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   Chapter One
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I'm not sure where or when my imagination turned kinky. I was a studious girl, and my parents pushed me to get top marks through school. I wasn't exactly the most popular girl, being kind of nerdy, and skinny, and wearing glasses. My hair was kind of muddy brown, too. Because of this I had little time for the fixations of other young girls; makeup, hair styling, fashion, and boys. 
 
   Well, boys had little interest in me either so...
 
   I spent a lot of time reading, a ton of time reading. It was my favorite hobby, my favorite entertainment. I found television to be stupid and mindless, and really enjoyed a good book. I also found a lot of fascinating stuff on the internet. And that, of course, was where I began to explore my tentative interest in sexuality.
 
   As I got older, my body remained slender, but filled out somewhat. I never became a barbie doll, but my skin cleared up, my hair shifted into a darker chestnut brown, and my breasts developed. They weren't large, but they were high and firm and very round on my slender body. I had narrow hips, and long legs, and was still, to be honest, a nerd.
 
   I was still spending a lot of time studying, working my way up to great marks so as to get into a good university. I was pleased enough with my body to put a little more time into nice clothes, though nothing really girlie, and I replaced my ugly glasses with more fashionable, frameless ones. 
 
   But my interest in sex had taken a turn for the dark side while I explored the internet. I became fascinated with bondage and submission. It was, at first, the pictures I saw, mostly drawings. They were so erotic, so exotic. The women s bodies were so tightly, tautly drawn. They looked incredibly erotic in their helplessness, and so I began to imagine myself like that, helplessly, tightly and erotically tied or shackled, a prisoner to some cruel man.
 
   It was my big fantasy, and as I read stories, watched videos, saw pictures, I created mental images of myself that I yearned to bring to life, but never did. I was always aware of my personal dignity, of my reputation, and even when dating, was not about to expose myself (so to speak) as a pervert who wanted to be tied up.
 
   Even in university, I fell in with a group of studious young people who were more into good marks than partying, and their respect was important to me. Oh, I dated, and yes, I had sex, and the sex was enjoyable, but it wasn't at all kinky or perverted. I was too inhibited, and none of the men I had sex with – not that there were a lot of them – suggested it on their own. I certainly wasn't going to suggest it!
 
   But those kinds of fantasies remained in my head, and were brought out every time I masturbated, which wasn't nearly often enough, to be honest! My sexuality had become stimulated and yet now that I was living in a room with other girls, it was harder to stimulate my body in the same way! I had to take my opportunities where I could..
 
   Which was, in a way, why I daringly masturbated during a family visit to my uncle David's house.
 
   Uncle David wasn't really my uncle. He was just one of those adults my parents knew well, and that, as a kid, I came to call by that name. I liked him, but from the time I was a young teenager I always felt there was something strange and dark about him. But his house was always the most fascinating place to go. It was a huge old house, like an eighteenth century urban mansion, with all manner of oddly shaped rooms, halls and stairways that delighted the young mind.
 
   He was always very polite, very, very civilized in the way he spoke, the way he acted, the way he dressed. But there was something about the way he looked at you, something about his eyes that said he was seeing something you perhaps didn't want him to be envisioning. I'm not sure at what age I started to get the idea Uncle David was a pervert. It wasn't like there was any big, defining moment where he groped me or exposed himself to me or anything of that nature. 
 
   David was far too civilized for that sort of thing, too restrained, too delicate in a way, in his habits and appearances. You couldn't imagine him losing control to the extent he would start drooling and groping pretty girls. He always wore a suit, even when it was obvious that he had not been out of doors that day and didn't intend to. Again, the idea of “Uncle David” greeting us in a t-shirt and jeans just was so silly as to be unimaginable.
 
   But when I was a young teenager I started getting leery of him, and thinking him creepy. I still accompanied my father in visits to his house because they kind of insisted. 
 
   Besides, I didn't really mind. His house was so exotic and impressive. It was one of those huge, rambling piles of stone the rich once built on the edges of small cities which, as the cities grew around them, came to be just about downtown. Most were demolished, while some were divided up into a half dozen or more apartments. But not Uncle David/s It had a large library which was far more beautiful than the one at school, for one thing. And I was a big bookworm. I'd take the first opportunity to part with them and go to the library, with its huge, built-in shelves stretching up to the shadowy ceiling twenty five feet overhead, its antique lamps spouting from the walls, its feeling, its smell of ancient treasures.
 
   As I got older, though, and more confident in myself, that feeling that he was somehow creepy 
 
   I acted almost as a sort of incitement to tease him, to provoke him – though without, of course, doing it in an obvious way which would draw a reprimand. I don't mean to say I was trying to seduce him by any means. It was more of a teasing thing, in part because I thought he was a bit of a creep or pervert, and in part because I felt completely safe in doing so. I mean, he might be weird but he was still uncle David, right?
 
   I would do things like drop something and then bend over with my butt to him, or kind of yawn and stretch and arch my back so my chest would stick out at him. And, of course, he would pretend to take no notice such things, though I was pretty sure he did. This kind of excited me, in a way. Teenage girls liked the idea that they were able to arouse grown men, even if they had no intention whatsoever of actually doing anything with those men.
 
   I didn't see that much of him when I went off to university. But every summer and Christmas, when I returned home, we would travel from my family's home about an hour south of the city into town to visit him all alone in that monstrously big house.
 
   It was only three stories plus an attic, but it was incredibly high for all of that, very bulky. It had what seemed like dozens of rooms, not counting the attic, which I had never seen. It also had a swimming pool in the basement which was sort of  odd. The floor and walls were covered in tiny, inch wide tiles in different shades of blue, most of them dark. The pool itself was so dark blue as to be almost black. It was a square hole in the floor about fifty feet long and half that wide. There was a short, but wide chandelier over the center of it, the roof in this basement being quite a bit higher than in most.
 
   During one of those visits, I'm not sure what exactly possessed me, other than a feeling of daring, but I went wandering while my parents chatted with him – after having stayed a dutiful time – and found my way down in the basement. It was the Christmas holidays, and things were freezing and icy cold outside. Yet the basement, once I pushed back the doors with their stained glass windows was warm and humid, and the chandelier gave the room an eerie sort of feeling of age and sophistication. 
 
   I closed the doors, turned the old brass key in the lock, stripped, bound my hair up in a bun, and carefully slipped into the water. I swam carefully, doing the breast stroke, across the water, and felt deliciously sensual as the water caressed my bare skin. My nipples prickled and tingled, becoming instantly erect, and I felt that familiar moist throbbing heat between the legs.
 
   I swam back again, and climbed out, water trickling down my body. One entire wall was taken up by a kind of patterned mirror. That is, it was mirrored tiles with a kind of overlay of flowers across them. I padded naked across the tiled floor in front of it and into the side room where there was a shower for washing off the chlorinated water, and towels.
 
   The towels were thick and soft and sat on a warming rack. I pulled one off and wrapped it around myself, feeling the luxurious softness as I rubbed lightly against my skin, against my breasts, and my eyes fell on the side of the warming rack.
 
   The warming rack was black, made up of thin, horizontal metal tubes which criss-crossed between the two thick vertical supports. The vertical supports ended in narrow, rounded caps of carved metal, and of course, the whole thing was warm – though not hot – to the touch. More relevant was that I was feeling daring, feeling sensual, and feeling aroused. And the vertical tubes, the caps, well, they were just about the perfect height and thickness – given I liked to be thickly penetrated – for a little quick and daring masturbation. 
 
   Sounds insane, I know. But I can masturbate in less than sixty seconds when I'm in the mood. With me, there is big masturbation, and little masturbation. The big masturbation requires deep penetration by something thick, and time to work myself up. Little masturbation can happen anywhere and very quickly. I can rub myself, gently,  fully clothed against a chair I'm sitting on and come within a minute sometimes. And since that's “little” masturbation, I can even do it in a room full of people and hide the orgasm.
 
   The orgasm I get from big masturbation can't be hidden, as it's overwhelming and I can get very expressive. But I had some privacy, and anyway, I figured that this would be a sort of “in between' masturbation. I grasped the topmost horizontal bar, rose onto my toes, and eased my pussy slowly down onto the top of the vertical support post, gasping excitedly as the top pushed up against my pussy lips and spread them apart.
 
   I felt the hard warmth of that thing slide up into the mouth of my sex, and groaned aloud as it slowly forced me open. I was quite wet inside, wetter than I had expected, and gloried in the thickness of the pipe as it slowly pushed up into my belly. I sank down, gasping softly as it slid up inside me, further and further, so – so hard – so thick. It ached, but in a delicious way which quickly seized my consciousness and drew me deeper into the heat.
 
   I adored the feel of that hard, warm thing up inside me, groaning and gasping as I started to raise and lower myself. But always, I slid lower, wanting, needing, craving the deepest possible penetration. I was able to slide down even further, and then further, even though the aching deep inside me grew worse. And then I reached the goal I had been aiming at. My pussy came down so far that the top of my pussy ground against the topmost horizontal bar, kind of jamming there up against my clit.
 
   It ached, too, in an entirely different way, a way which set my mind flaming. I stood there, legs apart, grinding my clit against that bar, grinding and twisting my body around the vertical post, breathless with excitement as my hands alternately groped my breasts, and gripped the top bar to pull myself against it.
 
   I forced myself to pull back, to rise up on my toes, feeling that now-slick round metal tube easing down out of my belly as far as I could, drawing my legs together, rising onto my toes. Then I sank down in one incredible, glorious impaling motion, slowly sliding down as little sunbursts like mini-orgasms flooded through my system. By the time I got so deep my clit was jammed against the top bar I was ready to explode. I grasped the bar and ground myself furiously against it, feeling that immoveable hardness deep in my belly.
 
   The orgasm was not small. It seized control of me, and my fingers whitened around the top bar as I ground myself feverishly against it, head back, eyes closed, grunting and crying out again and again as the orgasm tore through my mind and body like a flash flood.
 
   Gasping, dizzy with the wild surge of blood and adrenalin, and the pounding of my heart, I barely got myself off it before I collapsed onto the toilet, gasping for breath, moaning in the bleary, languorous aftermath.
 
   I was barely eighteen then, but that created, in my mind, a thought of that old house as both mysterious, fascinating, wealthy, and oddly sexual, in a dark, churning, hidden way.
 
   No, I didn't get caught. I shook out my hair, brushed it, dressed, and went back upstairs. I went back to school and graduated three and a half years later. I then returned home, but briefly. I had accepted an internship at a museum which would involve assessing and cataloging ancient books in various collections which had been given to them over the years. 
 
   Unfortunately, the internship paid just a small stipend, certainly not enough to live on in the city. That meant I either had to hit up my parents for more money, get a second, part-time job – which itself probably wouldn't be enough – or try to prevail on someone who lived there to give me free room and board. Yes, that means Uncle David. He liked me, right? Why shouldn't he agree to put me up during the week, at least, in that huge pile of stones he occupied?
 
   There was more to it than that, though. The thought of staying in Uncle David's house filled me with excitement and trepidation. It was a fascinating place I had never been permitted to fully explore, and my thoughts of it were tinged with wonder and – dark, secretive sex. And my thoughts of David were similarly odd, thinking of him in a more mature light now, as a strange, darkly sexual man who might be into God only knew what perversions.
 
   Of course, bear in mind I considered myself to be something of a pervert at heart anyway, even if I hadn't had an enormous amount of experience to go with it.
 
   I had no intention of doing anything with David, of course, for it was a big house and I'd have lots of privacy, but the thought of being around him – alone – did make me kind of nervous and anxious. Anyway, my father spoke to him, and though he had reservations, he agreed to put me up during the week. I would return home on the weekends.
 
   My father drove me up, and helped unload my luggage, including my computer, which we would move into David's house. The room he showed me into was incredible. It was on the third floor in the back. It had a thick red carpet, a huge, four poster canopy bed, century old, heavily polished dark wooden dressers, and an antique desk, along with oil paintings on the wall.
 
   “This was once the master bedroom,” he said. “I prefer being lower down, though, but I'm sure your young legs won't mind the walk.”
 
   I had spent much of my previous few years in a dorm room which that immense canopy bed would mostly fill all by itself. I was very impressed. To one side was the bathroom. How can I describe this thing? It was very Gothic. There was a shower enclosure in the corner, but it was open to the room. The two tiled walls which protruded from the side walls were about five feet high and did not meet – leaving an opening to pass through. Half a dozen shower nozzles pointed down into the eight foot square enclosure, built for just one person, I knew.
 
   Next to it was a Gothic style mirror, with black candelabras on the walls to either side of it. In the middle of the floor was a square sunken tiled bathtub, really, more of a whirlpool bath, about five feet square and perhaps four feet deep. Again, the whole of the walls and floors were of those tiny tiles, here in black and gray. The bathroom was almost as big as my dorm room.
 
   Being a person with the appetites I had, of course, I had to masturbate there the first night. It was a big masturbation, starting on that big bed, legs and arms spreadeagled, and ending in the bathroom, riding the dildo on the floor. It felt especially perverse to be doing that in this house while he lay presumably asleep on the second floor. But the whole house just gave me an incredibly sensual, sexual feeling that I couldn't help myself.
 
   The four poster itself had occupied many of my sexual fantasies, of course. And now that I had one I tried to tie myself to it, succeeding in binding my ankles to the lower posts, my legs spread wide, then achieving a kind of faux binding of my wrists to the top post. I lay there, tied and spreadeagled, chest heaving, filled with raw, animal excitement as I squeezed my pussy down around the vibrator I had pushed deep inside me, and brought myself off, twisting and writhing in pleasure as I imagined all sorts of nasty things.
 
   Including me and David. I imagined him coming in and seeing me like this, imagined him punishing me, forcing me to service him, forcing me to take his cock into my mouth, everything. It was a raw, nasty, dirty fantasy that worked me into a wonderful orgasm.
 
   But of course, it was just fantasy. I had no intention of doing anything with David.
 
   Though that didn't keep me from teasing him a little, demurely, without doing anything which could draw condemnation. Being my “home” now during the week, I dressed casually, and the more comfortable I got around him and the house, the more casually I dressed. 
 
   Oh, I never wandered around in my underwear as I might have at home, but I would go downstairs in just a little nightshirt, my long legs bare, the hem of the shirt just a little below my butt, the thin cotton tight against my body. At other times I would wear short shorts and midriff baring tops, and get a little dark sense of excitement wondering what he thought of them, and if he ever imagined me naked.
 
   David never made the slightest effort to seduce me, or to encourage or discourage me from walking around the house in casual undress. He treated me as an uncle should; friendly, caring, but slightly distant. It was a very big house, and I was only there in the evenings and to sleep. He often went out in the evenings. So we didn't encounter each other much other than at dinner, made by a Emma, a woman who came during the day to clean, and who prepared dinner each night before going home.
 
   As I said, the place fascinated me, and I spent a good deal of time exploring it in my first weeks there, when I had time. It was a Friday night that my uncle went out somewhere that I finally got to explore his own room. I knew I shouldn't. But I had that perverse fascination with him, and the nosiness of youth. I guess I was hoping to find that he hid porn under his mattress or something, or had porn videos in the closet.
 
   He always kept it locked when he wasn't in it, but it was one of those old, old locks, with a big brass key, and I had already discovered in my explorations, that some of the keys would open other doors. So, bored that evening, I experimented, and found a key which unlocked his door.
 
   The room was enormous. It had the biggest four-poster bed I'd ever seen, with massive mahogany columns rising ten feet, and a green canopy overhead. Green bed curtains were tied against each of the four posts. And the whole thing sat on a low rise at one end of the room. All the furniture was huge and gleaming wood, solid and heavy and old. It included antique chairs around a fireplace, and a desk that was probably old when my great, great, great grandparents were born.
 
   Of course, I couldn't help laying on that huge bed, stretching my arms and legs out towards the posts and imagining myself naked. Perhaps with David overseeing me.
 
   There was a large TV, but no videos. There was no computer, and no sign of porn, at least, not in the main room. The adjoining bathroom was much like mine, but a bit bigger. The walk-in closet was locked, but it yielded to the same key as the bedroom door. It had room for a huge array of suits, pants, ties, hats, shoes and the like. It also had several drawers at the rear.
 
   Opening the top drawer dropped my chin to my chest. It had a red velvet interior, and sitting on it, very neatly laid out, were a number of whips and crops. They were laid out in order of weight and thickness, and I felt an immediate surge of heat between my legs as I stared down at them. I had seen such things in videos and pictures, but never in person. Now I picked them up, fascinated, running the leather through my fingers, imagining them being used on me.
 
   Uncle David was a pervert!
 
   I lightly slapped one of the short, thin crops against my buttocks, wincing a bit, as they stung me through my shorts, but feeling a sudden rush of heat between my legs. I picked up a flog. It had a thick handle wound in leather, with a dozen leather laces two feet long sprouting from the end. I put it down and picked up another, which I at first thought was identical, then realized that the laces had knots on the end, and winced at the thought of how much that must hurt.
 
   I slid the drawer back and pulled out the next. It too had a velvet covered interior, divided into a half dozen small square open boxes. Each box held a collar, and matching restraints. Some were leather, some were steel. My chest tightened and I absolutely had to try on a couple of the collars and restraints, my heart thumping, my pussy throbbing as I slipped them on.
 
   There was a full-length mirror on the interior of the door. I had to strip completely, then don a leather collar with a big metal ring in front. I placed the matching restraints around my wrists and ankles, then stood, staring excitedly at myself in the mirror. I was so aroused as I ran my hands over my body and fingered my erect nipples, that I masturbated right then and there, sliding to my knees, gasping and moaning excitedly as my fingers stroked across my clit.
 
   It was a “small” one, and took less than a minute for me to climax. Yet the climax was not enough to rob me of my excitement, and I returned to the drawers, pulling out a third drawer. This one made me curse a bit, for I had just masturbated, quickly, not willing to rush back upstairs to my room for my dildo. And here was a wide selection of dildos. Some were small and slender. Some were enormous. There were also a collection of butt-plugs, some so big I was amazed at the thought someone might fit it inside themselves and survive.
 
   The fourth drawer had a selection of harnesses, clips and chains, leashes and devices whose purpose I could not, at first, discern. Then I realized they were meant to be placed around men, to squeeze their balls or bind their penis in some way. I blinked in surprise, unable to repress the thought of Uncle David being bound with these things. But I also felt a kind of kinship with him. Because to me, this meant he was a pervert just like me. That is, he fantasized about being tied up and perhaps punished. I wondered what woman did it.
 
   And then, of course, I found a stash of porn magazines.
 
   Gay porn magazines.
 
   That certainly explained a lot! Like why my parents hadn't had any issue with me staying alone with a bachelor man! So “Uncle David” was gay! I hadn't even suspected it for some reason, though now that I did a lot of things fell into place for me and I wondered how I hadn't thought of it before. So he liked to be tied up and beaten by his boyfriends. How sick! How perverted! How intriguing! Or perhaps he tied them up. Perhaps it was their balls which were squeezed and leashed and punished!
 
   I supposed, then, that while my guess about David being a perve was correct, he certainly wasn't a perve who had any interest in my body. I wondered why my parents hadn't simply told me. It wasn't a big, shameful thing any more, not these days.
 
