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My name is Amanda. And this is my story.
It’s kind of a story of how I got in over my head, of how I didn’t
think things through, and how you can kind of slide into doing
something bit by bit so that by the time you’re where you got to –
well – you never would have imagined it at the beginning – and
never would have wanted to go there either.

About me: I’m blonde, five-two, slender, and
nineteen. I’m a second year Architecture student at the University
of Pennsylvania. I have no siblings, and two divorced parents. My
father is involved in city politics in Denver. My mother is
involved in causes – and herself. I’m perfectly average in my
outlook on life, except for perhaps being a bit more cynical than
most girls my age.

When I got to university I was completely
alone, but I told myself I’d been mostly alone for some time
anyway. I was eager to see the world, to experience life, things
I’d only ever dreamed or read about. I wound up in a small,
stone-walled dorm room with a Black girl named Karen, and that set
me back on my heels a bit. You see, I’d hardly ever known any Black
people. There aren’t a lot in Colorado, and even fewer in my upper
middle class suburb and the private school I went to there.

So when I found out I’d be rooming with a
Black girl I was a bit taken aback, and a bit nervous about what
she’d be like, and whether I’d offend her with some kind of
insensitive remark. And yes, I admit I was also wondering about all
the things you hear about Black people, you know, violence, drugs,
promiscuity, and such. Of course, Karen didn’t talk like any kind
of ghetto girl. She was a bouncy cheerleader with big boobs, cocoa
colored skin and thick dark hair spilling over her shoulders.

We got along really well right from the
start, which actually surprised me. I guess it’s kind of racist to
be surprised that someone with another skin color is pretty much
just like you, but like I said, I had little personal experience
with Black people. We got to know each other by going out drinking,
and partying, and having fun. By the time we’d been together a
couple of months I felt like I’d been friends with her for
years.

And then, of course, came the lesbian thing.
Well, I certainly never started out to have sex with a girl. I just
sort of – slipped into it a bit at a time. It was after Christmas,
and deep into February. It started out with us getting drunk, of
course. I’m sure that doesn’t surprise you. We came home, we were
giggling and laughing, and talking about some guys, and sex, and
how hot we were cause the guys had so obviously been desperate for
us.

And one thing led to another. I mean, we
started dancing, at first. She was telling me that White girls
can’t dance to rap, and she was showing off, and I imitated her,
and then she started doing this really sexy slutty dance, and we
fell against each other laughing. And then she turned on her
webcam, with the idea we would each do a dance and record it, and
watch it on the computer.

I’m not sure when or how that turned into a
competition to see who could do a better strip-tease, but it did.
Maybe we were both still horny from the way the guys had been
stroking our egos – and other things. Anyway, watching her do a
sexy strip-tease turned me on. That surprised me, but it did. She
looked so hot! Her body was fine! And she looked like sex incarnate
as she ground her hips and rolled her chest and her nipples stuck
out so hard and round.

I did my strip tease, with some
embarrassment, I might add, but not a lot. I mean, we’d been living
together a month so we’d seen each other naked. And I knew I had a
good body. My breasts weren’t as big as hers but they were really
nicely shaped and round and perfectly firm, with small, very stiff
pink nipples. I had a supple, lithe body, and my skin is peaches
and cream. I got down to my thong and rolled and ground my hips in
front of the camera as she cheered me on.

It was a small room, and she reached out and
gave my bare ass a squeeze, and that kind of turned me on too. I
mean, my skin is really, really soft. I’ve always loved running my
hands over it, feeling the tactile pleasure of the senses as I
caressed myself. But of course, it felt even more delicious when
someone else did it. I thin it kind of flickered through my mind –
the possibility of me and Karen doing it. I mean, it’s very
fashionable in many places, considered stylish and sexy for
straight girls to have a fling or two with each other.

But I didn’t really put much thought into
it. We were just having fun, after all. And then we just kind of
made out for the camera, you know, just for laughs, kissing each
other, pressing our breasts together. And again that turned me on –
turned me on with a jolt that surprised me and kind of worried me,
kind of made me anxious in case she realized.

Cause the feel of her big breasts against
mine was just so – delicious! I’d never felt another girl’s breasts
against my own before, never felt stiff nipples against mine, never
felt that kind of softness rubbing and pillowing against my
breasts, and it was really exciting! And after all, we were making
out! Well, it was for play, but still, she was squeezing my butt,
and we were kissing, and our bodies were together.

And then the kissing got even more
passionate, like without even talking we were trying to outdo each
other in our daring, and in front of the camera, too! It was like
an unspoken challenge, with each of us trying to better the other
in “acting” like a hot, hungry, horny slutty lesbian!

So we’re standing in front of the camera in
our thongs, kissing, tongues sliding together, breasts rubbing and
grinding together. Her hands squeezing my ass and mine kind of
stroking up and down her back. Then she raises the stakes by
sliding her right hand up between us and squeezing my left breast.
I felt another hot surge of hunger and lust as her fingers kneaded
my tender, swollen breast, and then as her fingers caught at my
nipple, pinching and rubbing it.

I drew my own hand up and did the same to
her, feeling her big, soft breast mashing inwards under my fingers,
and then she eased back a little, a wicked grin on her face, and
suddenly her mouth was on my breast, my nipple, areola and the
center of my breast inside her mouth as she sucked strongly, as her
teeth dug into my soft flesh and her lips massaged me.

Oh God it felt good! Her mouth on my nipple
made my toes curl! I almost cried out at the sensation coming from
my buzzing, throbbing nipple as her mouth sucked hard and her
fingers continued to knead my breast. I staggered back a little and
fell onto my bed, and she, laughing, followed, sticking her tongue
out at me as she landed atop me. Then her mouth was on my other
breast, sucking and licking at my nipple.

I was starting to become overwhelmed by the
sensations. I needed to either push her off or – or do something to
one-up her, but couldn’t bring myself to move. It just felt too
good there. And then her hand was between my legs, rubbing and
caressing me through my thin silk thong. And that felt incredibly
good too. I tried to protest, though, automatically trying to kind
of close my legs or ease back.

I pushed at her and she rose up off me so
she was kneeling, grinning, laughing at me as I sort of, slid
awkwardly backwards on my back, on my elbows, my head buzzing with
a lot of things, not the least of which were alcohol,
embarrassment, anxiety and lust.

And I was thinking: Do I really want to have
sex with a girl!? Is that what she really wants to do or is she
just teasing!? If I give in will she realize I’m willing to have
sex with a girl, and then hate me and call me a dyke!? If she’s
teasing, of course.

Was she teasing? Was she just playing? I
didn’t know for sure.

She ran her tongue lewdly across her lower
lip and advanced on me on her knees, straddling my legs and then my
hips as she moved forward. I sort of started to sit up and she
grabbed my wrists and let her weight carry me back onto the bed,
her hands pressing my wrists against the bed above my head.

Then she smirked at me as her face held
still just above me, and then kissed me hard, demanding, her
breasts again pillowing against mine and mashing against them. I
moaned weakly as her tongue invaded my mouth, overwhelmed by heat
and lust but still anxious and frightened about whether she was
going to hate me if I gave in, whether she was testing me or –
.

And then she eased up, yanked her hips in so
she was basically sitting on my upper belly, and leaned over me,
her breasts above my head.

“Suck my nipple!” she demanded, pressing her
breast into my face.

I licked at it, uncertain, then took it and
the surrounding flesh into my mouth and sucked. It was the first
time, of course, for me, but I felt a thrill of excitement sweep
over me as I sucked and licked at it. She pulled her breast up and
pushed the other one into my mouth and I sucked and licked at
that.

“You goin’ be ma beetch!” she growled in the
mock ghetto accent she sometimes used.

She leaned in and kissed me again, hard,
rough, then pulled her mouth loose and bit into the nape of my
neck, sucking and licking me there as I gasped and moaned.

She was still pinning my wrists down. And
that was okay because I had ceded control to her. Whatever she did,
wherever she led, I would follow.

She kissed me all over, and then she
released my wrists and her hand slid down to rub my pussy through
my thong again, then, shocking me, her fingers slid IN to my
panties and I felt my hips jerk and buck as her fingers slid along
my shaven sex and over my clit. I let out a soft cry of almost
pained pleasure and excitement, and knew a new fear that she would,
again, suddenly draw back, glaring at me, having just been
“playing” and realized now how aroused I was.

But she didn’t. Her fingers stroked up and
down my oozing sex, and then one curled under and pushed into me.
It hurt a bit, for I was very tight, but I almost climaxed right
then and there.

“Wh-what are you… you… doing?” I gasped
weakly.

“Fucking you, beeeaatch!” she growled.

She grabbed one of my hands and pushed it in
between her own legs, and I began to hesitantly rub and caress her
there. I was a little squeamish about it, but at least it was
outside her panties, and the heat within me was pushing me into
more and more daring things. Then she shoved my hand down into her
panties and I felt her pussy against my fingers.

I felt a shock run through me, and almost
jerked my hand back in disgust. But again, that heat was pushing me
into not caring about anything. I began to copy what she was doing
to me, as much as my hazy, overwhelmed mind could manage anyway.
But within seconds I climaxed, writhing and twisting and shuddering
as the orgasm swept over me.

My body twisted and arched, and Karen
laughed as she bit into the soft flesh of my breast. It ached, but
the incredible pleasure as she sucked hard overwhelmed the pain.
And then she was drawing back, grabbing my thong, tugging it down
my hips, down my thighs and legs, and off.

She spread my legs wide, and then rose up on
her knees again. She skinned off her own thong and I felt – very
vulnerable laying there, legs spread, on my back, waiting, gasping,
chest heaving, face flushed with heat and hunger.

Then she dove atop me, growling, kissing
hard, her hands everywhere as she began to grind her hips into me.
I moaned and wrapped my legs around her, kissing back, my hands
moving up and down her body, squeezing her buttocks, drawing her in
against me. Long minutes passed as we kissed and fondled and petted
and stroked each other, and then she shifted her body a bit,
scissoring out legs, and began to grind her naked pussy against
mine.

The feeling was indescribable, and combined
with the wild hunger and heat it send me into a dazed state of
sexual excitement and lust where nothing else mattered. We ground
our pussies together for long minutes, and both of us climaxed with
soft, gurgling cries of pleasure and heat and hunger.

And then, with both of us hot with
afterglow, panting, she slid atop me again, pressing my wrists back
against the corners of the bed.

“Wait,” she said.

She got up hurriedly, went to the closet, to
her closet, I should say, and squatted down. She picked up a small
box and brought it back, then jumped atop me again. In her hands
were a pair of straps of some soft, supple leather. I didn’t
understand what she was doing, at first, for I was still in a bit
of a bleary, panting stupor from the sex and booze and
excitement.

But after she slipped one around my wrist
and pulled it tight, then attached it to the head post, then
wrapped the other around my other wrists, well, I kind of knew. I’d
never done bondage, but I knew what it was. But though I was
nervous I was still letting her guide me, still letting her lead.
She fastened my wrists to the posts and leered down at me.

“Beeeaatch!” she said.

She fell atop me again, kissing me for long
minutes as her hands roamed my body. And then I felt a rising
pulse-beat of hunger as she began to slide downwards, began to lick
and suck at my nipples and breasts then licked her slow, lazy way
down around my belly button, her hands spreading my legs wider as
her mouth made its way to my abdomen.

I felt anxiety rising, too. If she licked
me, if she ate me out, I’d be expected to do the same to her, and
honestly I didn’t want to and wasn’t sure if I could. I mean,
pawing and fondling and petting and kissing were all very well, but
putting my mouth on a woman’s pussy was – well – not something I
had ever wanted to do.

And then hers was on mine and my thinking
just kind of faded away as that tongue did amazing things. My God
she was good! Her tongue lapped at my clit and drove me over the
edge in seconds. She mouthed and sucked and licked me through it,
and then continued, her fingers pushing into me now as counterpoint
to her lapping tongue.

But she eased off as I began to shudder and
buck and cry out in helpless pleasure again.

“Everyone’s gonna hear you, white girl,” she
said in a hiss.

And that was when she pulled out the ball
gag and slowly pushed it into my mouth. I moaned and looked up
around it as I felt the spongy latex filling my mouth, pushing my
tongue back, but didn’t fight her. She fed the strap behind my
head, and called me her “beeatch” again, then slid back down to my
pussy and resumed her careful tonguing.

And I came again, crying out – and, with the
feeling of freedom because of the ball gag, I gave full voice to my
pleasure, crying out, almost screaming in pleasure as I writhed and
twisted and bucked up against her mouth and fingers. And then I
came again as she made me thrash and arch and shudder in helpless
sexual heat.

I was drained, exhausted, sweating, my hair
tangled, and I was gasping for breath, chest heaving. And she was
just getting started.

My body was moving around too much, she
said, so another pair of straps were wrapped – not around my
ankles, but my thighs just above my knees, then fed directly to the
sides of the bed and beneath, to link together. They held my thighs
achingly wide and exposed me completely and helplessly to whatever
she wanted to do.

Then she produced a dildo, a thick,
glistening black dildo, and played it over my body.

“All you blonde sluts want black cock!” she
teased me as she slid it down over my swollen pussy and began to
play it back and forth against my opening.

She slowly sank it into me, deeper – and
deeper – forcing my sex to spread wider than I think it ever had
before. And then she began to pump it in and out as she licked
me.

Insanity. I came, screaming, writhing,
straining against the leather restraints as she laughed and rammed
the dildo into me so hard it hurt.

Then came the vibrator. The sensations from
it were so powerful they made me cry out to her to stop. Of course,
with a gag in my mouth I couldn’t say a thing. I tried to twist
away, but again, obviously, couldn’t. But then the powerful
sensations slowly shifted and twisted within me. And the next thing
you knew the sex-heat was tearing at my mind again and I was
moaning and half-sobbing in pleasure as she guided me up, up, up,
and then out over the edge once more.

I had been tied up for over an hour before
she finally crawled up my sweating, heaving body and worked the
ball-gag out of my mouth. She kissed me gently as I gulped in air,
then rose up, straddling me, naked, setting her pussy down over my
face, over my mouth.

“Now it’s your turn, beeatch,” she drawled.
“Eat me, beeatch! Eat me good or I’ll beat your white ass!”

Her pussy was wet and she rubbed it up and
down across my face, across my nose, so I had the full smell of
her. Back and forth over my mouth and nose she ground herself, then
reached down for fistfuls of blonde hair and yanked me up against
her as she ground faster, harder, essentially masturbating on my
face.

I tried to kind of lick but she didn’t need
it. She actually was masturbating on my face, and came within less
than a minute, gurgling and moaning in pleasure, arching back,
jamming her pussy against my nose.

She eased back, panting. “You need some
lessons in pussy eating, baby?”

I couldn’t speak, at first. My face was wet
with her cream and I was blinking dazedly up the length of her
body.

She straddled me anyway, this time more
gently. “Stick out your tongue.”

She guided me through licking her, telling
me how hard, how soft, rolling her hips slowly as I licked at her
clit, as I sucked at it.

I wasn’t really into girls. I mean, two
hours earlier I would have said I wasn’t at all into girls but –
anyway, I had to concentrate, to focus on what I needed to do. And
that kind of took some of the “gross” out of my thinking until I
was past it.

And then she was off me, panting herself,
relaxing while I lay bound. We didn’t speak for a long two minutes,
both of us getting our breath.

Then she half turned to me. She was sitting
on the edge of my bed. And she half turned and ran her hand over my
breast as she leaned in. “You see how much fun two girls can have?”
she purred. “We don’t need some guy’s cock. And if we do want a
cock – well we got plenty of those.”

And then she bent over to that box and came
up with more straps. I had no idea what she was going to do with
them. She began to fit them around herself. I still had no idea
what she intended. Not until she stood up, and I saw her kind of
holding the black dildo against the straps right over her groin,
and saw her twist it into place so it stayed put, sticking out, not
until then did I realize what it was and what she was going to
do.

She was going to fuck me. Like a man
would.

I felt anxiety sweep through me, and
reluctance, but I knew I couldn’t say anything. And anyway, there
was heat and excitement too. I had already surrendered the lead to
her, and I could do nothing as I lay there spreadeagled and
helpless.

She knelt before me, and gripped the dildo
like it was a cock, rubbing the head up and down against my
sopping, swollen red pussy opening. I moaned as it slid back and
forth across my clit, hard little jolts of pleasure rippling
through my groin. Then she sank it slowly into me, easing forward
atop my body.

And she began to fuck me. Like a man would.
I had already surrendered to her, like I said, but this was kind of
– I don’t know – doing something in my mind – like cementing in
place that she was the “man” and thus “in charge” even though I
don’t think of men being in charge of me.

She sank it deep into my pussy, and it hurt
me. I was aching down there. It was too thick, and too deep. But I
was too aroused, too excited to complain, and as she kissed me and
began to roll her hips, began to pump the thing in and out, the
pain eased and the pleasure grew greater.

Her mouth drowned out my cries of pleasure
as I came.
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Things changed between us, but only slowly.
We were still friends, but she had a subtle dominance now. She
called me her “beeatch” and would sometimes slap my bottom if I
argued or taunted or teased her. I never consciously thought of her
as being “in charge” but some part of me had done so. She came
across as that, and I took the position of the bratty, sometimes
impudent rebellious girl.

I enjoyed teasing her, though the slaps to
the bottom stung. Sometimes we struggled, wrestled, but I never
really had my heart in it, and she won easily anyway.

The next time we had sex she started out by
stripping me naked, and then she strapped my wrists together behind
my back and put me on my knees before her.

Then she stood over me like a goddess, and
pulled my face into her pussy, making me eat her out again and
again, guiding me, teaching me, tugging stingingly at my hair now
and then to emphasize a point, calling me her “beeatch”. And then
she told me to call her mistress.

Kinky! I did so, of course. And just saying
the words made me shudder excitedly.

“Yes, mistress!” I said with a breathless
moan.

After she was satisfied, and my tongue and
jaw were tired, she put me down on my chest, my ass raised up, my
knees spread, and then used the strap-on dildo to mount me from
behind. It soon became evident she would need to gag me, so she
did, and then rode me hard, deep.

It hurt, but it felt so incredibly intense
that I didn’t care. I screamed into the gag as I came, her fingers
digging into my breast, pulling my hair, her hips slapping against
my buttocks as she rammed that thick black dildo into me deep.

I was sore, afterward, but sated,
tousle-haired, exhausted, elated.

It was all just games, of course, kinky,
nasty, slutty girlish games that I would be horrified if anyone
discovered. But it was such a wild, thrill, so incredibly intense
and exciting for me, boring, ordinary old me, to be doing something
so – I don’t know, so sophisticated and nasty!

I don’t think I ever even asked her why she
tied me up. I didn’t mind. I had no idea what I was doing, had no
confidence in my lovemaking ability, at least with women, and was
more than pleased to be tied up so that she did all the work. I
trusted her, and being tied up gave me a strange, squirmy
excitement.

