drinkable,” he said, taking the cup and sitting down on a
recliner on the opposite side of the room. 


Tamara
remained on her hands and knees, breathing heavily and telling
herself silently that the cubes must be melted and that the worst of
her punishment was now over. After a few minutes, the overwhelming
intensity of the cold had worn off, and was replaced by an
overwhelming sexual desire. Tamara wanted so bad to look at her
master and beg to be fucked, but she did not want to risk even more
punishment by breaking the rules. Spencer, however, was an observant
master and noticed his slaves ancyness. 


“It
looks like you’re a little wound up, little one. Am I right in
thinking that?” Spencer asked, draining his cup of coffee and
walking back over towards the young woman.

“Yes
Sir. Very ancy,” she replied, making sure to keep her eyes on
the floor.

“Would
you like me to do something about that,” Spencer asked, tugging
lightly on his slave’s ponytail.

“Yes,
Sir. Please, Sir,” she responded.

Unzipping
his pants, Spencer took out his semi-erect cock. Even though it
wasn’t fully engorged, it was still big, and a pearly drop of
pre-cum hung on from the tip of it.

“Up,
up slave. Suck,” Spencer commanded.

Not
having to be told twice, Tamara immediately rose off of her hands and
dove her eager mouth onto her master’s cock. Spencer moaned in
pleasure as Tamara began sucking him off. Within seconds, Spencer’s
cock was fully erect and slamming into the back of the young woman’s
throat.

“Take
it all,” he commanded.

Tamara
complied, and began to take as much of Spencer’s 8 inches into
her mouth as she could. She gagged and coughed, but didn’t let
that stop her. Soon enough, her nose was slammed against his torso,
and the head of Spencer’s cock was buried deep in Tamara’s
throat.

“Good
slut,” the master commended.

Tamara
looked up and smiled, but was met with a harsh slap to the face.

“What
did I say about looking at me?” Spencer barked.

Looking
back at the floor, the young woman continued deep throating her
master until she felt his cock begin to quiver and his hips begin to
rock back and forth. Grabbing his slave forcefully by the hair,
Spencer thrust his massive cock deep into Tamara’s throat and
let loose his massive load. The young slave choked and coughed, doing
her best to take all of the cock and cum. She wasn’t, however,
completely successful. A spurt of cum shot out her nose right before
Spencer removed his cock from her mouth. Not wanting to disappoint,
she scooped up the stray jism on her upper lip and immediately stuck
it back into her mouth and swallowed.

“That’s
a good slave,” Spencer told her, putting his still firm cock
back into his pants.

Walking
across the room and sitting down on his recliner, Spencer made a
“come hither” motion with his pointer finger, and
gestured down at his lap. Tamara crawled slowly on all fours across
the carpeted living room until she was at the feet of her master.

“Up
here, little one,” the smiling dominant commanded.

Tamara
obeyed, lying across Spencer’s lap, her hips pressing firmly
against his still hard cock. 


“Would
you like pain, or pleasure?” he asked.

Tamara
took a moment to consider. She was incredibly horny, but knew that
she had been a bad slave by waking her master up so early in the
morning.

“I’ve
been bad, master. I think I need more punishment,” she
confessed.

“That
is true, you have been bad, but you’ve also behaved very well
since you’ve been here. I don’t want you to be too hard
on yourself. So I’m going to say…”

Spencer
fell silent as he considered all of his options.

“I’m
going to say pain, followed by pleasure,” he finally decided.

A
smile crossed Tamara’s face. That is what she had been secretly
hoping for all along. Before she had time to get too comfortable,
however, Spencer lifted his hand back and delivered a harsh slap to
his slave’s exposed backside. Tamara gave a yelp, but was quick
to let Spencer know how much she appreciated the punishment.

“Thank
you, Sir,” she told him.

Spencer
again raised his hand, and again delivered a hard slap to Tamara’s
exposed, reddening ass. 


*SLAP*

Tamara
cried out, and tried to squirm away, but Spencer was too quick for
her. Grabbing a handful of her hair to keep her from fleeing, Spencer
delivered three successive slaps to his slave’s ass, all in the
same spot on her left cheek. Tamara kicked and screamed, but Spencer
didn’t let up, delivering blow after open handed blow to her
now tender ass.

“Please,
Master! Please stop!” she yelled.

Letting
go of her hair, Spencer began tenderly massaging his slave’s
now bruised backside.

“That’s
a good girl. You’re done good. Just a few more and then…”

With
those words, he moved his hand between her legs and slid his finger
into Tamara’s eager, sloppy wet snatch. Tamara moaned in
pleasure, and began to greedily rock her hips back and forth. Spencer
immediately took his finger out and gave her another powerful slap to
the ass.

“Not
yet, slut! Five more, and I want you to count them,” he told
her.

“Yes,
Sir,” she replied.

Spencer
reared back his hand and slapped Tamara hard.

“One!”
she yelled.

Immediately,
Spencer reared back once again and delivered yet another harsh slap.

“Two!”
Tamara yelled, the tears beginning to form in her eyes.

