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Chapter One







It’s difficult to explain how pride and masochism can go hand in hand to someone who doesn’t feel the same things I do, doesn’t have the same – emotional response I do to certain things… But pride is at the heart of this story; mine and Tony’s. 


Tony is a sensitive artistic soul. He is an amazing artist, and extremely passionate about a lot of things, from art – of course – to politics and philosophy. He’s wonderfully intelligent and has a keen wit. He’s cute, too, with a narrow face and a mass of boyish blonde hair spilling down around his ears. However, he’s a slender man, not very muscular, and not much good with things like tools or cars. He’s also short, at five foot 6, and that really bugs him.


I know he’s happy that when something breaks down around the house I can fix it. My dad made me extremely good with tools and repairs, for he was a contractor and I used to trail him around the house when he was making repairs. I learned a lot. But while Tony is too smart to complain about that, I know it’s a blow to his male image, you know? Just like his size – and mine.


I’m not super tall or anything, but I’m three inches taller than him. I’ve also been into yoga and tai-chi for years, and my body is fit and toned. In fact, he gets so little physical exercise I’m almost certainly stronger than he is, which I think he suspects as well. I don’t put up much of a fight when we wrestle around, but I’m not sure he doesn’t know that too.


And he fumes when we’re together and men look at me. He’s possessive, and afraid that for some reason I’ll leave him for some big, muscular, more manly man. As if I was interested in that sort! But I can’t help it that men look at me. I don’t dress provocatively, though I do dress to look nice. Tony likes it that I look nice – probably more of that masculine need to show off what he “owns”, I guess. So I tell him he really shouldn’t complain that other men find me nice looking, as well.


I have very pale skin, and very red hair which falls to well below my shoulders. My breasts are just on the small side (thank God) of getting me labelled busty, with small, almost delicate pink nipples and very tiny areolas. I’m slender, with a very narrow waist, decent hips, and a nice tight butt. I have large green eyes, full lips, and perfect teeth, along with a small, snub nose. Of course men are going to look at me!


Intellectually, I know Tony understands this. Emotionally, he’s irked because, I think, even though I’m with him, men aren’t intimidated into not looking. If he were a big, mean looking brute, he thinks, men wouldn’t dare look at me so openly. He’s probably right, too. But shit, so what?


Anyway, all of this means that Tony seems to be constantly trying to assert his manliness, his masculine dominance, in a way. I recognize that this is mostly driven by his subconscious, but it can still be irritating at times. Still, I often try to accommodate it. He believes in equality of the sexes. I know this, so it’s no great blow to my pride to let him show me what a big strong manly man he is sometimes.


And in fact, sometimes I get off on sublimating my own instincts for dignity and pride, the way I like to carry myself, the determination to be treated respectfully and as an equal. You see, a part of me would love to dress down, to wear low-cut tops and short skirts, and act trashy and slutty and have all the guys panting after me. A part of me would love to be a sleazy, sexy, wild, wanton woman! But my pride and dignity get in the way. I don’t want to be looked down at as some cheap bimbo flaunting her tits to get attention. Which is exactly the way many, if not most, of my friends look at girls who dress down.


Heck, it’s the way I usually look at them too! I know it’s a stupid, patriarchal attitude born of the cultural notion that women ought to be chaste and meek and mild mannered and modest, but like Tony, sometimes my intellectual awareness is overpowered by my own emotions and instincts.


And since both of us are very firm in our belief in equality and partnership, the place where we both tend to give vent to our subconscious desires is in the bedroom, or more specifically, during sex.


When we first started sleeping together, Tony was very gentle and romantic in bed. He was patient, and incredibly good at interpreting my responses to what he was doing. He has soft, gentle hands, but is so very intense, if I can use that word, and determined to give me pleasure. Again, I almost immediately decided he was trying to please me in bed as a sop to his feelings that he wasn’t masculine enough. He wanted to do more than please me; he wanted to drive me crazy in bed. And he succeeded!


Tony is so good with his fingers, and with his tongue, and with his cock – which unlike him, is neither slender nor short, that my sex life with him was great. I had absolutely nothing to complain about, believe me. But then I started picking up some of that “I am the man” attitude from him in bed. At first it was just kind of like, moving me around – not roughly, but firmly – and I liked it.


A lot.


Maybe there’s a subconscious side of me which wants to be with a tough, strong, macho man too.


So when we were making love, and he gripped my hips and just flipped me over onto my stomach, then spread my legs and yanked my hips up into the air I was – to be honest –  thrilled, and excited, and aroused. He entered me from behind, firmly, smoothly, driving himself into me to the hilt as he gripped my hips, and rode me to a delicious orgasm.


It was great!


He did that a few times, got into the habit of doing it, and then one day he did it and slapped my ass; not badly, but still, it was a bit of a shock. And again, it was kind of a thrill, him displaying his manly nature. I guess it was a thrill to him, too, for he slapped me again when I didn’t protest, and he started talking dirty. He wasn’t insulting, but he was being – macho, you know.


“Yeah! Take that, baby! You love it, don’t you! You love that cock!” he growled as he drove himself into me from behind.


And I did, and I was hot and turned on by his behaviour, by his words, and even while I gasped as he slapped my bottom, they were only love taps, and my arousal only deepened.


A little after that, though, he started giving my butt slaps out of bed, outside of sex, though in a joking fashion. The first time it happened we were in the kitchen, and discussing something about politics. He gave my ass a sharp smack and then gave me a mock scowl as he pointed his finger at me. “I’m the man. You don’t disagree with the man!”


I snorted and stuck my tongue out at him. It was just a joke, after all.


But he began to do that joke more often. We would always be disagreeing over something, and if I was standing at the time, and if we weren’t face to face, he would sometimes slap my bottom and say something like “I’m the man. I decide,” or some variation of that.


Which never, of course, won him any arguments.


Slowly, our sex began to get rougher, too, although at the time I just thought of it as more passionate.


The first time he grabbed my hair he barely pulled it at all. He’d just flipped me over and entered me, after slapping my butt a few times. And now he grabbed my hair and pulled it back – firmly but gently, and slapped my butt again as he thrust into me.


And this time he said “Yeah, take that cock, bitch! You know you love it!”


And I did, but even though I was really aroused I felt a bit of disapproval of him using that word. I wrote it off, though, to more of his masculine need to dominate. The pulling on the hair, though, was kind of exciting, and when I didn’t complain he started to pull a little more on it, and then a little more, and then to do it a little more roughly.


Just as when we had started having sex, I realized he was gauging my reaction, my response, not wanting to do anything which didn’t bring the response he was hoping for.


But I was all for it. It was turning me on, making me feel like a hot, nasty, slutty girl. Yeah, I was a little indignant, too, but that was like nothing given how hot I was.


He was riding me doggy style more often now, and began to pull more on my hair, after that, more roughly, which sometimes hurt, but was such an incredible turn-on that I never protested.


Then one day he really got into it. He did the whole flipping me onto my belly thing, more roughly, more forcefully than usual, yanked back on my thighs, slapped my ass stingingly before yanking up my hips, and then thrust into me so sharply it actually hurt a bit. He grabbed my hair in one hand and one of my breasts in the other, and started to thrust into me hard and deep, so that, while I actually considered protesting, saying “hey, not so rough” I was instead just gasping and grunting for the first several seconds – and then didn’t really care because I was feeling so turned on.


“Yeah! Take that cock, slut!” he growled.


And this time he dropped his belly down onto my back as he rode me, and bit lightly at the nape of my neck while he growled like an animal! It was wild! 


His right hand was between my legs, rubbing my clit, and he had my breast in his other hand, squeezing tightly.


“You’re my bitch, April,” he growled, biting into the nape of my neck and growling as he thrust into me.


“Tell me you’re my bitch!” he demanded.


“Hngh…huhnn…I-I’m you’re bitch!” I gasped excitedly as I rocked to the hard thrusts of his hips, as his cock sliced in and out of my tight, moist pussy, as his fingers stroked almost roughly over my clit.


He growled and bit into my earlobe. “Tell me you’re my slut!”


“I’m your slut!” I moaned.


He raised his chest off my back and ground his hips against my upraised bottom with his cock achingly deep inside my tight belly, then gave a sharp yank on my hair and slapped my bottom.


“Show me how much you love it, slut,” he growled. “Shove that tight ass back against me!”


I gasped in pain at the pull to my hair – and in excitement, as well, and thrust back at him. 


He slapped my bottom again. “Show me you’re my slut,” he growled. 


I began to thrust back as he thrust forward to the point the power of the strokes hovered on the edge of pain. He reached forward and roughly groped my breast, then pinched the nipple.


“Tell me you’re my slut, baby!”


“I-I’m your slut!” I gasped, rocking back.


“Louder, slut!” he demanded, slapping my butt.


“I’m your slut!” I cried, getting more aroused now by how thrillingly nasty he was being, how nasty I was being.


He slapped my bottom and yanked on my hair.


“Keep shouting it, slut!”


I was getting close to orgasm, and I cried out the words again and again as he rammed himself into me, as he slapped my bottom, and then, as the orgasm came, much to my dazed shock, slapped my breast as it wobbled below me. I hardly paid it much attention as the avalanche of pleasure swept me up in its embrace, but it was a definite surprise, even in the midst of the swelling climax.


Then I was only thinking of the pleasure and hunger and the wild rush of heat through my body as the orgasm howled through me and set me jerking and shaking against him, my pussy sucking and squeezing down on his stiff pole as he thrust it deep again and again and again.


Afterwards, in the sanity of a clear head, I remembered and found it a bit unsettling. At the same time, it made my face flush a bit with delicious excitement, for I had surprised myself by such wanton behaviour. I was not altogether happy with Tony’s behaviour, but I wrote it off to his need to show his male strength and dominance.


Boys are so silly, after all!


That was kind of a transition event, though, for after that he began to talk dirty, and make me talk dirty, most of the time when we were having sex. I found this troubling, but mostly didn’t say anything about it. At the time these things happened, well, I was excited, aroused, and found the dirty words added to my sense of excitement and passion. I knew we were equals, so it didn’t really matter if I shouted out degrading words in the middle of the act.


And I guess that kind of appealed to that side of me which fantasized about being dominated by a strong, powerful man.


I’d only moved in with him a couple of months earlier, into a small cramped old townhouse on the edge of the university. I was working in the HR department of a medium sized IT company, while Tony was working as a waiter and of course, perfecting his art.


That meant I was almost always up well before him, and the next morning I was downstairs in the kitchen, drinking my coffee, and feeling a touch dozy like I often am in the morning. I was surprised, but not unduly so, to hear Tony coming down the stairs, but he does occasionally get up to see me off so I really thought little of it.


I was wearing one of his old shirts, with only a couple of buttons done. He came up behind my chair, leaned over my chair from behind, and started to kiss the nape of my neck. At the same time his hands slid down over my shoulders and right into the shirt, his right hand cupping and squeezing my left breast and his left cupping and squeezing my right.


I moaned a soft protest as he dug his fingers into my breasts a little deeply, and turned my head towards him only to find his lips on mine. His fingers eased their grip, so I lost my thought of protest as his tongue met mine. He was being unusually frisky for this early, but I didn’t really mind. But then his right hand slid further down inside the shirt as his left slid out and gripped my hair, pulling my head and shoulders back across the top of the chair.


“Toonnyy!” I protested.


He wasn’t hurting me, or being rough, but it was morning, a work morning, and not the time we usually indulged in these kinds of games. And I was still kind of drowsy and tired. But he got his fingers between my legs, and his lips on mine silenced further protests, and I started to feel a sudden throbbing heat emanating from where his fingers were squirming away.


And I thought, okay, a quicky, a morning quicky. I can do that. I owe that to my sweetie now and then, don’t I?


He eased up and back, still with a fistful of my hair right behind my head, and pulled so that I gasped and was awkwardly forced to my feet, and he yanked back so my arms windmilled a little as I stumbled against him. He shoved the chair in against the table hard, and then very forcefully shoved me into it and bent me over.


“Tony!” I gasped.


He flipped the shirt up, slapped my ass and forced my legs apart with his knee, and I felt his hardness rubbing up and down my rapidly moistening pussy. I had half tried to stand upright, but his hand was firm on my hair, holding me down. He slapped my ass again as he entered me, and then abandoned my hair, grabbing my wrists where I was almost instinctively struggling a little and pinning them together behind my back.


He yanked on the shirt, pulling it back over my shoulders, then twisted and bunched up the fabric in such a way as to pin my arms together behind my back as he forced his cock deep.


I was... confused, uncertain how to respond, excited, in a way, but a little indignant, too. I was like – what the fuck - you know?


“Hungh-HuuuuuuH!” I gasped as he rammed himself into me.


He gripped my hair again, pulling my head up and back, and lifting my torso a bit – enough to slide his hand under and grope my breast as he bent forward to bite into the nape of my neck. I tried to shift my hands and found, to my surprise, that he had somehow tied off the loose shirt in some way that my arms were bound behind me.


That was – exciting, for some reason, if a little surreal. 


“Tony!” I groaned.


Then he dropped away, pulling out of me. I felt his hands on my thighs, forcing them even wider apart, and then his mouth was wide and taking my entire pussy into it as he began to suck and lick voraciously. I gasped and moaned, my hips spasming as his talented tongue whipped across my clit, and I gasped and felt my eyes rolling back in my head as he swirled and stroked it back and forth across my throbbing clit.


He rose again and plunged into me hard enough to hurt, but it was a good hurt, a hard, throbbing ache which made me shudder with excitement. I was getting wet very quickly, and this he-man stuff was turning me on. Tony grabbed my hair again, slapped my ass, and called me his slut as he thrust into me, and all I could do was shudder and moan in pleasure as his cock cleaved the puffy, swollen lips of my sex and drove deep into my belly.


“Tell me you’re my slut!” he ordered.


“I-I’m your s-slut!” I groaned as my body rocked to the hard thrusting of his hips and he forced my head up and back by the hair.


He took my right breast into his hand, and pinched the nipple.


“Say I’m Tony’s slut,” he growled.


“I… I’m … Ow!” I gasped as he pinched harder.


“Say it, slut!”


“I’m Tony’s slut!” I gasped, not at all sure I liked this, but feeling a wave of heat anyway.


“Again, slut.”


“I’m Tony’s slut!” I gasped as my bare toes pawed helplessly at the linoleum below, my arms twisting feebly against the tight shirt binding them behind me.


There was some soft butter on the table, and he reached a hand to it, which I didn’t even see. The next I knew I felt his finger, slippery with warm butter, against my anal opening. I gasped aloud, and he released my hair and slapped my bottom as his finger squirmed and twisted and pushed into me.


“Tony!” I groaned in protest.


That brought another slap to my bottom.


“You’re my slut. My slut does what I tell her,” he said. “My slut’s body is mine to do anything I want with.”


His words were deliberately provocative, and outrageous, and I recognized them as such, which was why instead of angering me they aroused me. Although I have to admit to some indignation, as well.


We had not actually done any anal up to then. He had sort of hinted at it earlier, and then asked directly, and I had said it was not something I was comfortable with because it was degrading to women, and more likely to hurt than bring pleasure. He had dropped the idea.


Now as he pumped into me, as he gripped my hair and twisted it back, his thumb pumped in and out of my ass and, you know, it didn’t hurt. That surprised me a little, and some of the anxiety its penetration had aroused in me faded.  His cock moved in and out, in and out, in and out, and his thumb did the same, in counter tempo. He removed it and inserted a longer finger, then added a second beside it.


I was in that state of dazed, glassy-eyed pleasure I get into in the run-up to orgasm, my breasts pillowed against the table, my breath coming in short, rapid gasps and groans. There’s no excuse for me being surprised when he pulled out of my pussy, slipped his thumbs from my ass, and then pushed his fat, helmet-headed cock into my ass, but I was honestly very surprised anyway.


“T-Tony!” I gasped with sudden vigour.


He slapped my bottom stingingly and said “Quiet, slut!”


“Ow! Tony,” I protested again, squirming against him.


“Are you my slut?” he demanded, bending over me, his breath against my cheek as I felt a finger stroking my clit.


“Are you my slut?” he demanded.


“Yes but –”


“Say it! Say I’m Tony’s slut!”


“I’m Tony’s slut!” I groaned.


But, I meant to add, but – but! – but I didn’t, and he straightened, and I felt his cock sinking into my anal opening, pushing me open wider. It didn’t really hurt at all, so I held my tongue as I felt his cock entering me. He groped my breasts, and pulled my hair, and called me his slut and his bitch as he worked his cock into me. And while it hurt a little as it pushed deeper, well, it wasn’t much in the way of pain. It was more of a pleasant ache, to be honest.


The whole idea that his cock was in my ass was a hot dark shocker, though. My bare toes were kind of sweeping and pawing at the linoleum, for he had my legs forced really far apart, and with the back of the chair under my abdomen holding my hips up high they were practically off the floor.


Oh God it felt – exciting! With his cock back there, the sensation so unfamiliar yet – somehow natural. I felt full, spread wide, but comfortably wide. And now, his cock was moving in and out in a tight, but slick, slippery way that I was finding increasingly erotic and sensual as my muscled eased. My heart was beating faster, my pulse racing and my entire body was growing flushed with inner heat as he thrust in and out with long, deep strokes.


Jesus, why had I not had him do this sooner, I thought dazedly. It felt so good!


“Hunggh!” I gasped as he gripped a fistful of my hair again and yanked my head back.


He slapped my butt at the same time, sharply, stinging.


“Tell me you’re my slut,” he growled.


“I’m your slut!” I moaned.


Another sharp slap on the butt.


“Again, slut!”


“I’m your slut!” I gasped.


He worked his hips in and out faster, and then still faster, and every now and then, with him jammed to the hilt inside me, his cockhead giving me cramps deep in my belly, he’d stop and grind himself firmly into my butt before pulling back and stroking again.


He pulled even harder on my hair, lifting my head up and back, and then raising my upper torso off the table. He roughly groped my breasts as he thrust in and out, then jammed his hand downward so his fingers could stroke across my clit.


I just lost it then, gurgling and gasping and moaning like a demented woman as a violent orgasm churned through my body and mind, the pleasure long and intense, stunning in every sense of the word, consuming me and leaving me dazed and drained and laying across the table with glassy eyes, arms still kind of bound together behind me with the shirt.