Until she decided to punish me for the first
time.

This was a week into our lesbian affair (and
just thinking those words made me shudder with excitement). I had
been teasing her and taunting her as she studied, wanting a
wrestling session, wanting do to kinky things. She glowered at me
and told me to get lost, to leave her be. I, being bratty, ignored
her warnings.

And of course, she jumped me, and of course,
I wrestled, giggling and laughing, but not putting up much of a
fight. It wasn’t like I wanted to win, after all!

She grabbed my hair and forced me to bend
over the chair, my ass high into the air, and again I didn’t really
fight. I squirmed around and “resisted” but not seriously, as she
got those straps around my wrists, and then drew the straps
downwards to the front legs to fix them in place. Then she strapped
my ankles to the back legs.

Time for fun, I thought, panting, excited,
only a little anxious and nervous.

She gagged me, but again, that didn’t mean
anything. I made too much noise and the dorms were close together,
the walls not thick enough to hide what we were doing
otherwise.

Then she produced the black dildo, and some
lube, and slowly worked it deep, achingly deep into my pussy. She
stroked and licked at my clit as she did so, and I moaned and
ground my hips back.

But then she produced another dildo, and
lubed it, and, panting, moaning, I wondered what – .

And then my eyes went wide as I felt it
against my anal opening. I shook my head and pulled against the
restraints, but could not do a thing, could not even protest as the
head twisted from side to side and the pressure mounted. I moaned
and jerked and shook my head again, trying to signal her I didn’t
want that.

“What’s the matter little beeeatch?” she
said in a ghetto drawl. “You don’t want no big black cock up that
ass? You goin git one anyhow!”

She took her time, and it didn’t hurt as I’d
feared, not much anyway, and the tension began to ease out of me
even though I was really not happy. I felt her fingers on my clit,
though, stroking back and forth, and the familiar heat began to
rise up within me, pushing everything else away.

I felt cramped, aching inside as she pushed
that dildo deeper into my ass. I groaned, starting to get excited
by it despite my earlier misgivings. Guys liked that sort of thing,
so in a way it was good that she was giving me some experience with
it, letting me see what it was like. I was starting to even get
into it, grunting and moaning as she pumped it in and out, worked
it in tandem with the one in my pussy.

That’s when she came up with something new.
It was a little elastic cord of sorts, with clips on the ends.
Actually, they were like thin metal bars which she pushed into my
soft flesh on either side of my clit. Then she began to turn a
little wheel, tightening them. I felt the pressure growing there as
they dug into my flesh just behind my clit, squeezing me in a way
which ached more and more. Yet the aching was such an exciting ache
that even if I could have I wouldn’t have stopped her.

She fed the clip down and then under the
lowest horizontal bar on the back of the chair, then up against my
breasts. There the cord split into two, and each of those had
little metal bars too. She had to pull on the cord, which pulled on
my clit and squeezed down behind it to stretch the cord far enough.
I shuddered and moaned helplessly, shaking my head as she pressed
the two bars against my flesh behind each nipple and turned the
wheels to close them tightly.

She had both nipples caught, the metal
digging into my flesh just behind my areolas, making my nipples
bulge out fat and hard. And the pressure was on them and my clit,
for the cord was stretched tight between them.

Karen was still fully clothed, I should say.
Now she bent over next to the chair and yanked my head up and back
by the hair. That hurt, too, but again, I was filled with a
swirling, crackling sexual high and didn’t care. I even found it
exciting to have my hair pulled!

She undid the strap of the gag, and then
worked the gag out of my mouth. I gasped and moaned weakly.

“Are you my beeeatch?” she drawled.

“Y-yes, Mistress!” I panted weakly.

She slapped my bottom and I yelped.

“And have you been a bad little girl?”

“I-I… y-yes!” I gasped.

Another spank sent a sting of pain into
me.

“You forgot to say yes mistress,” she
said.

“Y-Yes, mistress!” I gasped,
breathlessly.

“Say it then. Say I’ve been a bad little
girl.”

“I’ve been a bad little girl,” I moaned.

Another slap to my bottom made me gasp.

“I’ve been a bad little girl mistress,” she
chided.

“I’ve been a bad little girl, mistress!” I
moaned.

“And you need to be punished, don’t you, bad
girl?”

“I-I – I don’t – .”

She slapped my bottom sharply. “Don’t you,
slut?!” she growled.

“Yes, mistress!” I groaned.

“Say it then, slut!”

“I-I need to be punished, mistress!” I
moaned.

She was gathering my hair together as she
spoke, gathering it into a rough tail which went down along my
spine as she pulled harder, lifting my head up and forcing it
back.

“Say it again, slut!”

“Please punish me, mistress!” I gasped
weakly.

Another slap. “Again!”

“Please punish me, mistress!”

She wrapped cord around the tail now, and
then drew the cord back across my tail bone and wrapped it around
the base of the dildo she’d shoved up my ass.

That held my head up and back, even though I
was leaning down, and my wrists were bound down to the front legs.
I gurgled weakly as she produced another dildo, another Black dildo
and rubbed it over my mouth, then pushed it in. I sucked and licked
at it, moaning. It was soft and flexible, and she pushed it in
deeper, sliding it back and forth across my tongue, across and
through my lips. I moaned and sucked, my eyes a little glassy now
as she fingered my clit.

If this was punishment I wanted more!

“You ever suck a Black man’s cock, beeatch?”
she said in ghetto drawl? I bet you ain’t. I bet you’re no good at
sucking cock, just like you was no good at lickin’ pussy! I’m gonna
learn you how to suck cock, beeatch!”

She made me lick and tongue the black dildo
as she moved it around in my mouth, and several times pushed it in
so deep I gagged a little before she drew it back. And then she
began to mock me for gagging.

“Black women know how to please their men,”
she said. “They know how to take a cock deep, how to deep throat.
You prissy suburban white girls just lick at the head and think the
job’s done. Well it ain’t done, beeatch. You need to take that
fuckin’ cock down your throat. I’m gonna learn you how to deep
throat and blow some white man’s socks off him!”

She knelt in front of me, and I couldn’t do
much but stare at her, my head forced up and back, my body bound
tightly, as she slid the dildo deeper and deeper.

“You can do it, little beeatch. You can
swallow this like it’s a nice, juicy piece of meat. Slowly it,
baby. It’s all in your head. You can do it if you’re strong.”

I was starting to get worried, but then she
abruptly pushed it forward, and it slid right into my mouth. I
gagged, of course, and choked and panicked, but there was no way I
could pull back, no way I could do anything as she held that dildo
in my mouth and throat and I gurgled and gagged and fought to
breath.

“Just relax!” she said loudly. “It ain’t
gonna hurt you! Lots of girls can do this! You can too if you just
let your mind loose!”

She pulled it slowly free, and I gulped in
air, gasping and panting, saliva spilling out behind it. She
massaged my clit and I moaned, and she told me I could do it, that
she was able, and so was I, and I felt a determination to do
it.

It took some trying. She pushed it in and
out and I choked and gagged every time, but I started to lose my
fear of it, started to lose my panic, and began to get used to it.
I got so I could swallow that whole dildo with hardly any
discomfort. And she rewarded me by taking the vibrator to my clit
and nearly making me scream in pleasure.

“Not so fast, beeatch,” she said. “First
comes your punishment.”

“I thought you already punished me,” I
wailed, wanting my come.

“Bitch, I showed you how to deep throat.
That ain’t no fuckin’ punishment. You oughto pay me for that.”

She put the gag back in, and then came my
real punishment.

It was a very thin leather crop, and she
applied it to my upturned bottom with a short, but hard blow that
made me squeal in pain and strain against the straps holding
me.

“This is what bad little girls get when
they’re naughty,” she said.

The pain was a shock because it was real
pain, not just a dull ache, or a light little sting. I remember
thinking “That hurt!” at the sharp sting.

And then came the slowly dawning realization
that I could do nothing to stop her from hitting me again.

Which she did.

Owww!

“Naughty little slut,” she taunted.

Crack! The sound was actually soft, a
“thppptt!” against my butt, but the stinging was sharp and painful
and made me cry out loudly into the gag.

“Bad girl!”

Thhppt!

“Owwww!”

It was really starting to hurt, and I was
pulling more desperately against the straps.

She eased off a bit, stroking the thing back
and forth over my butt, then turned on the vibrator again and began
to rub that across my clit. I settled down, my jangled nerves
eased, and the sexual heat rose up again to envelop me.

Thpppt!

I jerked and moaned, gasping and panting and
pulling against the straps, wrapped in the swirling hunger of
pleasure and the frantic fear of pain.

Thhhppt!

I moaned and shuddered, as she rubbed the
vibrator harder against my swollen, bulging, aching, burning clit,
and the clips jammed in against the flesh behind it.

The pain got worse, the pleasure got more
terrible, and I climaxed with a new level of intensity, my body
jerking and shaking madly, my muscles spasming as my nipples and
clit and my very insides overflowed with scalding hot sensations of
pleasure.

Of course, that wasn’t the end of it. She
kept me in that position for a while, first while she did her
homework, then while she used the vibrator on me to rouse me once
more. Then she put on the strap-on and fucked me to another orgasm
before sodomising me.

Then she made me swallow that dildo again as
she pumped it in and out.

Afterwards, my butt was sore and red and
marked with lines – though they faded within an hour or so. And I
was so exhausted, so drained, that I decided to skip the afternoon
class I’d been planning on attending.

“Maybe you’ll be less of a brat next time,”
she said. “And do what mistress tells you.”

“Bitch,” I said, rubbing my sore ass.

“Would you like another switching, little
girl?”

I would not, and I swallowed my first
retort. “No.”

“No what?”

“No, mistress,” I said warily.

“That’s better. I’d hate to have to whip
that pretty little round ass of yours again.”

I felt she was being a bit unfair. I mean,
that kind of bossy stuff was for the sex, for the game, and we
weren’t in the game now. I mean, we weren’t having sex. I guess I
just then started to wonder where the game left off and where it
started.

“Come here,” she ordered.

I bit my lower lip. I was laying on my bed –
still naked. She was still fully clothed, sitting back on her chair
at the desk. I got up diffidently and shuffled closer. And she
pulled me onto her lap, sitting across it, and began to kiss me
lightly. I slid my arms around her shoulders and kissed her back
just as lightly.

Her right hand slid between my legs, which
was still sensitive and wet, and I moaned as her middle finger
found its way inside me and her thumb began to stroke across my
clit. She shouldn’t have been able to rouse me again so soon, so
easily, but she did, and I was soon squirming on her lap, moaning
into her mouth as two fingers pumped into me and her thumb stroked
at my clit.

“Go sit back on your bed,” she ordered.

“Karen,” I moaned in protest.

“You want to be punished?”

“No – mistress,” I whined.

“Go!”

I got back onto my bed and she pulled out
one of the dildos, the big one, and tossed it to me.

“Use it.”

I stared at her in confusion.

“I want to see you do yourself with that
black dildo.”

My face flushed and I felt kind of
embarrassed, but I was back in the game, and I was sure she would
very quickly join me in whatever I did. So I let my legs spread
wide and began to rub the head of the dildo against my clit and up
and down my slit. Soon I was thrusting it in and out of me and
stroking my fingers across my clit, but she never moved. I stared
at her between my raised, spread knees, gasping as the hunger and
heat rose around me, and she just watched as I masturbated with the
dildo.

“Are you my slut?” she whispered.

“Yes, mistress!” I gasped hotly.

“Are you my bitch?”

“Yes, mistress!” I groaned, pumping,
stroking,, shuddering.

She took something out of the desk and held
it up in front of her. It was a video camera. I gasped and started
to try to cover myself.

“Don’t cover yourself,” she barked harshly.
“Keep fucking yourself. Go on, slut. Do it. I want to see you come
for me! Come for me, slut!”

The sight of the camera dazed me with the
power of wicked excitement and heat and anxiety, and I thrust the
dildo deep and kept doing it, moaning, running my other hand over
my breasts to squeeze and knead them, then down to stroke at my
clit. I drew my ankles back high at her direction, then rolled onto
my knees, my bottom raised, and thrust the dildo into myself from
behind.

I sat the base on the bed, and then rode it
upright, gasping, moaning, staring at the camera, fingering my
clit, squeezing my breasts, thinking of how incredibly slutty I
was, and what I would look like on the video.

I came powerfully – on camera, crying out in
pleasure as she recorded every sight, every sound.

 


 


 





Chapter Three

 


 


 


 


You would not believe how much math there is
in Architecture. Everything requires complex formulas to measure
stress and strength and angles perfectly. I had always had a knack
for numbers, but this was a major challenge to me, and it often
frustrated me, having to do pages of calculations to come at one
number – and then backtracking through it all to see where I went
wrong.

And I was distracted – I was always
distracted lately – by sex, by the thought of sex, by the hunger,
by the raw sensuality which seemed to surround me so often since I
had started the kinky fun and games with Karen.

Karen wasn’t even in the room, but I was
distracted. I was nude. Karen had ordered me – ordered me – to wear
no clothes around our dorm room. Nothing. If she came back and
caught me in so much as a thong she’d take a thin leather switch to
my ass. Why did I go along with her? Because it was kinky, hot and
exciting.

I was also wearing a collar, which she
insisted on whenever we were alone, and straddling the wooden chair
before my desk – impaled on a big black dildo. Why? Because Karen
had actually attached it to the chair, physically screwed it to the
chair so that if I was to sit down I had to sit down ON it, and
then sit there with it deep inside me and try to ignore it. Ha!
Ignore it? Not a chance.

It spread my pussy lips apart so that every
movement on the chair ground me against it, and kept my clit
swollen and hard and sensitive to every touch and thought.

And then there were my nipples.

Karen loved biting and pinching and twisting
them, usually when I was tied spread-eagled and writhing in
pleasure. So it hadn’t really astonished me when, two weeks
earlier, while I was bound and gagged on my bed, she had produced
piercing needles, and pierced my nipples, then put rings through
them. I was a little pissed, afterwards, but only a little. They
looked kind of neat, sexy, kinky and hot, and the pain was already
done by then so – well, they stayed uncomfortable for a while, of
course. They were still sore, but it was a nice sore, a good sore,
a hot sore.

And the rings were a constant presence and
pressure, keeping my nipples hot and sensitive and swollen.

So even as I sat there alone, working on
formulas, my body was humming faintly with sexual tension, and my
mind flickered constantly to sex, to arousal, to awareness of my
nudity and the sensitive portions of my anatomy.

The door opened, and I jerked in sudden
surprise and fear – but of course, it as only Karen, alone, and I
calmed at once as she closed the door and came smilingly over to
me. I turned back to the formulas, to my desk, and she leaned over
the back of my chair, giving me a kiss as she cupped and squeezed
my breast.

“And did my little slut miss me?” she
purred.

“Sure,” I said, then gasped as she slipped a
finger into one of the nipple rings and tugged lightly.

“Oww!”

She drew back with a laugh, putting her
purse on her desk and taking off her jacket.

“Another few weeks and we’re out of here for
the summer,” she sighed.

“I can’t wait till these exams are done,” I
replied.

“What are you planning on doing?”

“I don’t know, go home, hang out, I guess. I
haven’t found a job I want.”

“I had a thought earlier.”

“Congratulations,” I said dryly.

“Watch it, slut, or mistress is gonna spank
your butt,” she said.

I stuck my tongue out.

“I usually wind up at my family’s summer
cottage for at least a few weeks. I mean, we all go there now and
then, when my parents can get holidays, or when my brothers can. We
could go up there right out of school, and have the place to
ourselves for a while.”

“What is it like?” I asked, intrigued.

“It’s a big old lodge with high ceilings and
wagon wheel chandeliers, you know the kind. It’s got a nice pier
with a boat, and we can water ski or use the jet skis. The closest
neighbour is about half a mile away so it’s pretty private.”

“You have electricity and shit?”

“Of course. My family isn’t exactly into
roughing it. It’s really beautiful country, too, great swimming,
lots of sun.”

“Sounds dreamy,” I said.

She came back to my desk and slid a hand
down between my legs, stroking my clit lightly, pressing it back
against the dildo inside me. “You don’t need to wear much,” she
purred, leaning in to kiss me.

I moaned into her mouth as her expert finger
set my already swollen clit to burning and throbbing, and I
squirmed around the thick dildo I was sitting on.

* * *

“This is nice!” I said.

“I told you we weren’t into roughing
it.”

School was done for the summer, and I’d
joined Karen for the drive to her family’s cottage. She’d driven
her black SUV while I lounged comfortably in the passenger’s seat
and we’d had a great drive up through cow country, then through the
woods. We’d wound up on a logging road, then turned off down a
narrow path which could not fairly be called a road so much as a
pair of ruts running through the dirt between trees.

But now we were there, a big old lodge by
the river, with the sea shining gloriously blue in the morning
light. It was a solidly built place, with ten foot ceilings held up
by thick wooden beams, and wide, polished wooden floors only
occasionally covered by throw-rugs and old fashioned western styled
furniture.

The entry hall was a good twenty feet
square, with the huge fireplace of the “living room” directly off
to the right, and a table which could seat at least ten off to the
left. There were large, wide open windows looking out onto the
river running along the entire wall, and a big kitchen past the
staircase.

We carried our stuff up the staircase, and
down a corridor to a front room and put them on a big double bed –
which made my stomach squirm a little with excitement. I wondered
what would happen if her family showed up, but then, hey, they’d
think nothing of it. There’d be no reason to suspect why two girls
were sharing a room, right?

“You don’t need to unpack, girlfriend,” she
purred into my ear, giving my butt a squeeze. “In fact, you’re
wearing too much already.”

I was wearing short shorts and a tank top
with tennis shoes.

“You’re always so horny,” I said.

“You make me that way, het girl.”

“Dyke.”

“You bet your tight white ass,” she said,
kneading my butt.

“In fact,” she said, opening her own
suitcase, “We can take this opportunity to increase your
portfolio.”

I snorted. She’d already taken all kinds of
pictures and videos of me. I trusted her, but having them around
was both exiting and worrying. Looking at them never failed to both
embarrass and arouse me, and the thought of anyone else seeing them
was both horrifying and darkly exciting. Karen had taken to
suggesting she would start a web site and put them all up there so
the whole world could see me – usually when I was on the edge of
coming, and the thought would push me over the edge.

We’d never had this kind of room before,
though. Everything we’d done, pretty much, had been in the little
dorm room, where we had to be careful. Now we had so much room to –
play!

“I brought a few extra – toys,” she said
with a grin.

“Uh oh,” I said suspiciously.

She laughed and smirked.

“Don’t you have enough toys?”

“These are your toys, white girl. You’re my
only toy.”

“Uh huh.”

“Get undressed. I want you to see them.”

I sighed dramatically, but my pussy was
starting to purr, and I was excited about us being together, alone,
out here, with so much space, and so much freedom to do things
without fear of discovery.