   I put everything away and locked up, but of course, I knew now what David's perversions were, and it gave me a kind of feeling of kinship with him. It was also kind of frustrating, because I still had not been able to find an outlet for my own dark fantasies, and would have loved to discuss them with him. He obviously had been into this sort of thing for a while and had all these... devices. He must be able to tell me a lot. And since he was gay, well, it wasn't like I needed to be at all worried about his intentions towards me.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Two
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Over the following weeks I sort of tried to hint at, and allude to our shared fascination whenever it could be worked into our conversations. That, of course, wasn't easy, as you can imagine. How does a girl of twenty-three introduce bondage and sadomasochism into a conversation with a forty-something gay man without giving herself away?
 
   Our breakthrough conversation occurred three weeks later. We often talked about items in the news. David was a firm believer in citizens keeping themselves aware of what was happening in the world around them. I had read a story which had caught my eye for obvious reasons. It was a news story about a gay club in England whose members were into BDSM and whose members had been prosecuted for assault after videos of them had been discovered, beating and otherwise abusing each other. 
 
   Quite aside from my own fascination, I found the idea of consenting adults being imprisoned for sexual behavior to be quite ridiculous. I did not have to feign indignation.
 
   “I just don't understand why anyone would care what consenting adults were doing,” I said. “And to put them in prison strikes me as ridiculous and unfair!”
 
   David, in his sombre gray suit, nodded his head, delicately patting his lips with a linen napkin as he sat across from me at the dinner table. 
 
   “Mainstream society has always reserved the right to dictate the morality of sexual behavior to its members,” he said. “It wasn't that long ago homosexuality itself was illegal. And there are still states with sodomy laws on the books.”
 
   “Must be difficult being gay there.”
 
   “Sodomy according to the law does not merely refer to anal sex, Lindsey, but to any form of oral sex as well.”
 
   I snorted. “Does that mean no one in those states does those things?”
 
   “I think that sort of sexual behavior is commonplace now. But the authorities simply don't worry about it, and unless someone specifically brings something to their attention they ignore the laws.”
 
   “Isn't bondage common now too?” I said.
 
   He hesitated for a moment as if wondering whether he ought to be having this kind of conversation with his best friend's daughter.
 
   “I mean, I am a college graduate, Uncle David. It's not like I'm some ignorant farm girl,” I said.
 
   “What you might call amateur bondage is common,” he said slowly. “People don't generally talk about that sort of thing because sexual behaviors are still meant to be private.”
 
   “Amateur?”
 
   “That is, now and then someone will tie up their partner with scarves or towels or something like that,” he said. “Just simple experimenting. Nothing complicated. The more … complex forms of this particular fetish are the domain of a very small minority of people.”
 
   “Because most people don't want to pay hundreds of dollars for whips and chains,” I said with a half laugh.
 
   “There is a money side to it, yes. But there is also a very heavy dominance aspect to this fetish which very few people are interested in exploring. Oh many men would enjoy dominating a woman, especially in the bedroom, but few women raised in a culture of equality would be willing to explore a fully submissive side of themselves, even if they had one.”
 
   “So you think most women wouldn't be willing to uhm, what, let themselves be chained up?
 
   “I think if they trust their partner they would but that's only brushing the surface. The deeper behavior underneath requires absolute submissiveness,and women in the west would instinctively refuse to even consider such a thing, in the bedroom or out.”
 
   “Doesn't the person being chained up have a kind of code word to stop things if they become uncomfortable?”
 
   “A safe word, yes. But a true submissive cedes the right to decide how far is too far to the true dominant.”
 
   “That... must be a bit scary.”
 
   “It requires a level of trust, and a dominant who doesn't exploit that trust beyond the levels he knows the submissive can accept.”
 
   “You seem to know a lot about this stuff,” I said with a sly grin.
 
   He shrugged. “I know a lot about many things. You seem to have quite an interest in the subject yourself.”
 
   I hesitated, my mind squirming a bit, uncertain how much to reveal.
 
   “I... the subject does kind of fascinate me,” I said carefully.
 
   “From which perspective? Do you imagine yourself dominating or being dominated?”
 
   I blushed. “Well, being dominated, I guess.”
 
   He nodded. “A lot of young women have fantasies in that regard. Women are constrained by feminism even as it liberates them. What self-respecting woman would let herself thus be dominated by a man? Yet there is a yearning at times, to give up independence and let someone else make decisions, and in particular, in the bedroom, where women are raised with so many issues which engender guilt.”
 
   I nodded. “Women are sluts. Men are studs and players,” I said.
 
   “An unfortunate but undeniable double standard.”
 
   “I suppose that's why gay men are considered more uhm, into these sorts of things. Because neither side of a couple is constrained in that way.”
 
   He hesitated again, eyes narrowing as if wondering what I knew.
 
   “The gay community is made up of males, so of course, there are far fewer moral worries about sexual behavior. 
 
   “What about lesbians?”
 
   “They tend to have more constraints, but not as many as heterosexual women. A woman would have less fear of being exploited or hurt by another woman than she would by a man.”
 
   “Yes, I can see that,” I said.
 
   “An old place like this, it strikes me as the kind that would have once had a dungeon,” I said with a little laugh.
 
   “Perhaps. Though what we're talking about is more along the lines of sexual games rather than the kind of punishment you'd find in a dungeon.”
 
   “So it's done in your bedroom as opposed to the basement?” I asked with a knowing grin.
 
   “If one were inclined that way,” he said coolly.
 
   “A lot of gay men seem inclined that way,” I said. “I mean, it seems to be a lot more commonplace among gay men.”
 
   “As I said, fewer constraints where both partners are males because males themselves have fewer constraints. It's a gender thing not a gay or straight thing,” he said.
 
   “So what do you think of it?”
 
   He looked at me for a long moment and I felt like squirming in my seat, as if he was suspecting what I was getting at, as if I'd gone too far.
 
   “I think that whatever consenting adults choose to do is fine with me,” he finally said. “Now perhaps we'd better change the subject.”
 
   “Why?” I asked with a cheeky grin.
 
   “Because I'm not at all sure your father would consider it an acceptable conversation for you to be engaged in.”
 
   “Oh come on, Uncle David, do you really think my father believes I'm still an innocent virgin? I mean, I'm twenty-three!”
 
   “Why do you want to talk about this?”
 
   “Well, like I said, I read it in the ...”
 
   “A lot of things were in the paper. Why have you chosen this to discuss?”
 
   “I just... like I said, I uhm, I'm kind of fascinated by the whole uhm, sociological and psychological aspects of it.”
 
   “And is it a behavior you wish to involve yourself in?”
 
   “I don't know,” I said defensively, blushing more deeply. “It's possible, maybe, at some point.”
 
   “So you don't have any experience with it, despite not being an innocent virgin, as you put it?” he said.
 
   “Well, not really, no.”
 
   “And you think I do?”
 
   “Well, I mean, you are older and uhm - .”
 
   “Have you been going places you shouldn't be going, Lindsey?”
 
   “What? I don't know what you mean,” I said, trying to sound confused.
 
   “So you haven't been trespassing in locked rooms where you have no business going?”
 
   I stared at him, putting on a show of indignation which I knew was falling flat.
 
   He glowered at me. “I thought we had established clear rules when you had come here.”
 
   “Well, uhm, we did.”
 
   “I'm afraid I'm going to have to call your father and send you home.”
 
   “What? But why!?”
 
   “Because I have a right to privacy in my own home,” he snapped. “I have a right not to have people intruding in my private life in order to satisfy some vicarious curiosity of theirs!”
 
   He was right, of course, entirely right, and I had been a nosy bitch to have explored his locked room, to have exposed his deeply buried secrets. I realized that, and it made my guilt shine through. It was impossible to pretend that I had no idea what he was talking about, and he glared thunderously at me as I dropped my eyes in shame
 
   “I'm sorry,” I said. “I didn't mean to... to uhm, intrude on your privacy.”
 
   “Look at me!” he snapped.
 
   I raised my eyes, swallowing nervously.
 
   “Are you going to continue to lie to me?”
 
   “I wasn't - .”
 
   “I'm aware how old the locks are in this house. I didn't have any reason to replace them as I live alone. And I thought I could trust you. But clearly I misplaced that trust and you used another key to enter my locked bedroom. Is that not correct?”
 
   “I-I... I'm sorry,” I said, blushing furiously and dropping my eyes.
 
   “And you had no intention of violating my privacy when you did that? Are you going to sit there and tell me that? Are you!?”
 
   “I... I'm sorry. I don't know what to say,” I whispered.
 
   “That's not good enough! As you pointed out you're an adult now. So explain yourself. And do it now!”
 
   “I-I was nosy,” I said miserably. “You're right. I deliberately violated your privacy. I have no excuse for my behavior.”
 
   “Well at least a little honesty,” he snapped.
 
   “But I don't mind that you're gay!” I blurted.
 
   He looked, if possible, even angrier. “And just who do you think you are to approve or disapprove of my sexuality, whatever you imagine it to be?” he demanded icily.
 
   “I just mean that, I-I don't think it's wrong or anything!”
 
   “I'm so grateful,” he said sarcastically.
 
   “I was just... curious,” I said, eyes downcast.
 
   “So curious you went into my locked closet, too. So curious you clearly got into drawers you knew you were not meant to be exploring.”
 
   I nodded, red faced.
 
   “And so this is what brought up this entire conversation, and those other little bits and pieces about spanking and tying up you've dropped into conversations over the previous few weeks. Are you trying to persuade me to tie you up? To punish you?”
 
   I gaped at him, for of course, I had had no such thought.
 
   “No!”
 
   “No? A young woman fascinated by bondage and submissiveness has no interest in a man who clearly has considerable knowledge in that regard educating her?”
 
   “Well, I mean, I was... wondering... I mean, about things, about uhm, what you might have done about... how you do it and stuff. But I wasn't thinking... I mean, you're experienced and - .”
 
   “And since you believe I'm gay and so have no particular interest in your body. Right?”
 
   “Well, uhm, yeah, I guess,” I said.
 
   He laughed coldly. “Well, in fact, you're correct. I am gay, and I have no particular sexual interest in your body, friend's daughter or not.”
 
   I dropped my eyes, embarrassed anew that I had forced such an admission from him. 
 
   “That is not to say, however,” he said, his tone becoming almost normal. “That I can't help you to explore your interest in sadomasochism.”
 
   I raised my eyes, blinking in surprise.
 
   “In fact, I suppose you could not find a safer person to explore that sort of sexuality with than me,” he said.
 
   “Oh that's okay,” I said hurriedly.
 
   “No, I think that's an excellent idea,” he said firmly. “And since you've done such a good job of violating my privacy I would think punishment is in order, as well. Don't you agree?”
 
   “What kind of punishment?” I asked nervously.
 
   “Should I violate your privacy? If I went to your room and looked in the dark corners would I find some embarrassing items I could then question you on?”
 
   Of course he would, and my expression clearly told him as much.
 
   “Just how deep is your fascination with the subject matter?” he asked.
 
   I shrugged, embarrassed.
 
   “There are many, many men who would take advantage of a girl with your looks,” he said. “Merely to satisfy their own lust. I think you're aware of that or you'd have found someone with which to – experiment with already.”
 
   I shrugged again, for he was correct. That was one of the reasons I hadn't really been able to satisfy my cravings.
 
   He pushed back his chair and stood up.
 
   “Come with me,” he said peremptorily.
 
   I got up, stomach roiling, wondering where we were going. We went upstairs, and I feared we were going to my room so he could discover my vibrators and dildo and bondage rope. But then we got off on the second floor and went to his room. The door was locked. He turned and scowled at me, then took a big key from his suit pocket and unlocked it. 
 
   I followed him in warily, wondering what he intended. He was gay, and had admitted it so I wasn't worried about him, well, sexually abusing me, so to speak.
 
   He unlocked the closet and went in. I hung back as he opened the top drawer and drew out the same light crop I had smacked my butt with a few weeks earlier.
 
   “Look familiar?” he asked as he returned.
 
   I shrugged again, looking away, heart starting to beat more quickly. Was he going to tell me he wanted to use it on me!?
 
   “Let us kill two birds with one stone,” he said.
 
   He sat down in one of the big, Victorian chairs and placed the crop on the table next to it.
 
   “Take off your clothes,” he said.
 
   I stared at him, face flushing red.
 
   “I will not!”
 
   “Why not? We've already established that I have no sexual interest in your body.”
 
   “Well that doesn't mean I want to expose myself to you!”
 
   “Would you be... embarrassed?” he asked.
 
   “Of course I would!”
 
   “Why?”
 
   “Because... because... that's a dumb question!”
 
   “You have, from what I can see, an excellent female body. Surely nothing to be ashamed or embarrassed over someone seeing. Especially a gay man.”
 
   “I'm still not getting naked in front of you!” I said determinedly.
 
   He smiled thinly. “What element of submissiveness arouses your mind the most?”
 
   “I didn't say it - .”
 
   “Stop being a silly little girl,” he snapped. “We're both adults here, as you have taken pains to inform me. I can see that you are fascinated by bondage and submissiveness. What do you fantasize about when you close your eyes and touch yourself between the legs? A sense of helplessness? The sense of being used, of being dominated? Of being forced to submit to the sexual will of another?”
 
   That was exactly what turned me on and I blushed even more deeply at the baldly stated words.
 
   “You think I don't understand what goes on in the mind of a submissive?”
 
   “I'm not a … what you said.”
 
   “Prove it. This is your opportunity, little girl, to explore that aspect of your fantasies safely, with someone who you know will never tell, who you know has done the same things himself, and so won't judge you as some kind of disgusting pervert. Seize the opportunity or forever be too timid to know.
 
   But if you aren't interested in letting me explore this with you then you must go home. I can't have your one-sided intrusion into my life continue. I simply can't trust you any more here with my secrets, not unless I have yours.”
 
   I bit my lip, my mind whirling with thoughts and emotions. A part of me wanted to go for it, because he was right on all counts. He could help me understand and explore this side of myself safely. But of course, I was terribly embarrassed at the thought of exposing myself to him.
 
   “So what do I have to do?” I asked, embarrassed.
 
   “Take off your clothes, to start.”
 
   The words were spoken so – blandly, so casually, almost clinically, like a doctor would say.
 
   I looked down at my top and jeans, face hot, mind swirling uncertainly.
 
   “To your underwear to start,” he said. 
 
   He slapped his hand on the table and I gasped and jumped.
 
   “Now, woman!” he growled. “Or is it girl?”
 
   A rising sense of heat was churning through the swirling clouds of embarrassment and uncertainty clouding my mind. Striping in front of any man, even a gay man, made my pussy throb and pulse with anticipation.
 
   My fingers trembled as I brought them to my top, and undid the top button. There, that was safe. But now I undid the second, and then the third, and the fourth, but the top was still closed. I was still modestly covered. My heart pounded as I tugged the shirt out of my jeans and then, blushing darkly, opened it to expose my pink bra.
 
   It was not a full bra. It was a lacy half bra, delicate and feminine, which exposed the top half of my breasts just above my already erect nipples. I turned away, my pulse racing, as I put the shirt on a chair, then undid my jeans and turned back, realizing that I had a thong on. I blushed again, for there was no way to avoid him seeing some part of me. I had to bend forward, and I knew what a great view of cleavage that would provide. Still, it was either that or bend over with my nearly bare bottom to him.
 
   I stood there, squirming on the inside, shifting anxiously from one foot to the other, wearing my underwear and white socks.
 
   God! Was this really happening!?
 
   “Take off the socks,” he ordered.
 
   I had to bend over again, and blushed more deeply as I slipped them off. I kept telling myself he was gay and so wouldn't really be any more interested in my body than a doctor, perhaps less, but it didn't help as much as it should have.
 
   “Are you proud of your body, girl?”
 
   I shrugged and he slapped his hand against the table again, startling me.
 
   “An audible answer is required,” he growled.
 
   “I-I guess,” I said.
 
   “Your breasts appear larger than I had suspected,” he said.
 
   God! Uncle Dave was talking about the size of my breasts! My mind squirmed even more.
 
   “Turn around.”
 
   I cringed and started to say something but he picked up the crop, and I swallowed my protest. I turned, blushing again, for the thong was nothing more than a narrow triangle at the top of my rounded buttocks.
 
   “Bend over and touch your toes,” he ordered.
 
   “What? Why?!”
 
   “Because I order you to, and you are submissive. If you haven't figured this out yet we're exploring that aspect of your sexuality.”
 
   I bent over, grabbing my ankles, trying not to think about the view he was getting as the blood rushed to my head.
 
   “How do you feel?”
 
   “Embarrassed!”
 
   “Do you feel aroused at all?”
 
   I did. But I couldn't bring myself to say so.
 
   “Stand up and turn around.”
 
   I did so gratefully, but couldn't meet his eyes.
 
   “Get on your knees.”
 
   I knelt on the rug.
 
   “Sit on your heels. Now spread your knees wide. Wider, girl. Back straight!”
 
   I obeyed, trembling a bit, still not looking at him. He got up and I almost jumped up, but caught myself as he walked to me. He walked slowly around me, then stopped in front of me. It didn't help that my face was inches in front of his groin. Though at least he didn't seem to be, well, to have gotten hard or anything. I'm not sure what I would have done had he been hard.
 
   “Do not move,” he said.
 
   He went back into the closet, and came out with a metal collar and the shackles which went with it. My heart skipped a beat, and I felt my pussy throbbing more powerfully as he took the collar up and showed it to me.
 
   It was shining stainless steel, with a large metal ring in the center. He opened the side, and then bent and slipped the collar carefully around my throat. I knelt in place, wary, anxious, embarrassed, yet feeling a rising sense of dark sexual excitement.
 
   “Hold your hands out,” he ordered.
 
   I obeyed, watching as he fit a pair of matching metal restraints around them. He left the other two on the table, then produced a leash, which he snapped to the front of the collar.
 
   He stepped back and tugged on it.
 
   “Get on all fours,” he ordered.
 
   I obeyed, and he pulled on the leash, forcing me to crawl forward. He walked, and pulled on the leash and I felt myself getting light-headed as I crawled alongside him – like a dog! OhmyGod!
He made me crawl around the room and back, doing a full circle, my heart thumping like a drum. He led me back before the chair and removed the leash, then ordered me to kneel again.
 
   He picked up the crop, which made me nervous again, and slapped it lightly against his leg.
 
   “Stay on your knees, but rise up,” he said.
 
   I was confused about what he meant. He gripped my hair and tugged lightly and I winced and rose up off my heels to kneel before him.
 
   “Put your hands behind your neck,” he ordered, releasing my hair.
 
   Breathless, I obeyed.
 
   “Arch your back more. Push your breasts out.”
 
   I blushed anew but obeyed, and told myself again that he was gay and this was not exactly exciting for him. It was sort of like doing it in front of another girl. Of course, I wasn't in the habit of sticking my boobs out at other girls either. Still, my pussy throbbed hotly.
 
   “Now get on all fours again.”
 
   I fell forward and Uncle David walked slowly around me. At one point he slapped my bottom lightly with the crop and I gasped in alarm.
 
   He moved to my other side.
 
   “Lower yourself to your elbows, and raise your bottom high.”
 
   I did so, again feeling a surge of fresh, and even deeper embarrassment at the very obvious purpose of the position, basically putting myself into the position to be mounted by a man.
 
   “Legs wider,” he said, again slapping lightly against my thigh just below my pussy. 
 