Chapter Two







Both of our reactions to that event were coloured by the thrill we felt. Not that Tony really admitted as such, but clearly he found the sex hot and wild and exciting. I had a dual reaction to it. I enjoyed it physically, and… well, I want to say emotionally but that sounds bookish. It was a dark, forbidden thrill to me, and for some reason that was really arousing, really stimulating. I’m not a person much given to daring behaviour, and so doing something that – wicked and nasty, I guess you could term it – gave me a strange little flush of pride afterwards. As if, I don’t know, it made me more sophisticated somehow.





	But it wasn’t just that it was “dirty” in the sense it was kinky. It was that it was behaviour a good, strong-willed, proud, self-reliant woman ought not to ever take part in. My feminist friends would have been aghast to hear my words, to hear how I “subjected myself” to Tony’s “misogynistic and violent” sexual fantasies. That was the real forbidden thing about what we’d done, that I had lowered myself to the point of letting a man treat me so … I don’t know, forcefully, so dominantly and degradingly.


	Tony clearly felt the opposite, of course. He clearly loved being able to dominate me like that. I didn’t mind, as I thought of it partly as stroking his male ego, and partly as, well, a wild, thrilling sexual tryst.


	But it was part of a progression, I see now. He was touching me more often now when we were together – really, pawing me would be a better description. That was a little flattering, but also a little troubling. For it was a possessive kind of groping, a kind of “I can touch you here because you belong to me” sort of thing. And I recall a fleeting worry that it showed a possessiveness which he might come to think he actually had by right as opposed to something I was tolerating.


	It wasn’t long, of course, before he tied me up for the first time in bed. It was really, I suppose, looking back on it, rather pedestrian. He tied my wrists and ankles to the four corners of our bed, and had at me. The sex was hot and enjoyable, as he thrust into me and our tongues danced fluidly and passionately together. Being restrained was kinky and exciting, and in a way it robbed me of any need to act, to do anything, or even to think about doing anything. That, in turn, left me free to simply experience whatever sensations Tony’s actions caused me.


	The sex, with him thrusting into me rapidly, ended, his passion sated. But as I lay there, still bound and stretched out, I saw the little leering grin come over his face, above me, as though he were assessing me now, in all my helplessness, and wondering what he could do to me next.


	He sat up, and let his fingers glide slowly over my body, then covered my breasts with his hands and kneaded them lightly. His grip narrowed to my still hard nipples, then, and he rolled them between his thumbs and forefingers.


	“Tell me you’re my bitch, April,” he said, grinning down at me.


	He pinched my nipples then, so that they stung and heat rose in them.


	“I’m your bitch, Tony,” I said breathlessly.


	“Say, April is your bitch, Tony,” he demanded with a leer.


	“April is your bitch, Tony,” I said.


	He pinched my nipples harder, and I gasped.


	“Say, April is your slut, Tony.”


	“April is your slut, Tony,” I panted.


	He twisted my nipples and I gasped and strained against the ropes binding me.





“Owww! Don’t!” I groaned.





	“Bitches don’t talk back to their masters,” he said with a smirk. “I think you’ll have to be tortured, slut.” 


	He swung his leg off the edge of the bed and got up, then padded naked across the room and out the door. I was left naked, tied spread-eagled to the bed, feeling a strange mixture of arousal, anticipation and anxiety.


	He returned with a candle and a lighter, sat on the edge of the bed, and used the latter to light the former. I stared warily at the lit candle as he held it in his hand, moving it tauntingly back and forth above my chest. He tilted it slowly over, and several drops of hot wax dripped onto the centre of my breast. 


	I gasped aloud and arched my back in response to the sudden, stinging heat.


	“Oww!”


	“Say, April is sorry for talking back to her master,” he said.


	“April is sorry for - for talking back to her – ahhh – master,” I gasped, as more hot wax dribbled down onto my breast.


	Each drop stung hotly for a few seconds after it hit, then began to rapidly harden. He was concentrating on one nipple, at first, burying it in wax, then shifted over to the other one.


	“Say April is Tony’s Sex Toy,” he said with a leer. “Say Sex Toy April is sorry for talking back to her master,” he ordered.


	The words were deliberately outrageous, of course, and so they were exciting because of that, which is why I said them. I continued to twist and gasp and pull against the ropes as he rained hot wax down on my nipple and breasts, and then shifted his body downward, letting the little droplets of wax spatter down along my belly and abdomen until he was holding the candle over my pussy.


	“Oww! Ohh!” I gasped. “Don’t! Tony!”


	“Say, April is a nasty little cock sucker.”





“April is a nasty little cock sucker!” I cried.





	“Say April loves to take it up the ass!”


	“April loves to take it up the ass!” I moaned.


	Wax dribbled slowly down onto my clit and I cried out, my hips bucking up against him as he giggled.


	“Beg me to call my friends to come and gang bang you,” he said.


	Another deliciously outrageous statement!


	“Please call all your friends to come and gang-bang me, master!” I cried excitedly.


	He let the wax drip along my shaven slit.


	“You really want to be gang-banged, don’t you slut.”





“Yes!” I groaned. “I want to be gang-banged! I want to be fucked hard by all your friends!”





	“You want to be tied up and gang raped, don’t you, slut!?”





“Yeesss!” I moaned, my body thrumming with excitement. “Please gang rape me, master!”





	“I already called them, slut. Twenty guys are on their way over to gang bang you!”


	“Yesss!” I moaned.


	“Nasty little slut puppy,” he growled. “I think we’ll need to do something to cool you off.”


	He got up off me and left the room again, returning with a bowl, which he set down on the bed as he knelt between my legs. He let his fingers break off the hard wax from my body, and gave my nipples hard little stinging twists and pinches before picking up an ice cube.


	“Oh!” I gasped, seeing it. “No, no, no, no, no!”


	He snickered and let it slide right along the side of my ribs. I squealed and arched, pulling and straining against the ropes, begging him to stop. Instead he brought the cube up and rolled it slowly across my swollen breast, circling my nipple teasingly, then rubbing it back and forth across the rapidly freezing little pink button.


	“Oh! Oh! Tony! Oh! Don’t! Take it off! Take it off!” I gasped, twisting and arching violently.


	“Sex toys don’t tell their masters what to do, slut,” he said.


	He moved the ice cube onto my other breast, as before, circling and freezing my nipple. The cube melted against my warm skin, small, icy cold droplets of water trickling slowly down off my rounded breast onto my belly, and down along the sides of my ribs.


	“Tony!” I cried.


	“I only hear you when you say Master,” he replied.


	“Oh! Oh! It’s cold, master! Please, master!”


	He slid the rapidly melting cube down along my belly, ignoring my squeals and complaints and twisting, writhing attempts to shove it away. Then he dropped the remainder into the bowl and raised his icy cold wet fingers, sliding them into my open mouth.


	“Warm up my fingers, slut,” he ordered.


	I moaned weakly, grateful for the relief, sucking and licking at his warm fingers as he lightly plucked at my stiff nipples.


	But then he picked up another cube, and as before, ran it teasingly over my body, freezing wherever it touched. He started at my feet, rolling it across the underside of my feet, then slowly travelling upwards, rubbing it along my lower legs, then the backs of my knees, then up along my inner thighs before letting the melting cube slide back and forth along my narrow, oozing pussy opening.


	He snickered at my complaints, then put the bowl away and untied my ankles – briefly. He raised my legs up and back, spreading them far apart, and tying them to the upper posts along with my wrists. This left me, needless to say, completely exposed in the most graphic position imaginable, and completely helpless, with my body folded over and my pussy and ass in the air.


	“Beg me to rape you, sex toy,” he ordered.





“Please rape me, master,” I groaned.


He grinned, reaching between my legs, pinching and plucking at my stiff nipples again. Then he produced a rubber band, folding it over and over until it was super tight around his finger. He pinched my nipple hard enough I gasped in pain, pulling and stretching it forward, and then rolled the rubber band off his finger and onto my nipple, pushing it back to just behind the nipple.


“Ahh! Ohh! Ohh! Tony!” I gasped! “It’s too tiiiight!”


It was cutting into the soft pale flesh of my breast just behind the nipple so that my nipple throbbed hotly. But Tony ignored my protests. He had a second rubber band, and that was soon squeezing in tight just above my other nipple. I winced and gasped and moaned as my nipples burned hotly, then got numb.





	That’s when he produced another surprise. It was a vibrator. I know a lot of women have them, but honestly, my sex life was so good with Tony I really had never felt I needed one. Oh, if one had been lying around I’d have been interested in trying it, but the idea of going into a store to buy one was far too embarrassing. Even ordering one would have meant having it delivered, and that would have been embarrassing on several levels, especially depending on who saw it.


	So I had never really experienced a vibrator. I didn’t even know that was what it was, at first. I thought it was a dildo – which I also had never had. It was a very realistically shaped cock, a big one, a thick one, and a black one. Tony held the head out to my face and rubbed it against my lips as I stared at it in surprise.


	“Lick it, slut,” he growled. “Lick that black cock for me.”


	Fascinated and aroused I licked at it, rolling my eyes up at him from between my own legs as he twisted and turned and pushed it into my mouth. I could see the long black shaft with veins twisted around it running out of his fist, but not beyond that as I began to suck at his command. He pushed it deeper, and I sucked and moaned around it, feeling extremely slutty and excited as he pushed it deeper and deeper.


	He pumped it slowly in my mouth, pushing it too deep a few times so that it threatened to enter my throat, and I gagged and coughed and twisted my head to try and pull free. He didn’t force it at that point, though later he would. Instead he pulled it out and pushed it against my pussy. I groaned as I was spread wide – wider than I was by his cock, and the tight ring of my pussy squeezed down around the latex shaft as Tony worked the dildo in and out, pumping and twisting and turning it as he drove it ever deeper.


	It was very long, and I began to hurt as he pushed it deeper. It was already jammed achingly deep within me, and still he was twisting and turning it and pushing, trying to force it deeper. And then he had so much of it inside me he slid his hand further back on the shaft and exposed what looked like a smaller cockhead near the base which stuck out of the shaft at an angle.


	He jammed the dildo into me and ground that little round cockhead against my clit, and then he pressed a button on the base of the thing and the little round thing began to quiver and buzz and – vibrate! I gasped and moaned as the thing purred and buzzed against me. Tony grinned and twisted it from side to side, which meant twisting the shaft as well.


	God, it felt incredible!


	He plunged the thick, black vibrator/dildo in and out of my now sopping pussy, grinding it hard on each deep thrust. Then he pulled it out completely and brought the slick head to my mouth, pushing it inside before I knew what he was doing.


	“Suck that cock, bitch,” he growled. “Lick your own pussy cream off it!”


	I moaned at how dirty and nasty it all was even as I obeyed, sucking and licking, tasting my own cream, gurgling and gasping as he pumped the dildo/vibrator in and out of my mouth, essentially fucking my mouth with it in a nasty, dirty way which had my body shuddering with heat and passion.


	He pulled it free, and thrust it hard and painfully deep into my pussy, but the vibrator part grinding against my clit robbed the pain of any meaning as he drove me over the edge into a massive climax that almost had me crying out like a wanton whore. I mean, I don’t scream when I come. At best I gurgle softly. This time I was making these loud, gurgling, gasping, breathless sounds you could have heard on the first floor!


	Tony turned the vibrator thing off, left the dildo stuffed deep inside me, and produced a little plastic squeeze bottle of lube. I wasn’t watching, wasn’t even aware of anything. I was gasping for breath, moaning softly, eyes closed in the afterglow of the climax. It was only when I felt his finger prodding at my anus, and slowly sliding into me that I opened my eyes with a groan.


	“Tony,” I moaned.


	He slapped my ass sharply. “That’s master to you, slave slut.”


	“Master,” I groaned.


	It should have disturbed me at how easily I said it now, but it didn’t.


	He pumped his finger slowly in and out of my ass while I groaned weakly below him. His fingers kneaded my breasts, and then he pushed a second finger into me, pumping them in and out with growing freedom as my sphincter relaxed and he worked me open. Next came another surprise – another sex toy, this one a straight, thick dildo, much like the one stuffed into my pussy.


	Tony lubed it up and slowly inserted it, twisting it from side to side as he worked it down into my ass. He got it deep inside me, and then turned on the vibrator again. The sensation was almost too much to bear on my desperately oversensitive clit, and I cried out a protest which was soon swept away by a rising storm wave of pleasure and passion.


	“Beg me to fuck your ass, bitch.”


	“Please fuck my ass, master!” I moaned.


	“Say please fuck April’s tight ass,” he ordered, slapping my butt.


	“Please fuck April’s tight ass, master!” I moaned again.


	He laughed at me, pumping the dildo in and out of my ass.


	“Say, please fuck slave girl’s tight ass,” he ordered.


	“Please fuck slave girl’s tight ass!” I moaned.


	He slapped my upraised buttocks stingingly. “You forgot to say master, slut.”





“Please fuck Slave Girl’s tight ass, master!” I cried.





	He reached in and snapped the rubber bands off my nipples and I cried out in pain. My nipples burned hotly and I writhed and gasped and moaned, my wrists pulling against the ropes as I sought to cup my wounded buttons. Fortunately, the pain eased soon. But then my nipples became so incredibly sensitive – prickling with pins and needles – that when he fit his mouth over one and began to suck hard I came again, jerking and gurgling and gasping and moaning in helpless pleasure, overwhelmed by the intensity of the sensations in my nipples.


	He rapidly shifted his mouth from one nipple to the other, sucking and licking heavily as I grunted and gurgled and bounced and shook. Then he pulled back as I lay there, practically drooling, pulled the dildo out of my anus, and thrust his own hard prick into me to the hilt. 


	I groaned as his hips came down against my upraised buttocks, as his hands seized my breasts and began to roughly knead and squeeze them. I stared up at him through glassy eyes as he worked his cock down into my ass, then began to thrust… to thrust in hard… then harder still, setting the bed rocking and jerking with the force as he drove his cock into me with bruising speed and power.


	“Beg for my cock, slave girl. Beg for my cock up the ass! Do it!”


	“Please fuck slave girl’s tight ass, master!” I said in a croak, gasping and moaning as he rode me. “Please fuck slave girl’s tight ass, master!”


	And he did, as I moaned it again and again, and he pounded me into another, massive climax that quite literally took my breath away. I grunted weakly with every deep, plunging stroke, the air gurgling out of my lungs as I shook and trembled in the throes of the orgasmic firestorm.
















Chapter Three







Tony thrust the dildo back into my ass, so deep that only an inch or so still protruded. Then he eased off, grinning, going to get a beer and leaving me tied up like that. I didn’t care, at first, for I was still recovering, moaning weakly, gulping in air. But the he returned with his camera, and started snapping pictures of me like that, and with a newly clear head I gasped and pulled against the ropes.


“Tony! Don’t!”


“That’s master, slave girl.”


“I mean it!”


He chuckled and put the camera down, then came forward and untied my ankles, letting them drop back to the bed; but then he snatched up the camera and took several more pictures before I could react.


“Tony! Stop it! Delete those!”


He grinned insouciantly. “Make me,” he said.


“That’s not funny!”


He untied my wrists and I sat up, yanking the sheet over me.


“Come on, April.”


“I don’t want people seeing me like this!”


“Oh, like I’m gonna show them to anyone! You don’t trust me?”


Well, of course I did, but…


“It’s not that, but these kinds of pictures have a habit of getting out. People steal them off computers.”


“We’ll delete them later. Come on, pose for me. I love your body, and your skin is so fucking perfect and smooth.”


I bit my lip doubtfully, but really, compared to what he’d already taken, I supposed it didn’t really matter. So I sighed and let the sheet fall away, then began to pose for him. At first they were typical nude shots, you know the kind, with me half covering my breasts, then not covering them at all, then arching my back and making seductive faces at the camera.


I lay back in various poses, and draped myself across things. I have to admit it was kind of exciting in a way, very naughty, very forbidden, and I was starting to get off on posing naked. 


I posed on all fours on the coffee table, while he knelt in front of me, snapping pictures. Then he moved to the side, getting more.


“Lower your chest to the table,” he said in his camera guy voice.


I bent forward further, pressing my chest against the table top, forcing my head up and back, and he took more pictures. Then he moved behind me and snapped several.


“Tony!”


“What?”


“Don’t take pictures like that,” I complained uncomfortably.


“You have a great ass, and a great pussy. It’s so small and neat and tight.”


I felt his finger tracing the line of my sex behind me, then squirming into me as he took more pictures. I got up, and he had me stand straddling the table, bent over as he took more pictures. Then I lay back on the sofa, legs up and back while he took really slutty, graphic pictures of me with my legs spread. I even spread my pussy lips open for several shots, then slid my fingers into my pussy for more.


God, if anyone ever saw these… !!!


I must have said it aloud because he chuckled. “I’m gonna put them on the internet.”


“You’ll be living with yourself if you do,” I warned.


He laughed, then grinned. “Let’s take some without your face, and I can put those on the internet.”


“No way!”


“Why not? If your face isn’t in them no one can tell it’s you.”


“Well… but.. what if they recognize the furniture!?” 	“So take them against the wall. Come over here. Stand against the wall, bend forward.”


Doubtful, but excited, I did as he asked, and he snapped pictures of me with my ass stuck out. I even spread my legs and he knelt and took pictures of me like that, with my head turned away. I knelt on all fours again and he took pictures from the neck down, then from behind. Then I did a handstand, back against the wall, and spread my legs wiiiiide apart, and he snapped more pictures.


“Kneel down. Sit on your heels.”


I did and he snapped more pictures; some with my face, some without. I spread my legs wide and caressed my damp, warm pussy, gasping a little as my fingers slid across my clit.


“Yeah! Yeah! Do it for me, baby!” he said, squatting low and snapping pictures.


I laughed and slid a finger into my pussy, giving him a coy look. 


He jumped up and fetched the dildo/vibrator, and ran from the room.


“Where are you going? Are you going to fuck yourself with that?” I called jokingly.


He came back with a box, the box the thing came in, and there were other attachments.


“How much did that cost anyway?” I asked.


He squatted before me, and I saw he had attached a kind of suction cup to the base of the thing. He stuck it on the floor underneath me, and I giggled and fit the nose against my pussy while he scooted back to take pictures. 


“Ohhhh,” I groaned as it entered me. 


The sensation of being penetrated was always a tremendous turn-on for me, and I groaned as I sank slowly down on the ridged black cock, feeling it sliding caressingly across my velvety pussy lips and my slick interior walls. I groaned again, eyes closing, reaching up and squeezing my breasts as I raised myself a bit, then sank even lower. I felt my breathing picking up, felt my pulse racing as I sank lower still, and felt that ache deep inside me.