“What kind of kinky shit have you been
wasting your money on now, Karen?” I asked, undoing my top.

“That’s mistress, slut,” she teased.

“Yes, mistress,” I said with a smirk.

I stood defiantly naked, and she grinned and
turned me around. I drew my wrists up and back together behind my
back, and she produced a pair of handcuffs that locked them
together. Then she slipped a blindfold over my eyes.

“I hate blindfolds!” I complained.

“Good. Now open your big mouth wide.”

I obeyed and she slowly worked a ball gag
into it, then drew the strap behind my head and snapped it in
place. Next came some kind of leather halter, pushing up against
the undersides of my breasts, but not covering them. In fact, I
could feel the soft leather squeezing them together from the sides,
then pressing down from above, as well.

She gripped my wrists and lifted them,
forcing me to bend over – then bend over more.

“Spread your legs, you blonde slut,” she
taunted.

Bent over, I spread my legs, and felt her
fingering me, then felt the slipperiness and slickness of her
fingers and knew she was lubing me up, front and back. I moaned
into my gag as her fingers pushed into me deeper, pumping lightly
in and out, in and out. They pushed into my ass, too, which always
embarrassed me.

Then came a dildo, and a butt-plug, almost
at the same time, pressing against my openings, spreading my anus
and pussy lips as they slowly sank into me. The dildos were of some
kind of hard substance and spread me open, and I grunted at how
thick the butt-plug was even as the one in my pussy strained my sex
lips wide.

It took her a few minutes to work them into
me deep enough for me to feel the harder metal connecting the two,
to feel her pressing it up between my buttocks, and up between my
legs. Then she was kind of doing a belt – or something up – low on
my hips, and it felt like the two were jammed into me by the
belt.

She let me straighten up, and gave my pussy
a squeeze. A heavy feeling collar followed, then some kind of heavy
restraints, like metal, around my ankles. I felt her fingers
tugging at the rings in my nipples, then both came free, and were
replaced by other rings. As she fingered and fiddled with them, I
felt a growing sense of pressure against my nipples, like they were
being pulled upwards by the rings.

She undid the handcuffs, and then took my
right hand and enclosed it in some kind of metal bracelet, then did
the same to the other wrist as I stood blindly and obediently in
place.

I could feel the pressure inside me, could
feel the pressure on my nipples, and could feel a growing sense of
heat and excitement as I stood there waiting the unveiling.

“Okay, slave girl. Come over here,” she
ordered, pulling on my arm and leading me off to the side of the
room.

She drew off the blindfold and I stared at
myself in a long mirror. I’d have been speechless, even if I wasn’t
gagged. Wow. I mean – wow! I stared at myself stupidly, feeling a
hot surge of dark, nasty, exciting heat within me. God this was
kinky!

The collar around my neck, and the “bracelets” around my wrists and
ankles, were stainless steel with some kind of leather padding
inside. They were thick, long and wide, but not that heavy. Each
had a large ring set into the side, but were otherwise smooth,
shining stainless steel.

The “halter” was a kind of steel mesh which
squeezed up my breasts from below, and curled up on the sides to
squeeze them together. Then two flat chains as thick as my thumb
crossed my chest to slide up over my shoulders and link up behind
my neck. Another one simply crossed the top of my breasts, putting
downward pressure on them. My breasts were effectively squeezed
together from all four sides, - but not harshly together. They
weren’t squashed or crushed, but just – put on display, firm and
full and taut, the nipples hard and erect.

Speaking of which – .

The new rings were stainless steel, bigger
than the other ones, and each had a thin chain attached which led
up to the ring in the center of my collar. The chains were just
long enough – as long as I stood still, to put a little pressure on
my nipples. But I realized immediately that any movement made my
breasts shake – just a bit – and that pulled my nipples against the
rings – against the chains.

The dildo she’d shoved up my shaven pussy
was metal. I knew because I could see the base flush with my
spread, straining sex lips. I guessed the butt-plug was, as
well.

They were held tightly within me by more of
that lacy metal mesh stuff, an inch thick line running up my
abdomen to a two inch wide strip which was low across my hips. She
turned me and I could see a similar metal strip running up between
my buttocks, attached to the round metal base of the butt-plug, the
part which was held outside my ass.

She ran her hands lightly over my body.

“The perfectly little blonde sex toy,” she
purred.

She slipped a booted foot between my ankles.
“Wider,” she ordered.

Then she tugged back on my hair a little.
“Straighten,” she ordered. “Chest out, slut.”

She released me, and I looked hungrily at
her.

She went to her suitcase, took out her
digital camera, and started snapping pictures as I stood, stomach
filled with butterflies, looking at her, and blinking at the
flashes.

“This is all you need to wear, slut,” she
taunted.

She put down the camera, and reached for my
hair, tugging it, forcing my head back, my back to arch.

“I’ve got the whole football team coming
over soon to fuck you, blonde girl,” she purred. “Won’t you love
all those cocks ramming into your tight little pussy and ass!?”

I moaned in excitement, and she tugged at
the chains attached to my nipples.

The thin line of silvery mesh which was
bound to the dildo had a wide round metal ring at its end which was
clipped on one side to a small clip on the base of the dildo. The
ring was wide enough to completely encircle my clit, and leave it
exposed, and she began to stroke her fingers across my swollen
button as she whispered nasty things into my ear, telling me how
she was going to have me gang-banged, how she had a dozen men – or
a dozen bull-dykes coming over to violate my tight white ass.

I didn’t believe her for a second, but the
mental images she created for me were so exciting I was squirming
and moaning in pleasure and heat.

She got me to the point of trembling and
shaking, overheated, gasping for breath, sweating – and then she
stopped, and removed my gag.

“Now you’re going to please your mistress,
little slut,” she taunted.

“Ohhh, please,” I moaned. “Let me come!”

“Maybe if you’re a good sex slave,” she
said, pushing down on my shoulders.

I sank to my knees before her, and she began
to strip as I knelt, gasping, moaning, squeezing my pussy muscles
down around the dildo sticking into me.

“Fuck me, mistress!” I moaned.

“I will, slut. After you do your duty to
your mistress’ pussy.”

She stripped completely, and I was soon
licking at her clit. I’d gotten a lot better over the months, and
she dug her fingers into my skull as she ground her hips into my
face.

My wrists weren’t bound, and I ran my hands
up her body, squeezing her breasts, kneading her buttocks, lapping
and licking and sucking at her clit as she rolled her hips against
me.

“Ahh you whore, you slut,” she groaned. “Eat
me! Eat me out, you dirty little biiiiiitch!”

I did, of course, and afterward, she had me
kneel on all fours while she mounted me with her black dildo,
pounding it into my pussy as I screamed in pleasure, ignoring the
ache, ignoring the pain, as the heat and hunger tore at my mind and
body and the climax ripped apart my nervous system.
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The first week went about like I thought it
would – but more. I mean, Karen was usually in bikini top and
shorts – or bottoms. I was naked – all the time – except when
wearing – briefly – some slinky, slutty, kinky thing she’d brought
along.

She called me slave girl all the time, and
that was kinky too. And she had me do more slutty things, more
slave type things, I guess you’d say, which were weirdly kinky and
exciting. She also took more pictures and videos. That filled me
with anxiety and excitement too.

First we did Playboy type pictures of me
mostly or completely naked, posing in various ways, on chairs, on
sofas, on beds, bent back, or bent over, smiling coyly, sometimes
with a bit of belt or fabric or other props. Then we got into more
kinky pictures, with dildos, more graphic, with me thrusting them
into myself, or riding them, or sucking on them.

We did more videos of me masturbating, or
eating her out, or coming – screaming, as she used vibrators on
me.

And I slept naked and shackled every night
in bed next to her.

It was my task to do all the kitchen stuff,
which was mildly annoying – because I was the slave girl. I had to
do all the cooking and washing up, and had to present her food to
her on my knees and call her mistress. If we were outside on the
dock and she wanted a drink, I had to go fetch one, and return it,
presenting it on my knees and begging her to take it.

It was a little dumb and goofy at times, but
exciting, anyway. And my body was now so damned responsive to her
vibrators and fingers and tongue that I came with an intensity that
I had never experienced before. Of course, I hadn’t yet realized
that she was starting to feed me ecstasy at times – to hone my
sense to a fine edge and made my body even more responsive to her
expert touch.

And then it all changed, because she got a
phone call that her brother Jack was coming up. I was disappointed,
because I was really getting into this wicked, hot sex slave stuff,
but we dutifully cleaned up for him, and then I got into my yell
and green striped bikini – modest enough, for when he arrived.

Jack looked very much like Karen, though
much thicker at the shoulder and hip, of course, and with shorter
hair. His jaw was heavy, and he had a muscular frame, but moved
easily as he tossed his leather jacket onto a chair.

“Jack, this is my roommate Amanda,” she
said. “I’ve told you about her.

“How are you,” he said, taking my hand and
squeezing it lightly.

His hand was big, and firm – like him, I
thought with a quickening pulse.

See, I hadn’t had a guy in months, not since
I’d started screwing around with Karen, and while she’d taken me
with all kinds of dildos, well, I missed cock.

Which was weird, really, cause I’d never
been exactly a sex maniac, never had regular, good sex. I mean,
what I was getting from Karen was way better than anything I’d ever
gotten from previous boyfriends. So why did I long for a hard male
body against me and a firm cock inside me? I couldn’t tell you,
except that despite the wonderful heat and excitement of the games
Karen and I played, I was still basically a straight girl.

And I felt a hot thrum of excitement as I
stood in front of this guy in a bikini – practically naked, after
all, and my body and mind still charged with the sexuality of the
last week’s non-stop sexual adventure.

We were soon out on the pier getting some
sun. Karen was in bikini top and shorts, and her brother was in a
bathing suit. His physique was slender and athletic, but muscular,
and I began to think about what it would be like to have a Black
guy. And make no mistake about it, he was Black. Karen was a light
brown, but her brother was completely dark, black, with the full
lips and nose of a Black man.

And here I was, this little blonde girl in a
bikini who hadn’t stopped thinking about sex for five minutes in
months.

“So you two been here alone for a week, have
you?” he asked with a grin. “Two hot, sexy girls alone in the
woods. I can think of a lot of guys who’d be interested in
that.”

I grinned at him, feeling my pulse quicken.
Was he hinting that he knew we were doing nasty things together?
Did he know his sister was into girls? I hadn’t actually asked
her.

“And we were naked most of the time too,”
Karen said teasingly. “No need for suits with no men around.”

“You get a nice tan, baby?” Jack asked
me.

“Not bad for a week,” I said, blushing a bit
as his eyes rolled over me.

“And is that an all over tan?” he
teased.

“Wouldn’t you like to know,” I said, feeling
butterflies swirling through my tummy.

He grinned and finished his drink.

Karen pointed at the cabin – behind her
brother’s back.

“I’ll get you another,” I said, taking the
cue.

I took the glass from him, grinning, then
got up and felt his eyes on my ass all the way back up to the
cabin. I wasn’t sure if Karen wanted to talk to him alone or if she
was planning on keeping me as the “slave” but without him knowing
it, like secretly doing all the chores without him noticing or
knowing why.

I was surprised, though, when I heard him
coming into the cabin while I was in the kitchen pouring a
drink.

“Hey,” I said as he came up behind me.

“Hey,” he said. “I can do that.”

His hand slid along my back as he came over
and gave it a little rub. His hand was warm and soft, but large and
firm, and I tried to push back the heat which rose instantly within
me at his touch.

Later on I made dinner, but didn’t kneel to
serve it. We played poker, and he jokingly suggested we play strip
poker. But we didn’t. There was a kind of continuous sexual
tension, though, between me and him, one which Karen certainly
noticed, but just smirked at to me.

We all broke for bed at more or less the
same time, and I was soon on my back, spreadeagled with Karen atop
me, grinding away.

“Nasty little white slut,” she whispered.
“You want my brother’s cock, don’t you? Nasty blonde whore. You
blonde bitches all want black cock, don’t you? Slut. Nasty dirty
little slut!”

I moaned, grinding back at her, kissing her
when her lips drew near, feeling the storm wave of heat and
excitement rolling through me as she manipulated both my body and
my mind.

Then she stopped with a grin.

“Don’t stop!” I groaned.

“Shh.”

She jumped off the bed and went to the
bedroom door, then eased it open and peered out, turning back to
eye me. She grinned wickedly.

“Let’s play a little game, slut.”

She unstrapped me and had me get out of bed,
then bend over the table as she slid two thick dildos into my pussy
and ass. She put on a pair of shorts and a tank top, then grinned
at me.

“Let’s go,” she whispered.

“What? Where are we going!?” I gasped as she
pulled me towards the door.

“Just do what your mistress tells you to,
slut!” she whispered, pinching a nipple sharply enough to make me
gasp and yelp.

We went out into the darkened hall, then
crept along it to her brother’s door.

“What are you doing!?” I gasped.

“Shut up and do what you’re told.”

We could hear him snoring inside, and she
eased the door open, then pulled me after her. Silently, we slid
into his room, and I could see him as a deep shadow on the bed
under the sheets as she led me to the dresser and had me prop
myself against it.

“Now do yourself, slut. But keep it quiet,”
she whispered.

I moaned silently, pulsing with heat. She
moved off and motioned for me to do it, and I propped my butt on
the dresser, stared at her brother, and then began to work the
dildo in and out of my pussy as I stroked my clit.

Fortunately, it took very little time to
come. I was wildly aroused, and my trembling fingers brought me off
in no time. Also fortunately, I was able to keep my mouth closed
and my moans and gasps down low so as to not awaken him.

Then we were back in our room and Karen was
riding my face as I licked her to orgasm.

* * *

The next day Karen picked out a black
bathing suit for me to wear: a thong. I had never worn a thong
bikini before. I mean, my panties were thongs, but that was
entirely different. The cups were a full size too small too, and I
argued with her about it, but she was determined, and I had gotten
out of the habit of disobeying her.

Besides, her brother was hot. More
importantly, I was hot. I was always hot now!

The cups were too small, and way too much of my breasts were
visible to his eyes, not to mention almost all my ass! I was
red-faced but while I was embarrassed and anxious, my pussy was
throbbing, and I was gripped by a dark hunger and excitement.

I had thought about fucking him since seeing
him, but not seriously, more like dark, nasty, wicked fantasies.
Now I began to think about it as a possibility – though still not a
strong possibility.

“Girl, that suit is hot on you,” he said,
his eyes making no secret of where they were roaming.

“Thanks,” I said, blushing.

It was kind of unnerving, having my ass
naked like that in front of a guy who wasn’t a boyfriend, wasn’t
even a – well, friend. I mean, this was new to me, completely new.
But after the initial embarrassment I started to sort of get used
to it. I say sort of because it made me hot the whole time. I might
not have been embarrassed, after a while, but I stayed hot the
whole time.

We wound up swimming together, wrestling
together in the water a little. He lifted me up a few times and
threw me into the air – which had my nearly naked body pressed
against his nearly naked body. And he flirted outrageously – which
really turned me on given my current mindset and how few clothes I
wore.

I was so fucking turned on! I flirted back
just as outrageously, and I think if it weren’t for the fact Karen
was there, we both would have been worse – and maybe naked, before
bedtime. I know it’s not right, but it wasn’t just the thought of
doing it with a guy – but the thought of doing it with a Black guy
– which was really turning me on. Doing it with a Black guy just
seemed so much nastier, so much wickeder and wilder!

By evening Karen had changed into shorts and
a tank top, and Jack had also changed, but Karen ordered me to stay
in the thong bikini. It felt kind of weird and hot cause we were
inside now, the TV on in the background, and sitting in the living
room eating chips and drinking beer and chatting, and I was like,
just wearing these tiny scraps of clothing!

And then it was like Jack finally noticed
the bulges in my black ups, the little round bulges where my nipple
rings were stuck through my swollen nipples, because he grinned at
them and waggled his eyebrows.

“Is it cold or are you happy to see me,
Amanda?” he asked teasingly.

I looked down, face flushed, because I’d
half been wondering for hours when he might notice the nipple
rings.

“She has her nipples pierced,” Karen
said.

“That’s kinky,” he said with a grin. “I like
kinky.”

“Uhm, yeah,” I said.

“Did that hurt?”

I kept from jerking my eyes around to look
to Karen. “A little, but only for a bit.”

“So are those rings or studs?”

“They’re rings,” I said, still blushing but
feeling more brash now. “You’re the stud.”

He laughed. “So why don’t you show me your
rings?” he asked.

I shrugged helplessly and shook my head.

“Oh go ahead. Show him,” Karen said.

I turned to look at her and she frowned like
she meant it. I felt a sudden sharp stab of heat and hunger and
anxiety roll up my belly and into my chest.

“Noooo,” I said uncertainly.

“Go ahead,” Karen said. “In fact, I order
you to.”

“Order her?” Jack laughed. “That’s good. I
wish I could order her around.”

Of course, I wanted to show him my breasts.
I was hot and getting hotter, but at the same time, well, it wasn’t
something you did with strange men! But Karen was glowering like
she meant it, like this was one of her sex-type orders and I had
better obey it, and I had kind of gotten into the habit of obeying
them anyway cause otherwise I got a sore butt.

So I kind of teasingly tugged my bra cups
down a little, half hiding my breasts with my hands.

“More! More!” Jack cried, grinning and
staring.

“Whip em out, Amanda. Show him how hot those
little white jugs of yours are. You know Black guys love white
milk.”

Her brother made an obscene gesture at her
and laughed, but I pulled my cups down completely, feeling my face
flush deep, feeling the heat of embarrassment sliding down over my
chest even as the heat of excitement and sexual hunger washed
upward.

“Take off the top, Amanda,” Karen said. “I
mean, why wear it anyway now that he’s seen everything?”

“I-I … I don’t - .”

She laughed and reached out to undo the clip
behind my neck. I was kind of frozen with indecision, and then she
undid the bra completely and pulled it off. I made a halfhearted
effort to grab it, and then let it be pulled away.

“Put your hands behind your neck, blonde
girl,” Karen ordered.

I did, my breathing becoming ragged now as I
displayed myself for her brother.

“Nice nipple rings,” he said with a grin.
“Nice nipples too. Nice tits too. Nice everything, in fact.”

“Black guys love blondes,” Karen said,
shaking her head. “Karen stand up.”

I stood up uncertainly, swaying a little,
gulping in air.

“Turn around.”

She reached over and helped turn me, then
pulled down on my arm.

“Show Jack your ass. Is that a tight little
ass, Jack, or not?”

“That’s a tight little ass,” he said, not
laughing now, more like staring excitedly as Karen had me bend way
over and show him my bare bottom.

She slapped my ass, then stood up, laughing,
and pulled me upright.

“Well, it’s time for bed,” she said sweetly.
“Bye, bye, brother dear. Think sweet thoughts,” she said, pulling
me after her.

“Oh yeah, I’ll be thinking of sweet stuff,”
he said, staring after me.