   It stung and I gasped, but obeyed, trying to control my breathing, which was growing more and more ragged by the lewdness of what I was doing.
 
   “Lower your chest to the floor and spread your arms out in front of you,” he ordered.
 
   I frowned but in the whirling mix of excitement and uncertainty, obeyed, feeling the firm pressure of the rug against my throbbing breasts now as I let the floor push my chin up and back.
 
   God, it was such a nasty, exposed position! 
 
   He walked around in front of me, and I felt a lessening of the embarrassment.
 
   “Do you imagine yourself being taken like this by a man?” he asked. “A man who will mount you and use your body for his own pleasure, riding you roughly, thrusting into you while you kneel there submissively?”
 
   My face was scarlet at his words, but the flush went right down to my chest, for it wasn't just embarrassment, the inner heat from my groin was flooding upwards through my body.
 
   “Put your hands back behind you and undo your bra straps,” he said.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Three
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I gasped at the words, but a sexual spell was coming over me, and my excitement was becoming too powerful to think of any good reason, embarrassment or not, for refusing.
 
   I reached back awkwardly and undid my bra straps.
 
   “Remove the bra.”
 
   I shuddered, and obeyed, keeping my chest pressed against the floor. Even so I knew he would at least see the sides of my breasts where they were pillowed out beneath me. My face and chest were deep red and hot, but my pussy was throbbing as he walked around me. Again he lightly snapped the crop across my upraised buttocks and I gasped in reaction.
 
   “Well, girl, do you feel the call of submissive hunger upon you? Do you feel like submitting your body and basking in the lust which calls to you?”
 
   I wasn't able to speak, but let out a gasp as he thrust the crop under my pussy and then let it sort of ride up across my pussy through the thin crotch of my thong. The rush of sensation as it passed over my clit made my hips jerk spastically and I moaned before I could clamp my mouth shut.
 
   “Get back on your heels,” he ordered.
 
   Whimpering a bit, mind spinning, I awkwardly pushed myself back onto my knees, onto my heels, my arms crossed over my breasts as I looked up at him with huge eyes.
 
   He was as calm and cool as could be, even looking a bit bored as he examined me.
 
   “Hands behind your neck,” he ordered.
 
   Half in a trance, my face burning, I obeyed, displaying my naked breasts to a stern old man, who looked down quite unimpressed.
 
   He reached out with the crop. It was thin, but had a small, flat leather pad at the tip. He pressed the tip against one of my swollen nipples and rubbed it against me in a circular pattern.
 
   “Are your nipples tingling with excitement?” he asked calmly.
 
   God were they ever!
 
   “They're very erect. I understand some women have very sensitive nipples while others do not. Which are you?”
 
   I still couldn't bring myself to speak.
 
   He rubbed the rubber pad against my other nipple, then drew it back slightly and slapped it down in a short arc which stung.
 
   “Which? Sensitive or not?”
 
   He slapped again, a bit harder, and again, and again, his wrist casually sweeping the crop up and down repeatedly, in a short arc which had it slapping lightly but stingingly against my nipple.
 
   “D-don't!” I gasped, jerking my arms down to cover my breasts.
 
   “Submissiveness is about obedience. Resume your former position,” he snapped.
 
   Surprising myself, I did, and he rubbed the pad against my other nipple.
 
   “Sensitive? Or not?”
 
   He slapped it down against my nipple again, and again. Both were burning now, stinging, but in a strange dark, writhing kind of heat which was painful – and yet something else, as well.
 
   “I - they are!” I finally gasped.
 
   He halted.
 
   “Your nipples are sensitive?”
 
   I nodded and he shook his head.
 
   “I require an audible answer.”
 
   “Yes,” I said.
 
   “Yes what, girl?” he growled.
 
   “M-My nipples are – sensitive,” I gulped, horribly embarrassed at the words.
 
   He squatted in front of me and thrust the crop between my thighs.
 
   “What about this?” he said. “Is this sensitive too?”
 
   I gasped helplessly as he let the narrow crop press up against my pussy through the thin panties, and rubbed it up and down.
 
   “It looks very sensitive,” he said. “In fact, it looks all wet.”
 
   I looked down, and was horrified to see a dark patch along the center of my thong. I snapped my thighs closed immediately.
 
   “Take off your thong,” he said, standing up.
 
   I looked down at my thighs, heart thumping.
 
   “Take off your thong,” he growled.
 
   I kept my thighs tightly closed, then rose off my heels and peeled my thong down to my knees. Bending forward, as if to hide myself, I slipped them over my knees one at a time, then back down my lower legs to my ankles. Still keeping my thighs tight together, I slipped them off and knelt there naked.
 
   I don't know who I was trying to fool, because I wasn't even surprised when his next words were to order me to spread my legs. And I obeyed. With my knees wide, I put my hands behind my neck at his next order, and knelt there, practically trembling with sexual heat, energy and desire, as he calmly paced around me, looking almost bored.
 
   “You look like a bitch in heat,” he said calmly. “Your heart is probably pounding, your pulse racing. You look like a proper little slave girl.”
 
   He paced around in front of me again and extended the crop, rubbing the flat tip against my right breasts, rubbing against my nipple. He slapped it several times and I flinched and winced at each little stinging blow. Then he did the same to my other nipple, striking a bit harder, so my winces turned to gasps of pain. But I didn't move, transfixed by what was happening.
 
   “Chest down on the floor again, bottom high,” he said.
 
   I half fell forward, gulping in air as I raised my bottom behind me.
 
   “Ow!” I gasped as the crop struck me stingingly across the butt.
 
   “Legs spread wide, slave.”
 
   Slave!?
 
   I shifted my knees wider, fighting to control my ragged breathing.
 
   I grunted a moment later as his foot came down gently but firmly onto my back, pushing it lower.
 
   “Bottom high, legs wide, your upper torso flat as can be,” he said.
 
   I knelt there, breasts pillowed out nakedly against the floor, bottom high, my backside obscenely displayed as he continued to slowly walk around me.
 
   He paused before me, then squatted down low. I gasped again as he gripped my loose brown hair and firmly forced my head up and back.
 
   “Hold your position,” he barked as my chest started to rise from the floor.
 
   I moaned and kept my torso low as he forced me to look up at him.
 
   “So, slave. Do you feel aroused?” he asked.
 
   I couldn't answer, and he jerked a little harder on my hair, forcing my head back, making me gasp in pain.
 
   “I require an audible answer, slave,” he said. “Yes, or no. Speak.”
 
   “Ow!” I gasped as he jerked again on my hair.
 
   Then he released it and my chin almost hit the floor before  I caught it. He ran the crop along my spine, from neck to tailbone, and I gasped as I felt the flat bit at the end right against my, well, my uhm, actual anal opening. I blushed again, wondering if there could be a limit to how embarrassed I could feel and still be aroused.
 
   “Yes or no, slave?” he demanded.
 
   He started slapping the flat little flat rubber tip thing against my anal opening, against that little wrinkled, puckered … well, and the sensations were like nothing I'd ever felt before. It hurt... I mean, stung, kind of, but in a very strange way that sort of sent the sensations echoing right up into my butt.
 
   “Y-Yes,” I whispered.
 
   “I didn't hear you, slave.”
 
   “Yes,” I whimpered.
 
   “Yes what? Yes you're aroused?”
 
   “Yes,” I moaned.
 
   The crop snapped across my buttocks stingingly and I yelped and almost jerked up.
 
   “Answer, slave.”
 
   “Yes, I... I”m aroused!” I gasped.
 
   “You appear to have a lot of submissive sexual impulses, girl,” he said.
 
   He snapped the leash to the collar and jerked up, pulling me onto my hands and knees, then snapped the crop against my bottom.
 
   “Heel, slave,” he ordered.
 
   He started to walk, pulling on the leash and I crawled, dazed, after him, gasping, my mind swirling, my body enveloped by a hot, murky sexual haze which had my flesh tingling and throbbing with the pressure of the sexual hunger building within me.
 
   He paused, turned, and then unclipped the leash.
 
   “On your belly, slave.”
 
   I slid down onto my belly, keeping my bottom high, as before, and he snapped the crop stingingly down onto my buttocks so I yelped and dropped my hips to the floor.
 
   “I said on your belly, and I meant fully,” he said.
 
   He squatted next to me.
 
   “Hands behind your back.”
 
   I gasped and let him pull my wrists together behind me, and felt him locking the metal restraints together there. Then he stood up and walked back across the room, turned, and looked at me laying there.
 
   “Crawl to me, slave.”
 
   I started to raise my hips and his voice lashed out.
 
   “On your belly, slave!”
 
   How?...
 
   I grunted and felt the tightness of the shackles around my wrists, then looked up at him and kind of wriggled forward. I shifted my weight, rolling a little from one side to the other while I pushed with my bare toes, gasping and panting as I slowly worked my way across the floor to him. All that rubbing and rolling atop my breasts made them hot and achy, but I kept going, not knowing what else to do.
 
   I reached him, panting heavily, perspiring now as I lay at his feet. He looked down and then thrust out his right foot. He was wearing a pair of smart leather dress shoes, as usual, and pushed the toe lightly against my cheek before easing it back.
 
   “Show your submissiveness, slave,” he said. “Clean my shoe with your tongue.”
 
   ??!!
 
   Was he kidding!?
 
   God!
 
   The very idea of - !
 
   I felt my mouth opening, my tongue extending, my neck arching, before I was even aware that I was responding. And then my tongue felt the hard leather of his shoe as it licked lightly across the top. I shuddered as if the feel of that leather against my tongue was a seductive sensation which transmitted itself directly through my nervous system to my pussy.
 
   “Raise your bottom high, slave. Legs wide.”
 
   I obeyed, gasping, panting, sweating.
 
   “Continue showing your submissiveness, slave. Clean that shoe.”
 
   His shoe was already clean, but my licking it wasn't about cleaning. It was about humiliation and submission. I licked harder with my new, better position, my tongue sliding in long, slow licks across the top of his shoe as my face throbbed with heat and my breasts rubbed against the floor below. The air felt cold on my wide open sex, and I knew I was sopping wet there.
 
   He let me lick all up and down along the top of his shoe, then he raised the front of his shoe, propping it on the heel, and I whimpered at the sudden gushing heat of dark outraged heat, sliding my tongue down to the bottom of his shoe, licking at the dusty foot as he gazed emotionless down at me.
 
   He drew his foot back at last, and I drew my tongue in, licking my lips, panting for breath.
 
   “Do you see this?” 
 
   He pointed at the floor where a throw rug had been placed, and pushed the rug back. Beneath it, the floor was the same polished wood as elsewhere except that there was what looked like nothing more than a collection of small, dime sized bits of round metal there which were hollow in the middle. They were embedded in the dark wood floor, and would have been hardly noticeable even without the throw rug.
 
   He turned and walked back into the closet, and emerged with one of the dildos. My stomach churned violently, my face flamed anew, and my heart thumped as he approached me with it. I wanted to protest but couldn't bring myself to speak.
 
   The dildo was some kind of black latex. It was phallic shaped but didn't look like a phallus, if you know what I mean. It was sort of, well, lumpy, like a black tube that had broken out in warts all over its surface. It was somewhat rounded on one end, and when he turned it around I saw that the flat base had a small hole in the end. He showed me a two inch long metal screw, and screwed it into the base of the dildo thing, then placed it against the floor, and turned it again and again, screwing it into one of the metal openings in the floor.
 
   When it was solidly in place he turned to me.
 
   “Get in your knees, slave.”
 
   Numbed by the sight of it, by the wildfire heat churning inside me, by the embarrassment and confusion I felt, I didn't really move until he gripped my hair and firmly lifted me upwards, only then scrambling weakly to get onto my knees. He used my hair as a kind of handle, pulling me sideways so I  sort of scrambled weakly on my knees until I was actually atop the thing, breaths ragged, chest hot. Then he let go of my hair and stood back.
 
   “Now, you are to slide down slowly until you are sitting on your heels.”
 
   I stared at him like a deer caught in the headlights of a car on a dark highway.
 
   “Down, slave,” he ordered.
 
   He thrust his foot between my knees, and forced my right leg to one side, then the left.
 
   “Down slowly, slave.”
 
   I dropped my head, my overhanging hair hiding the sight of him as I stared down at the … thing sticking up there. It was big, and strange looking, and my gaze slid from it to the narrow pink opening to my body which glistened wetly. My chest was so tight I could hardly breath as I slowly eased my knees wider, and then wider still, still not sure I could go through with it until... until I suddenly felt that thing pressed against me there.
 
   I let out a soft gasp, recoiled, even as the pleasure of its touch made my pussy throb, and then sank slowly back again. I adjusted my position so that it pushed perfectly against my opening and then hesitated before slowly easing down.
 
   Oh fucking God! The feel of it pushing up through the wet, burning folds of my pink flesh was almost beyond belief. I was so hot, so sexually aroused, the pressure of my need so intense within me that I sank down with a helpless audible moan of deep pleasure, taking inch after inch up into my quivering belly. The weird shape of it stroked and caressed my taut pussy lips as it slid through, and rubbed against my the pulsing elastic flesh of my pussy as I sank deeper.
 
   And then, gulping in air, I was sitting on my heels, knees wide, half impaled on the thing as I stared down.
 
   'Raise your head, slave,” he ordered.
 
   I didn't, couldn't. As aroused as I was, I was still horribly embarrassed, humiliated.
 
   I cried out in pain as he seized my hair and jerked my head up and back.
 
   “Now the rest of the way, slave,” he said softly.
 
   I groaned and shifted my heels along my buttocks to the sides, still gripped by a wild sense of disbelief that I had allowed things to go this far, still horribly embarrassed as he watched me sliding further down the length of the dildo.
 
   But oh God it felt good inside me! It felt incredible as it slid through my opening and up into my body!
 
   I grunted and gasped as it seemed to hit the deep end of my pussy, squirming and shifting my pelvis, wanting more inside me, needing more inside me. It started to hurt, to ache, deep inside, but it hurt so good!
 
   And then I was flat on the floor. I mean, my pussy was pressed flat on the floor, the lips stretched wide around that dildo thing, my heels pressed against the sides of my buttocks as the sexual pressure and the intensity of the wild hunger made me tremble, literally tremble as I knelt there.
 
   David moved away briefly, then returned with the other shackles. He squatted on my right, slipping the restraint over my ankle as it lay on the floor there. Then he moved around to my other side and locked the shackle around that ankle, too.
 
   I don't know why, but the feel of the cool metal around my ankles felt darkly sensuous.
 
   He went back into the closet, and came out with a long, metal bar, brought it over to me and then placed it behind me, screwing it into another of the little holes, it seemed. Then he gripped my hair, firmly forcing my head back. This automatically opened my mouth and I gasped, then blinked in confusion and surprise as he pushed something against my open mouth. 
 
   “Open your mouth wide, slave,” he ordered.
 
   I obeyed as something hard pushed in between my teeth. It was like.. like metal with a thin bit of leather over it. Only it pressed up against my top teeth, or rather, my gums, and then down as well. I realized after a moment that it was like a ring, and open ring, a donut, and it lay nestled within the opening to my mouth, as he pulled two leather straps back behind my head and buckled them together.
 
   Then he tilted my head back further, and snapped the back of my collar to the metal pole behind me. This left me sort of bent back, but not a lot. My back was arched, though, for I couldn't move my hips back because of the dildo impaling me.
 
   He looked down at me and produced what looked like a small penis, and I moaned, my eyes widening, as he brought it down to my mouth. It turned out to be exactly the right size to completely fill the hole of the donut or ring thing he had pushed into my mouth, I felt it sliding across my tongue and filling up my mouth as he snapped it in place to the ring, gagging me.
 
   “Since you are heterosexual you should appreciate the feel of one of those in your mouth,” he said dryly.
 
   He went back into the closet and pulled out a pair of thin leather straps, wrapping each in a loop around one of my legs. He pulled them slowly apart, and there was a clip on the end which snapped into the holes in the floor to lock them in place. So I was essentially locked tightly, legs straining, the tendons in my thighs aching with how wide open they were, impaled on the dildo, and the collar bound to the pole behind me.
 
   He then plugged an electrical box into the wall outlet, and fed a thin wire across the floor to where I was bound. He smiled and plugged a small, rounded object, not much bigger than a his thumb into it and then squatted next to me. He pulled on my hair and I cried out – but could hardly make a sound because of the gag – as he forced my head back harder. The pull on my hair was sharp and kind of forced me to ease up off the floor a bit, just a bit.
 
   He slid the thing under and then released my hair.
 
   I sank back down fully onto the dildo, with this little thing jammed in just beneath me, just where the top of my pussy was pressed against the floor – against my clit.
 
   And it began to vibrate in a way I was starting to become familiar with due to my new toy.
 
   And then Uncle David moved back and sat down casually, watching me.
 
   I was sort of – shifting and – writhing and twisting and that thing was jammed in against my pussy, against my clit, buzzing and vibrating, and I was so fucking hot already that I just lost it. I mean I. Lost. It.  It was trying desperately to keep control of myself, I mean, with him there, despite all the things I'd already done to humiliate myself, but it was no use. The sensations roared inside me and exploded.
 
   The orgasm was bigger than big. It was massive. My body convulsed violently, jerking and twisting as I ground myself frantically against the thing. My muscles spasmed, my knees pulling wildly against the straps keeping my legs wide. My back arching and head rolling as I gurgled and groaned and cried out into the gag. A tidal wave of sensations swept over me like a wildfire and nothing mattered by the all-consuming pleasure.
 
   I was aware he was watching me, and that both embarrassed and, oddly, aroused me still further as I twisted and ground myself in gurgling, sexually maddened release. Even my “big” orgasms were loud, for they took control of me and shook me like a rag doll. I had to make sure I was either alone in the house (hard when you had roommates) or was well away from where anyone else was.
 
   And this was worse. I was so relieved I had the gag in my mouth. If not I would have totally, completely humiliated myself  by screaming out loud. And yes, I had pretty much totally humiliated myself even without that, but that would have been worse still.
 
   The orgasm tore through my body like a hurricane, and when it had finally passed I sagged, exhausted and drained, panting helplessly for breath as he looked on.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Four
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   He got up, wordlessly, and left the room, leaving me alone, still tightly bound, groaning tiredly, languorously. A couple of minutes later, I had recovered somewhat, but the vibrator was still buzzing between my legs. At first, it was quite uncomfortable. I was exquisitely sensitive down there right now and would have pushed it away if I  could have. Instead it just kept buzzing, and the discomfort became worse, then shifted and I found my pussy starting to throb and pulse hungrily once again.
 
   I moaned, my belly still aching from that monster orgasm. I didn't particularly want to come again, to feel that level of wild sensory overload. I twisted and pulled helplessly against the metal shackles, against the restraints, but of course, I was well and truly locked into position, and could do nothing to resist. 
 
   The next orgasm was not as monstrous, but it was still big, a big orgasm, bigger than big, and I screamed into the gag, giving myself up to it, not needing to care about hiding the sound of my passion as I screamed again and again at the howling, seething torrent of sexual heat pouring through my system. I ground and twisted my sopping, spasming pussy down around that thick dildo and jammed my clit against the vibrator as the sexual storm swept away any trace of inhibitions and turned me into little more than a sexual beast.
 
   Fuuuuuuuuuuuck!
 