“Aren’t you going to take any pictures?” I gasped.


“I’m taking this on video,” he said.


I stared at him, gasping, and felt a flood of warmth to my pussy. I groaned softly and sank deeper, then reached down and began to rub my clit, shuddering excitedly as the heat swept through my body and set my blood to churning. I sank down so it hurt a little then raised myself up, then sank down once again, still rubbing my clit. My breath was becoming more ragged now as I rose up and down on it, and the sight of Tony holding up the video camera made my insides squirm with dark excitement.


“Ohhh!” I gasped. “Ungghhh!”


Riding up and down on the thing was loosening me up a little. My pussy was trying to make room for this big, black cock, and I sank even deeper, spreading my knees achingly wide as I lowered my pussy to the point the vibrator could actually rub across my clit. 


“Oh God!” I gasped, grinding myself against it, feeling my pussy beginning to spasm.


I gurgled and moaned, arching my back, squeezing my breasts as the orgasm hit. I gasped and grunted and ground myself down frantically as the waves of pleasure swept through and over me and my head rolled and twisted as I jammed my sex down all the way to the base. The nose hit something deep inside me that gave me a dark, wild mixture of pain and pleasure, and I felt a thrill as I remembered how long the thing was and knew every inch was up inside me.


“Oh fuck!” I gasped as I ran my trembling fingers down along my belly and abdomen.


“Go forward onto all fours, April, and fuck yourself with it.”


I stared at him with glassy eyes, then kind of did as he wanted, groaning weakly. I sank onto all fours, my ass high in the air as Tony moved around me, the video camera still focused on my pussy. I spread my legs and reached back between them, gripping the base, pumping it in and out and moaning low in my throat as I fucked myself.


“Here!” he said, tossing me the other dildo.


I shoved the hair out of my eyes, and grabbed it. It was still slick with the lube, and I got back on my knees and positioned the base against the floor, sitting back on it as he taped me. I groaned aloud as it penetrated me, then slowly worked my ass up and down on it, taking it deeper and deeper, fucking myself with it. 


I sank forward again, bending over, fucking myself with the dildo in my ass, then the one in my pussy while he taped it. He moved around in front of me, his cock hard, and I didn’t even think of where it had recently been, taking it into my mouth while he pointed the camera at my face.





	I moaned and sucked and slurped on it, even though the taste was – nasty! I remembered only then that it’d been in my ass! But I was too wild with excitement to stop, and I moaned as he pumped it in and out, making me gag again and again as he pushed it too deep.


	He pulled out and came in my face, and I moaned weakly, then lay back on my back and fucked myself to another massive orgasm with the two dildos as he held the camera up.


	Afterwards, we watched them on the computer, with me sitting on his lap, and the dildos inside me, and he fingered me to three fucking orgasms in a row in only a few minutes! It was so hot and exciting and wicked to watch myself like that! God! It wasn’t just my body, but the sounds I made, and the look on my face when I came! Wow it was wild!


	But afterwards my mind came back into focus, and I took the camera and deleted all the pictures and videos. I’m no dummy, after all, and leaving stuff like that lying around was too dangerous. I mean, aside from fucking a horse or something I could hardly imagine how much more graphic and nasty any videos or pictures could be of me!


	But we didn’t delete them all. There were a number of pictures of my body which I admitted could not be proven to be me unless someone knew me intimately. My own parents could see those pictures and videos and not guess it was me, for there was nothing identifiable in them, and nothing identifiable about the house or floor. He posted those on a web site he visited, and I thought of how hot and nasty and exiting that was, that there were pictures of my body, my breasts, my pussy and ass, and the dildos, that people were downloading and jerking off to!


	So then Tony decided we’d do a really nasty video for the internet. Of course I said no way, but he bought another little toy; a black spandex mask, well, a hood, really, since it covered my entire head all the way to the throat. There was a small folded opening over the mouth where he could slide his cock, and no one would guess it was me.


	Anyway, I agreed. What the hell. It was exciting, and I figured it was safe since no one would recognize me. I insisted Tony wear some kind of mask too, and he put on a hockey mask, you know, like one of those Jason things. 


	The first video was him sitting down and me straddling him. I rode his cock face to face, while he sucked on my breasts and nipples. Then I turned and rode him facing the camera – though I couldn’t see it because of the hood. I could see a little bit of light and some shapes through the hood, but not much else.


	He fucked me on all fours, then in the traditional way, except he pinned my ankles right back behind my ears and pounded into my ass. I came with a gurgling squeal. Just knowing it was on video and that men would be downloading it and jerking off made me wildly excited.


	And he did upload them to the internet, too! It was wild seeing my own pictures and video there! Wow, if my friends ever found out! Or my parents! But there was no way anyone was going to recognize me. I had no tattoos or scars or anything, and my head was completely covered.


	Anyway, so the camera games were working out fine, so I didn’t have a problem when Tony decided he wanted to take more pictures. This time he wanted bondage pictures. He had even bought this soft, black bondage rope to tie me up with, which was good because the other stuff had hurt my skin. Of course, Tony was an artist, and now he was taking the picture-taking seriously.


	He posed me just so, and laid out every picture carefully. We started out with just my wrists tied behind my back, first crossed, then palm to palm. Each time he laid the rope down carefully, half a dozen loops side by side on each wrist. With my wrists well and truly tied he took pictures of me on my knees, some from behind, some from in front and to the side. He had me look downcast, then scared, then excited, you know, the whole gamut of emotions.


	Then he set the camera back on the tripod and set it to take videos by remote, and I sucked him off on my knees with my wrists tied behind my back. At first I bobbed up and down, but then he grabbed my hair and started face-fucking me, again gagging me several times while I moaned and gurgled and twisted a bit each time his cock plunged too deep.


	“You need to learn how to deep throat,” he said.


	“It’s not that easy,” I complained.


	He put the hood on me and I sucked him off again while the video camera took videos. Then he took more pictures of me without the hood, in various positions. 


	He untied my wrists, then retied them before me and raised my hands high, leading the rope up to a ring he’d set in a ceiling beam. He moved around me, taking more pictures from different angles. Then he knelt in front of me, with the hockey mask on, and tongued my pussy, rousing me to hip-jerking excitement before thrusting the dildo up inside me. 


	He moved behind me then and began to tongue my ass! That was a wild sensation, and I squealed and twisted and bucked my hips back as he thrust his tongue deep. The dildo was thrust up inside me, then, and he took more videos. Then he pulled the dildo out of my ass and sodomized me, jerking my hips up and back and thrusting into me hard and deep. I was so far gone I didn’t care that the video was running, and gasped and moaned and shook and came like crazy as he reamed me out.


	God it was wild! Looking at the video afterwards I rubbed my pussy and came again! I was actually sorry to have to delete it. I looked so incredibly sexual and sensual with my back arched and my butt pushed out and him fucking into me!


	Then he tied me down across the coffee table. With the vibrator and dildo inside me, he tied me, oddly, sideways across it, with my knees spread awkwardly wide.


	The coffee table was one we’d retrieved from someone’s garbage. It was really heavy and solid. It had a solid centre portion with doors for storing – whatever, and then two thick carved wood columns at either end. Tony spread my knees so wide he could tie them directly to the base of the columns, then lifted my feet up, twisting them straight, and tied my ankles to the upper part of the columns! 


	That would have been really hard on my knees if almost all my weight wasn’t resting on the table! But then he drew my wrists straight out to either side and tied them to the columns at the ends of the table. Tony braided my hair and then tied it back behind me with cord wrapped around the dildo in my ass! I told you he was an artist!


	He took several pictures like that, then turned on the vibrator and started pumping both of them in and out of me, working me into a feverish state of heat. Then he moved around in front of me, and pushed his cock into my mouth. I took it gladly.


	“Time to learn how to swallow, April,” he said. “Swallow my cock, slave girl! Swallow your master’s cock, slave bitch!”


	I gagged weakly, but this time instead of pulling back as I gagged he thrust forward. My eyes bulged and I gurgled and choked as his long, thick shaft slid down my throat! I tried to jerk away, but of course, my body was firmly anchored, and even my head was kind of pinned in place by the hair. Not to mention he had both his hands on my head to hold me in place as he slowly pushed inch after inch straight down my spasming throat.


	If I hadn’t been so fucking hot to begin with I don’t think I could have done it. Well, of course, my cooperation wasn’t really required at that point! But I don’t think I could have taken it as easily as I did. Because after the initial gagging and choking I just kind of – swallowed – and it didn’t feel that bad. I mean, there was this wild fear of not being able to breathe, of course, and there was still some gagging, but a thrill of heat swept over me as I realized I had actually swallowed his cock all the way to the base, and my nose was actually touching his abdomen as he held it inside me.


	When he pulled it back out again I felt a renewed sense of choking and gagging, but it was much less than on the way in. Then his cockhead popped free and I gagged and a flood of saliva dripped over my lower lip as he rubbed his cockhead across my face.


	I gulped in air helplessly, blinking tears out of my eyes.





“You did it, slave girl! You’re the perfect slut now!” Tony said. “Man, that felt incredible!”


He pushed himself into my mouth again, and I moaned as he tugged firmly on my hair, holding my jaw wide as his slick, dripping cock slid along my tongue and then into my throat. I gagged again, but he was so slick and slippery and – so soft, but hard, if you understand what I mean, that he pushed straight down my throat without a whole lot of discomfort. I was still gagging a bit, though, but I was learning to cope with it as he drove it fully into me and ground my nose against his pubic bone.


“Ah, bitch!” he gasped. “Ah fuck! Suck it! Suck it, bitch!” he groaned.


Of course I couldn’t suck anything without air, could do little other than try to control my weakening gag reflex as he pulled his slick, fat shaft back up my throat and then – pushed it forward again. I was taken by surprise, and perhaps because of that it slid in easily. He ground my nose against his pubic bone again, then slid back out – and back in – and back out – and back in.


He was fucking my throat! I stared cross-eyed at his shaft as it moved in and out of my mouth, and my head started to pound for lack of oxygen. My chest started to burn, and I started to struggle more and more actively against him and the ropes until he eased his cock all the way out once more and I could gulp in deep breaths of air.


We did this for long minutes and it was – dizzying, in a way, because I was often short of breath, and then gasping and panting as I gulped in air – and then short of breath again as his cock filled my throat. 


“Beg me to rape your throat, slave bitch,” he panted excitedly, rubbing his cock across my face.


I just moaned, gulping in air dazedly, and he yanked on my hair so that it stung and repeated the demand.


“P-Please rape my th-throat, master,” I panted, hardly able to speak.


He let me regain my breath a bit more, then shoved his cock down my throat again, pumping it in and out faster now, leaving it in longer before pulling free.


“Say please rape my whore throat, master,” he demanded. “No! Say, please rape your slave bitch’s whore throat, master!”


I groaned weakly, my head aching as I gasped for breath. 


“Say it, slut,” he demanded, yanking on my hair.


“Please rape… my… your slave bitch’s … whore throat, master,” I gasped.


“Again, slave slut.”


“Please rape your slave bitch’s whore throat, master,” I panted.


He plunged deep into my throat, gripping my head tightly and thrusting in and out with long, fast strokes that had my eyes glazing over as I gurgled helplessly.


He pulled out at last, and fisted his wet cock, shooting thick globs of milky white come into my face and open mouth.














Chapter Four







	I got home late because of a storm delaying the traffic, annoyed because I knew we had almost nothing at home and I still had to go out and get the groceries. Tony had a lot of talents but buying groceries wasn’t one of them. Left alone, he’d buy all processed food, TV dinners, pretzels and chips and cookies, and no vegetables or fruits.


	I wasn’t terribly happy when he grabbed me almost as soon as I stepped in the door and started pawing and kissing me. After returning the first kiss I pushed him back. “Tony. I have to go and get the groceries.”


	“You can do that later,” he said, sliding his arms around me again.





I twisted free. “No I can’t. They close at six, and anyway, we have nothing to eat.”





	“I decide what we do, slave girl,” he said pompously.


	I shoved him back. “Don’t push your luck, master,” I said dryly.


	He laughed. “Okay, I’ll go with you.”





“You will? You hate grocery shopping.”





	“Ah, but I know a way to liven it up,” he said with a grin.





“And what way would that be?” I asked suspiciously.





	“It involves a vibrator, and your hot little pussy,” he said with a leer.


	“I don’t think so.”


	“Don’t argue with the man, slave bitch. He knows what’s good for you.”


	“What’s good for his cock, you mean,” I said, as he dragged me towards the stairs.


	“Don’t worry. We’ll both enjoy it.”


	“Tony,” I groaned. “I have to get the groceries. You have to change anyway, right? You’re not wearing your work clothes there.”


	“Yeah, as a matter of fact. It’s not like I get dressed up for the office, you know. I work in a restaurant. Remember?”


	He helped me strip, and by now I was starting to get intrigued. I liked play sex as much as the next girl, after all, and at the least I wanted to know what he had in mind before saying no.


	I was soon naked, and he too the time to paw and grope me while we kissed a bit, but I started to squirm out of reach when he stopped and produced the black bondage rope.


	“I can’t shop if I’m tied up.”


	“Sure you can. You can tell me what to get and I can grab everything off the shelves.”


	“But…”


	He bent me forward at the waist, so my breasts hung soft and malleable and free a little. Then he took the bondage rope and tied a pair of loops in it, side by side, drawing them up over my soft breasts, tugging a little to ease the loops tighter, then cinching them up against my chest wall right at the base of my breasts. He gently pulled them tighter then, squeezing in around my breasts at the base, which of course served to make them plump out harder.


	“Tony!” I groaned as my breasts were squeezed.


	He drew the rope around behind my chest, tied it, drew it back around front again, and wrapped a second loop around each breast before drawing that back around too. Then he drew my arms back behind me and tied the rope around them well above the elbows, drawing the loop tighter and tighter, forcing my arms back harder, forcing my shoulders back until it ached.


	“Ahh! Ahh! It’s too tight!” I gasped.


	He dropped the rope downward, binding my wrists together and my hands palm to palm, then drew the two ends around my waist and bent me forward again.


	I groaned as he fed the vibrator up my pussy, then lubed the dildo and pushed that up my ass. He twisted each of them from side to side, working them in patiently, but slapping my ass at times to thrust them deeper.


	“Spread your legs wider, slut,” he ordered, slapping my butt sharply.


	“Oww! Don’t!”


	“Say master, slut.”


	“Tony! Oww! Master! That stings! And that’s too deeep!”


	“You can take a horse here,” he said. “Or maybe a real black guy hung like a horse. Would you like that, slave bitch? Would you like to have a big, horny black guy rape your tight little pussy?”


	“No!”


	He slapped my ass again.


	“You don’t get to decide that, slave girl. This is my body now.”


	“I need to get the groceries,” I groaned.


	“Soon, slave girl, soon.”


	“Unggh!” I groaned as he forced the vibrator deeper.


	He drew the ropes from around my waist together, crossed them, and then fed them down between my legs, hooking under the vibrator, and then up between my buttocks, hooking under the dildo. He drew them up to the rope around my waist in back, fed them through there, then cinched tight so both the sex toys were jammed achingly deep in my gut.


	Then he pulled me upright, and fed the rope up around my arms again, pulling them even tighter together so my elbows were actually touching.


	He grinned as he examined me, flicking and pinching my throbbing nipples.


	“How am I supposed to go out like this?” I asked, panting weakly.


	“I haven’t quite finished.


	He had a small gold chain with loops on either end. He pressed one loop around my hard left nipple, then tugged and the loop pulled closed just behind the nipple. I winced as it squeezed in around my flesh, then winced again as he fit the other loop around my other nipple and jerked that closed.


	“Tonnyyy,” I whined.


	He led me to the stairs, and down them. I had to walk carefully, with the base of the sex toys sticking out from between my pussy and ass. But then we were at the front door. He had me step into my boots while he supported me, then pulled my rain poncho out of the closet.


	“You have got to be kidding!” I said, gasping at the sudden realization of what he was intending to do.


	He pulled the poncho over my head and down around my shoulders, then examined me with a grin.


	“Looks perfectly normal,” he said.


	The poncho was loose, of course, and not very long. It dropped to about midway between my knees and groin. But that’s basically the length of a short skirt, and I had no panties. Worse, I had a dildo and a vibrator sticking out of me!


	“Nobody can see a thing, and nobody will guess,” he said. “They won’t know what a slutty little slave girl you are.”


	He pulled my head back by the hair and crushed my lips with his, his tongue thrusting into my mouth and his other hand kneading my buttocks through the thin plastic poncho. 


	I moaned against him, anxious, but feeling a dark sense of excitement at the idea of going out in public dressed – or rather undressed – like this. It was so slutty! So wild! And like he said, no matter that I was tied up and had vibrators and dildos sticking out of me, I looked perfectly normal on the outside. I kind of struggled against him for form’s sake, but I let him pull me outside.


	We walked up the street, and it was so – bizarre! It was fucking wild to be basically naked outside! No, I was worse than naked! I was tied up like some kinky slut! And I had a dildo sticking out of my ass and vibrator jammed into my pussy! God! I thought I must be crazy, but I was getting hotter by the minute.


	“Oh I forgot to tell you one other feature of that vibrator,” he said.


	He showed me a tiny box, a remote control, and then pressed a button.


	The vibrator started to buzz, and I gasped at the sudden sensation.


	“Tony!”


	But no one was around to hear, even if they could hear. The main shaft was nestled deep within my pussy, but the little branch which curved up from the base to press against my clit was buzzing against me in a way which my already moist pussy definitely appreciated! 	We were walking along the sidewalk with a vibrator purring against me, and my breasts throbbed within the loops of the rope, my nipples sparkling and tingling because of the chain squeezing in around them. More than that, my movements had the chain gently pulling up and down, tugging insistently and repeatedly against my nipples.


	“Let’s see how long it takes you to come,” he said.


	“I’m not going to come! God!”


	“Yes you are, slut.”


	I blushed and look around. “Don’t call me that outside!”


	‘No one can hear, you fuck toy, you.”


	“Tony,” I said, blushing.


	But he was right. No one was within earshot.


	“After we get home I’m going to put you on your knees and ram my cock down your slut throat,” he said, his voice rising, but still too low for anyone nearby to hear.


	We crossed the street, and turned onto a busier street. There were more people here, and I felt as though everyone was looking at me, even though probably no one was. We walked up the street, the vibrator buzzing against me, my breasts throbbing, my nipples tingling, and I found my breath becoming more ragged.