She led me into the bedroom again,
snickering, and closed the door.

“Strip, slut,” she said casually.

With the built-up sexual energy and tension
I was eager to do anything, and slipped off my thong almost
instantly.

Karen pushed me back against the door and
her hand slid down my belly and in between my legs.

“Nasty slut,” she said. “You want my
brother’s cock, don’t you?”

“Maybe I do!” I said, mostly for the
taunting effect.

“Then I think maybe I have to punish you!
Nasty little blonde whore! Always trying to get at that big black
cock!”

For punishment, she had me stand in the
middle of the room, and put leather restraints on my wrists and
ankles. With a gag in my mouth to keep from making too much noise –
and having her brother overhear – she stretched my arms up above my
head and managed to strap them to a thick, round support beam. My
arms were around the beam, my wrists locked in place, and I was
helpless as she contemplated how to punish me.

A big dildo up the ass was the start,
followed by a vibrator up my pussy. Then she picked up a little
flog she’d brought with her. It was a play-thing, a short handle
with short, thin laces that really only stung a bit. But they did
the job – mentally – by thrilling my fantasies.

She started to “whip” me, to swing the flog
down across my bare back and bottom, and while it stung a bit, the
excitement was too high for me to care. I moaned and squashed my
breasts against the beam and felt the heat roaring within me as she
brought the little flog down across my back and bottom again and
again.

“Nasty little blonde slut,” she growled into
my ear. “You want my brother’s cock, don’t you, slut! Maybe I
should tie you up and throw you naked into his bed so he can ride
you like a whore! Would you like that, slut!? Would you like me to
give your tight white ass to my brother so he can ram his big black
cock up your ass!?”

She gripped my hair with one hand, forcing
my head up and back, while she thrust the big dildo up my ass hard
and deep again and again. I sobbed in pleasure, twisting and
writhing and bucking helplessly, the dildo punching achingly deep
as my entire body crackled with sexual electricity.

She shoved it up painfully deep, so I
squealed loudly into the gag, forced up onto my toes, back arching
as the nose of that big dildo ground into the deepest part of my
anus,

“Whore,” she growled into my ear.

There was a knock at the door, and we both
froze, me moaning and shuddering, my very skin flaring wildly with
heat, sweat beading my forehead, my breaths coming in ragged pants
and groans.

Karen was still fully dressed. She went to
the door and opened it a crack.

“Yes?” she asked.

“Karen forgot her top on the couch,” he
said.

I felt a shockwave roll through me as she
threw the door open and he looked past her at me.

“I don’t think she needs it right now,”
Karen said.

I felt frozen in place by the shock of being
exposed, and kind of squeezed my thighs together as much as I
could, as if that could hide the base of the big silver vibrator
sticking out between the taut, wet lips of my sex and the dildo
protruding from my anus.

His face slowly changed as a long, slow grin
spread across it, his teeth showing hunger as he stared at me.

“Go ahead,” Karen said. “You want her? Do
anything you want to her. She’s my bitch, you know, my fuck-toy. Go
ahead. Fuck her whore brains out.”

“What a nice offer,” he said, his jeans
bulging as he stepped into the room.

He moved up in front of me as his sister
watched, and I felt my pulse racing, my body shaking as he looked
at my body. Then his hands came up below my breasts, squeezing
softly and gently, his thumbs stroking across my pierced
nipples.

“Nice soft skin,” he purred.

I moaned and trembled, eyes wide, rolling
towards Karen, then back towards him, horribly embarrassed and yet
darkly thrilled as he ran his hands slowly, lightly across my body,
down between my legs. I gasped as he traced the line of the
vibrator, his finger lightly caressing my swollen clit.

He leaned in and kissed the nape of my neck,
his lips nuzzling my earlobe. “Gonna fuck you, bitch,” he
breathed.

I moaned as he moved around behind me, and
then I felt his swollen groin pressing into my buttocks as his
hands slid around me. One hand cupped and fondled my breast while
the other slid down between my legs to squeeze my pussy.

He pulled my hips back, and forced my legs
apart.

I shuddered and moaned, rising onto the
balls of my feet, then onto my toes as he held me back, bottom
raised and outthrust, legs apart. I was leaning forward a bit, my
wrists pulled against the straps binding them to the beam.

He reached down and gripped the vibrator,
pumping it slowly in and out, and I almost came, gasping and
moaning and shuddering, biting on the gag in my mouth, rolling my
eyes up and back helplessly. Then he yanked the vibrator out
completely and fumbled at his jeans. I whimpered and moaned and
tried to keep my bottom out, my legs straight.

Then I felt his cock against my opening,
felt it pressing in hard, forcing my already stretched, soaking
pussy lips further open, then driving up deep inside me.

I felt another shockwave. He was fucking me!
This Black guy was fucking me! Fucking me while I was tied up!

“Fuck her, Jack. Fuck that slutty white
bitch,” Karen taunted.

I shuddered and came violently as Jack’s
cock began to grind and push, trying to force its way deeper into
the quivering heat of my belly.

Then Karen was beside me, her hand thrust
between my legs, her finger rubbing hard at my clit. The orgasm
screamed upwards onto a higher level, and I screamed helplessly
into the gag, arching and twisting and writhing as her brother
rammed his cock forward into my dripping pussy.

“Yeah! Yeah! Fuck, she’s tight!” Jack cursed
as he forced himself deeper.

“Rip her open then, home boy!” she growled.
“Tear that blonde cunt open for all that Black meat!”

Jack began to pump wildly, and despite how
wet I was, and how much the vibrator had prepared me, it hurt, but
it hurt so – so gooood!

His big hands were clamped around my thighs
just below my crotch, holding my legs wide, forcing me to stay bent
over, my ass thrust out. His cock punched into me again and again
and again as Karen stood there smirking at me and stroking her
finger across my clit.

I was thrashing and twisting and crying out
in mindless pleasure as the orgasm rolled over me in waves. I was
coming apart at the seams, my head jerking bonelessly, my body
flaring with ripsawing heat that tore back and forth through my
nervous system. And that big cock was thrusting up into me again
and again and again, hard, deep and fast.

The orgasm was not one orgasm, but many. I
was having multiple orgasms for the first time in my life, shocked
and exultant at them as they rolled across me, one after another. I
could hardly breath, could hardly think. My entire existence
focused around that thick black cock churning violently in and out
of my lower belly.

“Yeah! Yeah!” he gasped. “Fuckin’ whore! You
like that cock, bitch! Ungh! Ungh! Take my cock, you whore!
Unnggh!”

“She loves your cock, the blonde slut,”
Karen taunted, still rubbing my clit as her brother rammed into
me.

And God help me I did.
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I don’t know how I stayed conscious. It was
only by the skin of my teeth, and left me collapsed against the
beam, literally hanging by my wrists, drooling, eyes glassy,
gasping for breath, whimpering and trembling as the last of the
orgasms rolled past me and left me a quivering mass of flesh.

“Tight pussy on her,” Jack said.

They both unfastened me from the pillar,
and, their hands on my arms, half dragged me backwards, then sat me
on the foot of the bed. The dildo was still up my ass, but almost
completely buried now, so that when they sat me down on the
mattress I just felt a dull ache deep inside at the added
pressure.

“Pull her arms out like this,” Karen
said.

“Why?”

“Because I said so.”

So they pulled my arms out to the side as I
sat on the foot of Karen’s big double bed, and while Jack watched
with interest, Karen strapped my wrist to one of the big foot
posts, then moved around to where her brother held my other arm and
strapped that to the other post.

“She’s into this kinky shit, eh?” he
said.

“In a big way.”

Which I thought was unfair because it was
really Karen into this kinky shit, but I was too mentally and
physically exhausted to care.

“Now we lift her ankles,” Karen said.

They both grabbed an ankle, and lifted,
raising my feet up, straightening them, then lifting them up higher
and back as I groaned in complaint. My body was being bent,
stretched, squeezed.

“Shiiit,” he said.

Karen wanted my ankles lifted up and out
towards the posts my wrists were attached to. As they forced my
ankles farther and farther back, my pussy and anus became lewdly
displayed to them, and I shuddered and moaned in embarrassment and
heat – yet also in relief, for the big dildo was no longer being
jammed up into my ass.

“Hold her there,” Karen said.

“Like this?”

“Yeah, for a minute, while I strap this one
in place.”

“Fucking nice,” he said, reaching out a free
hand to grope my breast, then rub at my pussy.

Karen crossed to where he stood, and took my
other ankle, then strapped it up high to the bedpost. I was bent
double, my groin completely exposed, and I was completely helpless
for whatever it was Karen had in mind.

She picked up the vibrator, then found
another dildo. I was starting to get my breath back, starting to
come down from that incredible high, and now shuddered and moaned
as the vibrator began to play slowly across my oversensitive
clit.

Oh God, this was so kinky and nasty and
hot!

She slowly sank the dildo into my pussy,
then began to pump it in and out as her brother looked on,
grinning, leering.

“Get on the bed and she can suck your cock,”
she said.

His grin deepened, and he moved around
behind me. I felt his weight on the bed, shifting the mattress,
then he was standing just behind me, just over my shoulder.

“I don’t think she can turn her head around
that far, especially with her leg there,” he said.

Karen shoved the dildo deep and I grunted in
pain. Then she undid the gag and slowly worked the ball out of my
mouth. I coughed and moaned weakly.

“Pull her fuckin’ head back,” she said as if
it was obvious, then jerked back on my hair on her own, forcing my
head way back so I was staring up at the ceiling – behind me.

I could see an upside down view of Jack
grinning at me, and then he took my hair from her and pushed his
cock into my mouth. I moaned weakly and licked at it, mouthing it.
It was soft, but still thick, and I sucked on it as his sister took
the vibrator to my clit once again.

As I licked and sucked he hardened –
quickly, and my mouth was rapidly filling with black cock. His grip
on my hair tightened, and he now used both hands, forcing my head
uncomfortably far back as he began to pump his hard cock in and out
of my open mouth.

“Fuck,” he groaned.

“Suck that cock, slut,” Karen said, slapping
at my breast. “Suck that black cock!”

The sexual heat was roiling through me, my
belly churning, my chest fluttering, my mind swimming and rolling
in the frothing waves of excitement and sexual tension. I mouthed
Jack’s cock, grunting and gurgling weakly as his sister ran that
vibrator back and forth across my clit.

“You gonna come, slut? You gonna come with
that black cock in your mouth?” she cooed.

She moved away, then moved back, and I cried
out in pain as I felt the nipple rings jerking down simultaneously.
Then I felt something tight and sharp and painful, snapping into
the soft flesh just behind my clit. I squealed and moaned and
thrashed weakly, but of course, could do nothing. Thank God it
wasn’t on my clit itself. Still, the pressure was pulling against
my clit from just behind it, and my nipples were aching.

She put down the vibrator and picked up
something else. I couldn’t see, of course, because my head was
pulled back as Jack pumped his cock in my mouth.

“Shove it down her whore throat,” Karen
ordered. “Go ahead. She can take it. Swallow that Black meat,
bitch!”

“Fuck!” Jack cried, then pulled my hair back
even harder, forcing my head back even more sharply.

As he did so he pushed his cock deeper,
sliding it across my tongue, then, as I gagged, into the entrance
to my throat. His cock felt too fat, too swollen to get through.
But he gripped my head in both hands, then, tilting it back a bit
more, and pushed himself deep into my throat.

The clip pulling at my clit was released,
and I felt a hot surge of relief as the pressure came off. Pleasure
welled up inside me, and then I felt the first stinging blow. She
was using some kind of thin leather switch or crop, and it struck
my clit with a sharp, stinging little explosion of pain. But the
sensation, any sensation, was torn and twisted by the wild sexual
vortex sweeping through me, and drawn in, its power siphoned
off.

I felt little pain, just the jarring
shockwave of sensation, then another, then another, then another,
coming faster and faster together as she whipped my little clit
with her thin crop.

You would not think I would come from that,
but I was so wildly out of control that I did, I came screaming,
with Jack’s big cock filling my mouth and throat.

And that was a sensation I was going to come
to be very used to.

I woke, as usual, shackled, naked, sleeping
in Karen’s bed. Karen wasn’t in the room, this time, though.

I rolled over, groaning, my head aching a
bit from a hangover. I felt the cold shackles around my wrists, and
then my mind flashed into the memories of the previous evening and
I felt a squirming sense of horrified excitement. Ohmygod! I had
done that! He had done that! Ohmygod!

I could feel my face heating as I wondered
what the hell I had been thinking to allow that! Yet despite the
sense of anguish and embarrassment, my face wasn’t the only thing
heating up at the memories.

So kinky! So hot! So wild! So nasty! I could
hardly believe I’d done that!

I sat up, pulling against the shackles. I
could feel the collar around my throat, too.

What was I supposed to do?

I waited a bit, uncertain, then threw my
legs out of bed and stood up. My heart began to beat faster, and I
eyed myself in the mirror, noting my tousled blonde hair and
pierced nipples, my wrists shackled behind my back, and my collar.
I felt the heat swelling up higher and hotter as I went to the open
doorway and peered outside.

I didn’t see anything, but could hear music
playing downstairs. Heart thumping, feeling a sudden sense of
shyness and embarrassment, I made my way carefully to the top of
the stairs, then crept down them.

Jack and Karen were both sitting in the
front room, fully dressed. It looked like Jack was finishing off
breakfast, while Karen was sipping coffee. They both turned their
heads as I slowly appeared around the corner, and I blushed more
deeply, then cleared my throat.

“You uhm, forgot to undo these,” I said,
kind of thrusting my wrists out to the side.

Karen smiled. “What makes you think I
forgot?”

Jack chuckled, his eyes roaming up and down my body.

“Karen,” I said in a half whiny, complaining
voice.

“Come here, slut,” she said in an imperious
tone that embarrassed me again in front of her brother.

I moved forward slowly, my wrists pulling
against the shackles, my eyes keeping away from Jack’s eyes. I
moved over beside Karen’s chair and she reached up and took one of
my arms.

“Are you my slave girl?” she asked in a
teasing voice.

I blushed again. “I uhm, yes,” I said, my
mind squirming as Jack looked on.

“She looks like a pretty hot little slave
girl,” he said.

“She is a pretty hot little slave girl,”
Karen said, her hand sliding around to cup and squeeze my
bottom.

“And would the little slave girl like
something to eat?” she cooed.

“Yes, please,” I said, thinking she would
remove the shackles then and let me get dressed.

“Get down on your knees, slave girl,” she
said, pulling at my arm.

I reluctantly eased down onto my knees
beside the chair.

“Fully down, sit on your heels.”

I sat down on my heels and she put her foot
between my legs.

“Spread them, slave girl. I think Jack would
like the view better with your knees wide open.”

Again I felt a flushing heat over my already
red face, but I shifted my knees further apart, then further still
as she pushed at my legs with her foot.

“Keep your back straight, slave girl,” she
said teasingly.

I did, feeling a rising heat between my legs
as Jack finished his breakfast and picked up his own coffee.

Then Karen got up and walked to the open
kitchen, popped a couple of frozen waffles, then popped them into
the toaster. She then put a cup of something into the microwave,
all the while smiling coyly at me.

“Uhm, are you going to undo these?” I asked
plaintively.

“Oh I don’t think so,” she said. “I like you
the way you are.”

“Me too,” Jack said with a grin.

“Guys,” I protested. “C’mon! How can I
eat?”

She grinned, then when the waffles were
ready, she poured hot syrup on them, cut them up, and put them on a
plate on the floor.

“Eat up,” she said.

“How?” I asked a little irritated.

She put her hand behind my head and pushed,
and then gripped my hair and pulled. I wound up on my knees, but
kind of balanced on my chest, and she wanted me to lick the pieces
of waffle up like that. But it was very difficult, and Jack saw it
at once.

“Tell you what,” he said. “Undo the
shackles, but she’s not allowed to use her hands to eat.”

“You guys!” I protested.

But that was what Karen agreed to, and they
had me kneeling on all fours now – which was at least an
improvement, as Karen squatted next to me and pulled at my head,
pushing it down towards the food.

I thought it was silly, but I was just a bit
taken with the idea, too, and so I began to lick up the pieces with
my tongue, one at a time, chew on them, and swallow.

Karen ran a hand along my spine and down
onto my bottom. “Keep your ass high, slave girl,” she said.

“Her pussy looks really naked,” Jack
said.

“Doesn’t it? We should do something about
that.”

She slapped my bottom. “Keep eating, slave
girl.”

She got up and went across to the other side
of the room, then returned with a pair of large black dildos. They
were LARGE! I moaned as I ate, but didn’t try to stop her as she
knelt behind me. I felt a finger tracing the line of my pussy, then
slipping inside. It was slick, slippery, so I knew she had some
kind of lube on it. I felt my belly starting to swirl with
excitement even as I ate.

Her finger pushed in and out, then a second
one was added, and when they withdrew I felt the fat round nose of
the dildo pushing against me. She twisted it clockwise, then
counterclockwise, trying to force my pussy lips wide. I could feel
them being slowly pushed in, and even more slowly spread apart as
she pushed, eased, then pushed again.

I moaned and my knees shifted wider, my ass
raising higher. I felt wildly slutty now as Jack looked on, and my
eyes traveled to the bulge in his jeans as my hunger for anything
but sex began to evaporate.

“I-it’s too thick!” I gasped.

“You can take it, slut,” Karen said.

And then I gasped as my pussy lips spread
just that last little bit, and she began to work the thick dildo
into me. I could feel every bump and ridge on its realistic surface
as she continued to twist and turn it and push it deeper and
deeper. It hurt, but the pain was a dull aching thing that only
seemed to increase the heat inside me. I could feel my pussy walls
stretched wide as the thick cock slid deeper into the sleeve within
me. My sex lips were taut and straining.

She stopped and gripped my hair.

“Sit back on your heels, slut,” she ordered
brusquely.

I gasped, my scalp aching a little, but
eagerly eased up and back – and carefully eased down. The dildo was
thick but also long and before I could sit fully on my heels I felt
the base pressing against the floor between my feet.

“That’s it, slut. Sit on it,” she said.

“I-it’s too big!” I protested in a
groan.

But I wanted it inside me.

“You think this is too big, baby?” Jack
asked, standing up now and undoing his fly.

I stared at his cock as he drew it out, and
hardly noticed his sister drawing my arms back together behind me
and fastening the shackles together again.

“Suck his cock, slave girl,” Karen whispered
into my ear. “Suck it and drink his cream!”

I moaned even as the cock pushed against my
open mouth. It WAS big, and I had to open my mouth wide to let it
slide through. I moaned again around it, sucking on the head and
licking at it excitedly. I could feel the pressure of the dildo
inside my pussy as my weight pushed against it. I was trying to
ease down slowly, but Jack’s cock in my mouth was very
distracting.

And now his sister had reached a finger
around me and was rubbing at my clit, making it very hard to keep
my hips still.