   I sagged, gasping, chest heaving, gulping in air through my nose, moaning around the penis ring gag, my nipples aching, my breasts hot, my belly quivering and roiling, and my pussy feeling so fucking hungry that if the dildo was another foot longer I think I could have taken it all. I certainly would have tried.
 
   And still I was locked in place, and for the first time in my life began to actually understand what it was to be bound, to be helpless, not just in play, but for real. I mean, I could not get away to save my life, and was completely at Uncle David's mercy. Worse, he wasn't even here. There wasn't even anyone to call out to, to demand he release me, to even stare at in a meaningful way to try and make him understand. I was alone, and bound, and helpless, and there was nothing whatsoever – nothing I could do about it.
 
   I was too drained, at first, and just knelt there, gasping, panting, moaning weakly. But the dawning understanding of my own helplessness, that this was, REAL bondage, for the first time ever, was acting in concert with that buzzing vibrator to rouse me again despite the two powerful comes. I groaned, back aching as I continued to kneel with my chest thrust out, my back arched. My knees were aching, too, but the discomfort didn't mean I could get away. It just reinforced how helpless I was.
 
   Jesus! Where was Uncle David anyway!?
 
   I was sweating, trembling a bit, feeling weak, my chest and belly aching, and as the sexual energy built up I felt increasingly hyper, moaning as raw sexual sensations crackled through my body like lightning, growing in intensity as my pussy spasmed and sucked and squeezed down on the dildo and I ground myself against the vibrator.
 
   Then David walked in. He looked at me calmly, kneeling there, frazzled, gasping, trembling, picked up the riding crop, and walked over next to me. Then he pulled over a chair and sat down.
 
   “Are we enjoying ourselves, slave?” he asked.
 
   He placed the small, flat tip of the crop against my aching, throbbing nipple, then smacked it sharply. I shuddered, the stinging making my breast flare even more powerfully with pleasure and raw heat. He slapped it again, and then again, short, sharp little smacks that made me grunt and gasp and moan. He slapped my other nipple and then again.
 
   Then he began to slap my nipple harder, and repeatedly. I don't mean to say he drew his arm back and swung the crop down hard or anything. He kept his arm in place and just used his wrist, making the tip of the crop blur as it smacked repeatedly down on my nipple. I moaned and cried out, twisting weakly, writhing in place, my nipple soon aflame with the throbbing, screaming sensations. Then he did the same to my other nipple, until the center of each breast was red and burning.
 
   He got up and went to his closet, returning with two small plastic objects. They were black, plastic, and about the size of my thumb, no, even smaller, shorter. I had no idea what they were for until he squeezed one and brought it down against my right nipple. The black things turned out to be hollow, and it slipped just over my nipple, going flat against my skin. He released it and I gasped, for it was a suction cup, and my now hypersensitive nipple sizzled and crackled with sexual electricity from the steady sucking.
 
   Of course, he placed the other over my other nipple, and stood back to watch as, within a minute, my mind collapsed and I thrashed violently in place, eyes bulging, shaking like someone having an epileptic fit. Convulsions wracked my overheated, sweating frame as the orgasm tore through me like a churning, howling tornado and I screamed mindlessly until my throat was hoarse.
 
   “Interesting,” he said, his voice coming from off in the distance, as though down a long well.
 
   I was barely conscious, lolling weakly, groaning, eyes slitted as the languor of the aftermoment lingered and left me as limp and wrung out as a dishcloth. I groaned as he pulled the black suction cups from my nipples and went away, but my mind was still scattered, shattered, and I was hardly aware of him even being there. He returned, and this time he had a small pair of pink things in his hand. They were slightly wider and longer than the black ones, but also hollow.
 
   He slipped them over my nipples. But these had wires attached, the wires leading to a white box which he pulled back over my shoulders and lay, presumably on the floor, behind me. 
 
   These began to suck at my nipples, but it wasn't a steady suck, as with the others. It was a rhythmic sort of sucking and massaging which, at first, I hardly paid attention to. I paid a fluttery attention when he unlocked my collar from the post behind me, groaning as I was finally allowed to straighten up. He pulled firmly on my hair and my body reacted by pushing myself upwards.
 
   My mind was still sluggish, but I saw the thing in his hand, a butt plug, gleaming with lube as he bent over me and placed it against my back opening. I moaned a complaint, but the lube felt cool against my puckered opening. And then he pushed it slowly up and it forced my sphincter open. I groaned again, moaning an exhausted complaint as it pushed into me, but he ignored it.
 
   I felt my anal muscles sucking it deeper, and it slipped high into my belly until the round ring at the base pressed flat against the outside of my anus. Then he released my hair and I groaned again as I sank back down onto the dildo. David removed the post from behind me, but then undid my shackles, gripping my right arm firmly as he lifted it slowly upwards along my spine to just below my neck. There he clipped it to the back of the collar with a short chain.
 
   He lifted my other wrist up, too, slowly and carefully, until it too was chained up behind my neck. Then I felt a strap going around my arms near the elbows, and groaned with the strain as he slowly forced my elbows back closer and closer together. The strain became a deep ache and then something that almost hurt enough to tear me out of my mentally dazed state of sexual exhaustion. He buckled the strap in place, though, and stood up.
 
   Uncle David left me alone again, alone with the vibrator, the dildo, the bondage, and the nipple teasers which sucked and trembled and vibrated around my aching pink nipples.
 
   Was he trying to drive me insane? If so it wouldn't be long now, I thought dazedly.
 
   And he hadn't even touched me! Well, except for my hair. His skin had never once touched mine.
 
   My body swirled and churned its way up to the edge and plummeted off, screaming and writhing and thrashing in place. But I never hit bottom. Another orgasm swept over me almost before the first one ended, then another and another. Orgasm after orgasm hammered through my mind and body as I felt myself becoming less and less a person and more and more a raw, animal creature of wanton sex and pleasure.
 
   Uncle David returned for part of it, near the end. But I was hardly aware of him, hardly aware of anything but the fires consuming my mind, body and soul. Finally, the screaming heat of it was too much and my mind overloaded and shut down, leaving me in the peace of unconsciousness.
 
   * * * *
 
   I woke slowly, groaning, sore all over. I felt as though I'd run a marathon then climbed a mountain at the end. I was naked, unsurprisingly, and still had the metal collar and shackles around my wrists and ankles. I groaned weakly, rolling over in bed, then over again. I was groaning weakly simply from the sheer physical pleasure – not sexual – of stretching and bending and moving in the soft bed.
 
   And then I grunted as I tried to turn a certain way, to sort of ball up in the fetal position, and felt my head jerk to a stop as the collar pulled back. I reached up and realized that there was a chain attached to the collar, gasping at the understanding. My hand followed the chain up to the wall, where it was bolted in place. I'd never noticed a ring there down behind the headboard, but it didn't seem to be new.
 
   It was still quite early in the morning. My unconsciousness had apparently then transited into my nightly sleep, but as I'd gone to bed – well – to sleep early, I wakened at dawn. 
 
   I examined the metal shackles around my wrists, but saw no way of opening them, nor could I feel a catch or clip on my collar which would spring it open. I was locked in place here, Uncle David still treating me like a submissive slave girl.
 
   That meant I couldn't get up! That irritated me only a little. It was still only dawn, and no matter how early I'd gone to bed, I never got up this early. And since there wasn't much I could do about it – David being asleep, no doubt, on the other side of the house on the next floor – I lay back and continued to stretch and roll and arch.
 
   Then it did turn sexual, as my bare arms slid down across my bare breasts, the soft skin rubbing and caressing my aching nipples, mashing my soft breasts against my chest, as my hand slid down between my legs, cupping and then rubbing my bare pussy.
 
   I rolled to one side, opened the night table, and drew out my vibrator, then turned it on and began to massage my pussy, my clit. I shuddered, hips beginning to buck almost at once, and an orgasm swept over me in not much more than a minute as I imagined myself as the naked, chained slave girl of a wicked, evil, but of course, handsome master.
 
   That done, I lay back, gasping for more long minutes before putting the vibrator away.
 
   I pulled the sheets up around my chin and relaxed again, panting weakly, thinking about what had happened the previous evening, alternately blushing and flushing at the memories, embarrassed and yet wickedly thrilled by how wanton and perverse the evening had been.
 
   If that was what it was like to be a submissive slave girl – wow!
 
   After a while, I was awake enough that I would have gotten up, but I couldn't, so there was no point trying. 
 
   I suppose in a way David was teaching me the downside of being a submissive, of being completely at the mercy of someone else's will, only able to do what they wanted, not what you wanted.
 
   But as I lay there, thinking, I started getting hot again. I wondered if I was turning into a nymphomaniac or something, but it didn't bother me. I got out my vibrator, and this time, my dildo as well, and began to toy with myself, running through a mixture of dark fantasies, and memories of the previous evening. I drove the dildo deep into my pussy, reveling in the ache I felt so high within me as I drove the thing home hard.
 
   I eased it out, digging into the drawer for some lube, then lay back and pulled my ankles up and back. I pushed up on my lower back and hooked my toes under the headboard, legs spread wide, then slowly worked the dildo down into my ass.
 
   I'd never really tried to make use of this particular orifice before for sex play, but David using the butt plug on me had been just so deliciously dirty and nasty that now I felt a hot throb in my groin as I slowly worked the dildo down into my ass.
 
   I pushed the vibrator up my pussy, groaning as I pumped it in and out, and … and then the door opened and Uncle David was there.
 
   Oh shit!
 
   If this were yesterday morning I would have died. I would have been so utterly mortified that I don't know how I could have stood such total humiliation. I mean, getting caught masturbating was bad enough, but in this position, butt naked, thrust into the air, legs spread wide,  and with both orifices crammed full of my sex toys... well... you can only imagine.
 
   Even as it was I yelped and jerked my legs down, instantly going red and trying to pull the sheets up over myself to hide from his calm eyes. There was no possible way to hide or disguise what I was doing, not fast enough, and so I humiliated myself in front of him - again. Though, of course, much of what he’d been doing since I had confessed to him my crime seemed to involve him deliberately humiliating me.
 
   “The primary consideration in being a sex slave,” he said, “is that your world is all about sex and sexual pleasure. It’s all about eroticism and sensuality and being aroused by your own body and the way others see and treat you.”
 
   He walked forward casually, his face quite neutral and unbothered as I dropped my lower half hurriedly onto the bed and instinctively tried to pull the sheets over myself.
 
   “A sexual slave is aroused by watching herself be mistreated, by watching the lust she provokes in others and watching the abuse, the erotic abuse forced upon herself, watching it as though she were viewing an erotic movie, or story, but feeling it first hand, as well. I think the strongest sexual slaves are those with the ability to almost set themselves apart from their body, as if floating above, and watching with excitement a she is abused.”
 
   I didn’t really know what to say to this bit of philosophy, and was too embarrassed to talk anyway, as David unlocked the chain which led to the wall and then pulled on it, keeping his hand low. I was forced to slide out of bed on my belly, and to take a position on my hands and knees.
 
   “You’re probably bisexual,” he said as he began to walk towards the door. “You’re aroused by you being abused but I’m willing to bet you’d be aroused by the sight of another attractive woman being abused, as well. The fantasy is all encompassing, after all.”
 
   He walked with his right hand held low, locked tightly to the chain only a foot or so from my neck so that I had to crawl along awkwardly next to him. “Certain kinds of arousal comes fro outrageous sexual behavior,” he said as he led me out the door. “And so the more outrageous you are treated, the more aroused you become.”
 
   He walked just a little faster than I could comfortably crawl, so I had to pant and struggle along to keep up or be dragged by the collar. 
 
   “Being a slave is to be something other than a person,” he said, “because being a slave means being a possession, an object, a thing with no mind or will of its own. A slave is a sexual creature who thinks only about her own sexual satisfaction and pleasure, a hedonistic pet, or  slut animal if you will.”
 
   He brought me into the same room I had been in the previous evening, I felt a sudden churning in my stomach when I saw the video camera on its tripod standing at one end, and those umbrella lights bracketing the center of the floor, pointing down.
 
   David unlocked the chain from the collar and left me in the middle of the floor, and I stared anxiously at the camera.
 
   “What are you planning on doing with the camera?” I gulped.
 
   “That is not your concern. As a slave, you do not ask questions. Anything your master thinks you should know he or she will inform you. You merely need to obey orders without question, and bask in your sexual hedonism.”
 
   “Uhm, I‘m not saying I want to, like, be a slave,” I said. “I just…. Just get turned on a little by uhm, you know, stuff.”
 
   I looked at the camera uncertainly.
 
   “From what I saw yesterday, Lindsey, you are one of those individuals who can subsume her entire being into the role of sexual plaything, and are extremely receptive to physical  and psychological stimulation. You wanted to experiment, to see what that was like. I will see what  limits are, so you can see what your limits are.”
 
   He had a riding crop in his hand now and I eyed it a bit nervously.
 
   “Now let’s start out by seeing how aroused you can become without a single pleasurable touch to your body, how inflamed we can make your mind merely by words and a submissive, degrading situation. I am going to speak harshly to you, I what you might consider an outrageous fashion and tone. This is designed to put you into the proper mental state to feel like a powerless sexual slave. Do you understand?”
 
   “I uhm, guess so,” I gulped.
 
   The fact is I was already starting to feel aroused, kneeling there naked in the middle of the floor, licking my lips and wondering what he had in mind. I watched him go to the camera.
 
   “Wh-what’s the camera for?” I asked again.
 
   He looked at me from under his eyebrows.
 
   “You will be punished for speaking out of turn,” he said. “Slaves do not get to ask questions. Turn around and bend over. Place your upper body against the floor and elevator your bottom. Keep your legs together for now.”
 
   I looked at him, open mouthed, and he slapped his hand down sharply on the dresser, startling me.
 
   “Now... slut!” he growled.
 
   I gasped at the word and tone, and then twisted around, my stomach starting to roil as I lowered my torso and raised my bottom high. I blushed at the view it was giving him - and the camera, though I didn’t think it was turned on, but also felt a hot thrum between my legs as he stepped forward.
 
   He laid the crop across my bottom, and I clenched my teeth and waited, trying to brace myself. Then it lifted off, and a moment later it snapped down with stinging force.
 
   “Oww!”
 
   “With each blow, I want you to state the following; I’m sorry for being a bad girl, master. Thank you for punishing me,” he said.
 
   I stared at the floor just under my chin.
 
   “Now, Slave!”
 
   “I uhm, I’m sorry for being a bad girl, master,” I said, a bit breathlessly, “Thank you for punishing me. Oww!”
 
   “Again.... slut!”
 
   I’m sorry for being a bad girl, master. Th-thank you for punishing me!” I gasped.
 
   Crack!
 
   “Oww! I’m sorry for being a bad girl, master! Thank you for punishing me!”
 
   Each blow snapped stingingly across my upraised buttocks, but I knew it could have been much more severe. He was only hitting me lightly. Still it stung, and I gasped and flinched at each blow, my bottom getting red and sore and hot, my breathing becoming more ragged and unsteady.
 
   “All right. Turn around.... slut.”
 
   I felt a deep dark thrill at the casual use of the word to describe me, but obeyed, rising at his order, kneeling with my knees wide, siting on my heels facing the camera.
 
   He turned on the two umbrella lights, brightening me considerably, and then fiddled with the camera. I longed to ask him but didn’t dare, but ten he told me anyway.
 
   “The camera might be recording, or might not. It might be broadcasting to the internet, to thousands of people, or perhaps, to just a few, but you don’t know and it doesn't matter. You will obey orders as they are given, regardless of who might or might not be watching. Is that understood, slave girl?”
 
   “Y-yes,” I gulped.
 
   His hand slapped down sharply on the dresser again.
 
   “You will append the word master to every answer.”
 
   “Yes, master!” I exclaimed.
 
   God this was kinky and perverted and weird and sick but… fucking HOT!
 
   “I am going to show you a series of posters. You will read them aloud. Is that understood, slave?”
 
   “Yes, master,” I said.
 
   “Spread your legs wider... slut. Show us your cunt.”
 
   I blushed at the deliberate crudity of his words, and flinched from them as well. They made me feel a bit angry, a bit embarrassed, degraded, and then ultimately, hot. My pussy throbbed and I could feel how moist I was becoming.
 
   I shifted my knees wide on the floor.
 
   “Put your hands behind your head. Show us your tits.”
 
   I drew my arms up and back and arched my back, flushing with heat and embarrassment.
 
   “Play with them. Squeeze them.”
 
   I straightened and brought my hands up under my breasts, cupping and kneading them as he and the camera looked on. Then he held up a square sheet with large words printed on it and nodded at me.
 
   “I love my tits,” I said. “I love to have men suck on my nipples.”
 
   Saying the words aloud…. To him… even though I was just reading what he wrote, was a dark, nasty little shock to my mind and made my pussy throb even more hotly.
 
   “Lay back on your back... slut.”
 
   I shuddered, and lay back.
 
   “Spread your legs wide.”
 
   I obeyed.
 
   “Draw your legs up straight in the air, then let them fall slowly apart, as wide as you  can. Show us your cunt, you nasty little slut.”
 
   Blushing, I did as he ordered.
 
   “Now put your feet flat on the floor, knees high, feet as wide as you can go. That’s it, slut. Brace  your elbows on the floor, and put your hands up under our hips. Lift them into the air. Go ahead. Give the camera an even better look into your dirty little cunt.”
 
   I obeyed, flushing darkly as I did so.
 
   “Now drop back to the floor, and draw your knees up across your shoulders.”
 
   I obeyed again, and he held up another little paper.
 
   “I-I love cock,” I said a bit hoarsely. “I love to have cock inside me. I love to fuck.”
 
   “Show us the pink. Stick your fingers into your whore body and peel it open for us to stare at.”
 
   God! I would never have thought he could have talked to me like that, or that I would tolerate ANYONE talking to me like that, but his words were like blows against my psyche, and both outraged and aroused me.
 
   I obeyed, flushing darkly at doing something that obscene  while someone watched.
 
   I turned and knelt on all fours, spread my legs, reached back between my legs, and peeled my pussy lips open, feeling how swollen, hot, sensitive and wet they were.
 
   Then he tossed me a big, realistically shaped dildo.
 
   “Suck cock, slave. Show our viewers what a cock sucking whore you are.”
 
   “Like you don’t!” I gulped, stung.
 
   “Bend over for punishment!” he snapped, picking up the crop.
 
   I bit my lip and then lay my chest down, pulling my thighs together. The crop landed a little more heavily this time, and I gasped and thanked him with each blow. Then we resumed with the dildo. I sucked and licked at it while he stood back, and when he held up a paper, I read it aloud. “I love to suck cock,” I said. “I love to have a big cock in my mouth and in my throat. I’m a cock sucking whore.”
 
   I put the dildo in my mouth and pumped it slowly in and out.”
 
   “You mean you can ‘t deep throat?” he said incredulously. “What kind of a useless sex slave are you?”
 
   “I.. I’ve tried,” I whined. “My gag reflex always makes me want to throw up.”
 
   “that is nothing but mental weakness,” he said. “You swallow all manner of food every day and don’t throw up, but you feel a tiny finger and your mental reflex causes you to gag instead of swallowing. Would you like me to teach you how?”
 
   “Yes, master,” I said a bit embarrassed, a bit hopeful.
 