	We turned into the parking lot, crossing it towards the supermarket beyond. Tony stopped us and pushed me against a van, putting his knee between my thighs to force them wider.


	“Let’s just make sure everything is set properly,” he said as he lifted up the back of my poncho.


	“Tony!” I gasped, looking around wildly.


	But there really wasn’t anything I could do as he raised it up above my waist and his fingers pushed against the dildo sticking out of my ass, then gripped the base of the vibrator and ground it a little against my clit.


	He chuckled and pulled the poncho back down, and then pulled on my hair to straighten me and led me to the store.


	He turned off the vibrator as we entered, for which I was grateful, but I felt even more – exposed – for there were a lot of people around. He got a cart, and pushed it, and I kept close to him as he headed for the fruits and vegetables. I was distracted, to say the least, but I managed to direct him in what to buy, keeping my voice low and reasonably steady.


	Then he turned the vibrator on again, and I jerked helplessly, staring at him wildly as he grinned back.


	I thought I could actually hear the buzz between my legs, but Tony said no, and pushed the cart on. I had no options but to follow.


	“Do we need more butter, slut?”


	I looked around and glared at him. “No. We need cheese, though.”


	He continued taunting me like that as we shopped, keeping his voice loud enough that anyone standing near would hear him, but not saying anything bad when anyone was standing near.


	“Hey, fuck toy. What brand of cheese?”


	“Hey, slut meat. Should we get the bigger ketchup or the medium?”


	“Hey, slave bitch, how much do we usually pay for chicken?”


	“Should I pick up some fajitas, sex slave?”


	He pushed the cart along, talking merrily, turning the vibrator on and off at times, getting me hotter and turning my pussy into a burning stew which squeezed and sucked on the fat shaft of the vibrator stuffed inside me. My face was getting hot and red, and I was having a hard time concentrating on anything. It was all so wild and sexy and thrilling that I knew I was soon going to come.


	I stumbled a little in the spice aisle, looked around weakly, then squatted down, and brought the heel of my boot up against my pussy, rocking and grinding against it as the orgasm swept around me. I shuddered and jerked and fought to keep from making any sound as the orgasm tore through my nervous system, half hidden behind the shopping basket as Tony looked down at me and grinned smugly.


	Afterwards, my legs were so rubbery he had to help pull me to my feet. I followed along, a bit dazed, breathing heavily.


	“W-we need bread,” I panted.


	He shook his head. “You have to say master.”


	I looked around again. “We need bread, master,” I said.


	“That’s better, sex slave.”


	We continued along that way, with me saying “Master” every time I wanted to tell him to pick something up. Once he bent me forward over the cart, raised the back of my poncho and slapped my bare ass to punish me for forgetting.


	He had the vibrator turned on again, as well, and I didn’t know if I would be able to get through the last of the groceries before coming again. He turned the vibrator off as we got the checkout line, barely saving me from a climax, but then he turned it on again a few minutes later just as we got to the cash. He filled out the address for the groceries to be delivered, then we left the grocery, with me barely hanging onto my sanity.


	“Oh fuck!” I gasped. “I’m gonna come again.”


	“Gonna get a spanking too, for forgetting to call me master,” he said.


	He led me in among the cars, looking around, then stopped abruptly, turned, grinned, and gripped my poncho.


	“Tonyyyy!”


	He wasn’t just raising it up, this time, though. He lifted it completely off me! I gaped at him and looked wildly around. I was stark naked in the middle of the supermarket parking lot! Worse than naked, for I was tied up and had dildos sticking out of me!


	“Tony!” I squealed.


	“That’s master to you, slave bitch.”


	“Stop it! Someone will come!”


	“Yeah, me. Get down on your knees on the pavement.”


	“Tony!”


	“Master, slave!”


	He pushed me down. Well, I was already sort of bent over, and he pushed me so I was actually kneeling on the pavement between the cars. Then he unzipped and pulled his cock out. He gripped my hair, pulling it together from the sides, combing it up to a thick tail at the very top of my head, then he reached down and slipped his fingers around the chain between my nipples, pulling it up and forward.


	I cried out at the harsh, stinging sensation, and his cock slid into my mouth and then down my throat as he pulled forward on my hair.


	And right there in the supermarket parking lot he raped my throat, holding me in place by the hair and nipples, pulling on them with each deep, choking thrust that jammed my face into his groin. And as he did my heel came in contact with the base of the dildo, and I shuddered and moaned weakly, then got pressure on the vibrator as well, and started grinding and jerking against them as Tony’s thick shaft pumped steadily in and out of my mouth and throat. 	I think I would have screamed when the climax hit, had I been able to do so. It was incredible, wild and dark and intense, flaring up throughout my body. It wasn’t just my clit, but the deepest pit of my pussy, and my breasts and my nipples, and even my ass clutching at the dildo jammed deep within it. I came violently, my pussy spasming around the vibrator as Tony pumped his cock smoothly, slickly, wetly up and down inside my throat.


	I almost collapsed from the intensity, which was redoubled for being unable to breathe, for some reason. But finally Tony pulled out, came in my face again, and then pulled the poncho back over me. I couldn’t walk for a few minutes, but then he helped me up and led me back towards the house. I shuffled along, panting weakly, moaning, eyes glazed.


	My throat hurt. He had fucked it hard. But my nipples stung more.


	“My nipples hurt,” I whined.


	“I’ll kiss them and make them better when we get home.”


	I hardly remember the walk home. I was still wrapped in the dazed afterglow of that massive climax. But then we were inside, and he pulled off the poncho. He hooked his thumb under the chain again, lifting it up, stretching my aching nipples, forcing me onto the balls of my feet.


	“Ow! Ow! Ow! Ow! Ow! Tony! Oh! Don’t!”


	“Master,” he said. 


	“Master!” I whined, as my nipples stung and stretched.


	He eased the chain down, letting me back onto my heels.


	“Am I your master?”


	“Yes,” I moaned.


	“Say it, slut.”


	“You are my master,” I said.


	“What are you?”


	“I am your slave, master,” I said, my pussy starting to throb again.


	“And do you love your master, slave girl?”


	“Yes, master.”


	“Say slave girl loves you,” he said, tugging on the chain again.


	“Oh! Slave girl loves you, master,” I said with a gasp.


	“Does slave girl need a good raping?”


	“Yes, master,” I panted. “Slave girl needs to be raped!”


	“Maybe gang raped?” 	“Yes, master. Slave girl should be gang raped!” I said, my voice filled with heat and excitement as a flush spread over my face and down my chest.


	“On your knees, slut.”


	I moaned and all but collapsed onto my knees in front of him as he stripped.


	“Tell me what a whore you are,” he said.


	“I’m a … a nasty little whore,” I said, my throat tightening, eyes shining. “I’m a filthy whore slave girl. I’m a cock sucking slut who loves being fucked and raped and sucking men’s cocks!”


	“You want my cock, bitch?”


	“Yes, master! Slave girl wants your beautiful cock!”


	“You want any cock, you whore. I bet if I brought a horse in here you’d suck it! Wouldn’t you, whore!” 	“Yes, master,” I moaned as he tugged stingingly on the chain. “I want to suck horse cock and be gang-raped by black men and… and be your bitch slave!”


	“Come here, bitch slave,” he demanded, backing up. “On your knees, slave slut!”


	He pulled on the chain, pulled on my nipples, and I gasped and moaned and stumbled along on my knees as he moved back onto the sofa, then pulled me up across his lap, belly down. 


	“Ungh!” I gasped as he slapped my buttocks sharply.


	“Slave girl needs a spanking,” he said, slapping me again.


	I gasped and then jerked and gasped at another blow, and another. The blows stung, but the hot pain seemed to be almost – melding into the wild, flaring heat which was filling my mind and body. This was all just so hot and kinky and thrilling! 	He spanked me several more times, so that my bottom warmed and throbbed. Then he pushed and prodded at the dildo sticking out of my ass so that the nose ground against the deepest pit of my belly. He shifted his grip to the vibrator, twisting it from side to side so that the little round cockhead which pressed against my clit rubbed against it.


	“Ahh! Ohh! Ungh!” I gasped, my bottom thrusting back at him.


	He released the vibrator and slapped my ass several times, sharp, painful, stinging blows that raised the level of heat in my buttocks and made me whimper and moan helplessly.


	He slapped at the base of the dildo again, making me gurgle helplessly, then began to spank my bottom hard and steadily. The vibrator was still buzzing powerfully against my clit, and the sharp flaring explosions of heat each time his hand struck my bottom were fuelling the wild thrill ride of dark, sexual hunger within me to the point I wanted him to spank me even harder!


	Yet it hurt! My ass was stinging terribly! But it didn’t seem to matter because of the intoxicating level of sexual hunger gripping my mind. I jerked and shook and cried out as he spanked me, my body and mind writhing like snakes as the sexual storm churned wildly within me.


	“Do you want to come, slave bitch?”


	I gasped as he slapped my bottom sharply.


	“Do you want to come, slave bitch?”


	“Y-Y-Yes,” I gasped.


	He slapped my ass again.


	“Beg your master to let you come, slave bitch.”


	“P-Pl-please let me come, master!” I groaned.


	He slapped my bottom again. “Let who come?”


	“Please let slave bitch come, master!” I cried dazedly.


	“Again!”


	“Please let slave bitch come, master!” I gasped.


	“Again. Keep saying it, slave bitch!”


	I did, and he gripped the vibrator with his right hand, grinding the thing across my clit as his left hand rained open-handed blows on my already burning bottom. Within a few seconds I was rocketing upwards into one of the most powerful orgasms of my life to that point, and my body twisted and thrashed and jerked like a fish on a line as the come tore through me. I made loud, incomprehensible mouth noises, sobbing gurgles, gasps and grunts as my pussy squeezed violently around the shaft of the vibrator and my entire body jerked and shook and bucked under the influence of spasming muscles.


	I collapsed, barely conscious, drooling, eyes glazed. Tony caressed my bottom and turned off the vibrator. Then he worked on the ropes, removing the ropes which went between my legs. He untied the ropes around my breasts next, but then retied my wrists behind my back before rolling me onto my back and propping me up into a sitting position. 


	I just moaned weakly through all of this, and my eyes were only just then beginning to flutter as my eyes lost their glazed look. I hissed and gasped as he removed the chain from my nipples, and then bent me back and took one into his mouth. I couldn’t help myself. I moaned openly as his soft, gentle mouth took my aching, rigid nipple inside, and he licked and caressed the centre of my breast with his soft, moist mouth.


	He eased the vibrator down a bit, and rubbed my clit gently, then mouthed my other breast as I lay my head back, groaning weakly, my body responding despite my weakness. My breasts felt soooo good now that they were free again, and he massaged them expertly with his fingers as his mouth soothed my aching nipples.


	Then he turned on the vibrator again, and I let out a weak sob of negation as he thrust the shaft deep inside me once again and began to grind the vibrator part from side to side against my clit.


	“Noooo,” I moaned.


	But he ignored me, and drove me into another climax. It was weaker, and yet, there was something … different about it. I arched back, gasping and groaning and moaning as he sucked on my nipples and ground that thing against my clit, my hips spasming and bucking up against it as the orgasm swept through me.


	I sagged, gasping, moaning, but he didn’t stop, and after an initial period of extreme discomfort at the sensations buzzing against my super sensitized clit, I felt myself coming again! 


	And then again! And again! And again! A string of orgasms ripped through me at intervals of no more than a minute or a minute and a half apart, and turned me into a drooling, dazed fuck toy with little care about anything beyond immediate pleasure.


	Tony slid me off him, put me on my knees, bent over the sofa, and then pulled the dildo out of my ass. Then his cock rammed into me and he fucked my ass harder and faster than he ever had before. It hurt – the feeling was so wild and intense, that big prick ramming into me again and again and again, his hips cracking against my upraised buttocks, my aching nipples and swollen breasts literally grinding back and forth on the seat of the couch, his hands yanking back on my hips… I came again, maddened by the heat and passion and pleasure, crying out for him to fuck harder.














Chapter Five







The next step was Slave Day. Tony pestered me to be a pretend slave for an entire day. I would have to call him master the whole day and submit to his will. Whatever he wanted, I would have to do without complaint. And even say “Yes, Master,” to him. I thought it was kind of a kinky idea, since both of us were kind of getting off on the bdsm thing, but didn’t know if I wanted it to go on the whole day. But Tony kept whining and so I gave in.





	Of course it had to be on the weekend, and a day when I had no commitments and we weren’t expecting any guests. Anyway, along came a Sunday, and the first thing Tony wanted, of course, was for me to strip. I shook my head in amusement, but of course complied.


	Then he showed me his new toys.


	“Where the fuck are you getting the money for this stuff?” I demanded.


	“Master,” he said, slapping my ass.


	“Ow!”


	“You forgot to say master, slave girl.”


	I rubbed my stinging bottom and glowered at him, and he spun me and took my wrist. He had an honest to god metal shackle to slip around my wrist. It was three inches thick, and strong enough to hold a strong man – let alone me. He snapped one on each wrist, with a chain linking them together. Then he put a kind of bendable steel belt around my waist, with a ring in the centre through which the chain went.


	Another pair of shackles went around my ankles, and I have to admit I was starting to get both aroused and intrigued. This was really hot stuff, and I just hoped he hadn’t spent too much on it. Still, it felt really hot and wicked to be wearing chains and shackles like this.


	A thick leather collar went around my throat, with a big ring in the centre, and then a pair of metal cylinders – I guess you could call them cocks, except they weren’t shaped like anything but, well, tubes. He bent me over to twist and push them slowly up into my pussy and ass. Both went right up to the very deepest part of me, with an inch or so sticking out. He snapped a narrow chain to a ring on the base of each of them, and the chains went up between my buttocks to the back of the metal belt – and up my abdomen to another ring in the front of the belt.


	“How am I supposed to sit down with these sticking out of me?”


	Again he slapped my bottom and I yelped.


	“Master!” I gasped.


	“You won’t be sitting, so it’s not a problem. Slaves are for working, not relaxing.”


	“Don’t we slaves get a day off? It is Sunday, after all… master.”


	“No.”


	He had a small stainless steel ball, the size of a golf ball, on a two inch chain. The chain had a small metal loop on the end, and I bit my lip when he squeezed my breast behind the nipple and slid the loop over it. He began to tighten it, and I began to wince and gasp as my nipple was squeezed.


	“Not too tight,” I whined, getting another slap to the bottom.


	He released the weight, then tightened the other loop around my other nipple. This was all starting to seem really dopey to me, but at the same time it was undeniably exciting.


	He made me spread my legs, and then unhooked the little chain attached to the cylinder in my pussy. He winked at me and showed me an odd little metal ball. It wasn’t much bigger than a marble, but it had tiny little spikes sticking out all around it. It was also hollow, and he slid the chain through it, then pulled the chain back up my abdomen, letting the ball slide downward.


	He squatted before me, and adjusted the ball on the chain until it was wedged in right under my clit, then did something to keep it in place.


	“Are you my slave bitch?”


	“Yes, master,” I said primly.


	He slapped my face lightly.


	“Are you my slave bitch?” he demanded again.


	‘Yes, master!”


	Again he slapped my cheek, harder.


	“Are you my slave bitch.”


	“Yes, master!” I said more loudly.


	He slapped my other cheek. “Let me hear you say it with emotion, slave bitch.”


	“I’m your slave bitch, master!” I gasped.


	Again he slapped my cheek, hard enough to rock my head a bit to the side and almost get me to protest.


	“I’m your slave bitch, master!” I said instead.


	“On your knees, slave bitch,” he said in an arrogant fashion.


	A bit dubious about things now I sank to my knees in front of him, my wrists pulling instinctively, trying to reach up, but restrained by the chain linking them together through the ring in the centre of my belt.


	He unzipped and pulled his cock out, then rubbed it across my face.


	“Suck cock, bitch,” he growled.


	His voice was so – so arrogant, so degrading, that I felt simultaneously aroused and indignant. But before I could really think of how I ought to be responding to this sort of thing he gripped my head and pulled my mouth forward onto his cock. I gurgled around it, rolling my head up at him as he jammed it up along the roof of my mouth, then into the cheek.


	“Suck it, slut,” he growled. “Suck that cock, bitch!”


	I sucked, moaning weakly as he pulled at my hair, starting to get into the role again despite myself. I licked and sucked on his shaft as I bobbed my lips up and down against it, every movement of my body setting the little round weighted balls swinging and tugging at my nipples.


	“Now swallow it, slave girl. Swallow that cock meat, you skanky little whore. Take it all the way down your fucking little whore throat,” he said excitedly.


	I gurgled weakly, trying to prepare myself as he pulled me forward. I still gagged, though, when his cock penetrated my throat. The excitement thrumming through my blood was enough to keep me from the worst effects, though, as his fat, slick cock slid down my throat all the way to the bottom, filling my throat from end to end and side to side, with my nose crushed into his groin and my eyes blinded by his abdomen.


	“Yeah! Oh man!” he groaned. “Swallow that cock, you fucking whore!”


	Again I felt a surge of indignation, but it wasn’t really something to focus on when you couldn’t breathe, so I focussed on his cock as he began to pump it in and out. I tried to control myself as best I could, to keep from retching or choking as his cock caressed my throat like soft, slick whispery wet silk.


	He pulled slowly out and I gaspsed and coughed and gulped in air as he rubbed himself over my face.


	“Oh fuck!” he gasped. “Do you like that cock, slut? Do you want more? Do you want me to invite in a football team and have them gangbang you? Maybe I’ll invite in a black street gang and have them gang rape you. Would you like that, slut? Nasty little whore? Dirty little slave bitch.”


	He thrust himself into my mouth again and I sucked passionately as he pumped in and out. Then he went down my throat again and his hands pulled me forward until my face was jammed against his groin once more.


	My hands pulled feebly against the shackles, tugging at the belt, while the weighted balls swung back and forth from my nipples. My mind was alive with passion and excitement and dark sexual thrills as he used my throat and then pulled back again to let me breathe.


	“Tell me you’re my slave bitch,” he growled.


	“I-I’m your sla-slave bitch, master!” I gasped.


	“And my fuck toy, and my sex slave?”


	“Yes, master!”


	“Say it, slut!”


	“I’m your fuck toy and sex slave, master!” I panted.


	“I should rent you out to parties so you can be gang banged. You’d love that, wouldn’t you, slut? All chained up and at the mercy of gangs of men? You’d love all that cock. Beg for it, slut. Beg for me to rent you out to parties.”