*SLAP*

“Three!”

By
now the tears were trickling down her face.

*SLAP*

“Four!”

Finally,
Spencer reached back as far as he could and delivered the coup de
gras. Tamara screamed.

“Five!”
she yelled, the tears now pouring down her cheeks.

“Good
girl,” Spencer told her, moving his hand back down to her
sopping wet pussy.

“Thank
you, Sir!” Tamara cried out, savoring her master’s touch.

Picking
the young woman up and gently setting her down on the floor, Spencer
quickly disrobed. His cock was still rock hard and Tamara eyed it
greedily. Picking his slave back up, the muscular man opened his
slave’s legs and placed the tip of his throbbing cock at the
entrance of the young woman’s eager pussy.

“Please
Sir, will you fuck me now? Please?” she begged, wanting her
Master’s cock inside her more than anything in the world.

Teasing
her, Spencer slid the head of his cock inside her gape, but took it
out immediately after.

“Please
Master, Please! I beg you! I need your cock!” Tamara cried out,
rubbing her breasts with both of her hands.

Spencer
again slid inside of her, this time with half of his shaft. Tamara
moaned in delight and tried to nudge her hips up to take in even more
of her master’s cock. Spencer grabbed his slave by the hair and
gave her a warning glance.

“Don’t
you dare,” he warned her.

“But,
but…”

Before
she could finish, Spencer wrapped his powerful hand around the young
woman’s throat, pinning her head against the floor. As Tamara
struggled to breathe, the powerful man rammed the rest of his cock
inside of his slave, causing the young woman’s body to become
overwhelmed with both fear and pleasure. Without letting go of her
throat, Spencer began slowly and methodically fucking Tamara’s
quivering slit. Noticing that her face was beginning to turn red, he
released his grip on her tiny throat, but continued fucking.

Tamara
coughed and gasped for breath.

“Thank
you Sir!” she belted out, with complete sincerity.

Speeding
up the pace of his fucking, Spencer reached down and grabbed Tamara’s
nipples between his thumbs and forefingers. Squeezing with all of his
might, he rammed his cock into his slave’s pussy until his hips
were flush against hers. Tamara squealed in a mix of pain and
delight. Rocking his hips back and forth and butting the end of his
cock against her cervix, Spencer lifted his hands up until his
slave’s back was beginning to lift off of the ground.

“You
like that slave?” he asked her, cruelly.

“It
hurts, Sir!” she told him.

“Should
I stop?” he replied.

“No!”
she yelled, “it feels too good!”

Letting
go of her nipples and letting his slave’s body fall to the
floor, Spencer removed his cock from Tamara’s pussy and flipped
the young woman onto her hands and knees. Spitting on her asshole,
Spencer placed his cock at the entrance of the slave’s tight
pucker.

“But
Daddy, it’s so big! I…”

Ignoring
his slave’s protests, Spencer rammed all 8 inches of his shaft
into Tamara’s asshole. The young woman cried out in pain.

“Take
it out, take it out!” she pleaded.

Spencer
had no intention of taking it out, however. Pinning her against the
floor, the cruel master began fucking the young woman’s asshole
with all of his might. She screamed and thrashed about, but was
unable to escape his grasp.

“Relax,
whore. You’ll enjoy it,” Spencer commanded, continuing to
fuck away at her ass.

“Yes
Sir, I’ll try!” she said, doing her best to comply.

Reaching
her hands behind her and spreading open her ass cheeks, Tamara laid
her head against the floor, took a deep breath, and let the tension
run out of her body, accepting her master’s cock. Within
moments, the pain she was experiencing began turning into pleasure. 


“Yes!
Yes!” she yelled.

“Good
slut,” Spencer commended her.

“Daddy,
it feels so good! I think I’m gonna cum,” Tamara yelled
out.

Spencer
began pounding away at his slave’s ass with all his might.
Tamara slapped her own ass right before her body began to contract in
orgasm. The young woman screamed as her asshole contracted around her
master’s cock and waves of pleasure rocked over her body.
Spencer grabbed his slave by her hips and shot his hot, sticky load
of cum deep inside her asshole. 


Spencer
slowly pulled his cock out of Tamara’s asshole. Her body still
quivering, the young woman tilted her hips back and let the cum drain
from her asshole onto the floor. Spinning around, Tamara brought her
lips to the milky white cum and slurped the entirety of the puddle
into her mouth. After briefly gargling, the young woman swallowed
down the viscous mouthful and looked for approval from her master.

“What
a good little whore. You’ve done great.”

Tamara
smiled from cheek to cheek at the praise, curled up at her master’s
feet, and promptly went to sleep.

***
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Mindy
Le Blanc sat blind folded and naked on the edge of her master’s
king sized bed, nervous with the anticipation of what was to come.
Her cinnamon hued nipples were hard with excitement, and the young
woman was beginning to feel a growing wetness seep between her legs.
Martin Taylor, her master, returned from living room carrying a small
spool of white, nylon rope. Sitting next to his slave, Martin wrapped
his powerful arm around the woman and kissed her gently on the cheek.