   He brought out a U-shaped metal pipe, and snapped the two ends into the holes in the floor, then had me kneel, with my belly across the top. He strapped my thighs to the lower parts of the pipe and bent me over top so my elbows  were on the floor then strapped them down. He drew my hair back into a braided pony tail and then tied it to a cord. I gasped as he lubed up a large butt-plug and slowly worked it up my ass. Then, when it was in firmly, he tied the cord attached to my hair to it so my head was forced back tightly.
 
   A ring gag went into my mouth, and then I was helpless as he found a long, red, latex double-headed dildo and sat in front of me on a chair. He slid the dildo through the hole into my mouth and ordered m to suck and lick it. 
 
   “Think of it as food. You have to fool your silly little female mind,” he said. “It’s food and you’re going to, quite naturally, swallow it. Suck on it. Get it nice and slick and then it’ll slide down smoothly and easily. Your throat can easily accommodate it. It’s your mind which has to come to terms with taking in something that size. You can gag on a pill if your mind tells you you should. So it’s all about the mind. Control the mind and you control the body.”
 
   He pumped the long double dildo in and out of my mouth, smoothly, slowly, the tip going deeper and deeper.. Then he pushed it into my throat and at first I just swallowed, and it went in smoothly, but then I panicked and began to choke and gag. He eased it back out again and saliva fairly drooled out over my lower lip as I coughed and gasped for breath.
 
   “Let us try a small distraction,” he said. “An encouragement to the female mind.”
 
   He went back into his closet and came out with a large, thick dildo and some lube. He used the lube on it and then slowly pushed the dildo into my pussy. I was blushing furiously, because up to this point in time he had never done anything quite so blatantly - well - sexual if you like - with me. He’d said some things, and made me do some things, and he’d hit me a little and tied me up, and pushed butt plugs into me, but I still didn’t really consider that area of my body to be, well, sexual. I certainly did with my pussy, though, so pushing things into me there seemed a higher level and made my mind squirm more than a bit despite what we’d already done.
 
   But it did have the affect of distracting me. I’ll give him that. And the penetration acted on my body as it always did, though previously that penetration had only been vaginal. Now I had two big, solid, thick things inside me, and my pussy and anal muscles squeezed down repeatedly on them, as if chewing on them, while he moved around in front of me and thrust the longer dildo into my mouth once more.
 
   I moaned weakly around it, licking it as he directed, as it coasted slowly back and forth across my tongue and over my lips. He slid it into my throat and again I started out okay, and then started to panic and jerk my head from side to side as I fought my gag reflex. He pulled it out again and I gasped and coughed heavily. 
 
   He got up and brought out another U-shaped metal pipe thing and unstrapped my forearms, then re-positioned me with the new bar under my chest just above my breasts, supporting me in the doggy position. He strapped my upper arms to the vertical parts of the bar so I couldn’t move at all then reached under and pinched one my nipples thoughtfully, going “hmmm.”
 
   He went back into the closet and returned with - I didn’t know what. I mean, it wasn’t like I could turn my head freely or anything. I felt something metallic against my right nipple and then felt it dig in.
 
   “Ow!” I said. 
 
   The pain grew worse, hotter, sharper.
 
   “Oww! Oww! Oww!”
 
   The pain grew still sharper  and I cried out, my voice rising several octaves. Only then did the pain back off a bit. But then it started on my other nipple.
 
   “Oww! Owww! Uncle David!” I cried.
 
   He ignored me, except to slap my bottom and say “Master.”
 
   With my nipples burning and aching, and something hanging from each, he snapped a couple of clips into the holes in the floor underneath and then I felt a steady pulling at both nipples, as though whatever had been clipped to them was being pulled downwards. Again I started to gasp and moan and the pulling, while it didn’t stop, settled at a firm, but not painful strength. He’d apparently chained or tied my nipples down to the floor, which was kind of a shock to me, but also a dark, sizzlingly exotic and thus kinky thing to do, and which aroused my mind despite how my nipples burned and throbbed.
 
   “Oh!” I moaned, feeling totally helpless and sexualized.
 
   He thrust the dildo back into my mouth, and I stared down at it, cross-eyed, but then he stopped, went back to the closet, and got a blindfold. From there on I could see nothing. I could only feel the smooth latex of the dildo sliding over my tongue, sliding in and out through my lips. 
 
   I was nervous, anxious, but when it went down my throat again I was also wildly aroused and somehow that helped sooth my mind’s fears and concern about the big dildo sliding into my throat. I moaned weakly around it as it stroked very slowly up and down in my throat, then pulled back out again. I gagged just a bit as it pulled free, coughing, but it had not been that bad, really. I felt elated. I had done it!
 
   I felt victorious, and much of my anxiety eased. When he pushed the thing back into my throat again I handled it easily, and he pumped it smoothly and easily in and out, using longer strokes. He pulled it free again, let me breath, then slid it into my throat again. This time he removed my blindfold and I stared, shocked, to see that all he had in his hand, all that remained outside of my lips, was a small piece, maybe four inches long. The double headed dildo was twenty inches long! And almost all of it was down my throat! Wow!
 
   He pumped it in and out. I could feel it stroking against the inner walls of my throat, and I could see the other end of the dildo in his fingers as he pulled it out of my mouth - then pushed it back in. When he pulled the whole thing out I was just incredibly amazed and hot to see inch after inch after inch emerging from my mouth. 
 
   I’m not sure why it was making me so hot that I had managed to take it without gagging. I guess, well, you hear about deep throating so often, you know, and if you can’t do it, it seems like this huge thing, this big deal that only those who are really proficient at sex can manage, and now I was doing it so felt - I don’t know, hot, sexy, wild. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Five
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Uncle David calmly pushed the long dildo back into me and I watched, getting a bit cross-eyed, as it slid forward and disappeared into my open maw.. Then he stroked it in and out again, getting me used to the feel. He pulled it out and took the ring gag out, and then did it again. Now it felt even more sensuous as my lips closed around the slick, soft latex, and it caressed my lips as it pushed in and slid out. I felt a hot sense of squirming exultation as he pumped it in and out of my mouth
 
   It still left me a little breathless, gasping and gulping in air each time he pulled it free. And he started having me degrade myself again.
 
   “You like that, do you... slut.”
 
   “Y-yes,” I gasped.
 
   He slapped my bottom stingingly.
 
   “Yes, master!” I panted.
 
   “You like to suck cock, do you?”
 
   ‘Yes, master!”
 
   “Say it... slut.”
 
   “I like to suck cock, master!” I moaned excitedly.
 
   “Does that make you a cock sucker?”
 
   “Yes, master. I’m a cock sucker!” I said breathlessly.
 
   “So you’re a cock-sucking slut, are you.”
 
   “Yes, master. I’m a cock sucking slut!” I moaned.
 
   He pushed it back down my throat, fucking me with it, then pulling it out again
 
   “Are you a cock sucking slut?”
 
   “Yesss,” I moaned. “I’m a cock sucking slut, master.”
 
   “Do you want cock... whore?”
 
   “Yes,” I panted. “I want cock, master.
 
   “Beg for it... whore.”
 
   “Please may I have cock, master,” I said, my mind squirming. “Please feed the cock sucking whore more cock!”
 
   “More cock, slut?” he asked mildly, rubbing the spit wet dildo over my face. “Does the little slut slave want to suck more cock. Beg, slut slave.”
 
   God! His words were so filthy! He was being so disgusting and degrading! It embarrassed me and made me want to gasp in outrage. But why did it turn me on too? Why was it such a rush!?
 
   “Please may slut slave have more cock, master?” I gulped, red faced. “Please may slut slave suck on his big red cock again?”
 
   He thrust it into my mouth, not as gentle as before, and I gurgled around it, sucking, or trying to, as he jammed the head in against the inside of my cheek, then twisted it around and jammed it against the inside of my other cheek, twisting and turning it, thrusting it in and out in a sort of.. I don’t know, nasty way.
 
   He straightened it and shoved it against the back wall of my throat.
 
   “Swallow it, slut. Take it down your throat, you cock loving whore animal,” he growled.
 
   God! I moaned as it penetrated me, feeling a deeply erotic sense of wild, raw sexual heat as it literally penetrated my throat and then slid slickly down, down, down my gullet, into my very chest! I moaned around it as that long slick cock moved up and down in my mouth and throat, and it felt bizarre to feel it against my lips even as I could feel it deep in my throat. My pussy spasmed around the dildo inside me and I felt a swirling dark sensory storm churning through my body.
 
   “Suck that cock.... whore,” he barked, slapping my bottom sharply.
 
   I cried out at the sting but almost silently, for the dildo blocked my throat and air.
 
   “Swallow it, you miserable little slut,” he said, his voice hardening as he slapped my bottom stingingly again. “that’s it, you dirty little cunt. Suck on that cock,” he said, slapping my bottom hard so I thrashed weakly in my straps.
 
   He pulled it out altogether and I coughed weakly, then gulped in air.
 
   My pussy throbbed hotly and wetly around the dildo inside it, and my nipples were hot little pinpricks of tingling, crackling sexual electricity. Every time my body moved even a little the pull on them increased or shifted in strength. And I realized I was unconsciously shifting my body a little, almost constantly, to feel those little tugs and pulls at my nipples make them ache and throb even more.
 
   “Are you a come slut?” he asked, gripping the dildo in my pussy suddenly and twisting it around.
 
   “Oohhh! Yess!” I gasped breathlessly. “Yes, master!”
 
   He slapped my bottom, and I knew he would, and… and a part of me had wanted him to. I had deliberately not called him “master” so he would slap my bottom. The sting was like fire on my throbbing insides and I shuddered to feel it.
 
   “Say it it, whore.”
 
   “I’m a filthy come-slut, master!” I gasped, my skin tingling, my body trembling.
 
   He drew the dildo slowly out and then thrust it in deep.
 
   “Oh!” I cried, jerking my head, pulling painfully against the hold of my hair, my body jerking my nipples against the cords binding them, my insides roiling and twisting.
 
   “And would you like to come, little slut?”
 
   “Yesss,” I gasped.
 
   Another sharp slap to my bottom made me  cry out.
 
   “Would you like to come?”
 
   “Yes!” I groaned.
 
   He slapped my bottom hard, and I yelped in pain.
 
   “beg for it then.... whore.”
 
   “Please make me come, master!” I cried, embarrassed and enthralled by my own words.
 
   He thrust the dildo into me with almost painful force and again I cried out.
 
   “Oh God! Please!” I cried, trembling.
 
   His hand cracked painfully against my bottom.
 
   “Another thing you must learn is that slaves are at the mercy of their masters. And masters like to torture slaves,” he said. “You will not allow yourself to come until I give you permission. IS that clear, slut?:
 
   “Yessss!” I groaned, receiving another sharp slap.
 
   He moved back in front of me, picking up the dildo and feeding it to me, inch by inch, driving it deep into my throat, pumping it in and out, then drawing it slowly out again, leaving me gasping and drooling - literally.
 
   “So you want cock, do you? Let me see how much you want cock,” he said.
 
   And then, partly to my shock, partly to my delight, he undid his trousers and drew out his own cock. His cock was about normal sized, I’d guess, a bit thicker than most, and it was hard. He might be gay but I guess the power games he had been playing with me were exciting enough to get him hot, even if my body wasn’t. 
 
   A part of me froze as I stared at it uncertainly. But most of me stared at it with fascination and a raw hunger. When he pressed it against my lips I strained forward, pulling against my hair to try and get my lips around it. 
 
   “Do you want to suck a real cock, slut?”
 
   “Yes, master!” I gasped a bit dazed.
 
   “Beg for it, slut.”
 
   “Please may I suck y-your cock, master!” I all-but whined.
 
    He made me beg again, and call myself a cock sucker, and then it was right there, and I kissed the head, and let it slowly push my lips aside as it slid through into my mouth. I moaned around it, sucking and licking excitedly. I have to say - it felt so much better in my mouth than the latex dildo had! I licked at it hungrily, loving the feel of it against my tongue and the roof of my mouth. 
 
   Uncle David moved forward and slid his cock deeper into my mouth, pulling back a little on my hair. I rolled my eyes up at him and then he drove his cock into my throat. I swallowed, moaning weakly, swallowed inch after inch until it was buried in my mouth and throat and my lips were wrapped around the shaft, pressed into the fabric of his trousers around his fly.
 
   “Filthy whore,” he said. “Suck your masters’ cock, you slut, you nasty little sex slave!”
 
   He pushed himself deep and then pulled out, then pushed deep again, gripping my braided hair as he began to pump slowly in and out of my mouth and throat. I felt like a wild, wicked whore! I reveled in my helpless bondage, and in the fullness in my belly and the sting of my nipples as he pumped in and out.
 
   A part of me was creeped out. I mean, he was way older than any guy I’d ever done anything with, and he was “uncle David”, of course. And this moved him from the role of teacher, if you will, to something a lot more personal. But I loved the soft, tactile feel of his slick cock in my mouth, and felt a shuddering heat as it caressed my lips and tongue.  His nasty, dirty words were making my pussy sparkle and crackle with sexual electricity as he pumped his cock I and out of my mouth and throat.
 
   “Cheap whore,” he said. “Suck that cock, you little slut animal.” 
 
   He reached down and picked up the riding crop, which he’d left on the floor, then swung it down across my bottom stingingly. 
 
   I yowled at the sting, but it only seemed to turn me on more.
 
   “Slut,” he growled. “Swallow that cock, you  sex slave.”
 
   He brought the crop down against my bottom again, and then again, each time sending a wild, flaring heat through my mind and body.
 
   He dropped the crop lower as his hips worked in and out, and then brought it up against the side of my left breast, starling me with the sudden sting. It wasn’t a hard blow or anything, but blow there would sting, and it pulled my breast sharply against the clamp so my nipple burned.
 
   He drew back and I coughed violently and gulped in air as saliva drooled over my lower lip. I moaned as he rubbed his spit-wet cock all over my face and called me a dirty little cock-hungry fuck toy. Then he pushed himself slowly back into my mouth and down my throat, bringing the crop down lightly but stingingly against the sides of my breasts repeatedly
 
   He started pumping faster, using long strokes that made me gag and choke a little, jamming my face in against his groin with every deep thrust and then grinding my nose into him.
 
   Finally, he pulled out, fisting his cock, and as I gasped for breath, mouth open, he came, spurting a surprisingly thick white spatter of come into my open mouth and across my face.
 
   That, of course, was another outrage, a sick outrage, a shocking outrage, but one which made me feel even more wickedly excitedly, more darkly aroused as I gasped weakly and pulled my nipples against the clamps.
 
   “Do you want to come, sex toy? Do you want to be allowed to come, fuck slave?”
 
   “Y-Y-Yes, “ I gasped, getting a sharp slap on the side of my breast with the crop.
 
   “Yes, master, slut.”
 
   “Yes, master,” I moaned.
 
   Another sharp snap of the crop made me gasp in pain.
 
   “Please may I come, master!” I whined.
 
   I didn’t think I could come. I felt very odd. The sexual heat had reached such a level, the intensity of the sexual pressure in me was so  high that I felt as though  it was actually too powerful for an orgasm to surpass it.. Then again, my mind was swirling and my blood churning and my stomach roiling and I was so feverish with it all I really didn’t know what I was doing, to tell you the truth.
 
   David moved behind me and thrust the riding crop between my legs, bringing it up against the underside of my pussy. I hissed as the hard leather pressed against the dripping, swollen flesh of my sex and then rubbed slickly across my clit. The pressure jammed my clit up against the hardness of the dildo within me and I let out a choked cry of pleasure mixed with a dark pain, for he was far from gentle.
 
   The shaft of the crop was rounded, made of a rough leather. The longer, thinner arm itself was smooth and more flexible. And then there was that flat, postage stamp sized ‘slapper” on the tip. Uncle David pressed the shaft up against me as he sawed it back and forth, grinding it against my burning flesh. Surging heat swept through my body as my hips bucked helplessly back against it. Then I felt his fingers at the base of the dildo, pushing it in painfully against he back wall of my pussy, then pulling it way back and starting to pump it in and out.
 
   He pumped the dildo hard and fast while sawing the crop against me and I felt myself starting to flip over into the spiraling upsurge to what I knew would be a massive orgasm. But then he stopped sawing the crop, instead placing the little slapper against my hard, swollen, aching clit, and rubbing it a little.
 
   Then he slapped me there, sharply, stingingly. And then he did it again.
 
   And again, and again, and again, faster, and faster and faster, then harder, the slapper a blur as it hit my clit again and again just the same way he had struck my nipples the other day. The orgasm was just starting to explode and the stinging, shocking slapping almost derailed it, but instead the climax seemed to take in the raw sensations and fuel itself into something extraordinarily powerful. I heard a voice screaming and realized it was mine, as I thrashed and shook violently against he straps and cried out in animal heat.
 
   The world was all raw sensations, powerful, intense, howling through me as my body shuddered and trembled as my head jerked spastically against the pull on my braid. My mind collapsed under the flood of sensation, tumbling and turning in the storm of heat and light and howling pleasure that tore through me, and I thought for a moment - not caring - that I was going to pass out again.
 
   This time, though, I stayed awake, though barely. The orgasm hammered at my mind until there was hardly a conscious thought left, and then as it faded it left me limp, dazed, slack jawed and drooling, glassy eyes slitted and unseeing as the straps held me in place.
 
   * * * *
 
   Uncle David unstrapped me, but he left in the butt plug and dildo, and left on my collar, to which he snapped the chain again. 
 
   “Let’s get you cleaned up and have something to eat,” he said.
 
   He tugged on the chain and led me, crawling weakly, out into the hall, then up the hall to the door to the attic, which was always locked - with a newer lock or I would have explored it earlier. He took a key from his pocket and unlocked it, then opened the door and tugged on the chain as he went in.
 
   There was a narrow wooden staircase inside, which curved sharply to the right. There was barely room for us both. In fact, he had to go ahead, pulling firmly on the chain as I climbed the stairs on hands and knees behind him. My curiosity started to reawaken my mind as I looked curiously around, and when we got to the top I turned my head rapidly from side to side so that Uncle David yanked on the chain to get my attention.
 
   The attic had a large, wide open area, with some doors against the far wall. The open area had an unpolished hardwood floor and was, in the summer heat, extremely hot. The house’s central air conditioning didn’t reach up here, and the heat seemed to be magnified by the steeply angled roof.
 
   There was a strange looking round cage at one end of the room. It was about  four feet around, a metal ball sitting on short legs. To one side of the ball was a long, heavy wooden table, and against the far wall was a large wooden X made of four by fours. There was a portion of the floor made of stone  next to a window, upon which sat a cast iron stove, thankfully unlit. Then there was another section which was of heavy industrial tile In the far corner, surrounded by a brick border a few inches high, with a drain in the middle.
 
   It was to this area that Uncle David led me, my knees getting sore crawling across the hard wood.. He had me kneel on the hard tiles in the doggy position, removed my collar, and then pushed down on my shoulders.
 
   “Chest down against the floor, sex slave,” he ordered. “bottom raised and legs spread.”
 
   The tiles were warm as I pressed my breasts against them, and they pillowed out beneath me as I obediently raised my bottom and shifted my knees apart. 
 
   “Head forward, slut. You don’t need to know what your master is doing,” he said.
 