	Weird!


	“Please rent me out to parties so I can be gang banged, master!” I panted.


	He plunged down my throat again and I moaned as he used me freely now, his cock pumping up and down, sliding up and down easily in my throat, though I occasionally gagged or gurgled around it.


	“Tell me you love to suck cock, bitch?” he demanded as he pulled free.


	“I-I love to suck cock, m-master!” I gasped.


	He slapped my face with his cock. “More, “ he growled. “Tell me what a whore you are.”


	“I’m a filthy fucking cocksucking whore bitch slut slave!” I gasped. “I’m a cock loving bitch slut who loves to be fucked up the ass. I love cock! I love to be gang raped! I want to be fucked by horses and dogs and animals! I want to be a sex slave to black gangs!”


	I said any nasty, disgusting, gross thing I could think of, caught up in the dark passion of degrading myself. And to complete the degradation he pulled back, pumped his fist on his cock, and came in my face again.


	“All right, slave,” he said, wiping his cock off in my hair, “Now I have a list of chores for you to do to keep you busy. I didn’t buy you to have you sitting around the house doing nothing all day, you lazy skank. Let’s go, slut.”


	He pulled me to my feet, and led me up the stairs to the bathroom. 


	“I want this fucking floor so clean you can eat off it,” he said. “I want that toilet so clean you can drink out of it. Is that clear, slave?”


	“Yes, master,” I said.


	Well, I had been going to clean the bathrooms today anyway, actually, which I knew he knew, so it wasn’t like it was a big deal. Only now I had to do it naked, and I couldn’t use a mop. He had me do it on my knees with a pail of soapy water and a sponge. 


	So I set to work. On all fours, basically, I pulled out the rugs, and then began to scrub the floor and the base of the toilet. That was – an experience, let me tell you. I was hot, and the metal cylinders, dildos if you will, inside me, were kind of shifting a little despite my pussy and anus squeezing on them. They shifted inside me, and they tried to pull out. Of course, they were chained in place, but that meant they pulled back a bit, then were sucked in again.


	The balls hanging from my nipples swung and bounced as I moved, especially now that I was on all fours and doing something energetic, like scrubbing the floors. I couldn’t reach them, either, for I couldn’t get my hands up high enough to touch my nipples and remove the weights even if I’d tried. So they swung and bounced and tugged at my nipples until I soooo wanted to pull them off, and at the same time I sooo wanted to rub and massage my aching nipples.


	Then there was that spiked marble thing between my legs. As I moved, as the cylinder moved, the chain kind of moved against me, just a little, just enough for the little spiky ball to grind against my clit. At first it was no big deal, but now I was becoming so oversensitive that the movement of the little spiked ball was making me gasp and wince.


	I cleaned the sink, the tub, the floor, and the toilet, in that order. It felt kind of gross having to clean the toilet with my bare hands. I mean, don’t get me wrong, I did keep it pretty clean, but still, I always used rubber gloves when I was cleaning before, and now I had nothing.


	Tony came back to observe me working a few times, warning me that I had better do a good job, or else. Once he had a belt with him, and smacked it across my buttocks stingingly, saying “Work harder, you lazy slave!”


	It was weird! And sexy! And wild!


	Whoever thought you could get hot scrubbing the bathroom floor!?


	“Are you done, slave?”


	“Yes, master,” I said.


	“Kneel, slave.”


	I was kneeling, so I looked at him in confusion. He gripped my collar, pushing me down so I was sitting on my heels. Then his foot went between my thighs.


	“Spread your knees as wide as you can,” he ordered. “And keep your back straight. This is how a slave girl kneels in her master’s presence.”


	I knelt, that strange combination of indignation and excitement swirling inside my mind.


	“Tell me what you are, slave?”


	“I’m a filthy fucking whore slut slave bitch, master,” I said excitedly.


	“Did you do a good job on the bathroom?”


	“Yes, master!”


	“Because if you didn’t I’m going to hang you from your wrists and whip you. Do you think you’d like being whipped, slave bitch?”





“Uhm, no master,” I said, though admittedly the thought was darkly arousing.





	He looked down arrogantly. “Show me how clean the floor is, slut. Lick it.”


	I blinked at him in surprise.


	“Do what your master tells you, slave.”


	Lick the floor? That was a weird notion, but I had just cleaned it so I knew it was clean. Still… there’s clean and then there’s clean enough to lick, and I wouldn’t normally want to lick the freaking floor. But with my blood hot and my pussy throbbing, I bent forward, hands on the floor, bottom in the air, and let my tongue lick a small line across the linoleum. I rolled my eyes up at him, and licked a longer line, my tongue sliding and slithering along the floor again and again as he looked down at me.


	“More, slut. Crawl forward licking the floor.”


	With growing passion, I licked my tongue forward along the floor.


	“Now the tub. Is that clean?”


	“Yes, master!” 	“Lick the tub, slut meat. Lick it!”


	I licked the side of the tub, and the top of the tub, and then slid over it, moaning, my pussy burning, and licked the bottom of the tub. I gasped as his foot came down on the base of the dildos in my pussy and ass and pushed, jabbing lightly at the deepest pits of my pussy and anus. But I kept licking at the bottom of the tub until he gripped my collar and dragged me back. 


	“Lick down there, at the base of the toilet, slut!”


	I hesitated only slightly, then, feeling myself almost light-headed with the dark hunger and excitement, I bent my head low and my tongue licked along the base of the toilet, licked over the bolts, and then licked up the side as Tony watched.


	Whimpering a bit, even more reluctant, but even more aroused, I licked the toilet seat as Tony knelt behind me and began to grind the spiked ball against my clit. Then he pulled that aside and I shudder as his fingers found my sore, swollen button and began to rub up and down across it.


	“Oh! Oh! Ungh! Oh!” I gasped, my bottom jerking back helplessly as my eyes closed and my head jerked up and back.


	He slapped my ass, and pulled the seat up.


	“Lick it, sex slave! Lick the toilet, fuck toy!”


	I licked, my tongue pushing far out, sliding slowly, passionately, sensuously along the rim of the toilet bowl as my entire body jerked and shuddered to Tony’s stroking, rubbing fingers. My breaths were coming in frantic gasps and moans as my body threatened to overload.


	“Lick it, slave slut! Lick it!”


	He gripped my ragged hair, shoving my head down into the bowl, pushing my face against the bowl, and … I licked it. I licked the inside bowl, gasping and moaning, licking it again and again as my body flared up into a wild, explosive series of fiery sexual releases and I came like a madwoman, jerking and bucking and sobbing in wildfire pleasure as the orgasm howled around my dazed mind and fire raced through my body.


	After I recovered he made me start on the kitchen. As before, I scrubbed the sink and counter and then the floor, on all fours, weights swinging, body thrumming with hunger and passion. Once again Tony made me lick the floor, then he pulled a chair out of the table, pulled me into his lap, and took off the nipple weights. As soon as he started sucking and licking my aching nipples I began to come.


	Then he unhooked the chain from the dildo thing in my pussy and began to pump it in and out as his fingers stroked over my clit, and I came again, even more powerfully, while he yanked back on my hair and bit and chewed and sucked on my screaming nipples.


	Oh God it was wild!


	Afterwards, the nipple weights back on, I vacuumed the living room, including the sofa and chair, with a hand vacuum – on all fours again. Tony inspected it afterwards while I sat on my heels, knees wide. I didn’t think he’d have me lick the carpet, but wasn’t sure. I felt out of control, not just of myself but of the situation, but it was all so darkly exciting.


	“You missed a spot, slut,” he growled, pointing at a few crumbs near the chair.


	“Oh,” I said. “Uhm, I’m sorry, master.”


	I reached for the vacuum but he shook his head. “That’s not good enough, slave. You don’t say sorry when you were lazy and careless. Instead you beg your master to please punish you.”


	I shuddered a bit. “Please punish me, master,” I said.


	“Get on your face, slut.”


	I slid forward onto all fours, feeling a storm of butterflies in my belly as I lowered myself until my chest was on the floor. Tony picked up a strap and moved to stand behind me, and I braced myself, thinking, well, he’s not really going to hit me with that belt, at least, not hard. He had hit me before, of course, but only little slaps.


	The belt cracked down across my bottom with enough force to sting, and I gasped and flinched.


	“Say, Slave girl is sorry for doing a bad job, master,” he said.


	“Slave girl is sorry for doing a bad job, master!” I gasped.


	Another blow struck my ass and again I winced.


	“Again, slut.”


	“Slave girl is sorry for doing a bad job, Master!” I breathed.


	Another blow, harder, stinging, and I gasped.


	“Again, whore!”


	“Slave girl is sorry for doing a bad job, Master!”


	Crack! This time it really stung and I jerked forward.


	“What do you say, slut!?” 	“S-Slave girl is sorry for doing a bad job, master!” I gasped.


	Another blow that stung and I moaned.


	“Slave girl is sorry for doing a bad job, master!” 	Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!


	I winced and gasped as the pain mounted, as my bottom grew red and hot, and my mind filled with anxiety and indecision. A part of me wanted to demand he stop, but another part of me was wild and hot with the passion of living this thrilling little fantasy. My pussy was burning and every sharp blow of sensation from the belt made my insides quiver with deep, dark, sensual passion.


	“Slave girl is sorry for doing a bad job, Master!” I moaned.


	Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!


	“Slave girl is sorry for doing a bad job, Master!” I half sobbed.


	“Are you, slut? Are you?” he demanded.


	“Yes, master!” I whimpered.


	“Beg for me to rape you then!”


	“Please rape me, master! Please rape slave girl!” I cried.


	Crack! “You want me to rape your filthy whore body!?”


	“Yes, master!”


	Crack! “Beg again!” 	“Please rape my filthy slut whore body, master!” I cried.


	He dropped to his knees behind me, forced my knees wide, slapped my buttocks again, then undid the chain and pulled the dildo out of me before thrusting deep and riding me to a violent climax that had me crying out in helpless, wanton, animal pleasure. As he fucked me he reached beneath to the chain dangling from the belt, pulled it up so the little spiked ball was across my clit, and then began to rub it violently from side to side against me there. The sensation was – indescribable – and it elevated my climax to something almost beyond bearing, the intensity swamping my mind and turning me into a sobbing, gasping animal that could not think, but only respond to his touch.


	I just lay there afterwards, moaning, drooling, eyes slitted. He nudged me with his foot after a while. “Get up, you lazy sex slave. There’s still work to be done.”














Chapter Six







	I had to do the laundry, then some sewing, and then make his lunch. I made lunch for both of us, actually, for which I was punished.


	“Did I tell you to make lunch for yourself, slut?” he demanded.	


	“Uhm, no, master,” I said, blinking my eyes.


	“You will eat when and if I decide you are worth feeding. One plate, for me only. You can kneel on the floor.”


	And so he ate at the table while I sat on my heels, knees spread, watching and waiting – a sex slave.


	I was actually hungry, too, for I’d been working all morning, and the food smelled very good. Tony made a show of ignoring me, and then gave me an arrogant look at last.


	“Would sex slave like something to eat?”


	“Yes, master,” I gulped.


	“Beg for it.”


	The word rankled, but I drew a shaky breath.


	“Please may sex slave have something to eat, master?” I begged.


	He cut off a piece of meat and held it out to me. I stared at it, then felt a flare of excitement and leaned in, licking it out of his fingers. He ignored me for a bit, and then let me lick another piece, then another, feeding me from his hand.


	“Does sex slave love her generous master?” he asked.


	“Yes, master,” I said. “Sex slave loves her generous master.”


	He fed me more bits and pieces, and then got some milk for me, pouring it into a bowl and setting it on the floor.


	“There you are, sex slave. You can drink from a bowl like the slut animal you are. Go ahead. Drink like an animal, you nasty little dog slut.”


	I moaned weakly, lowering myself on all fours, and licked and sucked at the milk, drinking it as he slid a hand down my back, between my buttocks, and began to finger my already oversensitive, swollen sex.


	“Nasty little slut animal,” he growled.


	I drank, grinding myself back against him.


	In the afternoon I did the ironing, and some sewing, and fetched drinks for Tony and acted as his footstool while he watched the game on television and occasionally groped and fingered me. In fact, I was so sensitive and so filled with passion, that twice he simply yanked me back across his lap by the hair – roughly, and fingered me to an explosive orgasm in under a minute.


	I prepared him dinner, and again he sat at the table while I knelt and sat on my heels, and he fed me bits and pieces, letting me lick them from his fingers at first. Then, he simply tossed a few pieces onto the floor! I couldn’t believe it, at first, but almost in a daze, I bent and licked them off the floor, eating them.


	“I should bring someone over to rape you,” he said casually. “A black guy with a giant cock who’ll make you scream while he fucks your whore ass. Would you like that, sex slave?”


	“Yes, master,” I moaned.


	I didn’t think for a second he’d do it, of course. He was so possessive and jealous, after all. He didn’t even like it when men looked at me. He certainly wasn’t going to let men fuck me!


	“Come here, slut animal,” he said, “Crawl to me.”


	I crawled to him on all fours, and he stroked and petted my head, then fondled my breasts.


	“Now get down on your belly.”


	I lay down, my arms beneath me.


	“Crawl on your belly, slut animal. Crawl to me,” he ordered.


	Wriggling and twisting, gasping and moaning, I wriggled across the floor to him, and he prodded my head with his foot.


	“Clean my shoe, slut animal,” he growled.


	I blinked my eyes, then focused on his shoe. Moaning excitedly, I began to lick it, running my tongue over the front, then the top, then down along the sides. He raised his foot and I licked at the bottom, tasting the grit from the floor.


	“Nasty little sex slave,” he growled. “You definitely need to be gang raped.”


	He pulled me to my feet and we went into the living room. The ceilings were high in this old house, and there was a chain hanging from a ring overhead which hadn’t been there the last time I’d been in here. He removed the chains between my shackles and raised my arms high, then clipped both my wrist shackles to the chain. 


	He produced yet another new toy, then, a sort of cockhead – a big cockhead, a couple of inches long, attached to a strap. He slid the cockhead into my mouth and pulled the strap around my back, buckling it in place, and I moaned weakly as he began to finger my clit.


	“Nasty little fuck slave,” he growled. “Filthy slave animal.”


	He cupped and kneaded my breasts, leaning in close to lick along my earlobe.


	“I’ve called a big black guy to come and rape you, slave bitch,” he said. “I hope you appreciate what efforts I put into finding a nice, big black cock to ride.”


	He pulled out what looked like a small bag, then. It was black and made of some kind of elasticized spandex material. He slid it over my head, and it came down around my face and down beneath my jaw. Basically it was like he’d covered my entire head in a bag. But I could breathe through it, and see light, after a fashion. I couldn’t see anything, though.


	“Should I whip you now, slave bitch?” he demanded. “No? Maybe you’d like to be raped in the ass by a big black guy instead? Yes? I bet that’s what you want.”


	He moved slowly around me, touching me, stroking me, caressing me. He moved away from me for a bit, and I couldn’t help turning my head from side to side, as if I could somehow sense him, somehow detect where he was.


	Then the doorbell rang.


	I started, and gasped, staring towards the door. Surely he hadn’t…! No, he had probably rung it himself. That was where he was! I moaned excitedly as I realized how much effort he was putting into this fantasy.


	Then I heard a voice, and it wasn’t Tony’s. It was a distinctly, obviously black man, a big man, and his voice said. “Where’s this slave bitch I’m gonna rape?” 	My eyes got huge behind the hood, and for a moment I pulled frantically at the shackles, then I realized… no, it was Tony again. He probably had some kind of recording device. I thought about that movie, where the guy plays snippets of another man’s voice to convince his wife that it was someone else sitting there. Yes, Tony had seen that movie too! I felt a sense of relief, but was still on-edge with excitement and anxiety.


	“I’m back, slave slut,” Tony said. “I’ve brought a big black guy to rape you, just like you begged for.”


	I moaned weakly, blushing inside the hood even though I knew he was alone, knew that there was only the two of us. But the fantasy was so wild, so thrilling, so dark and sensual, that I could almost believe it.





A hand squeezed my ass, and fingers circled the base of the metal cock protruding from me there. Fingers pinched my nipples, and set the weights swinging. Surely they were Tony’s. Of course they were! 	“Rape her good, Leroy,” Tony’s voice called from across the room.


Again I jerked, almost screaming into the gag, staring towards his voice as fingers pumped the dildo slowly in and out of my ass. How could …!? But then I realized the stereo was in here. We had a very good stereo. He could be playing his voice from the speaker. Yes, that was it. That must be it!


I felt the metal cylinder pulled free of my ass, and then a hand slapped my bottom before jerking back on my hips. Hands – big hands – pulled on my thighs, spreading my legs, pulling me back so I was on the balls of my feet. I felt a cock nudging the entrance to my anus, which was still open, felt it pushing up, sinking in, spreading my opening apart. It slid deep and I shuddered helplessly, moaning into the gag.


“Yeah, my slut slave loves that,” Tony’s voice said from across the room. “Nothing she loves better than being fucked up the ass, the little whore. Rape her ass, Leroy. Rape her ass hard.”


I groaned as that cock pushed deeper, giving me cramps. Was I imagining it or was it bigger than Tony’s? Surely not. Tony was behind me. He had to be. 


The cock pulled back, and slid up, and a finger stroked my horrifically oversensitive clit so that my entire body jerked and my pussy and anus spasmed wildly around the shafts stuck inside me.


That big cock began to move in and out – in and out – in and out – deeper – in and out – in and out – harder – in and out – in and out…


My body jerked in and out in time to his thrusts, the weights swinging from my nipples as Tony – or someone – fucked me in the ass. God, I was going wild with the mere possibility! In and out, in and out, in and out that big cock pushed, going deeper, making me ache and cramp as it drove deep.


His left hand came around me and cupped my right breast, squeezing and kneading it. His right hand slid down my belly and between my legs, rubbing insistently at my clit, while at the same time forcing my lower body back against his plunging cock.


I came with a long, warbling, undulating scream that the gag only partially suppressed, came violently, my rectum sucking and squeezing and spasming around his cock as it moved in and out with growing speed and violence.


My body shook to the force of his hard thrusts, his hard, stiff prick ramming up into my ass again and again as his hips slammed into my buttocks. I shook and shuddered and moaned and sobbed into the gag as the weighted balls bounced and tugged on my nipples and his fingers stroked roughly across my clit. Another orgasm washed over me as I sobbed in pleasure and his cock continued to rut into me, punching me deep inside as he forced the full length inside me with every stroke.