“Do
you remember the first time I left you alone?”

Mindy
nodded as Martin gently grabbed a hold of her wrists and began tying
them firmly together.

“I
do too. Like it was yesterday. It was you first day off of work in
forever, and I didn’t have to go in until the late afternoon,”
he recounted.

“We’d
spent the past few days flirting with text messages, and exchanging
dirty voice mails to one another when we were on break,” Mindy
responded, stretching her forearms out, knowing that it would be a
while until she had another chance to do so.

“That
morning we fucked like rabbits. In the shower, in the hallway, in the
kitchen. We 69’d, I took you doggy-style, and you even gave up
your ass to me for the first time,” Martin recounted, pulling
on the rope to make sure that the knot would hold.

“I
dressed up for you,” Mindy said with a smile, “you were
the teacher, and I was the naughty student.”

“If
I remember correctly, I gave you a proper spanking.”

“It
still hurts to think about it.”

Satisfied
that her hands were secure, Martin produced another length of rope
and dropped to his knees, getting to work on tying her feet together.

“Then,
it happened. We did it,” said Martin.

“I
was reading some trashy romance novel where this girl was her
master’s slave, and every time he went out, he would leave her
tied up in his bed. I remember masturbating to it, and being so damn
turned on,” replied Mindy, squeezing her thighs together.

“I
massaged you before hand because you were scared your muscles would
cramp up. I covered you in oil and then…”

“You
did it.”

“I
did it. Refresh my memory, little one. What exactly did I do?”
Martin said as he finished tying up the last of his knots.

“Before
you left, you tied me to the bedposts, and you put on a nasty porno
that played on repeat. It was on so loud, I was scared our neighbors
would hear! And of course, you strapped a vibrator onto my pussy,”
said Mindy, as turned on as ever by the memory.

“I
was worried for you at work, I’m not gonna lie. You were all
that I could think about. At lunchtime, I flew home to check on you.
You’re eyes were shut tight, and you were moaning loudly. The
room stunk of sex, but in a good way. I could see that your panties
were soaked. A sheen of sweat covered your body, and your nipples
were rock hard. You opened your eyes to look at the porn on the TV,
but you saw…”

“I
saw you.”

“You
moaned again,” said Martin.

“And
you laughed,” replied Mindy.

“You
sounded weak, so I untied you and took you to the bathroom.”

“I
peed. A lot!” Mindy giggled.

“I
got you something to drink, then washed you up in the bath.”

“And
I grabbed some fruit from the kitchen and hoped right back In bed.”

“You
wanted more. You wanted me to tie you up again.”

“How
could I not?”

Grabbing
Mindy’s legs, Martin hoisted her onto the bed and grabbed a
ball-gag that was sitting on the nightstand. Mindy obediently opened
her mouth.

“I
took one last look at you before I left. You looked gorgeous like
that: bound, helpless.”

Securing
the gag in his lover’s mouth, Martin brought his hands up to
Mindy’s breasts and started gently caressing them.

“You
had one last request before I made out the door. You made me promise
that I’d beat you if you fell asleep when I was gone.”

Reaching
his hand back, Martin delivered a hard slap to Mindy’s right
breast, and then another to her left. Mindy cried out in In pain, and
then mumbled a thanks through the ball gag. Reaching back over to the
nightstand, Martin grabbed a blindfold and proceeded to carefully tie
it around his lover’s eyes.

“When
I got back, you were asleep, so I punished you. I’ve never told
you this until now, but I’m pretty sure you fell asleep on
purpose.”

A
smile broke across Mindy’s gagged face, knowing that Martin had
it right. After slapping her again on either tit, Martin reached to
the floor and picked up a bottle of baby oil. Mindy jumped as Martin
squirted the oil all over his slave’s body, surprised at the
coolness of the liquid. After applying a generous amount on her body,
Martin proceeded to rub the oil in. Starting at her shoulders, Martin
moved down to her breasts. Mindy cooed with pleasure at the touch of
her master’s large. strong hands.

Inching
his hands down her body, Martin finally made his way down to Mindy’s
pink, shaved pussy. Sliding his slick fingers in between Mindy’s
oiled thighs, Martin smiled as his finger’s touched his lover’s
warm, soaking wet pussy. Mindy squeaked and her breathing picked up
as Martin gently massaged her swollen clit.

“Do
you like that, slut?” the young dom asked with a smile.

Before
Mindy could reply, Martin removed his finger from her slit, giving
his slave a coy smile.

“I
know you do, but you’re gonna have to earn that privilege.
You’re gonna have to pay up, first.”

Suddenly,
Martin slapped Mindy hard in the face causing her to squeal out in
pain. Chuckling, the dominant man left the room, but returned a mere
seconds later. When he returned, he was holding a nasty looking black
whip in his right hand. With a flick of his wrist, Martin produced a
loud crack with the leather object. The noise crashed through the
room and caused his slave to jump.

“I’ve
got you a new play thing, honey. You may love it, you’ll
probably hate it. I guess it’s time to find out,” said
the powerful man, resting the tail of the whip on his slave’s
torso.