I groaned around his cock as I sank deeper
onto the dildo. It ached, but God did it feel exciting as it slid
up into me.

I had a lot of Jack’s cock in my mouth now,
and he had seized my hair and was tilting my head back as he pumped
slowly in and out. I sucked excitedly and licked wildly, but soon
his cockhead was at the entrance to my throat, and then I gagged
and gurgled weakly as he pushed it forward and it forced its way
through.

Karen was kneeling behind me, one hand
between my legs, the other around my chest, cupping and squeezing
one breast. She held me against him as I twisted and squirmed, and
Jack tightened his grip on my hair as he forced his cock deeper. My
body jerked and I cried out – silently – as several more inches of
that fat dildo pushed up into my cunt.

My throat ached with the fullness of Jack’s
thick black cock, and I whimpered around it as he pulled me up its
length, all the way in until my nose was jammed against his groin
and I had the full, long length of him inside me.

I couldn’t breath, and was starting to get
panicky as my air ran out. Black dots danced before my glazed eyes
and the world seemed to swirl around me. But then he slid slowly
back up the length of my throat and finally pulled himself free. I
gasped and coughed wildly, saliva pouring over my lower lip as my
vision began to sharpen.

He pushed back into my mouth.

“Suck that cock, baby,” he growled, still
his fist still filled with thick blonde hair.

I moaned and sucked, hoping to keep him from
shoving the thing down my throat again. Karen released me and moved
away, and Jack took my head in his other hand as he pumped slowly
in and out of my wet, sucking mouth. My body was jammed down onto
the dildo, harder and harder. It ached inside me, but my body’s
grinding movements were shoving me down against it again and
again.

Jack pulled out suddenly, still holding my
hair in his fist. I gasped, my chest heaving, staring at it, and
then it erupted into my face, into my open mouth, spraying wads of
semen onto my tongue and across my nose and cheeks and lips.

I was momentarily stunned, for no one had
ever come in my face before, but I’d seen porn videos, and knew
what a facial was. I just hadn’t really ever thought I would ever
do it, well, ever let a guy do it. Only Jack hadn’t asked and I
wasn’t really in a position to say no. But now, with semen sprayed
across my face and into my mouth I felt slightly dazed – and hot
and excited by what he’d just done. God, what a nasty, slutty thing
to do!

He pulled me forward by the hair and I cried
out as I fell forward, almost onto my face. But he held my face up
by the hair, making me cry out again. Karen was behind me, and she
and her brother positioned me face-down, my ass high, and spread my
legs as she stroked my clit.

I shuddered and moaned excitedly, her
fingers slick and slippery as they caressed my swollen clit. Then
her fingers pushed at my anus, and I moaned and squirmed
helplessly. I felt the finger slide into me, then pump in and
out.

“Karreeeeen,” I moaned.

“Shut up, slut.”

I groaned as her finger pumped in and out,
making my anal opening all slippery. A second finger pushed into
me, then a third, and then the dildo I had expected. I groaned as
she and Jack worked the dildo in and out.

It hurt, and ached, but I was hot, my mind
swimming in the torpid haze of sexual steam which swirled through
my body. I gasped and groaned and whined as they forced a second
thick dildo into me, and also cried out now and then as one or
another of them pushed and slapped on the one sticking out of my
pussy.

Laughing, they managed to get both fat
dildos deep inside me. They were both a foot long, though, so an
inch or so of each protruded from my straining openings. Each of
the bases had a small ring set in them, and Karen slipped a thin
chain around my waist, then ran it down between my buttocks,
through the ring in the anal dildo, through the ring in the pussy
dildo, then up tight – hard – to the front of the chain around my
waist, pulling it down sharply against my hips with the force.

They dragged me up and back across the
table, then, and spread my legs as Karen licked my swollen aching
clit. The chain was jamming down against it, which hurt, but as
before, the ache somehow just made me even more hot, and when
Karen’s tongue went to work I came like crazy, thrashing and
twisting and crying out more and more loudly, almost screaming with
the pressure and intensity of the sexual release which exploded
through my nervous system.

 


 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


The orgasm momentarily exhausted me, but did
little to drain away the heat and excitement I was feeling. I was
far from sated, my body still hot and throbbing with hunger and
need.

Karen put the dishes away while Jack put me
on my knees before his chair and had me suck his cock again. This
time I mouthed and sucked his balls too, and licked up and down his
flaccid cock until it began to harden. Then I spent long minutes
sucking and licking on his shaft until he came again – in my face
again.

Then Karen undid my shackles, and she and
her brother helped me to my feet, but only to back me against one
of the thick round beams that ran up to the ceiling overhead. They
pulled my wrists up and back around the post, and locked them
together there somehow. Then they pulled my ankles back and locked
them together with a chain which went behind the pillar.

Karen pushed a ball-gag into my mouth to
silence my whining and protests, and then she clipped two weights
to my nipple rings.

Then they went outside to enjoy some morning
sun.

They left me there for some time, more than
an hour I think. At first I was really hot, but as time passed I
started to get irritated and indignant, my legs stiff, my back
aching. My arousal eased, but never went away. Instead it was like
it seeped deeper into my mind and body, so that while I wasn’t
exactly trembling with excitement, it was hard to think about
anything but sex and how nasty and kinky this was.

I was not bored, that was for sure, even
though I was standing there by myself against a post essentially
doing nothing.

Karen returned at last, smirking at me. I
tried to glare at her and she just chuckled, reaching to set the
weights swinging from my nipples so that I winced and moaned a
protest.

“We don’t want that sweet white skin to get
burned, now do we, baby?” she cooed.

She took up a vibrator and began to play it
around and across my aching, hard nipples, then down between my
legs, rubbing it back and forth along my clit until I couldn’t keep
my hips from grinding and jerking against it. She was driving me
crazy with it!

She worked the ball-gag out of my mouth and
kissed me deeply, her tongue thrusting into my mouth. I kissed
back, moaning as she ground the vibrator against me.

She pulled her lips back and gripped my
hair, jerking my head back.

“Are you my slut?” she whispered.

“Yess!” I gasped.

“You mean yes mistress,” she purred.

“Yes, mistress!” I moaned.

“Say it then, slut.”

“I’m your nasty little slut, mistress! I’m
your dirty little whore slut!”

“You’re my slave!”

“I’m your slave slut, mistress!” I groaned.
“I’m your filthy little fuck toy!”

“Dirty little whore! I should bring out the
whole football team to gang-bang you! Would you like that,
whore!?”

“Yess!” I moaned, my hips jerking and
spasming against the vibrator. “Fuck me, mistress! Gang bang
me!”

“Whore! Dirty little white slut! You want
that nigger cock, don’t you, bitch!”

“Yess!” I gasped.

“Bad girl,” she purred. “You’re such a bad
little white girl! You need to be punished!”

She drew the vibrator back and I groaned
helplessly, for I’d been on the edge of coming. She put it down
nearby, though, grinning a feral grin at me as she showed me the
flog instead.

“I’m going to whip your breasts, white
girl,” she said.

I moaned anxiously, excitedly,
fearfully.”

She whipped the short flog down and around,
and the thin laces cut across my hot, swollen breasts.

I cried out, jerking back sharply against
the sting – and the weights jerked and bounced, pulling harder at
my nipples.

“You know you need to be whipped, whore!”
she said hotly, swinging it down again.

Again the laces cut across my taut, swollen
breasts, stinging in a dozen places, making me cry out and arch my
back. It hurt – but – the pain was nothing compared to the heat and
excitement burning like fire within my mind.

And then Jack came in, and I felt a new tone
to the heat within me, felt a new sense of embarrassment, wondering
fleetingly what he thought of this kinky shit. I felt a tingling
heat, embarrassment and excitement when Karen gave him the flog and
he looked at it thoughtfully.

“Whip her, then make her come,” Karen said.
“I’m going to take a shower.”

That left me alone with Jack for the first
time, and I was trembling with heat as he swung the flog
experimentally, and it lashed down across my breasts. They stung –
a bit, but - he hadn’t hit as hard as his sister. He seemed to get
off on it, though, and his grin widened as he swung it a second
time – harder, then a third time – harder still.

The sharpness of the stinging broke through
my heat, to the point I began to feel a sense of fear and my
whirling mind began to think about telling him to stop.

“Tell me you’re a bad girl, Amanda,” he
said.

“I-I’m a bad girl, master!” I gasped
breathlessly.

“Master. I like that sound of that,” he
said, and swung the flog again.

It hurt this time and I cried out for real,
stung, jerking back.

“Are you my slut, Amanda? Tell me you’re my
slut.”

“I-I’m your slut, master!” I moaned.

Another blow made my breasts burn, and
almost brought tears to my eyes. Then another blow made me cry out
again, and another quick blow came just as I’d decided to cry out a
protest. But then he picked up the vibrator and moved in closer,
and my cry of protest died stillborn as the vibrator ground across
my clit. I was soon grinding and jerking and half-sobbing in
pleasure as he drove me towards – then over the edge – into a
screaming orgasm that took my breath away and left me hanging limp,
gasping for breath.

He went back outside, leaving me there for a
while. Then Karen emerged from her shower, dressed in a bikini, her
hair pulled back. She went past me without a word, ignoring my
pleas, and then returned with Jack. They unshackled me, but only to
put me into a new position.

“Guys! You guys!” I protested weakly. “My
legs are tired! Can I just to outside and get some sun!?”

Karen gagged me, and then they positioned me
in the middle of the floor of the living room – she called it “the
great room”, with my legs well apart, balanced unsteadily on the
balls of my feet. My wrists were pulled up and out to either side,
so I was spread-eagled and could hardly move. My ankles were
chained in place, I was blindfolded, and then they left me like
that again for a while.

Again, it was hard to measure time, but
probably an hour passed as I stood there on increasingly stiff
legs, my ankles and feet hurting, the pressure growing on my wrists
as I eased more and more weight onto them. I was getting tired,
physically and mentally, and though not bored I wanted – something
– to happen.

Something did.

Someone plucked the weights off my nipple
rings. That was a relief. The mouth which began to suck on my
nipples was pleasant too. A tongue stroked and caressed each
nipple, while a pair of full lips circled the center of my breasts,
one by one, sucking gently as the tongue lapped at them. Large,
firm male hands kneaded my buttocks, squeezed my breasts, and
roamed over my helpless body.

As my arousal deepened, that tongue slid
down my belly until it was licking at my clit, and I couldn’t keep
my hips from grinding and bucking forward against it.

Then the tonguing stopped, leaving me on the
edge of an orgasm. I felt hands behind my head, in my tangled hair,
and the blindfold was pulled off.

A stranger stood in front of me, grinning.
It was another black man, large, muscular, wearing a T-shirt and
shorts. The family resemblance to Jack was heavy. Their faces were
similar, and his skin tone was as dark as Jack’s

“Jack said there was a surprise in here for
me,” he said. “I’m his brother Leon. How you doing, baby?”

His hand was between my legs, his fingers
stroking at my clit as he stared into my eyes.

“You want it, baby? You want to come?”

I moaned a denial, my mind squirming with
embarrassment and shock, but my body didn’t care who was touching
it. My hips were grinding and the sexual heat was flaring and
flashing through my nervous system.

He moved behind me, and I felt him pressing
his hard, muscled body against me, his groin bulging as it rubbed
against my buttocks. His hands came around me and cupped my
breasts, squeezing and kneading them, then he undid the ball-gag
and worked it out of my mouth.

“You want to come, baby? Do you?” he
demanded, fingering my clit.

I didn’t want to answer. I didn’t know what
to answer. I was too embarrassed to answer!

“Beg for it, baby. Beg to come. Beg me.”

His finger eased off and I shuddered, my
hips pushing forward helplessly.

“Please!” I gasped weakly.

“Beg for it, slut!”

“Please! Let me come!” I cried, voice
breaking.

“Master,” he said.

“Please let me come, master!” I cried.

His finger rubbed at my clit and I cried out
again, in pleasure.

“Are you a bad girl?” he purred, his breath
hot in my ear.

“Yes! Yes! I’m a bad girl!” I moaned.
“Please make me come, master!”

This was so wild and kinky my mind was
swamped by the dark excitement even as my body twisted and writhed
under the intensity of the physical pleasure roaring within it.

“Why should I make you come? Nasty little
slut,” he purred into my ear.

I cried out as he pulled back on my hair –
sharply – painfully, forcing my back to arch.

“Beg me to fuck you up the ass,” he
demanded, eyes flashing excitedly.

I shuddered at the thought of him sodomizing
me, shuddered in fear, excitement and squirming dark heat. I
squirmed at the thought of saying it, too, at the thought of
speaking those nasty words.

“Say it, slut!” he growled, pulling at my
hair.

“Please fuck me up the ass!” I cried.

“Master,” he said.

“Please fuck me up the ass, master!” I
cried. “Please fuck my ass!”

He chuckled, and I felt his fingers gripping
the base of the big dildo, then felt it slowly pulling down. The
deep, solid ache which had lain so high inside my belly for so long
eased, and I felt a swooning sense of relief against the pressure I
had practically not noticed any longer.

The dildo slid out, longer and longer, more
and more of it coming free of my numbed ass. Then he dropped it and
I felt the unmistakable difference of his own solid prick thrusting
up into my ass.

I’d never been fucked in the ass. I had
always thought it was dirty, and bound to be painful. Karen had
pushed dildos into me before, though, and now, after what the big
dildo had just done to loosen up my muscles, I wasn’t at all tight
as Leon thrust his own big cock deep into my ass.

He groaned. “Tight little blonde ass!”

I felt a dark thrill of excitement at the knowledge I had his big
black cock up my ass. That was so nasty and dirty and wicked! And
while he was big, he wasn’t as big as the dildo Karen had forced up
there, so he moved quite easily inside me, though I remained tight
around his cock.

He rammed himself in fully, the nose jammed
high into my belly giving me cramps and making me ache. His hips
were pressed hard against my buttocks as he ground himself into me.
Then he bit into the side of my throat as he continued to pull back
on my hair, his hips working in and out as he pumped his cock up
and down in my ass.

The harder he thrust the more it hurt – and
the more excited I got. My back was arched against him as he rammed
his cock up into me, his hips slapping hard against my buttocks.
And then he reached down and his finger began to roughly stroke
across my clit – and I was gone. I was too far gone to scream. My
mind just exploded into a million pieces under the intensity of the
orgasm that screamed through me, and my head twisted and bounced as
my body thrashed and shook under his hard thrusting.

My eyes were wide as the shockwaves of
ecstasy ripped through me, one after another after another. It was
go good… just sooooo goooood! I never wanted it to end!

I could feel every vein and ridge on his big
black cock as it moved up and down in my anus. He fucked me hard
through the dildo, until I went limp against him and was all-but
hanging by my wrists. Then he slowed down and began to twist his
hips, to grind them against me. He worked his cock in and out
slowly, and on each deep thrust his hips pressed hard against my
buttocks, forcing my hips forward as he ground himself against
me.

His hands cupped and kneaded my breasts, and
his fingers pinched at my nipples and plucked at the rings. All the
while he was whispering throatily into my ear.

“You like that, eh, slut!? You love that
black cock, don’t you!? You like that, bitch! You like my cock up
in your ass!? Tell me you love, it slave girl. Tell me you love how
deep my cock is in your ass! You feel so tight! I love how your ass
milks my prick! Nasty little slut! You love being fucked, don’t
you, slave girl!? Yeah, I know you do! I know you love it! Nasty
slut! Dirty little white girl!”

His hands finally slid down my belly and
gripped my inner thighs just below the pussy, and he kind of pulled
on them, as if he could spread them wide, and thrust harder, in
deep, short strokes that had my entire body shaking violently, and
aching deep within me.

He practically lifted me off the floor, my
legs wide and aching as he rammed that hard cock into me with a
series of savage thrusts that made me cry out in pain as much as
pleasure – and made me come again as he spilled his own cream deep
inside me.
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“Karen!” I whined.

“Mistress to you, slut,” she said. “Do as
you’re told or you get a crop across the ass again.”

I bit my lip, looking up at her, up at them.
I felt distinctly vulnerable under those three sets of eyes, naked,
kneeling, collared, while they, fully clothed, stood around me.

I sighed and felt another flutter of
excitement as I gave in and obeyed. I slid forward onto the floor,
chest down, my breasts pillowing out beneath me as I slowly spread
my arms out wide to either side. I was still on my knees, my ass
raised high, and I still had the big dildo in my pussy. The other
one had been replaced in my ass, too.

I knelt naked like that, prostrate, as the
three looked at me, and then the room flashed brightly as Leon took
his pictures. He’d been taking pictures for a few minutes now, the
three of them putting me in different positions each time. I know
Karen had taken pictures of me before, but this was a guy, and I
hardly knew him, and I was anxious and hesitant, and embarrassed –
but still deeply, helplessly aroused too.

He moved around me, snapping pictures,
including from right behind me, right into my naked sex and ass
with those dildos sticking out.

Karen herself had a camcorder and was also
recording me, playing the thing up and down my body and over my
face, zooming in and back repeatedly.

Jack snapped a leash to my collar, and
pulled hard, lifting me up hard so that the pressure against my
throat made me quickly draw my hands in under me to support
myself.

“Now walk her like she was a dog,” Karen
said, “A bitch dog in heat!”

Shuddering in embarrassment and heat I
crawled along on the end of the leash next to Jack, his sister and
brother snapping pictures and taking videos.

I was reluctant and embarrassed and anxious
about all this, but I had never been this hot for this long, and my
mind wasn’t really functioning very clearly as my body continued to
churn with need and hunger.

I crawled like a dog, like a bitch in heat,
crawled at his heels as he pulled on the leash, as his sister
videotaped it, crawled with my ass high and those dildos sticking
out of me, crawled and moaned at how hungry I was, at how much of a
bitch in heat I actually was. I wanted one of them to mount me and
ride me, ramming their cocks into me as hard as they could.

Karen sat down, then, and Jack walked me
over to her.

“Lick her feet, slut,” he ordered.

Kinky and nasty and wicked! I shuddered with
heat even as my face reddened, but then my face dipped and I
whimpered as I licked at her feet, as I sucked at her toes. She
handed the camcorder to her brother and he taped me crawling and
licking and sucking, and taped me again as she reached down for me,
and pulled my head up between her legs.

I licked at her pussy as she pulled her
bikini thong aside, and she pulled at my hair to jam my face in
against her. I licked and licked and moaned and gasped as she
twisted my hair and roughly groped my swollen, throbbing breasts,
my ass rolling and grinding up against the dildos sticking out of
me, wishing one was a cock and someone would fuck me.

And after Karen came, they did.

Jack lay down below me and I straddled him,
sinking my pussy down onto his fat cock until it was deep inside
me. I rode up and down, gasping and moaning until he pulled me
forward by the hair, bending me down, pressing my breasts flat
against his chest. Then his brother took me from behind, ramming
his cock up my ass. The two of them took turns thrusting in and out
as Karen taped the whole thing, and I came again and again, those
two thick black cocks tearing me apart from the inside.