   I grunted as I shifted my head forward, the floor pressing my chin up uncomfortably, bending my neck back as Uncle David turned on a faucet. I heard the water, but didn’t feel any, nor see any. But I gathered this was some sort of shower area in his bondage playroom. The cage had intrigued me the moment I’d seen it, and part of my mind was occupied with the darkly delicious thought of being a sex slave kept in a cage like that.
 
   I felt his fingers at the outer part of the butt plug, and groaned weakly as I felt my anal opening spreading wider and wider as the plug was pulled slowly free. I blushed a little as it came free, wondering what he intended. Then I felt something else sliding into my now open and vacant bottom even as my sphincter began to close up once again.
 
   A moment later, warm water flooded down into my anus.
 
   I gasped and started to raise my head, but a sharp slap on the back of my head pushed me down again.
 
   “Hold your position, slave,” he said.
 
   The water continued to flood down into my anus and then into my very bowels as  he pushed what must be a hose deeper  into my ass.
 
   “Slaves must be kept properly clean,” he said. “So that their masters are ale to make use of them at any time.”
 
   The dildo was pulled out of my pussy, and a thin plastic hose was pushed into me there, sliding deep. More warm water gushed out of it, only this backed up quickly and began to flood out of my pussy and onto the tiled floor below.
 
   David got up and walked across the floor, leaving me in that position, with the two hoses inside me, water gushing out of my pussy and starting to swirl around my chest and face, then spilling into the open drain a few inches ahead. He opened a cupboard and examined the contents, then returned, checking the two hoses, before going away again, going into one of the doors at the far end of the attic, then returning.
 
   The water in my pussy was pouring out of me, but the water in my ass was just continuing to accumulate, and my abdomen was starting to feel bloated and full.. Uncle David went over to another cupboard and dug around before coming out with a pair of sponge gloves which I guess he was going to use to wash me. He returned and I felt the hose in my anus being withdrawn. But then a small butt plug was stuffed into me to make sure I didn’t expel the water.
 
   “Hold that position, slut,” he said almost absently.
 
   He got up again and went into one of the rooms behind me, and I continued kneeling like that for several minutes as my belly got increasingly more uncomfortable with the water he’d poured into my bottom and my abdomen began to feel cramps and aches. My knees were sore, and my neck was starting to ache. The water frothing out of my pussy was splashing on the floor and then flowing slowly past my torso, along the sides of my breast and ribs, past my head and into the drain.
 
   Uncle David returned and pulled the hose out of my pussy, and let the warm water flow smoothly down my back and into my hair behind my head. He played the hose over my head and onto my face - which I didn’t mind cause it washed off the come, and ensured my body was soaking wet  - inside and out. Then he turned it off and I felt his fingers at my butt. He pulled the narrower hose out of me and thrust in a smaller butt-plug.
 
   “Sit up, sex slave,” he said. “Kneel, sitting on your heels.”
 
   A bit breathless, I pushed myself up onto my knees, and when he twirled his finger I turned around to face him, water trickling down my body.
 
   “Move backwards so you’re directly over the drain,” he ordered.
 
   I shifted back a bit, flushing as the implications became obvious. He reached back and pulled the screen off the drain so it was just a round hole about four inches wide, then had me squatting right over it, legs wide.
 
   “Now don’t move,  sex slave.”
 
   I trembled a bit at the word and watched him leave the attic. Alone, I brought my hands up to my breasts, caressing them lightly, kneading them softly. I combed my hair back from my head and twisted it in back of my neck to wring some of the water out, then put my hands back on my thighs as he returned, carrying one of the umbrella lights.
 
   “I think we’ll do this up here instead,” he said.
 
   He left, and returned with the other one, then left again, bringing the camera up on its tripod. I looked at I nervously, my stomach aching more and more.
 
   “How does the stomach feel?”
 
   “It… hurts,” I said.
 
   He nodded and then picked up the riding crop.
 
   “Assume your former position, but with your knees together,” he ordered.
 
   My pulse ticked upwards and I felt a sudden sense of anxiety, but I turned and obeyed, pressing my breasts to the wet floor again, raising my bottom.
 
   “First, I told you not to move. Clearly you did, because your hair is combed back from your forehead. Second, I’ve told you before to append the term `master’ to me every time you answer a question. Therefore you will be punished for your disobedience and impertinence. That is the prerogative of all masters in dealing with slaves. And it is something any slave or even a sub should expect in dealing with their dominants or masters.”
 
   And with that the crop snapped across my bottom stingingly and I cried out in pain, gasping at the sudden, sharp ache of it.
 
   Another blow and I cried out again, gasping, wincing.
 
   Another blow, and another and another, and my bottom was starting to burn sharply. I bit my lip and gasped as the pain mounted, as another blow landed, and another, and two more. The pain was rising to the point where it was eclipsing the hot, sexy, kinky feelings which had kept me going this morning, and I started to think about protesting, about calling this off, about telling him he’d gone too far.
 
   But weirdly, as the next blow landed, harder, and even more painful, and I cried out in pain more loudly than I had before, I felt a sudden strange dark lust starting to flow through me. This was like being… being tortured! It was like being abused for real! It was as  though I were a real slave! Who had no choice but to accept her punishment!
 
   “Aggh!” I cried, as the next blow landed on my flaming bottom.
 
   I felt my eyes begin to tear, and cried out as the next blow landed, my breath coming in ragged gasps and moans. Another blow landed, and again I considered protesting, calling it off, but then the heat rose and the lust washed over me as another and another blow landed, and my breasts ground against the  wet tiles and my belly ached an threatened to explode.
 
   “A slave must learn to obey,” he said as he put down the crop.
 
   I moaned, giving a half sob of pain.
 
   “Resume your position kneeling over the drain, slave,” he said.
 
   Gasping weakly, I pushed myself back up and turned, then sat gingerly on the edges of my heels, wincing at any pressure to my throbbing, burning buttocks.
 
   He reached under me and yanked away the plug and I felt my sphincter clamping down immediately as my insides threatened to explode.
 
   “Maneuver yourself directly over the drain and then release your bowels,” he ordered.
 
   I felt heat rush to my face at the though, especially as he showed no sign of leaving. He stood with arms folded, looking at me unemotionally, waiting, and I felt my insides burning even harder, the cramps tearing through me now that I had to actually use my muscles to clamp down on the water filling me.
 
   “Now, sex slave.”
 
   “Are… aren’t you going to… leave?” I whined.
 
   He stepped forward and  bent over, then lightly slapped my face. It was a shock nonetheless, to be slapped in the face.
 
   “Did you forget to say master again, slut? Do you need another cropping?”
 
   “No, master!” I gasped quickly.
 
   He reached in to slap my face again and my hand automatically rose from my thigh to block his.
 
   “Put your hand back on your thigh,” he growled.
 
   Hesitantly, I obeyed, and he slapped my face lightly, enough to sting. Then did it again, then did the other cheek, then the first one. His slaps became a little harder, and I gasped at each one, my head thrown one way, then the other, ten back again,\
 
   Then he stopped, squatted before me, and pressed his fist against my abdomen. He pressed harder, more firmly, and I groaned at the increased pressure and pain. His fist sank deeper into me and the pain became too much. My sphincter released and the water spewed out of my back opening and into the drain only an inch or two below. I cried out at the release, then shuddered in relief as the pain began to drain away - quite literally.
 
   It was humiliating, much more degrading than anything else he'd done, and my face was scarlet as I squatted there, panting weakly, water still trickling out of my back opening and into the drain. 
 
   “We're getting you all clean and ready for big cocks back there, slut,” he said. “You have a well-shaped ass, and I'm sure many a man will want to thrust himself home in it.”
 
   This was just too much, a part of me thought, my mind starting to shrink from the level of degradation Uncle David was subjecting me too. Since when was getting an enema a part of sex? I mean, that was not only kinky it was creepy and gross. His words, though, were darkly arousing, though I had never been sodomized before, or engaged in any kind of anal play before he started putting butt plugs into me. I wondered if Uncle David would fuck me in the ass. I mean, you don't have to turn in your gay card for engaging in anal sex, even with a girl, so maybe he would. And a part of me felt a desire to feel it, to see what it was like.
 
   But another part just felt dirty and degraded.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Six
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Uncle David made me assume my former position, and stuck the hose into me again to give me a second enema. I almost said no, almost bailed and said “that's it”, you know, like I've experimented enough. But there had been so many darkly arousing thrills in the last twenty four hours that I wanted to see what else good there was, what else he would show me about myself and my body that would be hot and nasty and dirty and exciting.
 
   So I put up with the second enema, my mind sort of dulled as I obeyed. He pulled me away from the drain after that, and rinsed me down with the hose before using the sponge gloves to clean me. That was actually kind of nice. I mean, feeling them sliding all over my body. It wasn't sexual, just like, well, like he was cleaning the dog or something. I knelt on all fours as he slid those soapy mitts up and down my body, cleaning me off, and I liked feeling clean, and I liked being – I don't know – looked after? 
 
   He removed the mitts and ordered me to close my eyes. I felt a cool liquid on my head, then his fingers worked the shampoo into my hair and lathered it up nicely as I knelt there. I stayed in place as he rinsed me off, from head to toe. Then he soaped my hair a second time and rinsed it off, then used some kind of conditioner which smelled of apples.
 
   He toweled my hair, then had me sit back on my heels and I was able to open my eyes as he toweled off the rest of me. I felt delightfully clean, and given all the dirty stuff I'd gone through, well, it felt strangely spiritually cleansing, as well. 
 
   He had me crawl a little ways over to a small rug and kneel there, sitting on my heels, then brushed out my hair and used a blow dryer on it.
 
   “You have lovely hair,” he said. “very soft, and silky.”
 
   “Thank you,” I said.
 
   “You'll be punished for that,” he said calmly.
 
   I frowned and then realized I had forgotten to say `master'”.
 
   He brushed my hair down so it shone, then went to the cupboard and brought out a small box. Inside it was the metal collar and shackles. He placed the collar around my throat, then the shackles around my wrists and ankles. 
 
   “Are you hungry, sex toy?”
 
   “Yes, master,” I said softly, suddenly reminded.
 
   “And thirsty?”
 
   “Yes, master.”
 
   “You'll eat and drink as soon as we're done this.”
 
   He had me crawl to the center of the room and then got behind the camera. I flushed a bit as he focused it on me. Then he turned on the umbrella lights and adjusted them and I squinted  just a bit in the light.
 
   “Hands behind your neck, arch your back,” he said.
 
   I obeyed, flushing a bit more anxiously now as I looked at the camera.”
 
   “Knees wider.”
 
   I spread my knees achingly wide, the tendons in my inner thighs going tight and aching a little.
 
   He had me turn, bend, bend further, raise my bottom, spread my legs, then slide my fingers back and pry my pussy lips open, displaying myself to the camera. Then he had me lay on my back and spread my legs wide. I ran my hands up and down my torso, over my breasts, feeling my sharp, pebbly nipples and the little throb and pulse of pleasure as my hands slid over them.
 
   Then he tossed me a big dildo shaped like a very realistic cock.
 
   “Now masturbate for me,” he said.
 
   The blood rushed to my face at the word and the thought. I was not going to do that! And yet, at the same time a wild dark thrill washed over me at the idea. God! That would be so fucking nasty! So shocking! So wicked and wild and … and... filthy!
 
   I hesitated, caught between embarrassment and excitement, my breathing starting to get rough and my pulse racing.
 
   “Obey your master, slave,” he ordered.
 
   “I-I can't... can't do... that,” I whined helplessly.
 
   “Put your feet flat on the floor, put your hands under your hips, and raise your lower torso while keeping your knees wide,” he said.
 
   I gulped and obeyed. It was another degrading position, exposing myself completely to the camera.
 
   Uncle David moved in and knelt beside me, the crop suddenly in his hand. I felt my pulse racing faster, and then gasped as the slapper came down on my clit.
 
   “You will learn to obey your master, sex toy,” he said. 
 
   He began to slap my clit with the slapper, short, rapid, light slaps that made me ache but also turned me on from the sheer outrageousness of it. But he shifted his angles then, and began to swipe it down harder. Now the narrow crop itself was slapping down along the line of my sex as the slapper struck my clit. The ache spread and became deeper, hotter, and I moaned weakly as I stayed in position, my mind beginning to swirl and churn with the sexual violence and kinky sexual heat.
 
   I felt the dark thrill race through my blood as my pussy throbbed hotly, as the sharpness of the sensations he was raising, sensations which, by all rights, ought to be nothing but pain, morphed into something hot and seething, a crackling sexual electricity which crawled over the skin of my groin and then seeped deep into my abdomen and belly to spread upward through my body.
 
   He struck harder, using more than just his wrist now, moving his arm. The pain deepened and yet so did the wild raw thrill. I was gasping, gulping in air, grunting and crying out softly as the crop struck me repeatedly. My body was jerking, flinching, my head rolling back, my muscles spasming as my thighs sought to close again and again. My mind spun and the heat roiled wildly.
 
   “Oh! Oh! Ungh! Ohhh! Agggh! Please! Oh! Oh! God! Ohhh!” I half sobbed.
 
   I clenched my teeth and mewled at the pain.
 
   “Please! Please! Ohh!”
 
   “Will you obey your master... whore!?”
 
   “Yes! Yes! Please!” I cried.
 
   He stopped and drew back, and I held myself, trembling, in position, my entire pussy feeling hot and aching and bruised.
 
   “Lower your bottom to the floor,” he said calmly.
 
   “I did, almost dropping myself flat, gasping, chest rising and falling rapidly.
 
   “Touch yourself,” he said.
 
   My trembling fingers slid down between my legs, and gingerly explored my sex. My skin was hot and sore and the lips of my pussy were moist and swollen. I winced at touching them, and gasped at the hard, swelling ache in my throbbing clit.
 
   The pain had eased but the heat, the wild dark thrill, remained. I shuddered as my finger stroked lightly across my clit and a hot wave of excitement flooded up through my churning belly.
 
   “Shove that cock inside you.... slut.”
 
   “Yes, master,” I panted weakly, almost without thought.
 
   I wanted it inside me. I needed it inside me. I groaned as the head rubbed along the swollen entrance to my pussy. Just rubbing it a few times was enough to get the head slick and slippery, and it eased into me as I winced and gasped at the touch, then whimpered as heat flooded my mind. 
 
   Ohmygod! It felt incredible sliding into me. I shuddered weakly, my head rolling from side to side, then up and back as my back arched involuntarily. I pumped it slowly in and out, pushing it ever deeper. My other hand fumbled at my clit, my fingers starting to roll and stroke across it. The more I rubbed the more it hurt, but the more it hurt the hotter it felt.
 
   “Deeper, slut. Feed that cock all the way up inside you,” he said.
 
   I whimpered and moaned and pumped it harder, my fingers dancing across my clit, my hips starting to jerk and buck against them as the wild heat tore through my mind and body. I stared through glazed eyes at the camera, and thought about him recording this, about this maybe being on the internet or something, and heat flooded my mind as the orgasm roared up and swept over me.
 
   I cried out in pleasure, again and again, my lower body bucking, my knees and legs jerking up and out, my entire body twitching and jerking as my muscles spasmed and my nervous system burned with the overload of sensations.
 
   That, I thought, as I lay limp and spreadeagled on the floor, was surely as low as I could go. I had done everything I could to degrade myself in front of him. So surely, it was all uphill after this.
 
   I was quite mistaken, of course.
 
   With the dildo all-but buried in my pussy, he had me squat there while the camera looked on, then gave me another, even larger to sit on. I had to suck on it to put some lubrication on the thing, then place it on the floor, and sink myself down onto it until I had a good ten inches up my behind. Then with both of the toys protruding from my body I crawled around the room, and finally, got to eat.
 
   Like an animal, or as Uncle David said, “like a fuck animal.”
 
   He placed hot porridge on the floor in a bowl and I had to eat it with only my mouth, no spoon, my bottom raised high, my knees apart, as he kept the camera on me. I got to drink out of a bowl, as well.
 
   He then let me stand up – finally. He attached a small, thin chain from my belly button ring, to a tiny ring in the base of the dildo inside me to keep it from falling out. He ran a similar chain, much longer, from the back of my collar, down my spine, down between my buttocks, to the dildo protruding from my bottom. He attached two small clips to my nipples – which stung and made me gasp and wince and moan, then attached two more thin chains to them, which led up to the ring in the front of my collar.
 
   Then he set me to work. My first chore was changing the bedding on all the beds, and laundering what I'd removed. There were, in addition to his and mine, three spare bedrooms with beds. Why he felt the need to change the sheets was beyond me, but I obeyed, taking them all down into the basement – which had a stone floor, btw, and was damp and dimly lit. I laundered the sheets I'd removed, and then put them away in the linen closet.
 
   It was strange doing chores naked, more than naked, because of the dildos inside me, and because my breasts moved as I moved, and tugged constantly against the clamps on them to the point they ached fiercely.
 
   When I was done, Uncle David took me back up to the attic, where I masturbated again, this time riding up and down on the dildo in my pussy. Then he had me say filthy, degrading things to the camera about what a cock sucking whore and slut and fuck toy I was, and how I dreamed of being gang banged and sucking a hundred cocks and other wild, nasty stuff.
 
   I scrubbed floors for a couple of hours after that, until my arms and knees ached. Then I got to suck his cock, this time on camera, before I masturbated again.
 
   And then... he hung me by my wrists in the attic.
 
   “I”m a traditionalist,” he said. “And I think nothing is more natural than ropes. But one must take care with ropes, for the human body is delicate, and slender people, including girls like you, have slender wrists which could be damaged without care.”
 
   He had a soft rope which was fairly thick, and he bound my wrists together, laying the rope back and forth in loop after loop until my wrists were hidden behind them all and bound so tightly together even if I had three times my strength I'd not have pulled free.
 
   He put the rope through a thick ring overhead which was driven into the main beam of the ceiling, then fed it to a crank on the wall and began to turn the crank. I felt my excitement rising even as my arms did, and when I was lifted onto the balls of my feet I was already feeling my pussy throbbing and squeezing around the dildo inside me.
 
   Uncle David turned the crank again, until I was on my toes, then I was hanging freely, just above the floor, not able to touch it at all, despite how my toes strained. He placed two high candlesticks on the floor on either side of me, each with a thick candle in it, then lit them, turned out the lights, closed the heavy blinds, and left me in place in the hot attic.
 
   * * * *
 
   At first it was... easy. I mean, my wrists ached beneath the tight wrapping of ropes, but that was about it. I felt kind of excited, too. This seemed darkly sensual, hanging by my wrists in the near dark, the candles flickering on either side of me throwing shadows across the room. I looked down the length of my body between my breasts and kicked my feet a bit, feeling oddly weightless. 
 
   Uncle David had removed the clamps from my nipples, and now they kind of tingled and sparkled, hot and throbbing and swollen. My legs seemed oh so far away, and almost, sort of separate from my upper torso. It was like everything below the hips was dead weight, except that my pussy throbbed hotly, pulsing and squeezing down on the dildo.
 
   Both dildos were sticking out of me, and so were rubbing against my inner thighs in front and buttocks in back, squeezed tight between them. My body was stretched out below me, my back straight, my legs straight, my weight pulling them down. For the first few minutes I just basked in the dark hunger of the moment, feeling kinky and wild and hot.
 