He was – bigger – wasn’t he? I was no longer sure if this was Tony or not. Was I being sodomised by another man, a stranger, a black man?


“Yeah! Rape that bitch’s ass!” Tony’s voice called from across the room. “Rape her whore ass! Fuck her ass till it bleeds, Leroy!”


Then he drove deep, hurting me, grinding me back against him and bucking against me with short, rapid little movements. He halted, and then slowly slid out of me, letting go of my breast and pulling his hand away from my pussy.


I sagged dazedly, gasping for air, barely able to stand – and only then because of the shackles on my wrists.


“Now that is a nicely raped ass,” Tony said, now from behind me. “But I bet it could stand more raping. Let’s get Isaac in here to fuck your ass again,” he said. “And while he does it, Sally will lick your tight little whore pussy for you.”


I moaned weakly, dazedly, as I felt hands on my inner thighs, pushing my legs apart, pushing my lower body back. I felt a mouth at my sex, and the metal cylinder pulled down. Lips sucked gently at my swollen, aching clit, and a soft tongue rolled across it. 


It had to be Tony, didn’t it!?


 I moaned weakly, letting my head roll back as that magic tongue did amazing things to my already overheated body. I began to jerk and shudder and moan as he pumped the metal cock and licked and sucked at my clit. He held my thighs in and wide, which forced my ass back, my feet up on the balls again. The nipple weights pulled and swung and I bit into the penis gag as another swelling wave of sexual heat stormed through my mind.


And then I felt the unmistakable sensation of a cock pressing against my anal opening.


My head jerked up, jerked to the side, jerked to the other side as a shockwave ran through me. No! Surely not! It couldn’t be! It must be Tony! But Tony was licking my pussy!


That cock slid into me, pushing and pulling, as hands cupped and kneaded my breasts. But there were hands on my thighs, hands pushing the dildo in and out of my pussy. It had to be two people! I was dazed by the realization now, and yet my body was burning with passion, hunger, and heat, and as that tongue continued to lick, and that cock pushed deeper, I hovered on the edge of something without even knowing what it was.





	And then the intensity of the passion, heat and erotic excitement redoubled, and I sobbed with pleasure as I gave myself to whoever was using me and felt the first orgasm start to build.


	“Fuck that whore ass,” Tony said from across the room.


	Could it be two people fucking me!? 


	It didn’t matter. I was all sensation, all passion, all hunger, and the orgasm spilled over my senses and robbed me of any ability to think or care about anything beyond pleasure.


	I was being fucked in the ass by somebody – probably not Tony, probably a stranger, and someone else was licking my pussy, who might or might not be Tony – and probably wasn’t. Oh. My. God!


	I came, screaming with helpless passion and pleasure, my body overwhelmed by the sheer, raw, sexual sensations even as my mind was overwhelmed by the shock of finding myself being fucked by strangers.


	That deep, thick pole which was reaming me out slowed as I all but hung there, dazed and moaning, slowed but did not stop. Then it drove deep inside me and did stop, buried to the balls in my aching back passage. The tongue which had been licking my clit had eased back and was circling my sex, caressing my pussy lips where they clung wetly to the dildo.


	“I think this bitch-slut needs to be punished for her whorish ways,” I heard Tony say. “I think she needs to be whipped.”


	“Spread her legs and tie them down,” said the black man’s voice right next to my ear.


	There could be no doubt now. That was no stereo. There was another man, a black man, with his cock thrust up my ass! Even though I had been fairly sure this was the case, the certainty of it still stunned me even as my ankles were pried apart and I heard the sound of chains being clipped to the rings in my ankle shackles. I moaned weakly as my feet were pulled so far apart that I had to force myself up onto the balls of my feet to keep from hanging by the wrists.


	“Whip her!” the voice growled as the stiff cock slid back out of my bottom.


	A moment later something else was pushed up inside me – from the feel of it, a latex dildo, a thick one. I groaned weakly, my head rolling from side to side as the thing was driven what felt like a solid foot deep in my belly. It was even thicker than the cock which had just been reaming me out, and ached deep inside.


	“Whip the whore!’ the black man’s voice growled excitedly.


	“Yes, she’s definitely a whore,” Tony’s voice remarked.


	The dildo in my pussy began to pump in and out, and then a vibrator rolled back and forth across my clitoris.


	“She needs to be raped and whipped to teach her her place,” Tony said.


	Why did that make my body quiver with excitement? Oh I felt the familiar swelling outrage and indignation, and I felt a growing sense of anger at Tony for exposing me to this without even consulting me. That anger, though, was in conflict with the excitement, the heat gripping my mind. I felt embarrassed as well, very embarrassed, horribly embarrassed at being naked like this in front of some stranger’s eyes.


	But it was a strange kind of embarrassment, for the man had already pawed, groped and sodomised me, and so, in a way, even though we’d never met, never seen each other’s eyes, he felt, oddly, like, well, an intimate. I know that’s hard to understand. And I certainly didn’t. I felt horribly embarrassed, and yet – that embarrassment actually made me more, rather than less, excited.


	The talk of whipping made me anxious, and I pulled against the shackles holding my wrists up and apart – to no avail, of course. I twisted and turned, but could do nothing to shield myself from whatever he – they – wanted to do to me. That was frightening, and yet also darkly arousing. Who was licking me if it wasn’t Tony? Were there two men there!? Or was the third person a woman, as Tony had suggested earlier? The thought of that was even more discomforting. I had no sexual interest in women!


	My body, on the other hand, was getting very excited at the dildo pumping and twisting in and out, and the vibrator rolling back and forth across my engorged clit.


	And then something struck me across the back. It wasn’t heavy at all, and in fact, struck me in a number of places at once. It felt like a half dozen long laces of some sort, snapping across my back with a light, stinging force that made me gasp.


	“You call that hard?” the black man said. “Whip her harder, man! The filthy whore needs to be punished.”


	I shuddered and moaned anxiously, biting into the penis gag, twisting my head weakly back, as though I could see something.


	Another blow struck my back, only a little harder, but again, with a half dozen stings making me gasp and flinch. Then another, and I moaned weakly. I could hardly believe this was happening to me! My mind was absolutely filled with raw, wild emotions: fear, excitement, embarrassment, anxiety, lust, anger, passion.


	The dildo pumped and pulled out, and a long finger, then two, then three were driven up into my oozing pink pussy to the knuckles. They twisted and turned within me as a soft pair of lips sucked at my clit, and then a tongue whipped rapidly across it. 


	The whip struck my back again, harder, and I moaned weakly, back arching, thrilled and alarmed in equal measure.


	“You like my fingers in your cunt, you filthy white whore?” a voice asked from between my legs.


	It was a woman! It was a black woman!


	I was dazed once more by the force of the shockwave. It was followed by a wall of denial and an instant jerk of my hips backwards. But the blow to my back was harder still, and it followed almost at once, causing my attention to shift rapidly again as I cried out and jerked forward.


	“Whip the slut!” the black woman’s voice growled. “Whip her until she bleeds!”


	I whimpered in fear and denial, and then her mouth was on my sex again, sucking avidly as her fingers pumped up and down in my silky pussy.


	The whip slashed down and the long thin leather laces made a wide, cat-like claw across my back that had me arching sharply and crying out. My hips were jerking and grinding helplessly as the woman before me fingered me and licked me and now rolled the vibrator across my clit again.


	It was all so – surreal. And I think the only reason I wasn’t a gibbering, screaming mess was the fact that I could not see them. And that, in turn, meant they could not see me. In an odd way, I felt protected, despite my exposure. I felt hidden, even while naked.


	The whip slashed across me again, and then again.


	“Whip her white tits,” the black woman said. “Whip her tits so she screams.”


	I moaned and shook my head in denial. She laughed throatily.


	“Whip the slut’s tits,” the black man said. “And I’ll fuck her whore ass again while you do.”


	I felt large male fingers on the base of the dildo, felt it twisting and turning, jamming in, then pulling back, thrusting in, then pulling back, and out. A moment later I felt another hard, thick object thrust up inside me. It felt much more real, and I thought it must certainly be his cock now. Then I felt his balls against the underside of my buttocks, and felt his warm, bare skin against my buttocks and back.


	His hands cupped and squeezed my breasts. Then his fingers pinched the nipples until I cried out. His hands slipped down, gripped my hips, and pulled them back as he began to thrust in and out of my ass. Then a hand slid up inside the latex mask, gripping my hair, pulling back on my head to force my back to arch. A moment later that cat-claw like blow landed across my taut breasts.


	I screamed and twisted and thrashed, though the sting was light. 


	“That’s it! Make her scream!” the black woman’s voice said as those fingers twisted and pumped inside me.


	Overwhelmed by it all, dazed, I twisted and shook to the body blows of sensation coming from everywhere. The flog slashed down across my breasts again, and then again, and then again as the man behind thrust his cock in and out, up and down, with a hard, deep, steady stroke.


	I came – screaming, came so violently, so powerful, the intensity of the emotions and sensations swirling through me so strong that I actually passed out completely.














Chapter Seven







	The odd thing, afterwards, was that it was almost like nothing had happened. I mean, so far as I knew I’d had sex with at least two strangers, though it could have been three. Tony wouldn’t tell me.


	Oh I was very angry with him, at first; almost unable to believe he had done that, much less done it without my permission. His self-assured statements about how I had said several times that I wanted to be raped, wanted to be gang-banged, only infuriated me. Of course I’d said that, but I hadn’t meant it! Not really. And yes, I’d come, come so hard I’d lost my mind. But that was no fucking excuse!


	But it was hard to argue with the vehemence I would have otherwise felt, because my mind was still feeling the fluttering heat of that moment, of the wild carnal excitement which had spilled through my nervous system when I had been chained and used by those – strangers. And since I had no visual memory of the event, all I could really remember were the sounds and – the sensations, the wild, thrilling passion and lust which had gripped me, and the ecstasy which had punctuated it.


	They were no one we knew, he said, or would ever know, so there was no danger, there. In a sense it was almost like – well, like they were sex toys in our little fantasy. I know that’s strange given that Tony uses that term about me now, but it was almost like that. Lacking faces, lacking any details, it was all like a wild fantasy. And that coloured my mind, and tempered my anger.


	The whip, Tony showed me, was a small, light flog. It had foot-long leather laces, quite lightweight and soft. It could sting, but cause no real damage. It looked quite – sexy, though, quite darkly erotic. It had left no marks on my body, and I went to work the next day, though my mind was fuzzy much of the day with what to do, what had been done, and what might happen in future.


	That night, when I got home, I let Tony strip me again and put the shackles on. I spent the evening as a slave. And he spent a good deal of time teasing and rousing me with his mouth, his fingers, and vibrators, making the entire evening a churning, frenzied sexual fantasy which had me climaxing repeatedly even while I was begging him to fuck me, begging him to make me come, begging him to rape me and use me and whip me.


	Two nights later he shackled me spread-eagled to the bed once more. Tony had once worked in a tattoo studio, and had some experience with body piercing. He wanted to pierce my nipples, and I had agreed. It didn’t hurt nearly as much as I had feared. Perhaps in part that was because it was done with a dildo up my ass and a vibrator jammed up my pussy.


	In the state he brought me to, in fact, I let him pierce my labia, as well, and then my clit. I don’t remember allowing him to pierce my tongue, but I was in such a writhing, thrashing state that I could have said anything. He did anyway, pierced my tongue with a long needle. And that hurt! I remember that all right!


	We continued on in this fashion, with me shackled and naked almost every evening, calling him master, while he called me slave, and slut and fuck-animal, and other degrading terms. Why did I put up with it? Because it was a wild thrill ride of dark, dirty, exciting, wicked sex that had me exploding into climax a half dozen times an evening! 


	Most women my age spent their evenings watching television! 


	The following weekend I met Leroy.


	He was everything my fantasies had thought he was; large, dark, dangerous, muscular, handsome, menacing. The cliché of the dangerously lustful black man had been imbued within me by popular culture, and the sight of this man, tall, broad shouldered, with deliciously well-defined pecs and abs, narrow hips, muscular legs, a tight ass and large cock – well, I felt my juices flowing the instant I set eyes on him.


	And that was something amazing given that I was in something of a state of shock at the time. Tony hadn’t told me he was going to do it, until the doorbell rang.


	I was naked, of course, shackled, my wrists locked behind my back this time. My hair had been done in a thick braid behind my head, and Tony had bound a cord into it, and tied the cord to a sort of anal hook, a round thing which sat at the end of a curving metal hook and slipped up into my bottom so the hook curved over my tailbone. This kept me from being able to lower my head.


	At the same time, my tongue hung over my lower lip and almost to my chin, for Tony had been attaching thin chains to the tongue ring and either hanging weights on them or, as now, linking the chain to my nipple rings. So a Y-shaped chain linked my tongue and nipples, and then a longer Y-shaped chain linked my nipples to my clit ring.


	I had a fat metal dildo up inside me, the base clipped to my labia ring. 


	And my face was as naked as the rest of me as Tony led him into the room.


	I was kneeling, naked, legs spread, and a deep red flush spread over my chest and face as Tony came in, his brown eyes flashing as he gazed at me. I blushed furiously, not just because of how naked and lewdly displayed I was, but because this was the man who had sodomized me the previous week.


	“What a beautiful little white girl,” he said, stripping off his T-shirt to expose his gorgeous chest and belly.


	“I love raping white girls,” he said with a growl.


	My anxious eyes flicked to Tony, but he was backing up, raising his camera to his face. I moaned weakly, my tongue pulling against my nipples, which in turn pulled against my clit.


	“I am going to rape your fucking whore throat!” the black man said as he stripped off his pants.


	My eyes were wide, frightened, yet a flood of excitement and lust spread through me as the now naked man stepped forward. His cock was already rising thick and hard and black as he gripped my hair and forced me up off my heels. I moaned weakly, unable to speak, of course, because of how my tongue was pulled out of my mouth.


	“Don’t worry about licking me, bitch,” he said. “I’ll just face-fuck you.”


	His cock forced my already open lips wider and slid across my tongue, hardening by the second as he pumped it over my tongue. I whimpered and sucked weakly as he pushed deeper, and then he tilted my head back and slid right down into my throat until my face was pressed in tight against his abdomen.


	“Ahh yeah,” he groaned, giving several short, sharp thrusts which had me gasping, choking and gurgling.


	He pulled his long prick back up, but not out, then slid it deep inside my throat again, grinding my face into his pelvis. 


	Tony moved around us, with the camcorder always focussed on me.


	My excitement became a sensual thing, with flickering fingers of crackling sexual electricity rippling across the surface of my body. My muscles spasmed, my insides twisting and writhing as Leroy pumped his cock in and out of my mouth with harder, deeper strokes, pulling my entire head forward, then back, forward then back.


	My tongue could not help moving, and every jerk on my tongue jerked on my nipples and my clit, so that they began to ache and throb and then burn with a strange, fiery sexual fever.


	He pulled his cock free and fisted it in front of me. My tongue jerked helplessly, spasming and pulling and tugging and – and I came as his come spattered over my face.


	He was not done, of course. He was far from done. He unchained my tongue and had me lick his balls and suck them into my mouth, had me lick the come off his cock as he rubbed it off my face. When he hardened again he put me down on my knees and belly, raised my bottom, pulled the dildo out of my pussy, and then “raped me” as he yanked on my hair cruelly. 


	I screamed in pleasure and pain, my mind a wild, swirling turmoil of confusion as my body rocked to the hard, almost savage blows of his powerfully muscled hips against my now bruised, aching buttocks.


	Leroy didn’t stay long, not much over an hour. I spent the rest of the evening naked and chained, as Tony taunted and toyed and pawed and degraded me. 


	I slept that night for the first time with my wrists and ankles still shackled, my wrists locked behind my back. The next morning, Tony unchained me so I could shower and get to work. But on my return home, I was stripped and shackled once again for another night of servitude, of spanking and fingering, of licking Tony’s toes and screaming as he ground the vibrator across my clit.


	“You want to be gang-raped, slut,” Tony said accusingly, pinching my nipples.


	“Yes, master,” I said breathily.


	“Whore slut. You’re going to get your wish one day!”





* * * * *





	Leroy came back two nights later, and my insides squirmed to see him even as my face burned red.


	But I wasn’t naked. That was the weird thing. He was waiting when I got home from work, and I was wearing a thin sweater and jeans. My eyes got huge and round as I saw him rise from the sofa. I had never before been faced with the need to say anything to him, for I’d previously been gagged. And now I was too embarrassed and too flustered to know what to say. “Hi” seemed strangely out of place.


	I looked around wildly for Tony but didn’t see him. Then my eyes were jerked back to Leroy as he stood right up in front of me. I started to back up but his hands went around me, squeezing my ass, pulling my body in against him. He kissed me harshly, one of his hands coming up behind my head to hold me in place while the other kneaded my buttocks.


	I moaned into his mouth, his tongue swirling across my own while my heart pounded wildly. His hand came up and kneaded my breast through my sweater, and some part of my mind which had not quite become as fully immersed in this “game” of Tony’s pushed feebly against him.


	He jerked back, his hands shifting to my sweater. In an instant he yanked it up under my arms, then up – forcing my arms up, yanking it over my head and shoulders. He spun me about and shoved me against the wall while his fingers undid my bra, and then he spun me back as he yanked it off. My feeble attempts to clutch at it were shrugged aside.


	His hands went to the button at the front of my pants and I grabbed his wrists, saying “Wait!”


	He ignored me, undoing it, undoing the zipper. He gripped my wrists, and yanked them up and back slamming them against the wall behind me. He grinned and kissed me hard, holding my wrists with one hand as his other slid down into my jeans, into my panties, his fingers rubbing along my already moist pussy and across my aching clit.


	“D-Don’t!” I gasped.


	He jerked his head up, his face an inch from mine, menacing with his dark, angry eyes.


	“Are you a slave!?” he growled angrily. “Are you a fucking slave girl?”


	“Y-Yes!” I squeaked.


	“Say it, slut!”


	“I-I’m a slave!” I said breathlessly.


	“What else are you, slut!?” 	“I-I’m a … a … a slut,” I said dazedly.


	His fingers rubbed at my clit and I whimpered and moaned.


	“What else, slut!?” 	“I’m a … wh-whore bitch,” I gasped. “I’m a fucking whore slut slave bitch animal fuck toy!”