Raising
the whip behind his ear, Martin aimed carefully and delivered a
precise blow to Mindy’s chest, just above her left nipple.
Mindy’s body flailed around in pain as she let out a scream
through her gag. When Martin looked down, a deep red mark was already
beginning to show.

“Oooo,
that one looked like it hurt. I’m glad I’m not you right
now,” said Martin, cruelly teasing his slave.

Raising
his hand back, Martin delivered another blow, this time to the
woman’s stomach. The whip produced another loud crack, the pain
causing Mindy to scream out, this time even louder than before. When
Martin looked to inspect the damage, he saw a very small amount of
blood begin to seep out of the wound he had left. Turned on by the
sight of the crimson liquid, Martin bent down and licked the wound,
the coppery taste of blood filling his mouth. Mindy moaned in
pleasure as an overwhelming desire to be fucked filled her mind.
Noticing Mindy’s arousal, Martin grabbed her nipple and
squeezed hard.

“Not
yet, little one, you haven’t earned it. Let’s say…
five more blows. Does that sound fair to you?”

Mindy
tried to object, but before she could shake her head, Martin had
already pulled his hand back and whipped her two more time, one on
either of her breasts. Mindy screamed out and started sobbing.

“Three
more, slut. You can do it!” Martin encouraged her.

Circling
around the bed, Martin cracked the whip in the air, frightening the
slave bound on his bed. Aiming for the tender mound just above her
vagina, the sadistic man delivered Mindy yet another blow. A blood
curdling scream rang out into the gag. Happy with her reaction,
Martin hit her again in the exact same spot. Mindy thrashed around
screaming and sobbing, wanting desperately for him to stop. Looking
down, Martin looked at the marks he had left. They were deep and red,
but there was no blood. Taking mercy on his slave, Marin set his whip
down on the nightstand and sat on the bed next to Mindy.

“You
did good, little one. So good, that you get out of one whipping,”
Martin told her, petting her on the head.

Mindy
was still sobbing, but a smile broke out across her lips. Kissing her
on the forehead, Marin removed his slave’s blindfold, revealing
the mess of tears and mascara and tears that were Mindy’s eyes.
After he undid the strap on the back of the gag, Mindy pressed the
ball out of her mouth with her tongue, and looked at Martin lovingly
in the eyes.

“Thank
you, Sir. Thank you for whipping me. I needed it,” she told him
between sobs.

“It
was my pleasure, little one. Now, I think there’s the matter of
your reward,” Martin said with a smile, moving his hand
southward down her oily body.

When
his hand moved over the wounds on her mound, Mindy’s body
tightened in pain, but when his hand reached her sopping wet pussy,
her body relaxed in pleasure.

“Oh
my God, Daddy!” she moaned.

“You’re
sopping wet, darling. How would you like me to take care of you?
Remember, you’ve earned it,” Martin asked her, slowing
sliding his index finger in and out of her soaked twat.

“Will
you fuck me? Please? Please fuck me daddy, fuck me with your cock,”
Mindy begging finally bringing here sobs under control.

Giving
his slave a smile and a pat on the hip, Martin picked up his bound
slave and flipped her over onto her stomach bringing her knees to her
stomach so that her ass was sticking in the air, exposed. Hopping up
on the bed himself, Martin positioned himself behind Mindy and took
in the spectacular view. After giving her a playful spank, Martin
dove his face in between his slave’s ass cheeks and shoved his
tongue all the way up Mindy’s pussy.

“Fuck!”
she screamed out, overcome with pleasure. 


Grabbing
her ass with both of his hands, Martin spread his slave’s
cheeks, giving him better access to her swollen clit. Mindy thrust
her hips back in pleasure, as Martin began giving her “postage
stamp licks”, running his tongue up from her clit all the way
to her asshole. As Martin noticed his slave beginning to near orgasm,
he immediately withdrew his mouth, much to the displeasure of Mindy.

“Daddy!”
she complained.

“Shut
up, bitch!” Martin responded, delivering a harsh slap to her
firm ass.

Unzipping
his pants, Martin pulled out his rock hard, 8 inch cock and placed it
at the entrance of Mindy’s sopping hole. Mindy moaned as Martin
eased the head inside of her. When he took it out of her, the young
slave almost exploded.

“Oh
my God! Please! Please, daddy! I beg you, pleasure just fuck me. I’ve
been a good girl, you said I’d earned it,” she whined.

Knowing
that she was right, Martin eased his cock back inside of her until he
was balls deep in her pussy. 


“Thank
you, daddy. Fuck! Thank you, thank you, thank you!” 


Martin
smiled and started pounding away at his slave’s pussy. After
only a few strokes, Mindy’s body began quivering and
convulsing. Noticing that she was on the bring of explosion. Marin
deftly licked his forefinger and slipped it into the woman’s
asshole. The extra stimulation pushing her over the edge, Mindy’s
pussy contracted like a vice around her master’s cock. Grabbing
her by the hair, Martin continued fucking her as orgasm after orgasm
rocked over the slave’s bound body. Feeling his own pleasure
build, Marin shoved his cock inside of her trembling body as deep as
it would go. Rocking his hips forward one last time, Martin’s
cock exploded. His balls contracting, rope after white hot rope of
thick viscous cum shot into Mindy’s pussy.