It wasn’t all sex – for them anyway. They
went out to enjoy the water, to swim, to sit in the sun, to have
beers and chips and chat and listen to the radio.

But I was left inside, tied up. Usually
they’d leave me tied up in one way or another for about an hour,
then one or two of all three would come in and untie me and do me
another way. Often Karen would taunt me with a vibrator, grinding
it against my clit while her brothers positioned me in the way they
wanted, and tied or shackled me that way.

I spent an hour on my back on a small table
which supported the middle of my torso, with my arms and ankles
bound together underneath and my back bowed, legs spread. Karen
used the flog to lightly whip my taut, straining breasts and belly,
alternating with the vibrator to heat me up, then flogged me
between the legs too before they left me for an hour.

When they came back it was to hang me upside
down by my ankles, legs spread wide, arms spread wide below and
shackled to rings on the floor. This time Leon flogged me while
Karen watched. It was the first time he had flogged a girl, she
said, and she gave him pointers on where to hit and how hard, and I
could only hang gagged, upside down, as the light flog rained
stinging lashes to my back, bottom, groin, breasts and belly.

After another hour or so they came back and
let me down. I sucked Leon’s cock – or really, he fucked my face
and throat. Then they bent me over a heavy chair with my bottom
raised up and out, and Karen cropped me lightly then did me with
the dildo – using the vibrator on my clit at the same time so that
I came like crazy.

After another hour alone like that the guys
came and got me and tied me hog-tied on the floor, my back
straining and aching.

By evening, they’d had a relaxing day, with
some playful sex involving me. I was exhausted, physically and
emotionally, and sore all over, my muscles and back aching, my skin
feeling sore and sensitive from the repeated floggings – even
though I really didn’t have a mark on me because the flogs were
light and thin and the marks didn’t stay.

Both of the brothers fucked me before
hanging me by my wrists and going off to have a shower (the place
had three bathrooms). I hadn’t been hung by my wrists before, and
it took some getting used to, especially given how exhausted I was
already. My wrists were bound tightly together above my head, and
my ankles were locked together below me – the two dildos still
stuffed deep into my aching belly.

My toes were perhaps an inch off the floor,
or maybe half an inch. If I really strained I was sure I could feel
the floor with the tip of my big toes.

Karen made dinner, and ignored me as I hung
there in the open area between the kitchen, dining room and living
room, from a beam high overhead. The TV played in the background,
and I could hear hip hop music coming from the kitchen stereo as
Karen worked.

My wrists were soon on fire, and my arms and
shoulders ached. I found that I could not simply hang completely,
limp, but had to use the muscles in my arms and chest to pull
myself up just a bit, otherwise my chest hurt too much, and it was
too hard to breath. I don’t know why that was, what inside me was
attached to what else, but it soon grew very exhausting, and a
sheen of sweat stood out across my body.

The brothers came back from their showers,
and Leon sat down to see if he could get a basketball game, while
Jack played with me, or really, toyed with me, using the vibrator
on my clit while his fingers pinched and plucked at my nipples, and
ran up and down across my body.

After about ten minutes, with my pussy
throbbing, he turned off the vibrator and went and joined his
brother watching TV. Karen passed back and forth making dinner, and
watching TV, chatting, mostly about TV shows, and didn’t pay any
attention to me at all.

Then they ate. I could smell the food, and
my mouth would have been watering if the gag hadn’t dried it out. I
hadn’t had anything to eat or drink since early in the morning when
I’d eaten a couple of waffles.

It was – kind of surreal. My body felt all
stretched out below me. My wrists were kind of numbed now, and my
mind was kind of fuzzy and hazy. My eyes were slitted, and I was
sweating more heavily, weakly gulping in air through my nose,
waiting for them to let me down and tie me up in some other
position.

It didn’t happen quickly, though. I was sure
I’d been hanging much longer than I’d been in any of the other
positions, but they didn’t pay me any attention, except for the
guys casually groping me whenever they passed by to the kitchen or
bathroom.

I was kind of dazed, and a little
light-headed, sweating sheets, when they finally came over to me.
But it wasn’t to let me down.

“Just undo the shackles and we’ll spread her
legs,” Karen said.

The guys did that, and I moaned weakly as
they each pulled an ankle off to the side, pulling them quite wide,
and then led the chains attached to the restraints down and out
further to keep them in place, holding my legs spread wide.

Karen was stroking her finger across my clit
as they did this, and kneading my breast. She gripped the base of
the dildo and began to work that up and down, and then one of the
guys, Leon, took hold of the base of the one in my ass and began to
pump that up and down too.

“Poor little white girl,” Karen cooed.
“She’s a helpless prisoner to the nasty niggers! She’s a sex slave
to the darkies who are going to torture her and fuck her!”

“I love raping blonde bitches,” Leon
taunted, reaching a hand out to grope my breast.

“Me too!” Jack said, running his hand over
my other breast. “I love to ram my nigger cock down their
throats.”

“Do you want to come, little white slut?”
Karen purred. “Do you want mistress to give you a nice little
come?”

Leon was right behind me, his breath warm
against my cheek “I gonna fuck your ass, beeatch!” he growled.

“You’re our little sex slave,” Karen
taunted. “Our little white fuck toy. We’re all going to fuck you
and torture you!”

Then Leon pulled the dildo slowly out of my
ass, and I felt his own thick prick thrust up in its place. He
wasn’t as thick as the dildo, but his cock was real, and the entire
feeling inside me was different, as was the excitement level.

“You like that, little slut?” Karen cooed.
“Do you like having his big cock up your ass? Ooo! He’s fuck your
ass so hard! I bet that hurts!? Does it hurt, little blonde sex
slave?”

It did hurt, but not a lot. I was numb to
that kind of dull, aching pain, and the movement of his slick cock
in and out of me was doing wild things to my mind, to say nothing
of my body. I moaned and grunted each time he buried his big cock
up inside my belly, his hips grinding against my ass and pushing my
hips forward.

“Yeah! Yeah!” he panted. “Up your ass,
bitch! Up your ass!”

He was certainly ramming himself up my ass,
and each time he did so forcefully enough to jerk me upwards. I
groaned as I felt him pulling back sharply on my hair, forcing my
head back over his shoulder, bowing my back as he ran a hand over
my chest, then down between my legs.

He rubbed at my clit, then grabbed at the
base of the dildo there, jamming it deep, hurting me. I felt Karen
rubbing the vibrator across my clit at the same time, and then Jack
began to flog my taut, straining breasts, the thin laces stinging
and clawing at them as I shuddered and thrashed and cried out again
and again in pleasure and pain.

Leon was really reaming me out, but I was so
hot, so aroused, that my swirling mind exulted in the sensation of
the deep, hard, savage penetration, and my body twisted and jerked
and shuddered again and again as sensory overload threatened to
tear apart my already frayed mind.

It’s hard to explain how pain can become
pleasure. But the sharp little stings as the laces of the flog
struck my breasts – and particularly my nipples – began to shift
somehow, into bright little crackling flares of pleasure.

It was as if my nervous system didn’t know
how to identify those sensations. The flogs slashed across my
breasts, and instead of a crackling burst of stinging pain I felt
delicious pleasure. My nipples were swollen so hard, so stiff, that
every touch made me cry out.

When Jack stopped flogging me he slipped a
finger through each ring and pulled, stretching my nipples out,
forcing my breasts to distend, and making me push my chest out as
far as I could, and yet even then the hot pain was more like
pleasure, and my arousal clawed at my mind, threatening to send it
spinning into insanity.

“Whore!”

“Give it to the bitch whore!”

“Fuck that white slut!”

“You like that, fuck toy!”

“She loves your cock up her ass!”

“Whip the come slut’s tits!”

“Make the little whore come!”

“Yeah! You love it, whore!”

A swirling vortex of overheated sexual
hunger, need and excitement swept me into its embrace, and I
trembled and shook and bucked and thrashed in its embrace as they
taunted and teased and worked me over. Small orgasms churned
through the scalding heat and fiery excitement as my eyes rolled up
and back and I gurgled into the gag.

Then a massive orgasm shook me from head to
toe and left me almost unable to breath, hanging limp, eyes glazed.
Another followed, and then a third, as they pinched and pulled at
my nipples and Leon erupted in my ass.

Laughing, they let me down, but only to
carry me outside, and shackle me there, hand and foot, laying on
the grass by a tree., still gagged.

I woke in the night, sore, aching, my collar
chained to the tree, wrists behind my back. I moaned weakly,
feeling the warmth of the night air beginning to cool around me.
The cottage was dark, and so was the forest. I could hear the night
sounds of birds and insects, and fell asleep again, waking with the
morning sun.

* * *

The next day was not much different. It
started with me being fucked by both brothers, then eating out
Karen. After that I was allowed to eat bits of their breakfast by
licking them off their fingers while I knelt on the floor next to
the table.

Why didn’t I protest? Well, I did. Why
didn’t I demand they release me? Because, to be honest, despite the
physical discomfort, I was feeling incredibly hot. The whole
perverted scene was like something from a fantasy, and I felt wild
and alive and free in my nakedness, in my sexual availability, in
acting the part of the helpless sex toy, or sex slave. It was just
too incredibly intense and exciting a sexual experience for me to
really want it to end, however difficult I found parts of it.

“Crawl, slave,” Karen ordered.

I crawled, breathless – I was breathless a
lot these days, breathless with the thumping of my heart, the wild
racing of my pulse, the excitement so intense that I often
trembled. I crawled, feeling the hard wood against my bare knees,
gasping as Karen slashed the light crop across my ass. I crawled
into the kitchen.

“On your heels!”

I knelt on my heels and spread my knees
wide.

“Hands behind your head. Arch your back,
slut.”

Her brothers were following us,
grinning.

“What should we do with our little fuck toy
now?” she said in a slow drawl.

“I’m all fucked out right now,” Jack
said.

“I’m all sucked out,” Leon said with a
laugh.

“But this little slut never gets fucked
out,” Karen said. “And we can do anything we want to her.”

She leaned in so her face was right in mine.
“Because she’s our slave! Aren’t you, slut!?”

“Yes, mistress,” I gulped.

A slow smirk spread across her face as she
straightened, and then she opened the refrigerator and looked at me
thoughtfully. She grinned even more deeply, and then suddenly
giggled and took out a bottle of maple syrup. She opened it and
held it over me.

“Don’t move, slut!”

I shuddered as the syrup poured slowly down
onto my chest, the brothers laughing as it trailed down and around
my breasts and down my belly and between my legs. Karen moved the
bottle back so it poured over my head and shoulders, and down my
back. It was cold and I trembled, gasping as its icy touch slid
down between my buttocks.

“You’re making a fucking mess,” Jack said,
grinning.

“So what? We got us a slave girl to clean it
up!” Karen exclaimed. “I can throw any old shit I want on the floor
and the slave will pick it up. I can piss on the floor and the
slave will clean it up!”

She took out a jug of milk and poured that
over my face and head, moving her hand around so it spilled over my
chest and belly, down between my legs, and down my back.

Jack snickered, and took out a patty of
butter, rubbing it over my breasts and down between my legs. Karen
then took out some orange juice and poured that on me while Leon
smeared strawberry jam over my hair and down my back. Karen whooped
in amusement as she mashed an egg against the top of my egg, and it
oozed down over my face.

I was gasping, breathless, chest heaving,
feeling wildly, bizarrely excited even as I held my position with
my back arched, chest thrust out.

Beer was poured over my head and down over
my body, then a can of coke and some V8 juice, then Jack took out a
big cucumber, holding it up triumphantly as the other two laughed
and shouted agreement. He squatted in front of me, rubbing the end
up and own against my pussy. Leon smeared butter over it, while
Karen took out a second one.

“Get up a little, slut,” she ordered.

Moaning, I rose a bit, enough for them to
put the two cucumbers under me, and then sat down, feeling the
hard, cold round pressure against my pussy and anal opening.

Karen pushed her hand down on my shoulder
and I groaned helplessly. I was all wet and slippery, true, but
they were big and cold. Still, I sank down, slowly, gasping as they
spread me open.

Leon sprayed whipped cream on me and Jack
rubbed ice cubes over and around my nipples.

Karen poured cream on me, then opened a jar
of peanut butter and scooped out a thick wad, crushing it into my
hair and smearing it around against my head. There was a growing
pool of goo all around me but I knelt in place, shuddering as I
slowly sank down onto the fat, cold cucumbers. I was so hot inside
I was sure they would heat up too, but I felt their coldness
sliding into my body and up into my belly.

Leon rubbed something gooey against my clit
and I came, spasming and jerking helplessly, gurgling in pleasure
as I sank down even harder, the pain of the forceful penetration
only seeming to add excitement and heat to the climax.

Another egg was crushed against my head.
Karen gripped my hair, yanked back hard, and then thrust a banana,
still in its skin, into my open mouth.

Yogurt and pudding were mashed against my
skin while a tomato was crushed against my back and rubbed up and
down along my spine.

I just don’t have the words to describe how
wildly aroused I was, how, even after the orgasm, as they rushed
around me yanking open cupboards and looking for more stuff to pour
and smear on me, how intense the heat, hunger and thrill was within
my mind and body.

And when Karen squirted a thin stream of
liquid chocolate over my body and Leon jammed a handful of grapes
against my pussy and rubbed hard – I just lost it. I mean, My eyes
fairly glazed over and my hands kind of dropped, even though my
back was still arched back and – I just – sank.

I was impaled on the thick cucumbers, which
were maybe halfway up inside me, and despite how tight I was my
weight just forced me right down as another massive orgasm swept
through me, and I cried out as I came, my back arching even more
strongly, my hands coming up beneath my breasts to squeeze and
knead them hard and frantically.

The cucumbers pushed up so high, so deep,
that the pain became too intense even for my wild sexual
excitement, for they had reached the very deepest pit of my belly
and were now bearing all my weight with bruising force.

I fell backwards into the pool of mess – and
you can imagine just what a mess it was. I lay back, shuddering
rolling and twisting in the mess, rubbing desperately at my clit
with one hand as I squeezed my breast with the other. My hips
bucked up and down and I arched my back, rolling my head beneath as
the orgasm just seemed to go on and on and on.

It was so all-encompassing that I just
collapsed like the dead after the orgasm faded. I lay spreadeagled,
gasping for breath, chest heaving, my eyes glazed as I tried to fit
the shattered pieces of my mind back together again.

“Don’t just lay there, slut. You got a big
mess to clean up,” Karen said.

I couldn’t move for long minutes, though.
When I could, I slowly sat up, only to have Karen grab my hair –
and what a mess that was, and sort of roll me in and over so I was
face down in the muck again.

“Roll in it, slave girl. Roll in it!” she
sneered.

I felt a foot on my ass, as they laughed at
me, and I groaned, feeling the crushed egg shells and grapes and
cherries and all the liquids pooled under me.

The cold ends of the cucumbers pushed out
against my buttocks and my inner thighs, but the things were almost
all the way up inside me.

“Get your ass in the air! Raise that ass
high, slut!”

“Clean it up with your tongue! Lick it up,
slut!”

Groaning, I raised my bottom up high, my
breasts crushed against the floor as I licked at the mixed gunk and
liquids all around me on the floor. That was a losing endeavor, of
course, since it was still dripping off my hair and body. I felt a
foot against the dildos sticking out from behind me, felt it
push.

“Ungggh!” I cried, lurching forward, my face
rubbing through the mess on the floor as I felt the pain deep
inside.

“I think we need to clean our slave before
she can clean the floor,” Jack said.

“You want to let her crawl through the
living room?”

“Shit no!”

They finally wrapped me in an old blanket
and carried me outside, then threw me into the river. I washed off
the worst of the stuff they had poured over me and then, with the
cucumbers still inside me, I crawled back up towards the cabin and
back inside. They had beers and sat on the dock while I cleaned the
floor – on my hands and knees, with weights hanging from my nipple
rings.

I cleaned the toilets, too, all three
bathrooms, including the showers and bathtubs. You might think that
wasn’t exciting, but it was. My nipples were deliciously sore, and
throbbing, and my movements made the weights swing and dance
against the rings.

My pussy and anal opening were stretched
wide around the cucumbers, and I could feel those hard vegetables
up inside me, shifting around against my insides as I moved, bent
and twisted to do the work they had assigned me.

So I was kept in a constant state of
arousal, even doing the most mundane things.

And, of course, I could always show on
someone showing up to grope, caress, knead, squeeze, and otherwise
molest me while I was working, calling me their little slut or fuck
toy or sex slave.

Later on Karen put me across her knees and
spanked me, in front of her brothers, with a vibrator wedged in
against my clit so I came like crazy. Then they made me crawl
across the floor – on my belly, from one to another, licking at
their feet.

I spent the late evening, and the rest of
the night in bed with Karen – after she washed me and pulled the
cucumbers out. She spent hours licking me to orgasm, and I her, all
with my arms locked together behind my back from wrists to
elbows.

I woke to find her straddling my face, and
ate her to orgasm. Then she sent me, crawling on all fours, up the
hall to her brothers’ rooms, to waken each with blow jobs. Then I
made breakfast for them, and knelt by the table while they fed me
by hand, letting me lick bits and pieces of food from their
fingers.

It was a heady, thrilling game, and I was
really into it: total sexual freedom, which I know seems bizarre
given I was chained, shackled and tied. But that’s what it was, in
a sense.

By the fourth day I was routinely calling
Karen mistress, and her brothers `Master’ without even having to
think about it. I suppose that ought to have warned me of
something, but I really wasn’t considering any broader
implications.

“Knees!” Karen barked.

I snapped quickly into position, back
straight, eyes straight ahead.

“Heels!”

I sat down, knees spreading wide, back
straight, hands on my thighs.

“Belly!”

Again I threw myself into the position, for
the crop was only an instant’s hesitation away from snapping across
my bottom as Karen and her brothers watched me go through what was
becoming a routine exercise.

“Back!”

I rolled over and drew my knees up, then
spread them wide, hands going under my head as I arched my
back.

“Ankles!” Jack snapped.

I quickly drew my legs up straighter,
pulling them back hard, sliding my hands under my thighs, pulling
my ankles up past my shoulders.

“Ass!” Leon barked.

I flipped over, panting, gasping for breath
as I positioned myself on all fours, well, on my knees and ankles,
my bottom high, legs apart.

“Low ass!”

I dropped my chest flat on the floor, tilted
my head back and spread my legs wide as my arms went out to either
side.

“Breasts!”

I gasped for breath as I pushed myself
hurriedly up into a kneeling position, interlocked my fingers
behind my neck, and arched my back sharply.

Karen had the flog, and I braced myself as
the laces cut down across my chest. I flinched and let out a gasp,
but held. Another blow, and another, and another, and I gasped and
flinched and let out a low groan as the heat and pain mounted.

“Pussy!”