	He yanked me forward away from the wall and I stumbled over my jeans, which had slid down around my thighs. He bent and yanked them off, pulling my feet out from under me, and I caught myself on my hands. Then his hand slapped stingingly across my bare bottom.


	“Did you forget to say master, slut!?”


	“Master!” I gasped.


	“Raise that tight ass, bitch! Spread those slut legs for me!”


	I obeyed, wide-eyed, gasping, still wondering where Tony was, what I should be doing, but … but this was how I had been reacting to those words for some time now and – and – he seemed so menacing! The dangerous, violent black man; another cliché I was subject to.


	“Beg for me to rape you, you fucking whore!”


	He slapped my ass again and I cried out at the stinging pain.


	“Please rape me, master!” I cried.


	“Again, whore!”


	Another slap that made me cry out.


	“Please rape me, master!”


	This was – like Tony but – but even more intense because it was a virtual stranger, because I was alone with a stranger and… and naked, and at his mercy. And I was gripped by fear and anxiety, but a wild carnal hunger as well. Dark heat spilled through my veins and I knew I was becoming very wet as he stripped and his bare feet padded across the floor, circling me as I knelt there on all ours, bottom high, knees apart.


	“Fucking whore,” he snarled.


	He stopped in front of me. “Put your face against the floor, you slut!”


	I gasped and obeyed, and he prodded my mouth with his big toe. He pushed it in and I moaned and sucked on it, then licked at it as my eyes rolled up towards his glowering face.


	“Give my foot a tongue bath, slut,” he ordered. “The whole foot, you white bitch slave!”


	I did, my tongue licking and lapping upwards along his foot to the ankle.


	“Higher, fuck toy. Lick your way up my leg, up my thigh. That’s it, slut meat. You know what I want. Suck my balls into your filthy little whore mouth. Suck them, white bitch. Yeah,” he growled, fingers combing through my hair, twisting and pulling at it so it stung.


	“Now… suck… cock.”


	I took his hardness into my mouth, licking and sucking, bobbing up and down, taking in the fat head, then another inch, two more, another three, bobbing up and down as I moaned and gripped his shaft. I worked more and more into my mouth until the head was poised at the entrance to my throat; then I braced myself and took him in deep, gurgling and choking a little as his fat cock slid down my throat and my lips slid up the shaft all the way to the base.


	“Yeah. That’s it, bitch. Swallow that nigger cock, you cheap white slut.”


	He gripped my hair, pulling it into a mass, and pumped in and out so I choked and gagged, then pulled out and yanked my hair back, sort of throwing me back on my back on the floor.


	“Get on all fours, slut!” he growled.


	Panting, gasping, I rolled onto my belly, and pushed myself up onto my hands and knees, raising my bottom high and shifting my knees apart.


	“Beg for it, you nasty little cunt!”


	“Please rape me, master!” I gasped.


	“Again, whore,” he said, kneeling behind me and slapping my ass.


	“Please rape me, master!”


	He yanked on my wrists and my upper body started to fall, but he pulled them straight back, holding me bent over. Then he pinned my wrists together and lowered my face and chest to the floor. A moment later I felt cold metal around my wrists, and the click of handcuffs. He slapped my bottom as he abandoned my now handcuffed wrists, and I felt his cock rubbing up and down against my moist slit.


	“Again, slut!”


	“Please rape me, master!”


	He thrust into me slowly and I groaned as my pussy mouth was spread wide, then wider still. His big, hard, slick shaft pushed into me an inch at a time, pumping in and out, deeper and deeper, until he had it all inside, and I ached with the fullness, with the stretched sensation. Then he started to really hammer me, fucking me like an animal, making me scream in pleasure and pain, making me come again and again as he rode me into the floor, riding me like I was his bitch dog, mounting me and using me.


	When he was done I lay there, dazed, drooling, sore, moaning, naked, sweating, my hair a tangled mess. He bent and removed the handcuffs, then pulled me roughly to my feet.


	“Go and get your shackles,” he said. “The full set, including the chains for your tongue and nipples.”


	He slapped my ass, and I scurried upstairs to obey. Why? I don’t know. I couldn’t think of anything else to do. I looked around for Tony, quite anxious, wild-eyed, but there was no sign of him. Did he know about this? He must or Leroy wouldn’t have gotten into the house. 


	I came downstairs with them all in the box they were kept.


	“Put them on, you slut.”


	Blushing again, I put the shackles on my wrists and ankles as he looked on, attached the chain to my tongue ring, then the nipple rings, then the clit ring. I hesitated at the two metal dildos, but he nodded, so I bent and slowly worked them up inside myself as he looked on, blushing even more then. Finished, I blushed as I held out my shackled hands. I couldn’t really talk very well, but he motioned me forward, spun me around, pulled them behind my back, and locked them together.


	Then he stood up and bent over, lifting me up over his shoulder. I moaned weakly as he carried me across the room and then out the back door!


	We were in the alley behind the house. There was a driveway here, but we didn’t own a car. Leroy apparently did, though, and he opened the trunk and put me into it. Where was Tony!?


	The trunk closed and the car started up, pulling away, turning onto the street, then driving on for some time, maybe twenty minutes. It stopped and the trunk opened. I stared up in shock at the sight of Tony’s white teeth as he grinned lewdly down at me. Then another black man came up to stand next to him, and another stood on his other side.


	Shocked, I stared as they reached in and pulled me out of the trunk, setting me on my feet. 


	We were in a park, an empty park, a scrubby, empty park. It wasn’t the kind of textured park with ponds and beautiful trees and benches you found in the better parts of the city. This was the kind of park which came about after buildings had been knocked down and nobody had wanted to build anything else. In this case, it looked like a couple of square blocks of weeds and bits of rubble surrounded us. I could see ugly brown apartment buildings a couple of blocks away, the kind you found in the projects.


	But I didn’t focus much attention on them. There were other black men standing and sitting around. I was in a crowd of them! I couldn’t count, but it looked like there were perhaps twenty of them, all leering and laughing and staring at me. They crowded around, and hands were all over me, pawing and groping and pinching and stroking and fondling.


	Leroy picked me up over his shoulder again and carried me forward, with the men all following. There was a picnic table set there, the paint mostly peeled off. Leroy set me down on it and pushed me back, then rolled me onto my belly and undid the shackles. He rolled me back and I almost instinctively tried to cover my nudity, my mind wild. He and others gripped my wrists and pulled them apart, pulled them to the sides of the table, and then chains locked them in place. 


	My ankles were spread wide – achingly wide apart, and the shackles were chained down. And I was naked and spread open for them, staring wildly around, the sky wide, the sound of traffic in the distance, and rough wood under my bare skin as they snickered and reached out, a dozen hands or more, sliding all over my body. Some were rough, some gentle, and they touched, squeezed, pinched, groped and fondled me as I gasped and moaned and twisted and pulled against the shackles.


	And then the first of the men stepped into place, leering at me, reaching out to the dildo. I gasped as he twisted it and drew it back, and then thrust it in hard. 


	“Ungh!” I gasped, as the head of the dildo punched deep into the back of my pussy.


	He twisted it, pulled it out, thrust it in, fucking me with it while the black men who were gathered around laughed and snickered and groped me. Then he pulled it away and unzipped his jeans, drawing out his cock. I stared at him, then at his cock, my face burning with humiliation as he drew out his stiff erection and then – rubbed it – all over my pussy – up and down my slit, over my clit; and then pushed it into me, forcing aside the lips of my sex, penetrating me.





All around the table were young black men, crowded two and three deep, laughing and jostling for position; a forest of hands were still groping and fondling me as the man pulled the dildo out of my pussy and then sank his own black cock into me to the hilt.





	He thrust into me hard and fast, leaning over me, shoving the others back, his big hands clutching my breasts as he sank his big shaft into my wriggling body. He ground his hips and then thrust in again, and then again, harder, deeper, faster as I whimpered and moaned and trembled, the rickety table shaking beneath me.


	Then a man climbed onto the table, squatting at my head. He tilted my head way back and I cried out in pain as the chain attached to my tongue stretched my nipples and then pulled at my clit. His cock pushed into my open mouth and pumped in and out a few times before sliding right down my throat.


	They raped me for hours.


	The late afternoon sun slid across the sky and went down, and still they crowded around, fucking me, fucking my throat, my pussy, my ass, slapping and pawing at me, snickering and calling me names, jeering at the white slut, the white bitch, the kinky fuck toy.


	After perhaps two hours chained like that, Tony unchained me, but then chained my wrists behind my back again. Then I knelt in a circle of black men, sucking one cock after another, trying to keep them all hard, as Tony ordered. A dozen black cocks were in my face, around me, behind me. I sucked and bobbed and was face-fucked by one after another, each spending no more than ten seconds on me before I was moved onto the next.


	Then they dragged me to my feet. One of them sat on the edge of the table. I was forced to kneel over him, straddling him, sinking my aching pussy down onto his stiff cock. I rose up and down, riding him, as another man stood at the edge of the table and worked his cock into my tight bottom. Another man knelt on the table and guided my mouth onto his cock, and pushed himself down my throat.


	On and on it went, cock after cock using me, fucking me, sodomizing me, raping me.


	The sun set and the grey sky turned to black. Still they used me. 


	Tony bent me over the table, and took a strap, a belt, to my bottom, strapping me lightly, at first, then harder, then harder still, until my gasps became cries, until my eyes filled with water and tears began to spill, until I cried out with every blow and great shuddering sobs escaped me.


	And after each blow I had to say “Thank you master, for punishing this filthy white slut.”


	He pulled me off and made me crawl across the ground on my belly and lick his toes while the rest of them looked on, laughing and jeering at me, rubbing their cocks and getting excited all over again.	





Then they started in on me again, two and three at a time.





	Several times black men wandered into the group, perhaps from the nearby apartments, and were invited to make use of “the white slut”, which they did.


	It was a – horrific experience in a way, filled with the deepest of shame, humiliation, fear, alarm, helplessness, and even pain.


	And I came more times than I can even remember.


	At first it was all so shocking that I couldn’t really enjoy it. But then as it continued on I became almost numbed to the shock, and my body, and that dark mind of mine, responded to what was happening. I climaxed violently, shuddering, shaking, gurgling and moaning, trying to keep it silent, at first. But the more I came, the more helplessly aroused I became, so that after a while it was like I was drunk or feverish, and hardly knew where I was – or who I was.


	I remember lying on the table, spread-eagled, not chained at all, masturbating while they surrounded me and all looked on, laughing and snickering. I remember the utter shame of it, the burning hot humiliation which made my skin feel so hot. And yet I came, screaming, arching and bucking my hips frantically against my own fingers as the orgasm tore my mind to pieces.


	It was a sexual firestorm which did not let up until the exhaustion took me as I rode in Leroy’s car, back to my place. He dumped me on the driveway out back, where Tony stood, and Tony ordered me to crawl into the house on my belly. I did. 
















Chapter Eight







	Tony washed me while I knelt on all fours, moaning, my tongue, nipples and clit still chained, still sore. He washed my hair, and brushed my teeth, then gave me a douche and an enema. He rinsed my mouth out with mouthwash, and then dried me, brushed my hair, and had me crawl exhaustedly into a large cage he had set up in an otherwise empty room – one of the bedrooms we hadn’t bothered to furnish.


	I was so exhausted I didn’t care or complain. I fell asleep in the cage and didn’t wake until … well, some time the next morning I guess. There were no clocks in the room and I certainly had no watch on. 


	I woke in a cage, sore all over, groaning weakly. My throat was so incredibly sore – it was like the worst cold I’d ever had, except I didn’t have a cold. I wasn’t sure I would even be able to speak – even if my tongue wasn’t chained to my nipples. I peered out through the cage bars with dulled eyes, still kind of shell-shocked with what had happened to me the previous day.


	How many times had I been raped? Dozens. That was a gang-bang the likes of which few women had ever experienced or survived. I lay on my side on the cage floor, and rolled now onto my back, though I had to kind of curl up either way. I grunted with effort, shifting myself carefully so as to minimize the pull on my nipples, clit and tongue as I straightened a little.


	Then I was sitting back against the bars, legs spread wide, slumped low so my weight did not come down on my swollen, aching, overused pussy, my head low so my tongue didn’t pull at my swollen, aching nipples. I tried to remove the chain as I sat there, but couldn’t seem to figure out how the clips worked.


	Giving up, I inspected my pussy, and winced as I ever so gently stroked my fingers lightly across the folds of my sex. God I was so sore and swollen! My clit was especially swollen, and that produced an unexpected side effect when I touched it. Yes, it hurt, throbbed painfully as I brushed my fingers lightly across it. But there was more to it, a kind of – how do I describe this – a sensation of stinging pleasure.


	I tried to call to Tony, but with my tongue chained I could not do more than make a sort of animal sound, like when you go to the doctor, stick out your tongue, and say “Ahhh!” only louder. 


	There was no response.


	I looked at the cage. It was like a big bird cage, really big. I mean, I was sitting – slumped over – but sitting, in it with my legs spread, and my knees were not touching the sides, nor were my feet touching the other side. My head was several inches below the top. It was a round bird cage sitting on the floor of the unused bedroom, and I was a caged – bird? Slut? Whore? Slave. 


	A slave girl.


	The thought gave me a strange little dark shudder, and it coincided with my gently stroking my finger ever so lightly across my exquisitely sensitive clit. I winced, and then licked my finger and rubbed again, moaning softly. I started to rub faster, a bit harder. The stinging pleasure rose, along with the throbbing pain. 


	I rubbed steadily, gasping and whimpering and moaning and wincing as the pleasure rose higher and pulled my mind into a feverish passion. 


	And then Tony was there, squatting beside the cage, peering at me, smirking. 


	I moaned at him, made the “Ahhh!” sound, and he grinned even harder. He held something up to the bars. It was a vibrator. He turned it on and slid it through.


	“Take it, sex slave. Take it. Show me what you do with it. Go ahead, sex slave.”


	I whimpered, felt a surging anger at him, but the fever inside me was too great to care. I seized the vibrator and gently brought it down between my legs. I pressed it against my clit, and shuddered at the surging vibrations.


	“Ahhhhhh!” I moaned, my knees jerking further aside. 


	“Ahhhhh!” I groaned, slumping lower, legs jerking, feet bouncing on the floor of the cage.


	“Ahhhhh!” I whined as my hips bucked up and I began to rub myself with the vibrator.


	The orgasm tore through me with an intense eruption of sensations that had me crying out and arching back violently, my head rolling back against the bars as I bucked spastically against the vibrator.


	“That’s my slut,” Tony cooed as I slumped, weak, drooling, the vibrator slipping from my twitching fingers.


	He opened the cage door and urged me out. I stared at him through bleary eyes, but after some coaxing I managed to shift myself, getting onto all fours and crawling through the low, narrow doorway.


	“Stay down,” he ordered, attaching a leash to my collar.


	“Now crawl, slave.”


	He tugged on the leash, and I crawled forward, groaning, my tongue still hanging down over my lip, still chained to my aching nipples.


	He brought me into the other unused bedroom. This was the one he used to paint in. The floor showed his carelessness, though now he had covered it with ragged tarps. In the middle of the tarps was the coffee table.


	“Climb up, slave,” he ordered, slapping my butt lightly.


	I moaned and climbed onto the coffee table. It was really just a big rough piece of wood with four legs. But now Tony had screwed rings into it: two just below my chest, one at the end in front of me, one at the other end. 


	As I knelt there on all fours, Tony unhooked the chain linking my tongue to my nipples. I groaned in relief, but it was a short-lived relief, as he attached a longer chain and pulled my tongue forward and down towards the end of the table, then hooked it to the little round ring there. He hurriedly moved behind me, attached another chain to my pussy ring, and pulled it back and clipped it to the ring set in the opposite end of the table. Then two more rings pulled my nipples down towards the rings below me.


	He had hung a leather bag overhead. It looked sort of like an enema bag, but he had put some kind of juice into it, and thrust the hose into my mouth. I was able to close my lips, though not my teeth, with my tongue still hanging out. I sucked weakly, moaning, my throat aching.


	Tony gathered my hair at the top of my head, kind of braided it, then tied it with cord and raised it up so I could not lower my head – or my body, for that matter. He moved behind me and I gasped in pain as I felt something sliding into my ass. My ass was as sore, if not more so, than my pussy, but this was small, rounded, and very slippery, and he pushed it in slowly, carefully.


	It slid forward into my ass, and then kind of curved upward under my spine. It was a sort of hook, and Tony put a chain on the end, and pulled it up and forward to attach overhead somewhere.


	I was now, in effect, locked in place, but still kind of shell-shocked, still kind of dazed, and consumed with my sore throat and sore body parts. I was distracted, and, to be honest, since I got even more distracted, I began to wonder what Tony might have put in the juice. But in any event, I was relatively content to just kind of kneel there in a fog while Tony – painted.


	Me.


	I did not, of course, know what he was painting. The brush felt soft on my skin as he moved along my side, down along my leg, up along my thigh, up my buttocks, along my back, my shoulders, up around my neck. Then he was in front of me, sitting on a low stool, brush in hand, staring me in the face as his brush lightly swept across my forehead, my nose, my chin and jaw.


	“Ahhhh!” I said now and then.


	It was all I could say.


	Black, brown and yellow were the colours he was using, with a touch of white. I had no idea what he was doing. I was just terribly relieved when he was done, at last. He removed the chains, and I was finally able to ease my tongue back inside my mouth. He put a kind of – thing on my mouth though. I thought it was a gag, at first. Certainly it did push into my mouth like a gag, and strap around behind me. But it had much more on the outside than gags I had previously worn. It had a sort of narrow, rounded thing which covered my mouth and chin – kind of like the muzzle you put over a dog’s mouth, though not quite so big.  It stopped me from speaking, anyway.


	Then he showed me – well, they were like small mittens. They were orangish black, with little spots and lines. They were thin, like leather, and slipped over my hands, but only after I had closed them into semi-fists. I had to bend my fingers in against my palm, but not all the way. The mittens slipped up around my wrists then, and I couldn’t open my hands or extend my fingers or thumbs.


	He untied my hair, and used hair spray to brush and tease it around two – things he stuck to the top of my head. He brushed my hair down around my ears and the side of my head in a thick mass, covering my ears. Then, finally, he let me move.


	Tony had me crawl down from the table, and then grinned as he turned a mirror around, a full length mirror he had put on the wall.