Pulling
out of Mindy’s pussy, her body still switching in pleasure,
Martin collapsed onto the bed. 


“Thank
you daddy,” Mindy cooed, “thank you for fucking me and
cumming in my pussy.”

Martin
grabbed his slave’s ass and smiled. Stretching out her legs and
taking in a deep breath, Mindy decided then and there to make an
appeal to her master.

“Sir,
I have something to tell you,” Mindy said, the nervousness
apparent in her voice.

“Oh?”
Martin replied, turning his bound slave over so that she was lying on
her back.

“It’s
just that… you know what, never mind. It’s nothing,”
said Mindy.

Martin
glared at her, and grabbed one of her nipple’s hard in between
his thumb and forefinger. 


“Ow!
Sorry, sorry, I’ll tell you! It’s just that I’m…
I’m embarrassed.”

“There’s
no need to be embarrassed, little one,” Martin replied, slowly
caressing her body, the remnants of some of the oil still clinging to
her torso.

“OK.
It’s just that when you put your finger in my asshole when I
was cumming, well, I loved it. It felt amazing.”

This
caused Martin to sit up. Though the pair had a very storied and
adventurous sex life, Mindy had always been very guarded off her
asshole. Sure, she let him lick it, and even let him put a finger
inside her every now and again, but one of her hard limits was that
no cocks were to go in her asshole. She had had a bad anal experience
in the past and had soured her on the whole deal. 


“Oh?”
said Martin again, still shocked at what he was hearing.

“I
think, well, I think I’m ready to get fucked in the ass. As
long as you promise to be gentle,” Mindy said, a nervous smile
crossing her lips.

“Mindy,
I love you, and I promise I’ll be gentle.”

“I
know you will, daddy.”

Getting
off the bed, Martin began undoing his slave’s ropes, first the
feet, and then the hands. When I was finished untying her, Martin
threw the ropes to the floor, and grabbed a bottle of lube out of the
night stand. Mindy stretched out her limbs, relieved to be released
from her bonds. After cracking her joints, Mindy slid a pillow
underneath her hips and brought her ankles up around her ears. 


“OK,
sir. I’m ready for you to fuck my ass,” she told him with
a giggle. 


Lubing
up his pointer and middle finger, Martin slid his digits up inside
Mindy’s already stretched out pucker.

“Yes!
Like that,” Mindy cried out.

Taking
his time, Martin slowly eased his fingers in and out of Mindy’s
asshole as she did her best to relax and take it. Unable to control
himself, Martin moved his opposite hand up to her breasts and slowly
began caressing them. 


“Mmmm,
that feels so fucking good. Can I touch my pussy?” Mindy asked.

“Of
course, slut. Go on ahead,” Martin told her.

Mindy
did just that, bringing her hand down to her slit and ever so gently
massaging her still tender clit. Feeling his own cock harden, Martin
finally removed the rest of his clothing, revealing his hard,
muscular body underneath. After applying a generous amount of lube to
his cock, Martin jerked himself a few times until his cock was rock
hard. Putting the tip of the sizable cock at the entrance of her
asshole, Martin grabbed his slave and lover gently by the hips.

“Are
you ready?”

“Eee!
Yes, I’m ready. Put it in my ass,” Mindy squealed with a
nervous energy. 


Martin
slowly began sliding his cock inside of her, being careful not to go
to fast for his lover. Mindy continued to rub on her clit as her
asshole stretched and the woman did her best to relax.

“Oh
my God, it’s so fucking big,” she squealed, her body
doing it’s best to adjust to the massive cock.

Grabbing
the bottle of lube, Martin squirted a half of the bottle over Mindy’s
pussy and the exposed section of his cock.

“Please
daddy, put the rest of it in,” she moaned.

Grabbing
Mindy by the legs, Martin pulled her body the rest of the way onto
his cock. Mindy cried out, half in pain, half in pleasure. 


“Keep
fucking me, keep fucking me,” Mindy cried.

Noting
the ques Mindy was giving him, Martin picked up the pace of his
fucking. As Martin’s hard wet cock slid in and out of Mindy’s
tight asshole, both of them grunted and moaned in pleasure. Mindy,
fully relaxed and feeling herself getting close to orgasm, gently
pushed Martin away from her.

“Baby,
I want you to fuck me from behind,” she begged.

Pulling
out, Martin quickly flipped over Mindy’s much smaller body so
that the woman was on her hands and knees. Admiring his slave’s
gaping hole, Martin spit on it and rammed his cock inside of her. The
young slave moaned and brought her hand back to her clit, rubbing it
with vigor knowing that she was close to getting off. 


“Daddy,
Daddy? I think I’m gonna cum,” Mindy yelled, her asshole
contracting around Martin’s cock.

“Cum
for me, bitch,” he responded, going balls deep into her
asshole. 