I fell back, gasping, raising my hips up. I
propped myself on my shoulders, my feet flat on the floor, my
elbows braced, my hands shoved up beneath my back to hold my torso
up off the floor. With my legs wide, my pussy was exposed, and
Karen slapped lightly but rapidly at my clit with the thin, flat
tip of the riding crop.

I heard fingers snapped rapidly. “Come here,
slut!” Leon barked.

I gasped and let my bottom drop onto the
floor, a little dazed and out of breath as I rolled over and go on
all fours. I crawled rapidly to where he stood, seeing him pointing
at his feet. I bent without hesitation, licking at his shoe,
grasping his ankle as my long tongue slid up and down along the
sides and top of his shoe.

“And what may I ask is going on here?” a
strange male voice asked.

I gasped as I whirled around to see a Black
couple standing in the door. I recognized them from a picture on
Karen’s desk. They were her parents.
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“Uhm, hi, Daddy,” Karen said
uncomfortably.

“Hey dad,” Leon said, echoed by Jack.

I said nothing. I was frozen in shock and
dawning shame and humiliation. At least Karen and her brothers were
fully clothed. I was naked, shackled, collared, and the view her
parents would have had of me as they came in was my shaven pussy,
and the dildos sticking out of it and my ass.

I tried to scramble to my feet but to my
surprise Karen grabbed me by the hair and shoved me back down.

“Heels!” she barked.

And because we’d been doing it for several
days – and I’d gotten a sharp snap of the crap across the bottom
for every hesitation, I snapped into position almost without
thought, sitting on my heels, knees wide, eyes huge, face burning
red.

Then, an instant later, of course, I tried
to cover myself and twist away, but Karen had me firmly by the
hair.

“This is my little slave girl Amanda,” Karen
said, with a touch of defiance.

“Oh is it?” her mother said, striding
forward.

Her mother and father were both tall, about
forty or so. Her mother was a handsome woman, with a stern looking
look on her face, and shoulder length black hair.

She scowled down at me and I dropped my
eyes, mortified, totally frozen, not knowing what I should do.

I wanted to melt into the floor, of course,
but that was out. Barring that, I wanted to run away and never see
them again, but Karen still had my hair.

I could feel her eyes on me and kept mine
down.

“You boys help your father unload the car,”
she growled.

They both seemed quite eager to hurry
off.

“What are you thinking, bringing this slut
here?” she demanded.

“I didn’t know you and daddy would be down
this week,” Karen said resentfully.

“Does that matter? Is this why we have this
family retreat, so you can bring whores from school here and pimp
them to your brothers?”

I should have resented her words but it was
hard to argue with them, and I just kept kneeling, head down,
cringing under her anger.

“I didn’t pimp her,” Karen said. “That would
have involved charging money. I just let them use her. You know how
blonde slut’s love black meat.”

“Black cock, you mean,” her mother
growled.

“This one loves any kind of meat,” Karen
said, “including black pussy. Don’t you, slut?”

She jerked back on my hair and I gasped, my
head forced up and back so I was looking up at her mother.

“Well?” her mother asked.

I stared at her, bewildered. I had no idea
what to do.

“You were asked a question, slut! Her mother
snapped. “Do you like Black pussy!?”

“I-I… y-yes. I-I guess….” I gulped.

Her mother glared at me. “You aren’t very
well trained for a sex slave,” she said disdainfully.

“We were doing that when you interrupted
us,” Karen said.

“Nonsense. I know how to train a sex slave,
Karen, and It’s clear to me that you’ve been too soft on this slut.
You need to put their minds in another place, to break them down
before you can build them up into the way you want them. And you’re
too soft for that. You’ve always been too soft.”

“I just don’t like whipping girls, mother. I
don’t like my slaves all black and blue and bloody like you
do.”

It was like they were speaking a foreign
language, for I just didn’t understand, couldn’t comprehend, at
first, what they were saying. But it was slowly dawning on me that
rather than be disgusted at our crude little sex games, her mother
was into that sort of thing herself – in a much heavier way.

“You don’t have to whip the bitch’s skin off
to break her down,” her mother said with a snort. “There are a lot
easier, and more subtle ways of doing it that take hardly any
effort at all.”

“Well I’m more than willing for you to show
me, mother,” Karen said.

Her mother glared at me. “Does this bitch
have a leash?” she demanded.

“Sure.”

Karen released my hair and I reached up,
bewildered, staring past her mother as Karen went to the table.
Something made me start to rise, like I could back away from this
whole crazy thing, but her mother shoved me back down again.

“Anyone say you could stand up, slut!?” she
barked.

I stared at her, shocked. “I - .”

“Anyone say you could talk, slut!?” she
snapped even more nastily.

She turned to Karen. “This white bitch needs
to be gagged.”

Karen had the ball gag in her hand, and
pushed it into my mouth, then dragged me to my feet by the hair and
drew my wrists back behind my back to clip the restraints
together.

Her mother shook her head. “That’s too easy
on her.”

She took me by the arm and frog marched me
across the room to where all the toys were, then bent me roughly
over the table. She unclipped the restraints, then picked up a very
short chain and forced my right wrist up high behind my shoulder
blades, almost up to the collar.

“Clip her wrist up there to the back of the
collar.”

Karen leaned in and do so, then they slowly
worked my other wrist up and back behind my shoulders too, clipping
that up high against the back of my collar too. Then her mother
slowly worked my elbows back against each other. It ached and I
moaned and gasped and cried out into the gag, but her mother knew
exactly what position she could get them into, and patently worked
them back until she could strap my elbows together to hold them in
place.

“Bring the bitch,” she said, striding up the
hall.

I moaned dazedly, wondering what kind of a
weird family this was, still nearly catatonic with embarrassment as
Karen marched me after her mother.

There was a storage room in the rear of the
lodge, and when we went in her mother was holding a long wooden
pole. Or at least, it was sort of like a pole. It was about six
feet long, but rather than round or square, it was triangular. She
placed it into a hold which had been cut into a thick ceiling
support post, and placed the other end into a notch in the wall, so
it was firmly in place.

“Bring the slut over here,” she ordered.

Karen brought me over, and her mother glared
at her.

“Take those dildos out of the slut.”

Karen reached down and pulled the one out of
my ass, then worked the other out of my pussy. I felt a deep surge
of relief deep within me, for I had been aching for a long time
because of how deep they were.

“Get your leg up across this, slut!”

I was starting to feel a little indignant
now. But Karen and she pulled at my leg and I found myself
straddling the wooden post thing, with the narrow tip pushed up
into my naked pussy. I had no idea what the fuck they were doing,
but had no real idea how to resist either, even if I wanted to.

“Work her hair into a pony tail,” her mother
said brusquely.

Then she took a pair of cords and tied them
to my nipple rings, feeding them forward to the ceiling support
beam, and a ring set into it. Karen gathered my hair up and back,
combing through it with her fingers, and twisting it around into a
pony tail. Her mother joined her, and I gasped a little as I felt
my hair pulled back.

I moaned and twisted, a little off balance,
but they held me steady. Then her mother pulled on those cords,
drawing my nipples up and forward as Karen pulled back on my
hair.

“Not too far,” her mother said.

My head was drawn up and back so I was
staring at the ceiling in front of me, and the two taut lines of
cord pulling on my nipple rings.

“Okay, now spread her legs.”

I groaned as hands grasped my ankles and
pulled them straight out to either side. They were lifted off the
floor, so all my weight now came down on the narrow edge of the
triangular pole.

And then they left.

Just like that.

It happened so fast. It all happened so
fast. My mind was still scrambling around trying to figure out how
to react to her parents catching me like that – and now I was
sitting straddling this thing, which was driven up hard against my
soft pussy, btw, and my tail bone.

At first I felt a sense of relief that her
mother was gone. But then the discomfort began to manifest itself.
My arms ached, my shoulders burned, but more importantly, my pussy
was jammed down against that narrow bit of wood and it began to
hurt fiercely. I tried to ease my weight one way or another, but
rolling back a bit ground that wood against my naked tail bone, not
to mention pulling harder against my burning nipples.

The discomfort gave way to pain soon enough.
I desperately wanted off that thing! But there was no one to even
cry out to, not with the gag in my mouth. I couldn’t yell, couldn’t
demand they release me, couldn’t say I was done with this game and
that I wanted to go home. All I could do was sit there, as my pussy
ground into that narrow wood, and the hurt got deeper.

I was starting to sweat in the close air,
gasping weakly, moaning through the gag, my back on fire because of
how my chest was thrust out. But most of my concentration was on my
pussy and my tail bone. They were different kinds of hurt. The
grinding into my soft flesh was a dull but deep throbbing, while
the pain against the raw bone of my tailbone was sharp and
piercing.

The worst part was that I could get a
momentary relief – and I mean that – momentary – from either pain
by easing my body back – or forward. And that momentary relief was
such that I couldn’t help myself, I had to do it, had to keep
rolling forward onto the soft, overheated, bruised flesh of my
pussy, then rolling back, onto the sharp, terrible aching spike of
pain that was my tail bone.

Momentary relief – but followed within less
than a second by a fresh wave of pain.

I was almost crying with pain and
frustration by the time the door opened and someone came in. I was
dumbfounded to see it was Karen’s mother. She had changed, but was
still in casual clothes as she walked up beside me. I tried to
indicate to her I wanted to be let down, but how could I,
gagged?

“Are you enjoying yourself, slut?’ she
asked.

I moaned into the gag, and felt a sudden
rush of anger, my eyes flashing, and the corners of her lips turned
up in a smirk. “Are you angry at me calling you a slut?” she asked
as if in disbelief. “What do you think you are?”

She ran a hand up my belly and caressed my
breasts, her fingers lightly stroking the puffy, swollen skin of my
pink areolas.

“Think of what you’ve done over the last few
days and tell me that slut isn’t the best description for you,” she
said. “Tell me you have a single friend, a single acquaintance, who
wouldn’t call you a slut for what you’ve done.”

I didn’t, of course, and my face
flushed.

“When I came in you were on all fours naked
licking my son’s shoe,” she said as my shame deepened. “I could see
those two big black dildos in your pussy and ass. Tell me what your
own mother would have said if she’d seen you.”

She leaned in over me. “Slut,” she said. “I
don’t say it as an insult. It’s a description. It’s what you are,
slut. Accept it. There is no other word that describes you. Slut. A
dog is a dog, and a horse is a horse, and a slut is a slut. All
three have certain recognizable behavioral characteristics.”

She eased back and her hand slid down my
body until her index finger pressed against my clit. I stiffened
and gasped, but there was really nothing I could do as her finger
lightly stroked against my clit.

“Don’t worry, slut. You won’t come to any
harm here. I don’t know how to train a horse, but I know something
about how to train a bitch.”

She leaned in with a smile. “And I know how
to train a slut, too.”

She turned away, then turned back with a
narrow vibrator in her hand. She turned it on and rolled it gently
across my swollen clit.

“If my daughter is going to have a slut
around I want it to be trained properly,” she said.

I moaned and rolled my eyes at her.

She smiled. “You think a slut doesn’t need
training, right? I’m sure you’re correct, miss slut. You don’t have
to send a dog to obedience school, either. You can just take it
home and it will gradually learn to obey. It won’t do it perfectly,
and it will have problems here and there, and it probably won’t do
any tricks. But you can do that. You can keep a slut around you,
too, and it will do what a slut does. But like a dog, a slut is
better if you put it through obedience school, if you train it
properly.”

She rubbed the vibrator harder against my
clit, and despite myself I could feel my body responding to it.
“I’m going to train you, slut. It won’t be easy, but you’ll thank
me for it by the time I’m finished.”

I moaned again, gulping in air. She was
crazy! No, not crazy. She was one of those perverts who did this
professionally! Well, not professionally, but you know what I mean!
She was seriously into this stuff when all I’d been doing was
playing a game! I didn’t want to play a game with her, and I didn’t
want to be “trained”, but I didn’t know how to communicate that to
her.

I wanted to run away and go home!

“You like that, don’t you, slut,” she
purred, grinding the vibrator across my clit.

I moaned a denial, but there was no doubting
my body certainly liked it. And since the rising tide of sensations
was distracting me from the pain, it was hard to really say I
didn’t like it.

“From what my daughter says, you’re a horny
little come-slut, and you’ll come and come and come because that’s
what your body was designed for and that’s what your slut mind
needs and wants,” she said. “And don’t worry about the pain, slut.
Pain and pleasure are just two sides of the same coin. One will
bring the other.”

And then I came, twisting and writhing and
shuddering through a powerful orgasm that almost blinded me as she
ground the vibrator across my clit. Somehow that raw grinding
sensation in my pussy and against my tail bone were – I don’t know,
absorbed into the hurricane force orgasm and sent it up to an
entirely different level, one that had me grunting and gurgling
like a mindless, crazed animal as the orgasm tore through me.

Not the best way to tell her to let me go
and leave me alone.

“Embrace the pain,” she breathed into my
ear. “Make it part of you. Don’t fight it, and you can ride it
through to the pleasure on the other side. “Stop fighting. Give in.
Give up.”

And then she left me there, straddling that narrow pole, moaning
exhaustedly, covered in sweat.
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The pain grew worse. I was feeling
desperate. Karen’s crazy mother was going to “train me” like she
thought I was some kind of bondage freak. I was just playing a
game! And yet, gagged, I couldn’t communicate that to her!

Not that she was here anyway. I was all
alone with my pain, and as it grew, and my despair mounted, tears
began to fill my eyes, and then I began to sob helplessly,
miserably.

But no one came to see or here. I stayed on
that pole, sobbing until I ran out of tears, until, exhausted, I
kind of slumped as best I could, moaning, half conscious. The pain
was a horrible thing that couldn’t be gotten away from. Embrace it?
How the fuck do you embrace pain, I wondered miserably. How? Show
me how, I wailed to myself.

Well, the only thing that eased the pain,
that eased any of the aches and hurts Karen had often caused me –
and more recently her brothers had – was sex, arousal. If I was
aroused, then I could take almost any pain, right? I mean, hadn’t
her mother proved that? But I had no vibrator to get me turned
on.

Then again, when had I needed one? Hadn’t I
been in a constant state of sexual arousal almost since I’d gotten
here? Hadn’t I been fairly quivering with excitement even while
cleaning the toilets? I willed myself to be aroused, played out
fantasies in my mind, but nothing seemed to work. The pain was too
great.

But then, after a while, it was like, I
don’t know, like the pain wore me down… but I also wore the pain
down. I’m not sure how to explain it. My entire groin was on fire,
and yet it also got numb, as if it couldn’t hurt any more – even
though it did. Maybe my nervous system was just too exhausted from
carrying those pain signals for so long, or maybe I had gotten more
tolerant of pain.

I’m not sure what it was, but the sharp,
horrible edge of it was worn away, and the throbbing ache was …
bearable anyway. By the time Karen’s mom came back I was slit-eyed
and groaning, but the pain wasn’t hammering away at me so as to
drive me nearly insane.

“How are you enjoying your ride, slut?” she
asked.

The ball gag stuffed in my mouth made it
impossible to even consider answering, even if I could have, even
if I had any idea what to say. I ignored her, and she ran her hand
over my body, over my breasts, plucking lightly at my nipple rings
so my nipples stung.

“Does your pussy feel hot for black cock
now?” she whispered into my ear.

She reached behind me and did something,
untied the cord that was pulling on my pony tail, I guess. I can’t
tell you what a relief it was to be able to straighten, the
intensity of the relief from my back and shoulders that flooded my
body. Not to mention the slackening of the constant pull against my
aching nipples.

Chuckling softly, she removed the cords from
my nipple rings, and I groaned and swayed weakly in place.

“Is that better little sex slave?” she
whispered, nibbling on my earlobe.

Her hand stroked my buttocks, the other
gently kneading my breast, and she kissed me gently up and down
along the nape of my neck.

“Now lean forward, little sex slave,” she
purred, pushing on me, forcing me to lean forward.

That jammed the top of my sex against the
narrow wedge of wood, of course, and I groaned in pain, but she
continued pushing. My ankles were held in place so I was bending at
the waste instead, and then I felt her fingers, wet, slippery,
pushing against my ass, pushing insistently, thrusting up inside me
as I leaned forward.

“Nasty little girl,” she purred. “Bad little
sex slave. You have to be trained, little sex slave, so you know
how to obey.”

I groaned as two long fingers slid in and
out of my ass on a warm, slippery layer of something. I was almost
bent at a ninety degree angle, my breastbone pressed against the
pole beneath me. But my weight had been shifted forward to where it
hadn’t been before, so I felt a glorious sense of relief from the
pain which had been gnawing at me for so long.

“What a tight little ass you have,” she
purred. “I bet you’d like to have a lot of big, black cocks up
there, wouldn’t you, little slut? I know you would.”

I just moaned around the gag.

I felt her fingers withdraw, and something
else pushed into me, something fat and rounded, some kind of dildo.
I groaned as it sank into me, but more in pleasure than pain. It
wasn’t enormously wide, though certainly as thick as a cock, and
she pumped it in and out, then drove it slowly up deep.

“Back, little slut. Sit back,” she said.

I felt a grip on my pony tail, and whimpered
as she pulled me up and back. I hissed in pain as my pussy jammed
down onto the edge of the pole again, then gurgled, eyes widening,
as I felt the base of the dildo – at least I assumed it was a dildo
– she had shoved inside me press against the pole – and slide up
deeper.

This dildo was not as long as the cucumbers,
though, and she had calculated it well. It hurt, it ached deep
inside me, but I was able to get every inch inside me. More
importantly, it had a round, rubber base which trailed back behind
me and helped cushion my tail bone from the sharp corner of the
pole.

She bent and began to mouth my nipples,
rings and all, sucking gently, rhythmically, licking at the
throbbing, red, aching buttons as I groaned and gurgled weakly. Her
finger was rubbing at my clit, very lightly, but my clit was so
swollen and oversensitive that even that hurt – but hurt goooood.
She had me coming again in minutes, and then the vibrator almost
drove me insane – assuming I still was sane, as she ground it back
and forth across my clit.

Chuckling, she undid my arms, and oh God
were they sore. Again I felt a tremendous sense of relief, a great
rush of glorious, delicious, sparkling relief that almost made me
dizzy as my arms were finally able to straighten, as the terrible
pressure on my shoulders was released.

She massaged my arms and shoulders gently,
then pulled my wrists up and out to either side, attaching them to
chains there which hooked into the support beam and wall. I was
spread-eagled, still sitting fully and firmly atop the pole, but
feeling an awful lot better somehow.

She grinned at me and showed me a pair of
alligator clips.

“Guess what these are for,” she
whispered.

My befuddled mind had no idea and I didn’t
really think about it anyway.

Until it bit into the soft flesh just behind
my clit.

Even then, the pain was sharp, but only a
pinprick compared to what I had felt, and to the relief still
flooding my body.