	I was a – cat. It was … like a leopard of sorts. I was all orangish yellow and spotted with black, all along my arms and legs and back and bottom and neck. The only part he hadn’t painted was my front, starting a little above my breasts, like a teardrop shape which enveloped my breasts, then narrowed underneath to cover part of my lower chest, and part of my upper belly, then widened at my abdomen, down to my thighs. My thighs were painted, but not my pussy.


	My face was also painted. My nose was darker, painted in broad strokes, and very black at the tip. My forehead was painted, and long dark lines ran down from the inner corners of my eyes, angling out along my cheeks. My lips were very red. My ears invisible under the hair. However, those things he had stuck up to my head – those were cat-like ears, sticking out of the sides of my head.


	I was – stunned – to see myself, and gaped – though my mouth was covered in the muzzle thing so you couldn’t see. 


	“Rrgghhh!” said.


	“Come, sex slave.”


	He pulled on the leash and led me, crawling, out the door, and then to the head of the stairs. They were steep, but he pulled on my leash, so I had to crawl down them to the main floor. 


	“Rrggghh!” I said.


	“You need to go to the bathroom?” 	I nodded my head dazedly and he pulled me towards the kitchen. I crawled along awkwardly, sore, and my knees not at all liking this as he led me towards the back door.


	He led me outside, in any event, into the small, grassy area behind the house.


	“Right here, my little fuck-animal.”


	I stared up at him. “Rghhhh?” 	“Go here, like the animal you are.”


	I felt my pussy throb, felt my mind surge with indignation and some irritation, but he just waited patiently, and I really did need to pee.


	“If you don’t go now I’ll put you back in your cage and you won’t be able to go for hours.”


	I frowned at him, but he ignored it, and then, with my bladder aching, I shifted my knees apart and peed into the grass, blushing under the paint, as he watched.


	He smiled and grabbed some leaves off a nearby bush, whipped my pussy, then led me back inside, still on all fours. 


	“Do you want something to eat, sex-toy?”


	“Uysssss,” I moaned.


	“Kneel there. Sit on your bottom, knees apart.”


	My bottom was a bit sore, but I obeyed, and he got little strawberries and raspberries from the fridge and sat down. He opened the muzzle thing and eased it out of my mouth and I gasped and worked my jaw.


	“You only get to eat so long as you don’t speak,” he said sternly. “Fuck-animals don’t know how to talk, so if you try to talk, the muzzle goes back on and you do without.”


	I glowered at him but he had already pushed a raspberry into my mouth and I ate it gratefully – and slowly, for my throat still ached terribly. My fingers worked at the mittens, but remained bent in, unable to extend. In effect, I now had paws rather than hands.


	I ate the raspberries Tony fed me, licking them from his fingers as he ordered, chewing and slowly swallowing them. Then he put the muzzle back and locked it in place.


	“Good slut,” he said, pulling on my leash.


	He brought me back into the living room, had me lie back, and then spread my legs and began to lick my pussy.


	I can tell you that as much as my fingers against my clit hurt – and felt incredibly pleasurable – his tongue was ten times more. I was soon gasping and moaning and my hips were jerking and bucking up against his mouth as he licked me to orgasm after orgasm while I wailed and whined and gnashed my teeth. My mind felt as though it were in the churning froth of a washing machine, swept this way and that, sinking and swirling, up and down and round and round.


	He did not fuck me, though, or sodomise me. That would have been incredibly painful, and I guess he knew it. Instead he had me crawl back to my cage and then inside. He locked the door, and left.


	I stared after him for a bit, bemused, confused, and still somewhat dazed by it all, then I fell asleep.


	It was a long sleep, a drugged sleep. I moaned and writhed at times, imagining the sound of buzzing, pain along my body, almost everywhere, voices speaking. I slept for quite some time, in fact. When I wakened my throat, pussy and anus weren’t as sore, but my skin felt hot and raw, as though I’d been sunburned everywhere, or flayed.


	I was terribly thirsty, too.


	“Rhhhhhh!” I called through the bars. “Rhhhhhhhhh!”


	Tony came for me, reminded me I wasn’t to speak, and fed me raspberries again. Then he had me stick out my tongue, attached the chain to it, and put a weight on the end of the chain so my tongue hung over my lower lip again. Then he took me crawling into the other room, his work room.


	He strapped my ankles up and back against my upper thighs, and then winked at me and showed me a dildo. It was the traditional shape – insofar as it goes – but it was very – lumpy – with bumps all over it. It had a suction cup on the bottom, and he stuck it on the floor. Then he took a little plastic thing which looked like half a ping pong ball. It had thin straps, and he placed this thing over the top of my pussy, over my clit, and strapped it against me there.


	Then he lifted me up and back by the collar so I had to sort of sit on my heels. Except my ankles were strapped to the sides of my thighs so I couldn’t quite do that. Worse, he had me straddling the dildo, and made me sink down onto it. My pussy was still sore and swollen and I moaned and shook my head, but he didn’t seem to understand, pushing down on my shoulders, forcing me down on the thing.


	I gasped as it penetrated me, as it pushed up into my aching, swollen pussy. It was lubed, but still, I was sore and swollen, and I shook my head, moaning as he forced me back onto it.


	He grinned at me, called me his slut, fuck toy, and left.


	I tried to get up off the thing, but couldn’t. I was too deeply impaled now, and he had attached a small chain to through the ring in my labia to a ring set at the base of the dildo in the floor. I couldn’t rise now, but had to hold myself there. I tried to avoid sinking lower, but I was in an awkward position, unsupportable, and slowly had to allow myself to sink back onto the dildo.


	It was well up inside me now, and at least the pain was a dull, throbbing thing so long as I didn’t move.


	But I soon found myself unable to stay still. The little half ping-pong ball thing was a vibrator, of course, and buzzed insistently against my horribly oversensitive clit. Despite myself, I was soon groaning and whining and my hips were working up and down on that lumpy, bumpy dildo.


	It hurt, but the pleasure was like a fever, and I gurgled and whined and moaned as I rode up and down, up and down, gasping and sobbing in pleasure, my hands/paws rising to squeeze my breasts as I sank deeper and harder onto that big dildo. My hips twisted and corkscrewed as I rode up and down, orgasm after orgasm rolling through me as I fucked myself insensible on that dildo.


	Tony had me crawl into the living room, and removed the chain from my tongue ring, then had me lick his groin all over, suck his balls and then suck his cock, taking it deeper and deeper – but not yet into my throat. I bobbed up and down repeatedly, sucking, as he ran his fingers over my shoulders and down onto my breasts.


	After he came, I worked my tired tongue inside my mouth, and then looked up at him.


	“Tony I –”


	He cut me off at once, his fingers going to my mouth, then inside, as he frowned.


	“Fuck-animals don’t speak, sex slave,” he said sternly.


	He immediately pulled me over his lap by the collar, and began to spank me very hard. I yelped and cried out again and again, wriggling and moaning and waving my paws to no affect. This wasn’t a soft, playful spanking, but a hard, stinging punishment and my eyes filled with tears as my bottom turned red hot.


	As I lay sobbing across his lap, he attached the weighted chain to my tongue ring again, and then gently caressed my ass and breasts, and worked his fingers in between my legs. He used a vibrator to caress my clit, and let his slippery fingers stroke across my rounded anal opening without penetrating. He soon had me gasping and moaning and rolling my hips back at his fingers, driving me into another shattering climax.





* * * * *





	The doorbell rang.


	Tony went to get it, and showed a couple into the room. I blushed under my paint. It had been a week since I’d come back from Leroy’s little gang-bang. The paint had not washed off, but my skin wasn’t as sore any more, and I was not nearly as swollen on the inside. I had worn the weighted chain on my tongue the entire time, except for when I sucked Tony or when I ate. My tongue hung over my lower lip even now, the tip all the way down to my chin.


	My ankles were still strapped to the sides of my legs, too, and my hands still covered in the “paws”. 


	“Come here, Kitten,” he ordered, snapping his fingers.


	Reluctantly, but with a buzz of sexual heat inside my mind, I slid forward onto hands and knees and crawled to where they stood. 


	“This is my little fuck-animal, Kitten,” Tony said.


	“Lovely work,” the man said.


	The couple was black, perhaps in their thirties, both tall and slender, with narrow faces and very white teeth.


	“Yes, we’re still a work in progress, however,” Tony said.


	“You’re right about it being outrageous,” the woman said. “That’s really a tattoo on her?”


	“Yes. It’s permanent.”


	I blinked my eyes uncertainly.


	“So she’s a work in progress. How far have you progressed?”


	“Pretty far. She’s a real sexual animal now.”


	“Aren’t we all,” the man said with a snort.


	“She needs it all the time, wants it all the time. She spends much of the day playing with herself with her dildos and vibrators.”


	“How does she do that without hands?” the woman asked.


	“Kitten, let’s go up the hall,” Tony said, snapping his fingers.


	I turned and crawled as the three followed. In the kitchen was a pair of big dildos. One was set in the leg of the table, the other on the floor.


	“Show the lovely lady what you do with them, slut animal.”


	I didn’t want to do that, but I’d gotten several sharp spankings over the previous week, and once a strapping that really hurt my backside, and I’d gotten into the habit of doing what I was told. 


	“Use the table,” Tony said, pointing.


	Blushing – but of course, not showing it, I crawled to the table, turned away from it, and backed against it. I felt the dildo jab against my thigh, and felt a squishy sense of hunger and excitement, an almost breathlessness as I adjusted my position, pressed my pussy against it, and then pushed backwards.


	I moaned as it pushed into me, as it slowly forced my pussy lips apart and sank into my already oozing pussy. The fact that two strangers, one of them a woman, were watching me was mortifying, and yet that horrible humiliation was also wildly arousing. Tony was indeed being outrageous, had indeed created an outrageous piece of sexual art: me. And I thought that was wildly kinky and exciting.


	I began to rut back against the dildo, gasping and moaning as I fucked myself on it, shifting further and further back as I took it deeper into my gut. There were tiny weights on my nipples and clit, and they swung and rocked and tugged as I moved my hips back and forth so that the orgasm swept through me in less than two minutes. I threw back my head and cried out in helpless animal pleasure as I impaled myself on the hard dildo and shuddered to a powerful come.


	“Would you like to see what the little slut can do with her tongue?” Tony asked with a grin. “She’s completely untutored, though, from a female perspective. You’ll almost have to train her.”


	The woman grinned ferociously.


	Tony tugged on my collar, literally sliding me off the dildo and making me crawl back into the living room. Then the woman took off her panties, sat on the edge of the sofa, spread her legs wide, and took the leash from him, pulling me in against her pussy.


	I looked at it dubiously. I had never had anything to do with women, nor wanted to.


	“Lick me, slut,” she ordered.


	I had no choice, really, so my tongue slid along her pussy, and under her guidance, I licked and lapped and thrust my tongue so deep inside her she squealed in delight. That produced a happy little sensation for me, for I enjoyed giving people pleasure, even women.


	Then the man – I didn’t know their names – knelt behind me and slid his cock into my pussy, fucking me as the woman taught me how to lick pussy. Tony was nowhere to be seen as the couple used me, and used me again; turning me, repositioning me, having me suck him, then lick her. Then the woman rode my face while the man pinned my knees back and fucked me in the ass.


	I was to get many visitors like them.


	Sometimes it was a couple, often very well-dressed too, for Tony was taking videos and pictures of me and putting them on the internet, offering me to those in the city willing to pay cash. I didn’t know that, of course. All I knew was that I got visitors, sometimes one, sometimes two, sometimes more, and that I gave them pleasure, and they gave me pleasure.


	Tony and I moved into another house, a much nicer one, though my “bedroom” remained the cage. The floors were nicer, though, with soft, wall-to wall carpeting, and there was a big brass bed in the room for when visitors came. Sometimes they fucked me on the floor, sometimes in the bed. Each visit lasted several hours, and when they left Tony would put me back into the cage.


	Sometimes in the evenings Tony came and got me, bringing me down to the living room. There he would stroke and caress me, and call me his “fuck animal”, and I would deep throat him and fuck him, or masturbate for him. Sometimes he would throw a ball and I had to crawl and catch it, bringing it back in my teeth. Sometimes he invited some friends over and they would gang-bang me.


	My mind was almost always kind of fuzzy in those early weeks. I didn’t seem to care that much that I was tied and caged. I was eager when someone came to fuck me, and didn’t care who they were or what they looked like. 


	Tony later unstrapped my ankles from my thighs, but I didn’t try to walk again. I had gotten used to crawling, and kind of enjoyed being a beautiful little fuck-animal. I purred, and rubbed myself against people, and even when the weight was removed from my tongue I didn’t try to speak, but instead made cat-like noises.


	Sometimes the visitors took me away with them, usually to their apartment for an overnight visit. Occasionally I was taken away for a weekend, even a long weekend. That was the case, one day, a couple of months later, with the black couple I had first seen as my first visitors. We went to their place, and I was their little fuck-animal for a long weekend. They even had a cage for me to stay in overnight.


	It was okay, though I spent more time licking the woman’s pussy when I’d have rather gotten fucked. But sometimes she fucked me with a strap-on too, so that was okay. They were quite stern, though, and made me practice things, using a riding crop on my bottom if I was slow or resisted or got it wrong.


	I had to clean the floors, as one of my chores. To do this they had a special scrub brush with a thick, spongy handle which I took into my mouth and gripped with my teeth. I would dip the scrub part into a pail of soapy water, then pull it out and turn and scrub back and forth along the floor, using my neck muscles alone.


	That got tiring fast! But the woman – Elizabeth, he called her – used the riding crop on my bottom until it stung like crazy to get me to keep scrubbing. She said it would improve my muscles, and eventually it did, though not for weeks.


	For the long weekend didn’t end. Day followed day, and I woke in the cage, was let out, led to the back yard to go to the toilet in the bushes, and then crawled back inside. Dildos were affixed to various surfaces as my “toys”, and since I was getting far fewer visitors now I used them more often.


	I wondered about Tony, now and then, but his memory began to fade into a fog. My thinking was always about my body now, about the sexual hunger raging within my heart and soul, the need to be used, to be raped, to be treated like the sexual animal I had become. I wanted to be set upon by mobs of lust crazed men, but wasn’t.


	Mostly it was just Elizabeth and Samuel that fucked me – or rather, Sam fucked me while I gave Elizabeth’s pussy long tongue baths again and again and again.


	Now and then they brought over another couple, who were wide-eyed, shocked, and excited to see me, and then I would use my tongue on the woman while the man fucked me. The women especially were excited at my tonguing, for my tongue was quite long and strong now, and slid deep into their pussies or rectums. Elizabeth joked once that she was going to call me “lizard” instead of Kitty.





After a while I almost forgot to think of myself as human. I never spoke, after all, and people called me Kitty or slut or fuck-animal. I crawled everywhere I went, and lived in a cage. It was kind of hard to remember what my name had even been, let alone how it had been to wear clothes and walk upright. I didn’t mind, though. I wasn’t miserable. Life as their fuck animal, in their rich, luxurious house and yard, was a lot more enjoyable in many ways than life with Tony in our ratty house, always worried about money, and having to work a crummy job.


My owners looked after me, fed me, washed me, and gave me a lot of sex and other physical pleasure. I enjoyed being a fuck-animal, and didn’t really even think about what else I might perhaps have wanted to be.









Epilogue







It was a short in their smoke alarm which ended it all. I had been with them for several years when it happened. They were both away when the fire department came, and the security company let them into the place.





	And they found me there. They were more than a little surprised, to say the least. They tried to talk to me, but of course, I didn’t say anything in reply. They called an ambulance, and decide I was mentally unbalanced or something, and took me away. Everyone at the hospital stared at me as if they’d never seen anything like me at all. 


	The cat ears had been glued to my skull for so long they had to cut them off. My hands were like claws, at first, having been furled for so long. And I couldn’t walk, and wouldn’t talk. They insisted, though, and I was used to obeying, so I had to try.


	They didn’t know who I was, so they decided I was a ward of the state. That let them make all the decisions for me – which was kind of what had been going on anyway. They also got to pay for everything, which included laser treatments to remove the tattoos all over my body. Do you have any idea how many that took or how much they hurt? But they were the state – my owners, if you will – and they had limitless patience and a bottomless wallet.


	I had no choice in the matter, and wasn’t used to having any choices anyway. Eventually, they made me look like a human being again, and got me to walk and even to talk, though I would only speak in a very, very low voice because at first it hurt my throat too much, and then I simply got used to speaking that way.


	They had me go through all kinds of physical therapy so I could move easily on my feet. They had me doing yoga and tai chi and even ballet. But when they finally decided I was not insane, not “mentally disabled”, they decided I was on my own. Pretty much just like that. Weird, huh? Now I was responsible for myself, but I had no job and no idea how to get one really.


	I wasn’t used to making my own decisions, and didn’t have a place to live.


	While I was walking down the street, looking, wondering, not knowing what to do with myself, I saw a big neon sign with a picture of a cat. It said “The Kitty Kat Lounge” so I went in there. It was, of course, a strip club, and watching the women up on stage, I knew that was something I could do too.


	And so that was what I did. The manager let me try out if I gave him a blow job, and so I did. I licked several of the strippers to powerful orgasms with my still long, still nimble tongue, and they showed me the moves. My only problem was that I couldn’t really refuse anyone, and so whenever I was giving lap dances and the men pawed me I didn’t stop them. Nor would I protest when they pulled their cocks out and slid them up against my naked sex. Instead I would eagerly ride them while the music pounded.


	That got me fired eventually, fired from several clubs. I finally found one that not only let me ride the customers, but encouraged it – for a share of the added profits. I just had to remember to charge them extra. That seemed bizarre to me, charging them extra for giving me the cock I loved so much, but I went along with it because, well, they told me to.


	Fortunately, I met a man – his name was Sid – who took me away and kept me in a nice house, and brought me visitors again, like Tony had done. I wasn’t a Kitty any more, and I was allowed to walk upright, and talk – though I rarely talked – and I didn’t have to live in a cage. There were more visitors than before, and they didn’t stay as long, but they sometimes kept me busy all day.


	I realize some people out there wouldn’t think I was having a good life. Women would be particularly offended or angry or think how sad it was. But that’s because of the odd way they’re raised, to value other things than pleasure. I come so often, and have so much physical and emotional pleasure from being fucked, that I can’t imagine being one of those pathetic women who only has sex a couple of dozen times or so a year.


	Feminism is about making your own choices, after all – which is why I’m no longer a feminist. It’s much nicer to have someone else take care of you. And so I would advise every woman out there, especially young women, to become a fuck-animal like me. Your life will be far brighter and happier for it.





The End
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