Mindy
screamed as her body erupted in a bone shattering orgasm. Her asshole
squeezed around Martin’s cock to hard that he thought he might
have to pull out of her. Grabbing his slave by the ass cheeks, he
came instead. Mindy’s body continued trembling as she felt
Martin’s hot load of cum ooze into her asshole. As he pulled
out, the pair fell to the mattress, embracing one another and
savoring their post-coital bliss. 


“That
was amazing. I want more,” Mindy told him.

“I’m
sorry to say, but I have to go to work.”

A
disappointed look crossed Mindy’s face, but it was soon
replaced with a smile. Glancing over at the ropes on the floor, Mindy
knew that she would be enjoying her time alone.

***
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Mary Beth paced
back and forth outside of the confessional, not sure if she would be
able to recount her sins. If it were anything other than her eternal
soul at stake, she would have left long ago, but this was bad, and
she felt guilty for what she had done. Seeing the person in front of
her leave the confessional, Mary Beth took a deep breath and stepped
into the small cell.

“Forgive me
father, for I have sinned. It has been two weeks since my last
confession,” she said kneeling on the padded step.

“What is
bothering you, my child?” the priest asked her.

“Last time I
was here, I confessed to you the thoughts that were running through
my head. The thoughts that were haunting me, and well, I did it. I
went through with it, and I’m not sure how I’m supposed
to feel. I’d say that I hated it, but that would be a lie. I’d
say that I loved it, but that would be a lie too. I just don’t
know what to do. I’m still thinking about it, and my hands are
still shaking. The adrenaline is still going, and I need to get this
off my chest. I also need to process this while it’s fresh in
my mind. I’m sorry, father, I’m just a mess right now.
Where do I start?

I went uptown just
as I’d planned, and checked into the hotel that he suggested. I
took a swig from my flask and sat down at the phone and took out the
number from my purse. I must have picked up that phone and hung it up
three or four times before I finally built up the courage to call. He
picked up the phone on the first ring. Maybe he was expecting me to
call, I don’t know. I told him my room number and he hung up
without saying a word. The dye was cast. Taking a deep breath, I sat
down on the bed and waited. Ten minutes turned into half an hour,
that into a full hour.

I tried to relax by
watching TV. I paced around the room and looked out the window.
Nothing worked. I couldn’t stop thinking about what I was about
to do. I’d had this sinful fantasy ever since I could remember,
and I knew that sometime I had to go through with. The only problem
was that I was scared. I knew next to nothing about Jake other than
what he had said about himself online. The more I waited and the more
I thought about it, the more I wanted to back out, but I guess I
figured that I’d already come that far, and I knew that if I
ignored that aching feeling deep inside me, I would grow to regret
it. The dark fantasy had finally caught up. It had finally found me.

Suddenly, there was
a knock at the door. I froze, and my heart started pounding. I looked
around the room one last time and stopped at the reflection of myself
in the mirror. There I was in all my glory. Average height, average
weight, average breasts, knowingly about to indulge in this terrible
sin. There was another knock, and this time I knew it had to be Jake.
I walked to the door and opened it up.

I only saw him for
a moment before he was right up on me, his hand over my mouth, and
his arm holding me tight. He told me to shut up and that if I did, I
wouldn’t get hurt. He slammed the door behind him and pushed me
onto the ground. He was so strong. Picking me up, he threw me on the
bed and then was immediately on me. I tried to get away, but he
grabbed me by the shoulders and threw me right back down. I struggled
and struggled, but it was no use. He forced my legs open and pinned
my hands down behind my head.

Taking his hand off
of my mouth, I went to scream, but he slapped me right across my face
before I could make any sound. I looked at him in shock, and he
spoke. I remember exactly what he said:

“The only
thing you can do for yourself, slut, is realize that you are totally
helpless. Are you smart enough to do that?”

I was scared and
told him to stop, to let me go, but it was no use. He rose up off me
and peeled off his shirt. His shoulders and arms were covered in
tattoos, and muscles rippled across his chest. I only had a few
moments to look though. In an instant, he had pulled the thick
leather belt out from around his waist. He cracked it in the air, and
I tried to object, but it was too late.

He jumped off the
side of the bed and rolled me onto my stomach. I tried to cover my
ass with my hands, knowing exactly what was about to come, but it was
no use. With one of his powerful hands, he bent my wrists behind my
back. With the other hand, he started touching me. Touching me on my
ass and thighs. I did my best to escape, but he was just so powerful.


Letting go of me,
he pulled a piece of paper out of his pocket and set it on the bed
right in front of me. He told me that he was going to spank me with
the belt, and that after each stroke, I had to read the words aloud.
It was humiliating. I told myself I wouldn’t do it, but then
the belt hit me. A red hot pain washed over my ass and I cried out,
but he showed no mercy.

“Wrong
answer,” he told me, hitting me again. 


Grabbing me by the
hair, he reeled back to hit me again, and I finally relented.

“Fuck me,
Master,” I said, reading the words off of the paper.

He slapped me with
his hand this time telling me to speak louder, like I meant it.

“Fuck me,
Master!” I said again, louder and starting to really mean it.