   But then I slowly became aware of something. I was not hanging limply from the ropes. I mean, I was getting tired, and at first wasn't sure why. But I realized as soon as I started playing up to the fantasy, to the role. I tried to hang limply, completely limply, as if I were unconscious. I found I wasn't able to breath. The way I was stretched out, for some reason, if I hung limply I couldn't fill my lungs. I was unconsciously using the muscles of my arms to, like, lift myself up just a bit every time I drew breath.
 
   Just a bit. Just for a bit. But it was adding up, because my arms were not all that strong.
 
   I hung in a strange dark haze of sensual masochistic excitement. Hanging by my wrists! The whole fantasy image swirled through my mind, and I let myself imagine all sorts of different situations where I was a prisoner of some evil yet handsome and sexy man who was doing horrible things to me, raping me, torturing me.
 
   It was hot in the attic, and the effort of lifting myself up again and again was tiring, and slowly draining. My body began to glow with heat, then glisten with perspiration. The heat and effort tired me, and I moaned weakly, eyes slitted. My back and arms and legs quickly grew stiff from being stretched out, and I could do little to relieve that stiffness. I could lift and bend my legs for a brief time, but their weight was too hard to keep bent for long. And I could do nothing about my back and shoulders and arms.
 
   And still I hung there, my hair matted against my cheeks and forehead as I groaned weakly. I felt even more in touch with the masochistic sensuality of it all, yet I was gasping softly and beads of sweat were slowly trickling down my face and breasts and belly and back as I hung there.
 
   I couldn't tell how much time had passed since Uncle David had hung me there. It seemed like a long time, and I was aching and sweaty and both physically and emotionally tired.
 
   And then, I heard the door below, and felt a surge of relief as footsteps climbed the stairs. I turned my head, jerking myself around so that my swaying body slowly turned towards the head of the stairs, and watched Uncle David come onto the floor and look at me. There was no heat in his eyes, no excitement or arousal. He inspected me to ensure everything was as he had expected, checked my wrists and hands and then quite suddenly, grasped a thick handful of hair behind my head and jerked it up and back sharply.
 
   I let out a cry of surprised pain, and rolled my eyes up at him.
 
   “And how is the sex slave doing?” he said softly. “Is the sex slave learning what it's like to be a sex slave?”
 
   I heard a click, and a buzzing sound, and then something soft and rounded rolled across my clit, something which buzzed, which … vibrated.
 
   I inhaled sharply, my legs jerking, flinching, as he played whatever it was back and forth across my hot, sweaty clit, and I gulped in air as the curtain of hot, hazy sex which had hung around me thickened and tightened and my insides began to quiver and throb and boil with the sudden vibrations against my clit.
 
   “Ungh! Oh! Oh! HunggghhhhH!” I gasped, shuddering, my feet trembling and jerking below me.
 
   His fingers slipped beneath the dildo and thrust sharply, and I cried out, head jerking back from the pain, as the dildo, buried deep inside me, somehow forced its way a couple of inches deeper into my abdomen.
 
   “Are you a slut?” he asked calmly. “Are you a slut?”
 
   “Y-Yes!” I mewled.
 
   “Say it then.”
 
   “I'm a slut! I'm a slut! Oh! Unggh! P-Pleeease!”
 
   He shook his head. “You forgot to say master,” he said, drawing the thing back and easing his pull on my hair.
 
   I saw that he had a small device, like a bicycle handle, with a narrow pencil attacked. The pencil had a ball on the end, small and red, like a ping pong ball. My insides were resonating with the vibrations, and when he pulled it away I felt the sudden sharp loss and moaned helplessly.
 
   “Please! Please, master!” I gasped. “I'm sorry, master!”
 
   “Do you want to come, sex slave?”
 
   “Oh! Please! Yes! Yes, master!” I whined.
 
   “Are you a whore?” he asked calmly.
 
   “I'm a whore! I'm a slut!” I gasped, panting for breath. “I'm a cock sucking fuck toy! I love cock! Ohhh!”
 
   He rolled the thing across my clit and my legs trembled and jerked.
 
   “Would you like a cock inside you, whore?”
 
   “Yes, master!” I said in a choked voice. “Yes, master! Please fuck me, master!”
 
   “You aren't my type,” he said.
 
   Then he released my hair and turned my swaying body around, and there was a strange man standing in front of me, grinning.
 
   Stunned, would probably be the best word to describe me as I stared at his grinning face. I mean, literally, stunned speechless, my mind just locked in place, staring. Then embarrassment flooded into me and I could literally feel my face turn scarlet. Now I was numb, not knowing what to do, to say, how to respond, to act, how to even think as this man, a little older than David, broader of shoulder, and fairly good looking, looked me up and down from less than a foot away.
 
   Remember I was hanging there in all my glory, my body taut and stretched out, the base of the dildo protruding from between my moist, swollen pussy lips, another squeezed tightly between my buttocks. This stranger was fully dressed, wearing a silk-look black shirt and black dress trousers over cowboy boots. He had short brown hair and a kind of rounded, pretty face for a man his age.
 
   The first actual physical reaction which was under my control – not counting the instinctive effort to pull my arms down to cover myself – was to turn my furiously burning face away and down. I heard him chuckle, then a large, soft hand cupped my chin and forced my head back around and up. I could feel the pulse beating furiously in my neck as his his hand slid up around my throat just beneath my jaw and his eyes glinted dangerously.
 
   “I think I know how to handle a slave girl better than David here,” he said in a soft, gravelly voice.
 
   His other hand gripped my hair and I cried out in pain as he forced my head up and back sharply. 
 
   “You are gorgeous,” he said. “A gorgeous piece of girl flesh ready for use or sale.”
 
   Wh-what, I thought dazedly.
 
   Anything I might have said, presuming I could have gotten my sputtering mind into gear, would have disappeared as his lips crushed mine fiercely, and with his firm grip on my hair holding me in place, I just hung there as his tongue thrust into my open mouth and teased mine gently. The kiss, in fact, was long, endless, as his tongue twirled and flitted about my mouth and his lips eased back a bit and slid more sensuously across my own.
 
   I moaned and gasped into his mouth as his other hand left my throat and slid down my body. I felt a fresh wave of embarrassment, now finally mixed with outrage and a sparkling of fear – but also with a new rush of dark heat. The excitement and outrage swirled and fought within me, twisting and pulling at my mind, while his hand gently rubbed my taut breast, and he rolled my aching nipple between the pads of his fingers.
 
   His hand slid down my body as he continued to kiss me, stroking and caressing my soft, naked, overheated flesh, his fingers easing ever downwards until they separated around my clit. I felt them pressing into me on either side as the tips of his fingers pressed into the base of the dildo and pushed up gently and rhythmically. It wasn't a hard thrust but enough to make the nose of that fat latex cock press harder against the back wall of my pussy, again and again and again.
 
   Then his thumb stroked lightly across my clit, and I shuddered, my belly muscles spasming uncontrollably so that my hips kind of pushed against him. The rhythmic pressure against the back of my pussy caused a dull, deep ache within me, an ache which alternated with the stroking of his thumb across my clit.
 
   He pulled his lips away from mine, finally, and all I could do was gulp in air like someone who'd almost downed, gasping and panting weakly as he stared intently into me.
 
   “Tell me you're a whore,” he said softly.
 
   It was an order, not a request.
 
   I was still panting and he jerked suddenly on my hair so I let out a small cry of pain.
 
   “Tell me you're a whore, slave!”
 
   “I-I... I-...”
 
   He thrust up with the dildo and I cried out more loudly at the pain in my abdomen.
 
   “Tell me you're a whore, slave,” he growled.
 
   “I-I'm a whore!” I cried weakly.
 
   He kissed me, gently, and his thumb pressed down more firmly on my clit, stroking from side to side.
 
   “Again,” he whispered, drawing his lips back.
 
   “I'm a whore,” I croaked.
 
   He pulled my head back, firmly but gently, and I moaned as he bit lightly at the nape of my neck and his warm, moist mouth closed on my flesh, sucking and licking.
 
   “Again,” he whispered, drawing his lips away.
 
   “I'm a whore,” I moaned, heat flooding me.
 
   His mouth was suddenly on the center of my left breast, his teeth closing in hard enough to hurt – a little – and he was sucking on my sweating flesh as his tongue whipped across my nipple.
 
   “Again, whore! And keep saying it.”
 
   “I'm a wh-whore!” I whimpered. I”m a... a whore! I'm a whore! I'm a – oh! - whore! Ungh!”
 
   He was … chewing... at my breast! He was sucking and licking, and his teeth were closing again and again as he bit me softly, stingingly. 
 
   My mind was still reeling from his sudden presence, and the wild rush of raw animal heat was making it impossible for me to catch my breath, to think, to get back on my mental feet. I couldn't think, could only react as his lips moved downwards further and further and then – ohmygod!
I had never had sex with a man before. What I mean is, I had never had sex with anyone much older than me. And to be charitable, most of the guys I'd slept with – not that there'd been a ton of them – had either been drinking heavily, or wildly too wildly excited to control themselves – or both.
 
   What I mean to say is that I'd had guys go down on me before, but never had I had a guy with the talent and skill of this man. There was something missing in it, the kind of uncontrolled lust that I'd experienced before with guys, and which, frankly, turned me on. It was kind of robotic, like an artisan repeating moves he'd learned and long practiced, moves he did knowingly, routinely.
 
   But oh my god did he know those moves, and his tongue – it was so long and talented and it literally drove me wild. Embarrassment to the point of humiliation was swept away as his fingers clutched my buttocks to hold my legs apart and his mouth practically fed at my sex, sucking and chewing, blowing and licking, driving me into a screaming, thrashing orgasm as I hung there on the end of a rope, and then never letting up, never relenting, never giving me a moment to just lay there and moan in the afterglow.
 
   Before I could catch my breath, before my mind could come down and my thinking could sort itself out, I was surging upwards once again, with a new wild dark shock-wave helping to fuel my heat.
 
   You see, David had left. He wasn't anywhere in sight. I was alone, naked, hanging by my wrists, with some strange man maybe twice my age whose name I didn't even know!
 
   But the heat pulsed in my veins and I was soon gasping and moaning and shuddering as my body flared with sexual excitement and surged towards a second massive orgasm.
 
   I almost cried out when he stopped and rose. But then his lips were on mine again, and his hands were kneading and massaging my buttocks, my taut breasts pressing against his chest.
 
   “Are you a whore?” he whispered.
 
   “Y-yes!” I gasped.
 
   He slapped my face lightly.
 
   “Yes, master!” I blurted.
 
   “Say it.”
 
   “I'm a whore, master!” I said, flushing furiously, yet heat sweeping through my belly as well.
 
   “Do you love to suck cock, whore?”
 
   “Yes, master!” I whimpered. “I love to suck cock, master. I'm a cock sucking whore.”
 
   I cringed within myself at saying such words to this strange man, and yet my pussy throbbed powerfully even as I said it.
 
   “Are you a sex slave?”
 
   “Yes, master. I'm a sex slave,” I said in dazed heat.
 
   He drew back, his hand rising to cup and knead my breast, then walked away from me, over to a low table I'd hardly noticed. I noticed, however, what he picked up off it.
 
   “Sex slaves need to be disciplined,” he said.
 
   It was a whip.
 
   Not one of those coiled bull-whip things, but perhaps six feet long and very slim, on the end of a two foot long handle.
 
   I stared at it with shocked excitement and fear as he returned to me. He gripped my hair again, crushing my lips powerfully, as he ran the whip handle up and down my body.
 
   “I am going to whip you, sex slave,” he said. 
 
   I whimpered as he pulled free and stepped back several feet, gripped by a sense of desperate anticipation and anxiety, of fear and disbelief.
 
   He swung the whip back and then forward sharply, and it sliced diagonally across my upper back with a sharp, stinging sensation that made me cry out in pain and arch sharply and violently.
 
   Oh God! This was not happening! This could not be happening! 
 
   He swung it again, another blow, almost the same, but a few inches lower, and with the same results.
 
   My sudden wild jerking reaction had set me to swaying and turning, and he waited patiently until my back had turned to him before swinging again. This time the whip sliced horizontally across my lower back, and he rather than the last foot hitting me, he had stepped in closer so that the whip actually curled around my body, completely encircling me and leaving a hot, fiery ring around my middle.
 
   He jerked on it, pulling it back, and I spun around like a top in reaction, gasping weakly, gulping in air dazedly.
 
   “D-don't! Oh!” I cried as the next blow struck across my shoulders again, my legs jerking and flailing out weakly.
 
   “Are you a sex slave?” he demanded.
 
   The whip sliced into my flesh around my middle again, a bit higher, and again he jerked back to spin me. I swayed and spun weakly, gasping, panting, moaning.
 
   The next blow snapped sharply across my bottom and I let out a scream.
 
   “Are you a sex slave?”
 
   “Yes!” I cried.
 
   “Yes, what, slave?”
 
   “Yes, master! I'm a sex slave, master!”
 
   I was just kind of parroting what David had gotten me into the habit of saying now, because... well, I'm not sure. Cause he sure wasn't stopping because I had said what he wanted. Maybe I had thought he would?
 
   The whip cut across my bottom again, and my legs thrashed outward, then as my body turned and twisted and swayed, he sent it slicing across my shoulders just beneath my shoulder blades – and let the long slim whip curl around my body so that it bit into my taut breasts.
 
   I cried out as much from shock as pain, yet with that shock came a wild flare of heat. It was like – ohmygod, he actually whipped me across the breasts!?
 
   For the first time since I'd started playing this game with Uncle David I felt as though I were completely out of control, as if I was totally at this man's mercy, without any options or abilities to say no, to stop what was happening. A part of me thought that I could, but I was afraid to try. What if he ignored me!? What then!?
 
   The whip struck again – and again, and again and again and again; now across my back, now slicing around my waist to spin me back, now across my bottom, now around my ribs to snap across my hot, reddened breasts. My entire body above the thighs felt hot, as though I were sunburned, my skin pink shading to red where the whip had left thin lines of impact.
 
   Panting, gasping, breathless, I hung dazedly, overheated, sweating, whip-marked, hardly aware he had stopped at first, groaning as my chin hung low across my chest. 
 
   Then he was kneeling before me, his tongue on my clit, his hands thrusting between my legs, sliding up to clutch my buttocks, his forearms holding my thighs wide as he licked and sucked on my clit. I groaned numbly, staring down at the top of his head.
 
   I thought at first that I ached too much to come, but he showed me differently. His tongue whipped at my clit just as he had whipped at my body, and I came, screaming, writhing, twisting and thrashing madly as the howling stormwave of sexual gratification swept my mind over the edge.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Seven
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   You think that was the end of it? Oh hell no! After my climax he let me hang limply for a minute or so, then he started in on me again, his tongue slicing and dipping and darting and teasing and taunting and despite my exhausted please, working me up into another heated, frazzled sexual fever
 
   He grasped my hair firmly behind the neck, bunching it up tightly so he could use it as a leash or handle, then forced my head up and back as his mouth came down on mine again. His other hand seized the base of the dildo and eased it slowly down out of me about halfway - then slowly pushed it back up inside until the nose was jammed into the back wall of my pussy and aching. He ground it against me as I moaned and gasped and my legs started to jerk and dance, then eased it back down again.
 
   He began to pump the dildo in and out, up and d own, smoothly, forcefully, and thrust his thumb down along the edge so that each time he stuffed it up deep his thumb would ride up across my aching clit, then back again as he pulled back. My dangling legs trembled and danced as he forced it up deep again and again, so that I ached and gasped and moaned into his sucking, kissing mouth.
 
   Then his left hand came off my hair, sliding up and down my spine, down along my bottom, cupping and squeezing my buttocks before grasping the base of the other dildo and thrusting it up painfully. I squealed and my hips bucked forward, and he bit into the nape of my neck, easing back, then thrusting up again. He worked both dildos in and out, up and down, grinding them up into the back of my pussy and anus with every deep stroke, knowing it hurt, wanting me to hurt.
 
   “I-It’s too big!” I moaned in pain.
 
   “Too big? For a slut? I think not,” he said. “A slut like you can take any size inside her slut body.”
 
   He abruptly pulled the dildo out of my pussy, entirely. I felt vacant for a moment, but only a moment. Then he dropped his pants, and I felt him rubbing the head of his own cock up and down against my hot, swollen opening. His left hand seized my thigh and jerked it up and apart, and I felt the nose of his cock find the mouth of  my pussy and slide up to penetrate me. I shuddered, eyes closing as I moaned in pleasure. His hands grasped my buttocks to sort of lift my legs apart, and he just sort  of slid up inside me.
 
   He was almost as big as the dildo, and felt far better inside me. I could feel my pussy sucking and caressing him in joy as he ground himself into me, and could only moan in bliss as his hot, throbbing shaft filled me.
 
   He fucked me steadily for a minute, and the sensation of his shaft sliding in and out of me was pure bliss. I felt myself surging higher into the realm of exotic, erotic heat as I half hung there, his big hands under my buttocks spreading me apart for him to use .
 
   Then he pulled out, bending, sliding his hands down my legs. He caught at my lower legs just under the knees and lifted them up, then up higher, and I flushed and groaned as he pulled my lower legs up and back against my chest, folding me over. He grinned at me as ankles were raised up over my head, though out to the sides, and slid right back into my now gaping, vulnerable pussy.
 
   He pulled my legs closer together, up over my shoulders, pushing in so they jammed against my shoulders and caused my bottom to tilt upward.
 
   “Now there’s a pretty sight,” he said.
 
   He drew himself back and then released my legs, letting them fall back downward. I was a bit dazed, gasping, confused, as he moved away behind me. When he returned he had more rope in his hand, and bent to tie it around my right ankle. He lifted my ankle up and back, sort of bending my body now even though my other leg dangled awkwardly he straightened my right leg up and out to the side, and pulled the rope back and up to slide through a ring high up on the wall ten feet behind me. He then tied a similar rope around my other ankle, which at least served to balance me, and pulled that up and back to  fed trough another ring in the wall behind me.
 
   This effectively left me utterly, obscenely exposed, my straight legs spread wide and pulled back to either side of my shoulders with sufficient force to elevate my bottom and push it outward, He then stood before me, grinning as he ran his hands over my groin, fondled my breasts, then entered me again and started thrusting.
 
   I felt so completely and utterly helpless! I was bound so tautly, my body bent double, that the only part of me I could move at all was my head.. And in this position, his cock had unhindered access to the depths of my belly, as he showed me by thrusting achingly deep again and again.
 
   He fucked me to the edge of bleary, dazed, moaning, trembling bliss, and then eased back, smirking at me, reaching forward to pinch and tug and twist at my nipples.
 
   “Beg for my cock, sex slave,” he ordered. “Beg me to fuck you. Beg me to pound you.”
 
   He leaned in, seizing my head, crushing my lips with his and preventing me from saying a thing.
 
   “Beg me to ride you, whore.”
 
   “Please… please ride me!” I gasped.
 
   He slapped my breast instead.
 
   “Please ride me, master!” I cried.
 
   He made me say it again and again, stopping every time my voice weakened or slowed until I picked it up again, like a chant “Please ride me, master!”
 
   Then he plowed his big cock deep into my pussy and made my eyes glaze over.
 
   “I’d never felt a man so deep inside me before!
 
   I’ve heard the expression before,  but this guy … he fucked my brains out. I mean, he turned me into a grunting, mindless animal who rode his pumping shaft into a massive climax that tore my brain apart. And that climax splintered off into a series of smaller, but still shattering comes that tore apart what was left of my thinking processes. I was left little more than a drooling, slack jawed cretin hanging there with my privates exposed.
 