“Beg,”
he told me.

I didn’t have
to read the words this time. I had submitted to him.

“Please…
Please Master. Please fuck me!” I begged.

It was no lie. I
wanted him. I wanted his cock. I wanted him to hit me, to abuse me,
to treat me like his piece of meat. Unzipping his pants, he pulled
out his prick and stuck it in my face, already hard from the
excitement. Part of me wanted to wrap my lips around his warm,
throbbing shaft. Part of me wanted yell out the safe-word that we had
agreed on. Part of me wanted him to ignore that very safe word,
pushing my desires to their very limits. But finally, I decided just
to submit.

He grabbed me by
the hair and dragged my face to the edge of the bed. It hurt, but I
could also feel my pussy tingling. What is wrong with me, Father!
Seeing that drop of pre-cum glistening on the tip of his cock, I
opened my mouth like it was a reflex. He slid his member deep into my
mouth, and then deep into my throat. Next thing I knew, I couldn’t
breathe. I couldn’t swallow, and I couldn’t breathe.
Panicking, I tried to get away, but he had me firmly by the hair. I
wasn’t going anywhere. After what seemed like forever, when I
thought I was about to pass out, he finally took it out. I gasped for
breath and tried to push him away, but he put it right back in.  


I gagged and I
gagged and I gagged, but he showed me no mercy. Not that I’m
sure I wanted mercy, but at the time it was terrifying. This went on
for ten minutes, him shoving that huge cock into my throat and
leaving in there until I was on the verge of passing it out, only to
take it out right at the last moment. By the end of it all, the
mascara was running like a river down my cheeks. I was bawling like a
baby, but I refused to say that safe word. Why did I refuse?

What happened next
was just as brutal. He grabbed me by my dress and just ripped it off.
I don’t know how he did it, Father. His strength was inhuman.
Using my clothing like a handle, he threw me around the room,
dropping me on the ground, bashing me into furniture, every time a
little more fabric would tear off. I begged him to stop, but he just
laughed. By the time he’d ripped off my bra and panties, my
whole body was just a mess of bruises. It hurt so bad, but at the
same time I let it happen. I wanted it to happen, Father. Forgive me.
Forgive me for what I have just told you, and what I am about to
recount.

As I lied there on
the hard, brutal ground, crying and questioning my sanity, Jake
removed his clothing. He stood over me, his cock pointing at the
ceiling, perfectly erect. Turning my limp body onto my hands and
knees, my ass exposed in the air, he placed his cock right up against
my pussy. And it was wet. I was so wet, and I still cannot explain
it. When he entered me, he entered without any resistance. His cock
was big, but it just slid in there, no problem. And I have to be
honest Father, I have to be honest with you. It felt amazing.

It felt even better
when he grabbed a handful of my hair and yanked back, forcing my back
to arch and forcing me to cry out in pain. He fucked me hard, and he
fucked me deep, and I cried out. I cried out in pain at first, but
those cries soon turned into cries of pleasure. I don’t know
why, Father, but after a few minutes, I was getting close to cumming.
My pussy started contracting, and I felt a hard slap on my cheek. He
was so deep, Father, and I…”

Suddenly, the door
to the confessional burst open, and the priest stood in the entrance
to the room, erect cock firmly in hand, and a look of unhinged lust
plastered on his face. Mary screamed, but seconds later the mad
priest was on her, a hand firmly covering her mouth.

“You little
whore,” he told the frightened young woman, “I’ll
give you something to feel sorry about! Scream again and you’ll
be sorry.”

The priest let go
of the woman’s mouth and roughly yanked off the woman’s
white cotton panties out from under her skirt. Mary struggled and
struggled, but it was of no use. The priest was just too powerful.
Shoving the pair of wadded up underwear into the woman’s mouth,
the mysterious priest grabbed a handful of her hair and violently
pulled up on it, bringing the two to eye level.

“Do you want
to be forgiven for your sins, my child?” he asked, looking
directly into her deep brown eyes.

Opening her legs
ever so slowly, Mary nodded, understanding exactly what the priest
was insinuating. The priest moved his hand to her pussy and found it
dripping wet. When he slid his finger inside of her moist cunt, Mary
cried out in pleasure through the makeshift gag. The powerful priest
slapped her across the face, but kept fingering the young woman,
causing her body to squirm in a powerful pleasure. Removing her
panties from here mouth, the priest stuck two fingers into her mouth.
She immediately began sucking on them.

“What
happened next, you slut? You want to be forgiven, then finish your
fucking confession,” the priest told her, ripping open her
blouse and exposing the young woman’s perky B-cup breasts.

“He..I..I
came. I came all over his cock,” the woman confessed through
the priest’s fingers, having a hard time forming sentences
through the mind-numbing pleasure. 


“Did he cum
inside of you?” the priest asked, taking his all of his fingers
out of her and moving one of his hands up to touch her swollen clit.

“Yes! No! No
father, he didn’t. He… what he did next was terrible,”
she moaned, moving her hands to her breasts and squeezing her perky,
pink nipples.

“Confess, you
whore.”

“Father,
Father, Yes! Father, he put it in my asshole,” she cried out.

“Like this?”
he asked, sliding his pinky into her willing pucker.

“Yes,
Father!”

“What did it
feel like,” he asked, sliding another finger back into her
throbbing pussy.

“It hurt,
Father. It hurt like you wouldn’t believe. I’d never done
it before,” Mary moaned, her breathing starting to pick up.

“But did you
like it? Don’t lie to me.”

“Father, I
loved it!” she almost screamed.

Dropping to his
knees, the muscular man drove his rock hard, seven inch cock into
Mary’s willing pussy. After two pumps, Mary was writing around
in the midst of a powerful orgasm. The priest pinned her against the
wall of the confessional, doing his best to keep his cock inside of
the woman’s now vice-like cunt. Mary kicked, quivered, and
screamed as orgasm after orgasm rocked over her body. 


“Yes, Father!
Yes! Fuck me!” the woman cried out as the priest pounded away
at her convulsing cunt.

When the last of
the orgasms had passed, the priest took his cock out of the woman’s
still twitching body, stood up, and jammed the entire length of his
shaft down her throat. Mary gagged and struggled to get away, but the
priest had the upper hands. Grabbing her by the hair, the priest
began methodically throat fucking the young woman, taking sadistic
pleasure every time Mary would gag and struggle for breath. When the
priest began to feel his balls tighten and the orgasm build in his
loins, he relented for a moment, letting the Mary catch her breath.
Tears streamed down her face, and her breasts gleaned with slobber
from the violent throat fucking she had just received. Looking up
with a twinge of regret in her eyes, she addressed the priest.

“Am I
forgiven, Father?” she asked with an air of sincerity.

“Not yet, my
child. You have confessed all of your sins, but there is still the
matter of penance,” the priest coldly replied.

Not having to be
told what to do, Mary flipped onto her hands and knees, lifting her
ass into the air and spreading her cheeks, exposing her asshole to
the priest. Slapping her hard on the ass, the priest placed the tip
of his cock at the entrance of the young woman’s asshole.

“Are you
truly sorry my child? Do you really want to be forgiven of your
sins?” he asked.

“Yes, Father.
I am truly sorry,” she said, the nervousness apparent in her
voice.

“What are you
sorry for?” the priest asked, applying some pressure to her
pucker.

“I’m
sorry for being a dirty whore. I’m sorry for letting myself be
abused by a stranger. I’m sorry for sucking cock, and getting
fucked in my pussy and asshole,” she let out, so ashamed that
tears began to steam back down her face.

“Are you
willing to accept your punishment?” the priest asked sternly.

“Yes, Father.
I am,” she said, digging her nails into the cheap carpet in
preparation of what was to come.

“Very well,”
the priest said, before slowly sliding the length of his cock into
the young woman’s impossibly tight asshole.

Mary screamed out
in pain, trying to pull away from the priest’s sizeable cock.
Grabbing her by the hips, the priest stopped her from getting away,
even though it was obvious she wanted to. Grabbing her by the back of
her hair, the priest began fucking her even harder. Mary kept
struggling for a few minutes, but it soon became apparent that there
was no escape. A funny thing happened when she quit struggling,
however. The pain soon transformed into pleasure, and he cries
immediately turned into moans.

“That’s
better, my child. Accept your punishment, you know that you deserve
it,” the priest instructed her.

Mary did just that
as her asshole slowly began to adjust to the priest’s
commanding cock. Now fully hypnotized by the ass fucking, Mary turned
around and looked the priest in the eyes.

“Father, may
I touch myself?  Please, Father?” she pleaded, almost
physically unable to keep her fingers away from her dripping cunt.

“Yes, my
child. Touch yourself,” the priest said, continuing to pound
away at the young woman’s now totally willing asshole.

Mary reached back
and did just that, rubbing her sore but eager clit with her moistened
index finger. Within seconds, Mary was on the edge of orgasm, but
didn’t want to cum without the clergyman’s permission.

“Father, I am
close. May I cum?” she cried out, her muscles already beginning
to twitch.

“Are you
still sorry?” the priest replied.

“Yes, I am! I
promise! Just please let me cum!” she cried out near the top of
her lungs.

“You may cum,
my child,” the priest informed her.

Instantly, the
woman’s body began to contract as waves of pure pleasure washed
over her body. The priest grabbed her by the hips and began pounding
her even harder as he felt his own orgasm let loose. Spurt after
white hot spurt of milky cum shot into the woman’s wet,
convulsing asshole as the priest let loose his massive load. Pulling
out, a small stream of cum ran down Mary’s leg as she collapsed
to the floor, still convulsing and moaning as the last of the orgasms
passed over her.

“Your sins
are now forgiven, my child,” the priest told her, giving the
young woman a gentle, reassuring pat on the head.

“Thank you,
Father,” the woman managed to respond, “I’ll try
not to sin again, but it is so hard.”

“God loves
all his children, little one. Even the whores,” the priest
responded, zipping up his pants, and exiting the confessional.





***
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