   Pain followed, yanking my eyes open to find him stuffing that dildo up inside me again - all the way inside me, so that the base of the thing actually was jammed up inside me, almost buried now. Then he started pumping the one in my anus again - or I thought he did. It too me a minute to realize that with his left hand on my hair, pulling my head up and back, and his right hand groping my breast, he didn’t have a hand free to pump the dildo in my ass.
 
   Even then, my mind was in such a state of confusion, still dazed by the sexual fever and the comes, that I didn’t really put that thought together with any idea of why the dildo was moving in and out anyway. My head was pulled back, as I said, so all I could see was the ceiling overhead, and his face as he bit and sucked at my lips and cheeks and earlobes and throat.
 
   The dildo was pulled free of me, and as with the one in my pussy when that was finally removed, I felt vacant, but not for long. Something hard and thick and warm was pushing into my anal opening, slowly, twisting, pulling, pushing. It pulled back entirely, and then I felt a cool liquid something squirted into my still half-open bottom hole before that hard, soft thing pushed back inside me.
 
   It pumped in and out with a growing slickness now, an erotic sense of slippery tightness which had me moaning dazedly.
 
   Then he simply released my hair, turned away from me, and walked to the stairs. I didn’t really notice  though. I mean, it was in the background, for almost all my attention was now on the guy standing in front of me, the guy with part of his cock inside me, leering at me. 
 
   He was naked, he was large, broad shouldered, and black. He was a black man of about thirty, and he had the biggest cock I’d ever seen in person. I stared at him, aghast, shocked , totally blown away from my already dazed mind by the presence of another strange man.
 
   I mean, I had been swept along in the in the flood of sensations and shocks since I’d realized the first guy was there, kept too dazed, and in too much of a wild animal fever to really react or even think much about it. And now there was another guy - a black guy! And call me racist if you like, but I had never dated a Black guy, and well, you know that our society is just filled with all sorts of sexual issues and myths and twisted cultural ideas about Black men and white women, and I was not immune to them.
 
   I gaped at him, taking in the broad, sweaty chest, and my eyes dropped helplessly to his cock, for I could fee it pushing into me - and then I could see it. It was - thick. That was the first thought which filled my stunned mind. It was really, really THICK, and I whimpered helplessly as I felt it slowly pushing up into my belly on a layer of some sort of lubrication. I groaned, wanting to complain, not knowing how or… daring to.
 
   I was hanging straight down, remember. That is, my torso was more or less vertical right up to my belly. Then my legs were pulled way up and back so that my feet were actually well behind me. They weren’t over my shoulders, but out to either side and pulled harshly down to raise my sex and pull my lower part out a little. I was looking straight down at his - his gleaming black shaft, gasping, my head pinning as I saw him pull back a bit, then push forward, and felt his thick prick forced another inch or two deeper in my ass.
 
   I felt, in addition to the shock you would expect, more frightened than I had with the first man, more intimidated. For let’s face it, Black men have a kind of a reputation for violence, and that cultural myths within the back of my mind said they would do anything to use white women, to molest white women!
 
   His teeth gleamed as he ran his hands up and down my straining legs, then fondled my breasts. He pinched my nipples, suddenly, and then tugged them out.
 
   “Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! OH!” I gasped.
 
   He chuckled, his hips working in and out with short pumping motions as I was distracted, forcing his cock even deeper into my ass.
 
   “What was that you were saying earlier, bitch? Ride me? Was that what you were begging? Let me hear you beg me to ride you.” His voice became harsher, more demanding. “Beg me!”
 
   “P-P-Please r-ride me!” I whimpered fearfully.
 
   He thrust in and I let out a little cry of pain.
 
   “Louder, whore!”
 
   “Please r-ride me!” I stammered, face scarlet.
 
   He pinched my nipple hard. “You forgot to say master, slut.”
 
   “Oww! P-Please ride me, master!” I cried. “Ohh!” Ungh!”
 
   His cock slid deeeep and I shuddered and groaned to feel it so high inside, so fat and wide. 
 
   “Let me hear you beg for nigger cock,” he said with a sneer. “Let me hear it, white girl. Beg for nigger cock!”
 
   “I…I.. P-Please ride me with… please ride me with your n-nigger cock, master!”
 
   “Again, white bitch!”
 
   “Please ride me with your nigger cock, master!” I cried dazedly.
 
   Saying the word made my mind squirm in embarrassment and anxiety, for it was such an outrageous word to use, especially with a black man there! I gasped and grunted as he jammed it deeper.
 
   “Oh! Please! Please!” I groaned.
 
   “Please ram your nigger cock deeper into my ass? Is that what you wanted to say, white girl?” he growled.
 
   He leaned in against me, his lips inches from mine. “You’re girl meat, a fuck toy that takes any cock that wants her. You take whatever I give you, slut!”
 
   And then his lips covered mine, harsh, demanding, bruising in his intensity as his hand slipped behind my neck to force us together, and his hips began to thrust hard and fast, punching his fat cock deeper into my tight little bottom with painful force.
 
   I could hardly believe how deep his big cock, now slick, was punching inside me! It ached, and throbbed, and yet I felt a growing sense of wild, raw, animal sexual hunger spilling through my mind and body as the big man reamed me out like that in such a humiliating way. My senses were overcome by the cacophony of sensations and swirling, churning emotions that had my mind spinning and unable to catch my bearings.
 
   I could only grunt and gasp and moan as he rutted into me, his hips powerful, bare, thrusting in and out, pumping that fat cock deep into my aching belly with every thrust until with a grunt and a leer of bared teeth, he drove himself so deep I screamed, balls deep, and his thrusts changed entirely into furious but very, shallow ramming motions against the back wall of my anus. He slowed and then grunted as my anal muscles milked the milky white fluid out of him.
 
   Then slowly slowly he eased back, and when he pulled his softening cock free my anus gaped obscenely open, and a slow white trail of semen trickled out of me and down onto the floor below.
 
   He laughed at me, and then reached up to release my hands. I cried out as I abruptly dropped down towards the floor, only to be pulled up short by my ankles which were still bound above me, legs spread wide. He went over to the counter and picked up a candle. It was quite thick, not quite as thick as, say, an alter candle, but as thick as a coke can, only twice as long, and he rubbed some oil on the bottom, pulled the dildo out of my pussy and then slowly worked the candle down into me.
 
    He casually slipped the ropes around my wrists, pulling them down and to the sides, sliding the ropes through rings set in the floor until I was spread-eagle upside down. 
 
   And there I hung, for hours in the near dark, gasping and mewling weakly, traumatized, to some extent, by the shock which had hit me at being held helpless and bound by strange men. I was emotionally exhausted, and my body ached everywhere. But it had all been such a wild sexual experience that my body continued to churn, if weakly, with sexual need and excitement. That I was hanging upside down this way, the only real light the candle flickering from my own pussy, helped to keep me in a state of shocky, dazed sexual arousal.
 
   Until the next man arrived.
 
   I should have been enured to shock by then, but the tall redhead made me stiffen with shock as he flicked on the lights and came into the room. He had shoulder length red hair, a large, square-jawed face, and broad shoulders. Like the others, he was easily twice my age, and he ran his hands admiringly and freely over my body without the slightest hesitation.
 
   The only thing he said was “Nice meat,” and it was as if he said it to the air, not to me.
 
   He picked up a flog, and began to use it on me, on my back, my breasts, my belly, and as I writhed and twisted the candle wax spilled down onto my pussy and abdomen so that I yelped and cried out again and again.
 
   He removed the candle, but only so he could swing the flog overhand and whip my pussy and buttocks. Then he casually stood before me – I could only really see his ankles and look up towards his groin as he used me. And again, he did it quite casually, thrusting in and out, his hands squeezing and cupping and slapping my taut buttocks.
 
   He let me down, finally, but produced a riding crop and began to order me to change positions and display my body for him. 
 
   When he ordered my face on the floor I pressed my breasts against the floor, blushing, I raised my bottom as high as I could get it, spreading my arms ahead of me. I drew my knees apart and then as far forward as they could go to elevate my sex and bottom in the graphic, obscene way Uncle David had taught me, and my face burned as the black man walked slowly around me, looking down at me.
 
   I let out a little cry when his bare foot pressed firmly against the back of my neck.
 
   “Face down, slut! Keep that ass in the air!” he snapped.
 
   I obeyed instantly, suddenly frightened.
 
   “What are you?” he demanded.
 
   “I-I’m a - a sex slave, master!” I cried.
 
   “You’re a fucking little whore, aren’t you.”
 
   “Yes, master!” I cried, then yelped as he slashed the crop across my bottom.
 
   “Say it, whore.”
 
   “I’m a fucking little whore, master!”
 
   He took his foot off the back of my neck, which was a relief, then prodded at my lips with his big toe.
 
   “Suck it, whore.”
 
   I was too anxious not to, and licked at it anxiously, then let him push it into my mouth and sucked at it.
 
   “Yeah! Lick my foot, slut! Filthy little whore!” he sneered, pulling his toe out and rubbing the bottom of his foot against my face. “Lick it, slut!”
 
   I licked up and down along his foot, top and bottom, sucked on his toes, and trailed my tongue over his ankles as I knelt before him, and occasionally he snapped the crop down on my back or bottom when he decided I wasn't being energetic enough.
 
   “All right, back on your heels, slave.”
 
   I rose up breathlessly, and he rubbed his cock over my face. “Start working, you fuck animal.”
 
   I blushed anew, but began to lick at his shaft, at his balls. That earned me a slap to the face which threw me back on my back.
 
   “You're pathetic,” he said contemptuously.
 
   He then proceeded to teach me how to perform fellatio, how to suck and lick on his balls just so, how to move my lips along the shaft and rub the head over my face. How to take him into my mouth and massage him against the roof of my mouth, and how to take him deep into my throat without gagging. Then he taught me how to swallow repeatedly with his big shaft buried in my throat so that my throat muscles massaged his cock.
 
   My mouth and throat got sore from the continued “lessons” but I have to admit I did learn from him. Then he ordered me to clasp my fingers together behind my back so he could face-fuck me. That took considerable discipline, for having him ramming his cock in and out of my mouth, up and down my throat, had me gagging and choking and twisting weakly, and it was all I could do to keep my hands back behind me rather than yank them up and push against his belly.
 
   When he was done, he made me crawl around the room on a leash, and gave me some water, which I had to lick from a bowl like an animal. Then he put me into the cage and locked the door. I was to sleep there, he said, though he left me a vibrator to keep me company.
 
   Frankly, I was too exhausted to do anything more than sleep.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Eight
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The next morning – although I really wasn't sure of the time, I woke, and found myself in the cage. It all came crashing down around me and dazed me for a time. The overwhelming emotion I felt was not fear, though, but excitement mixed with a squirming sense of embarrassment. I was also sore all over, and my skin had various shades and thicknesses of lines and welts from the whippings. That only aroused me more, though, as it made me feel like a real sex slave.
 
   I picked up the vibrator and turned it on, then began to make use of it as various wild, dark memories spilled through my mind, and my hips were soon bucking and jerking to the sensations of wild sex heat spreading through my loins.
 
   And then, abruptly, the wall-mounted television across from me came to life, and on it... on it were videos of me. I gaped at it, shocked, appalled, and helplessly aroused as I saw myself being hung, being whipped, being sodomized, being fucked hard, heard myself begging, heard myself crying out in pain, begging and degrading myself. I jammed the vibrator inside me and came wildly, crying out, bucking my hips up as I stared, mesmerized, by the sight of myself being roughly face fucked.
 
   Wow! Just... wow!
 
   I hadn't even noticed the cameras in the corners. Yet there it was, almost all of it, and as I watched it I remembered and as I watched and remembered it was like the ghosts of the raw sexual heat, the wild pleasure I had felt, rushed back to me, or at least, their echo did, and I jammed the vibrator inside myself and came repeatedly as I watched it.
 
   I was on the edge of another climax, maybe my fifth that morning, when the door opened and the Black man came into the room. And with him were two more men., not the men I'd seen the previous night but two more strangers, both black.
 
   They all leered at me, and my face burned red as they looked at me, at the vibrator I had been pumping in and out of my pussy, and at the wall screen, where I continued to cry out in pleasure as I begged for cock.
 
   The one I “knew” unlocked the cage and ordered me to crawl out.
 
   Face flaming, I obeyed, and crawled before them, then sat back on my heels, legs spread, arched my back, before turning and putting my face down and raising my bottom so they could stare at it and, I hoped, prayed, feared, mount me.
 
   It didn't even occur to me to protest or to say no.
 
   I was soon sucking one cock, with my fists pumping on two more as I knelt before them. I shifted my lips from one cock to the other to the next, back and forth as they wanted, and they all face-fucked me as well so that I drooled and gagged and coughed and my head spun and chest burned.
 
   Then one of them abruptly threw me back onto my back and dove atop me. I shuddered as his cock plunged into the depths of my fiery overheated pussy and he began to rut into me right there while the other two looked on. God, I felt so slutty! I felt so wild and out of control! I felt humiliated and feverishly aroused at the same time.
 
   He rolled over, abruptly, so I was atop him, and slapped my ass, ordering me to ride him. I began to, but then another of them knelt behind me and I felt his cock against my anal opening. The third knelt by the first one's left shoulder and grabbed my hair, pulling me down and forward so he could feed his cock into my throat. 
 
   The three of them used me there, each of them ramming their cocks into me at the same time and the world spun and swirled around me as I felt each big cock punch into me from a different direction.
 
   And then I was shocked in the midst of it all, to see two more men standing alongside us, the two others from last night. Then they were joined by another, and then two more. All of them had big cocks and hungry expressions on their faces.
 
   The gang bang lasted all morning.
 
   I was left sprawled spreadeagled on the floor, panting, gasping, bruised, with come spattered over my face, chest, groin, belly and in my hair. I was dazed, exhausted, and sore all over, especially on the inside, and in my throat, where I'd been face fucked repeatedly. I had no idea what time it actually was and very little idea of who I was.
 
   The figure who came for me was another stranger, a woman, and that made me blush, even in my exhaustion. She used a crop to sting me to all fours, and get me over to the corner, where she carefully washed me inside and out. I had to kneel there, trembling with weakness, as she douched me, as she gave me a pair of enemas, and washed my hair.
 
   She was a blonde, but younger than the men, perhaps in her mid twenties. The proximity to my own age embarrassed me even more. But still, I didn't think of refusing her orders. She let me eat and drink – again from bowls set on the floor. Then she brushed my teeth for me and had me gargle with mouthwash.
 
   Then she made me stand and do stretching exercises. She did them, as well, but she was fully clothed. When I was limber, she turned on some music, and began to teach me how to dance, or really, how to dance naked. For this she stripped, and she had a nice body, with large breasts. She swayed and swirled and rolled her hips exotically and erotically, and had me duplicate her movements. She gave me a lap dance, and then had me give her one as she taught me the finger arts of hip movements.
 
   Then she strapped on a dildo and had me give her another lap dance. Only this one was to have me riding her “cock”. I was reluctant, but again, didn't really consider saying no. I was not into women, but I had still been in a low level sexual heat since she'd come into the room. I straddled her in the chair, and slowly sank my pussy down onto her “cock”, blushing furiously as I began to roll my hips and ride it up and down.
 
   I blushed even more as her hands caressed my body, as they skimmed up and  down my back, and over my buttocks. She was acting the part of a man, though, I told myself, and my groans of pleasure each time I sank down the long, thick shaft were not feigned. Nor was my hunger pushed back as I felt those small, soft hands slide over my body, and then her mouth began to suck on my breasts and nipples.
 
   I just thought of it as her being the man, and riding that shaft made my pussy throb with excitement and heat.
 
   But when, just a little shy of climax, she pushed me off her lap, had me kneel on all fours, and mounted me, my mind squirmed with discomfort even as my body boiled with heat. She fucked me like a man would, ramming her hips into my upraised buttocks, her hands kneading my breasts as she rammed her “cock” into my aching pussy again and again. She yanked back on my hair, called me a whore, and slapped my ass while she rutted against me, and in my mind she sort of became the man.
 
   And I came wildly.
 
   Afterward, I had to lick her pussy. That was somewhat distasteful, but the sexual fever was still hot in my blood, and I could not refuse as she taught me how to pleasure a woman.
 
   It was really not as bad as I had feared, to be honest.
 
   Over the next few days more people came to use me, sometimes singly, sometimes in pairs or groups, men and women, and I got used to being nothing but a sexual object to be used for other people's gratification. It never occurred to me to protest or to refuse, even though I was whipped and strapped repeatedly I was living a wild, dark nightmare of pleasure.
 
   Finally, David cleaned me up, ordered me to dress – which seemed odd. I mean, wearing clothes seemed odd. I obeyed, though, and we sat in the living room sipping wine.
 
   “So, Lindsey, are you a sex slave?”
 
   “Yes, master,” I said almost automatically.
 
   He shook his head. “Don't call me that. I'm not looking for you to parrot back a required answer. I want you to consider the events of the last few days and tell me whether you are interested in that sort of lifestyle continuing, or whether you want to go back to your old job and style of living.
 
   It took me some time to get my mind around the idea that he actually wanted me to make a decision. I'd rather enjoyed not having to make any kind of decisions, to tell you the truth.
 
   And the clothes felt strange – foreign – against my skin.
 
   “I... liked it,” I said haltingly. “I liked it a lot. It was... wild and... freeing in a strange dark way. I didn't have to think about anything but my own pleasure. It was exciting, wicked and hot and... and daring and... and incredible.”
 
   He nodded safely. “There is a place you can go, a sort of camp, an academy, as it were, for aspiring slaves. It's costly, but it will make of you a true slave girl, in soul, in spirit, on the inside and not just on the surface. If you go there, once inside you will not be permitted to leave until the course is done. You will not be able to say no to anyone or anything. You will be a true sex slave. You can then be sold.”
 
   “Sold!?” I gulped.
 
   “Not permanently. And besides, rich men get bored easily. They like variety. Your contract can be sold to a given individual for six months or a year. During that period you will be their slave and they may do anything they want to you. That includes hurting you, although they are not permitted to harm you.”
 
   I instantly understood the difference.
 
   “But...”
 
   “Your parents can be informed you are going off on an archeological dig, say, in keeping with your history education. And the money from the sale, will, of course, go into a bank account for your use. Generally, depending on the quality of the slave in looks and abilities, the price paid for a six month term is in the low six figures.”
 
   I blinked at him in surprise.
 
   “These are rich men,” he said. “The money is nothing to them.”
 
   “I... wow,” I said wonderingly.
 
   “Remember,” he said, sitting forward. “Here, you always knew in the back of your mind that you were in my house and that ultimately, you were protected and could be released if you really wanted to be. That will not be the case henceforth. So if you simply want to dabble, continue with your internship and I'm sure I can find no end of men eager to sate your lusts.”
 
   I thought about it, but I knew my decision.
 
   “I want to be a slave,” I said.
 
   That night I called my parents, told them about the nine week term at a dig where I'd be going, and that I'd largely be out of contact. Then David put on the restraints, gagged me, and a man came from the academy. I was placed into the trunk of his car and driven off to learn what the life of a true slave was like.
 
   But that's for another story.
 
    
 
    
 
   END
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