The clip was attached to a wire, however,
which led to a box she plugged into the wall. And when she turned
it on I felt a – buzzing - against my pussy

She turned it up, and the buzzing became
worse, kind of like an uncomfortable crackling and sparkling that
made me jerk my hips a little. It didn’t hurt –exactly – but the
sensations were becoming uncomfortable.

And then they became something else again.
She turned up the power and I screamed, my eyes going wide until
I’m sure the whites showed as I was enveloped in a crackling wall
of pain. I was trembling and shaking and dancing like I was having
an epileptic fit, my mind spasming as much as my body, completely
wild with the storm of electricity she was sending through me.

It stopped abruptly, and I gasped and went
limp, twitching and trembling, staring at nothing, moaning as I
tried to understand – and it hit again.

Again I screamed, arching, twisting, bucking
and thrashing, bouncing atop the pole until the power stopped and I
went limp again.

“Are you going to be a good, obedient slave
girl or do I have to keep doing this until I fry your little
mind?”

The power hit again and again I twisted and
writhed and shook violently.

It stopped and I went limp, gasping, dazed,
eyes glazed.

“You’re going to be a good slave girl,
aren’t you? Say it. Say, I’ll be a good slave girl. Oh I know
you’re gagged, but that doesn’t matter. I want you to think it. I
want you to think the words at me as you try to form them. Go
ahead, try to speak. Try to say it. Say I’ll be a good slave girl,
mistress. Say it.”

Again the power hit me and I thrashed wildly
on the pole, trembling and shaking and jamming my sex down onto the
sharp edge.

“I’ll be a good slave girl. Say it. Say it,
slut.”

“I’ll be a good slave girl!” I said
dazedly.

Of course, with the ball gag in my mouth it
was more like “Illbeughslvgrllll”

“Louder. Keep saying it. I’ll be a good
slave girl.”

I tried to repeat it again, and again, weak
as I was.

The power hit and again I arched and
shuddered and shook as violent convulsions tore through me.

“Louder, slut. I’ll be a good slave girl.
Say it!”

Illbeughslvgrllll” I sobbed, trying to work
my mouth, saying it again and again and again, for it seemed that
as long as I said it there would be no awful storm of pain.

“That’s my good little slut,” she purred,
rubbing her finger against my clit. “Keep saying it. Keep saying
it.”

And as long as I did she caressed my body
with her soft fingers, and the power came in a low, purring setting
that just made me buzz – like a vibrator actually.

“I’ll be a good slave girl. I’ll be a good
slave girl. I’ll be a good slave girl.” I moaned the words again
and again and again, working my mouth as best I could with the ball
gag inside.

I’m not sure when my body began to flip over
into excitement, but it did, so high and powerfully that I found
myself using the exhausted muscles of my arms and legs to jam and
rub and grind my aching pussy against that narrow wedge of wood as
the orgasm tore through my mind and body like sheet lightning.

I think I actually lost consciousness for a
bit. When I wakened I was being carried in someone’s arms. I was
naked and – wet, damp rather, and didn’t smell of peanut butter or
jam or eggs any more. I gather they had washed me while I was
unconscious, and now I was settled down on a wide bed, my arms and
legs spread wide and shackled to the four corners.

I lay there, dazed, while Karen’s mom
stripped naked, smiling at me like a cat who was about to eat the
canary. She had a great body for someone her age, with large, full
breasts. She climbed into bed and crawled up between my legs, then
began to lick slowly up and down my thighs, her hands caressing me
with the gentlest of touches. It took her long enough to get to my
pussy that I was actually relaxed and just laying there tiredly by
the time her tongue began to dance lightly over my bruised
flesh.

I moaned into the gag, for I was incredibly
sore there, but she knew it, and her tongue worked very deftly,
very lightly, very softly, teasing and taunting me with pleasure
and pain. I was so over sensitized that the lightest of touches
made me gasp and moan.

Her tongue deftly stroked, teased and
caressed my aching sex to bring me up towards orgasm again and
again, only to rob me at the last minute. I was becoming more and
more fixated on that orgasm, panting, gasping, sweating, with my
mind still fuzzed and clouded by the shock of what I had gone
through earlier. Her tongue and lips and mouth sucked and licked
and teased my nipples and breasts, slid up and down along my belly,
stroked and caressed my inner thighs, my labia, my aching
tailbone.

When she pushed me over the edge I screamed
madly, writhing, twisting, arching my back so violently it’s
amazing I didn’t hurt myself, grunting and bucking violently into
her mouth as she rode me over the edge and down the other side,
twisting and writhing and sobbing in a frenzied mass of heaving,
mindless flesh.

She took my gag off, and stroked and
caressed me as I lay recovering, chest heaving, gulping in air,
eyes clouded. She nibbled lightly on my nipples, and earlobes, her
hands dancing lightly across my flesh.

“Are you my little slave girl?” she
whispered softly, her breath warm in my ear.

“Yes,” I groaned weakly.

“Say yes, mistress, nasty girl,” she said,
biting my earlobe.

“Yes, mistress,” I moaned.

“Say I’ll be your little slave girl,
mistress.”

“I’ll be your… l-little slave girl,
m-mistress,” I panted.

She nuzzled the nape of my neck, licking and
chewing lightly, and then there was another body in bed with us:
Karen. The two of them lay on either side of me, each kind of
leaning in on me so that their right breasts were pressed against
my chest.

Their hands moved gently over my body, their
fingers stroking lightly along my sex to make me hiss and gasp in
pain even as they licked and sucked at my burning, throbbing
nipples to make me groan in pleasure.

Karen gripped my hair and tilted my head
back and to the side, then kissed me deeply, her tongue sliding
through my lips and swirling around inside my mouth.

“Tell me you’re my slave girl,” she
whispered.

“I’m your slave girl, mistress,” I
moaned.

Then her mother pulled my head over to the
other side.

“Tell me you’re my filthy little sex slave,”
she purred as her daughter bit into the exposed nape of my
neck.

“Ohhh,” I groaned. “I-I’m your fi-filthy
little sex slave, mistress!” I panted.

Karen pulled my head over to her side as her
mother nibbled at my earlobe.

“Tell me you’re my slut!”

“I’m your slut, mistress!” I gasped as her
mother bit lightly at my nipple and fingers pushed into my aching
sex.

Her mother pulled my head to the other
side.

“Tell me you’re my whore,” she demanded.

“I’m your whore, mistress!” I whispered.

They pulled my head to the side, from one
side – to the other – and back, as their hands moved over me and
their lips and tongues and teeth teased and caressed me, whispering
again and again.

I’m your fuck toy, mistress,” I groaned to
Karen.

“I’m your bitch, mistress,” I panted at her
mother.

I’m your nasty little cunt, Mistress,” I
groaned to Karen.

“I’m your little white slut, Mistress,” I
moaned to her mother.

Her mother donned a large, black, strap-on,
and positioned herself between my legs, then slowly sank it deep
into my aching, sopping pussy. She was leaning off to one side as
she did, for Karen was straddling my head, grinding her pussy down
into my mouth as I licked her.

I was still hurting badly between the legs,
but so worked up that even the aching sensation as the dildo thrust
in and out was simply irresistibly exciting. I groaned and gasped
and moaned and whimpered as she worked the dildo into me harder and
harder, eating out Karen as the sex heat was stoked higher and
higher within me until, with a scream, I came again.

After Karen came she left, and her mother
lay atop me, purring, stroking, caressing. Then her husband joined
us, and they double-teamed me again in much the same way as Karen
and her mother had. Again I had to whisper obscene, nasty, wicked
things to them, promising him I was his whore, his bitch, his slut,
his sex slave, his fuck toy.

This time it was Karen’s dad who got between
my legs and pushed his cock into me, while her mother straddled my
face and ground her pussy into my mouth.

Again I came, but this time came off in a
string of firecracker orgasms, each of which was smaller than the
intense ones I’d felt earlier. But they went on and on so that my
gut ached and I was finding it hard to breath. Karen’s dad was
ramming his big, Black cock down into my aching pussy with wild
abandonment as her mother pulled at my hair on either side of my
head and rode my face like she was riding a horse.

Then at some point, she left, and I was
alone with Karen’s dad. He licked and teased me, then turned me
over, retying me, and slowly worked his cock up my ass. Leon came
in about then and positioned himself in front of me, then pulled my
head up and back by the hair and slid his cock into my mouth, then
drove it down my throat.

His father pounded his cock into my ass with
growing force and speed while Leon worked his own stiff, Black log
in and out of my mouth and up and down in my throat more slowly and
gently.

And at some point Karen’s dad disappeared
and Jack was there, and he took me anally as Leon took me from the
front. It was all a wild, dazed blur, though. I was just fucked and
fucked and fucked until I hardly knew what my name was any
more.

When they were all done with me they tied me
upside down at the foot of the bed, my ankles bound up against the
top of the posts, my wrists bound against the legs, a big dildo in
my pussy and ass – and left me like that for a time.

 


 


 





Chapter Ten

 


 


 


 


I crawled – like a dog.

I wore a thick black collar, and my hair was
done in modified pigtails, so they sort of sprouted straight up at
the sides of my head – like the ears of a dog, I thought, my mind
squirming.

I had thick black restraints on my ankles
and wrists, but they weren’t chained or linked to anything. The
only thing restraining me then was the leash attached to my collar
– held by Karen’s mother.

I had a big black dildo in my pussy, and
another up my ass. The one up my ass sprouted a black furry tail
like a dog, which rose straight upwards, leaving my shaven sex –
and the base of the dildo protruding from it –quite visible as I
crawled.

I was also wearing a kind of halter affair
which consisted of black straps linked together by metal rings. It
squeezed down around the sides of my breasts so that rather than
simply hanging softly down they were squeezed more tautly, and kind
of stuck out a little to either side.

Weighted bells which hung from my nipple
rings and tinkled as I moved, and another from the clit ring which
Karen’s mother had attached. I couldn’t even remember her piercing
me, but there was no doubt she had done it at some point. She had
pierced my tongue, too, and another weight hung from that, so that
my tongue kind of hung down out of my mouth as I crawled.

She held a thin crop which she had already
used on my bare bottom several times, making me gasp and yelp as
she walked me along the corridor.

She was fully dressed, right down to her
tennis shoes. And as she led me, crawling, into the great room, I
saw that everyone else was dressed as well.

They were sitting around on sofas and
chairs, drinks next to them, all smirking as I crawled in among
them. My face reddened and my mind squirmed as Karen’s mother
pulled on the leash and had me walk closer, walk in between them,
in fact. The floor was hard against my knees, and I felt my nipples
throbbing. My clit ached, but in a dark, nastily exciting way as
the bell pulled on it.

“Knees,” she ordered.

I rose nervously on my heels, carefully
straightening my back, hands rising like a dog begging, hands
turned downward sharply, blushing as they all stared at me. I felt
the base of the dildo sticking out of my ass squeezed in between my
buttocks.

“Good bitch,” she said, ruffling my
hair.

“Heels!”

I sat down quickly, knees spreading wide,
back straight, hands on my thighs

“Belly!”

I slid smoothly forward, elbows going ahead
of me along the floor, my breasts hanging low, the bells sliding
along the wood as my bottom rose high. I flinched as she ran the
tip of the crop across my acing clit, feeling a shiver of
excitement run through my groin.

“Back!”

I rolled over and drew my knees up, then
spread them wide, hands going under my head as I arched my
back.

“Ankles!” she said.

I quickly drew my legs up straighter,
pulling them back hard, sliding my hands under my thighs, pulling
my ankles up past my shoulders.

“Ass!” she said.

I flipped over, face warm, feeling a strange
mixture of embarrassment and arousal as they sat around watching me
being put through my paces like I was – well, a dog. I positioned
myself on all four, my ass high, legs apart.

“Wag your tail, slut.”

I rolled my bottom from side to side so the
dog tail swished behind me.

“Low ass!”

I dropped my chest flat on the floor,
feeling my breasts pillowing out beneath my chest. The floor forced
me to tilt my head way back as I spread my legs wide and lay my
arms went out to either side.

Sitting on my right, Leon snickered. In
front of me, Jack slid a handful of popcorn into his mouth.

I felt the crop sliding along my pussy, then
flinched as it slapped lightly against my clit.

“Breasts!”

I grunted with effort as I pushed myself
hurriedly up into a kneeling position, interlocked my fingers
behind my neck, and arched my back sharply.

She slapped lightly at my nipples,
repeatedly, whipping the tip of the crop against them in very
short, rapid little slapping motions that made my nipples burn and
ache and throb hotly.

“Little white whore,” she said. “Tell me
what you are.”

“I’m a nasty little fuck toy, Mistress!” I
exclaimed.

“What else?”

“I’m a filthy little slut sex slave,
Mistress!” my words distorted by the weight on my tongue

“Show me how much you love me, sex
slave.”

She gestured down at her feet and I dropped
immediately back to all fours, grasping her ankle and bending my
mouth to lick at her shoes.

“Back,” she ordered.

I rolled over and lay back, knees high.

The five of them were all looking at me

“Do you want to be our slave, white
girl?”

“Yeth, mistress!” I said, my voice
quavering.

“Let’s see you pleasure yourself. Use that
dildo in your slutty little pussy and come for us. Go ahead. Karen,
take a video of our little slut using the dildo on herself.”

I moaned weakly. I was aroused, wickedly
aroused, filled with a dark hunger even as I felt a flood of shame
spread through me. I gripped the base of the dildo and began to
work it in and out of my pussy as my fingers danced across my clit.
They all sat back watching, smirking as I masturbated. All except
Karen, who held up the camcorder to record it.

It was excruciatingly embarrassing, but I
didn’t even think of refusing. I couldn’t think of refusing. And
the heat and excitement flooded me despite the embarrassment, or
maybe because of it. I lay back, knees spread, and worked the dildo
in and out of myself as the five of them watched, and I had no need
to fake my orgasm as I cried out in helpless animal bliss for
Karen’s camera.

Afterward, I crawled around the room,
licking feet and begging their permission to suck their cock or eat
their pussy. And each time Karen recorded it, though the subsequent
video only showed her family from below the waist.

At one point I knelt with a cock in each
hand and another in my mouth, trading off one after the other until
they all came in my face. Then I sucked them all erect again, and
rode Karen’s father while Lean fucked my ass and Jack shoved his
cock down my throat.

Afterward, they put me through my paces
again, making me go faster and faster, Karen’s mother and father
bringing the crop down on my ass or breasts at the slightest
hesitation so I threw myself from one position to another again and
again.

When I collapsed, panting, chest heaving,
they put a big dildo on its base on the floor, and had me ride it
while they videotaped it. Then I lay on my back, drew my knees back
to my chest, and fucked myself in the ass and pussy with other
dildos – again while Karen filmed it.

I was hung by my wrists after that, and
flogged with a light whip – but flogged so thoroughly I think they
flayed the first layer of skin off me. My entire body felt raw and
hot, and I was exhausted hanging from my wrists.

Then Karen’s father came up to me, his
fingers kneading my buttocks. He pulled the butt-plug out of me,
and I felt the fat, mushroom head of his thick black cock pressing
up between my buttocks, slowly forcing its way into my ass. He had
used something, because it was very slippery, and as he wedged it
into me I felt a trembling heat at the slick, slippery sensation of
his shaft sliding up through my anal opening.

He groped my breasts as he sodomized me,
then reached down and forced my legs apart so he could thrust
deeper. I bounced and shook on the end of the chain and then came
as he poured his cream inside me.

As evening came, they began to drift off to
bed. Karen brought me to her bedroom, but there was something new
there. A large cage. She smiled at me and opened the door.

“Into the cage, bitch dog,” she said.

I crawled into it slowly, mesmerized,
aroused all over again as I knelt inside and she closed and locked
the door behind me. The cage was big enough for me to kneel in, to
sit on my heels that was, or to lay down, as long as I didn’t try
to stretch out my legs.

“Now go to sleep, slut,” she said as she
undressed and climbed into bed.

The lights went out and I lay on my side, a
little dazed, feeling wildly thrilled for some unknown reason. I
ran my hands lightly over my body, wincing at how stiff my nipples
were. I slid a hand between my thighs and began to masturbate,
groaning softly as my fingers worked over my swollen clit. The
dildo was still inside me, and I began to work it slowly in and out
as I masturbated, groaning softly, trying to keep myself as
soundless as possible.

Still, she heard.

“Be quiet, slut! I’m trying to sleep.”

I paused, but I was so aroused I couldn’t
really bring myself to stop. I rubbed gently, keeping as quiet as
possible. But the intensity of my sexual desire had grown and
multiplied over the last few days, and I couldn’t help gasping and
whimpering as I stroked my finger across my clit.

Cursing, Karen got out of bed and turned on
the lights.

I stopped at once, blushing, but she stalked
over to the cage, unlocked it, and ordered me out.

“Low ass,” she ordered.

I dropped my upper body low, spreading my
arms out to either side, and raised my bottom high, knees slightly
apart.

Crack! The crop sliced down across my
bottom with stinging force.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I gasped and moaned and whimpered and cried
out as the crop cut into the soft flesh of my bottom, but held my
position. I could hardly imagine not doing so.

Then Karen went and got her father and Leon
and they carried the cage out of the room, then completely out of
the lodge, putting it on the deck. I was ordered to crawl after
them, and then ordered back into the cage, which was securely
locked after me.

Karen threw in a vibrator as she left.
“There, fuck your brains out, white girl, what’s left of them.”

The door closed behind them and I was alone
outside. Well, it was warm, and I was naked, and after a few
minutes of adapting, I resumed my masturbation. I didn’t even need
the vibrator, at first, to bring myself off.

Later on I used it a few times, though.

Eventually I fell asleep, then woke with the
dawn, masturbated again, and fell asleep again.

Karen’s father woke first, and I gave him a
blow job. Then he put down a bowl of milk and a bowl of hot
porridge, and I lapped it up – on the floor – like a dog. It was
hard drinking with the weight dangling from my tongue, but I
managed.

“Do you need to go to the bathroom, slut?”
he asked.

“Yeth, mathter,” I said, embarrassed.

“Very well.”

He attached the leash to my collar and led
me down off the deck, then off into the woods.

“Go,” he ordered.

I turned and looked over my shoulder at him,
blushing, shocked.

“Go here, bitch dog. And don’t even think
about trying to hold it. Eventually you’ll have to, and this is
your bathroom from now on. The toilets inside are for the humans,
not little white bitch sluts.”

I couldn’t! I mean, the idea was mortifying.
But I did so need to go so badly! And if he brought me back inside
and they didn’t let me – what could I do!?

And so, under his steely eyes, I shifted my
knees far apart, lowered my pussy and began to urinate into the
grass.

“Good slut,” he said afterwards, patting my
head.

Then Leon came out as we were heading back
for the deck, and he fucked my throat. After which Jack fucked my
ass. Then I was sent upstairs – crawling – teat out Karen and her
mother separately. And then I was hung by my ankles and wrists, my
arms up and back behind me so that my upper body was bowed sharply
back. My hair was pulled straight up and back, and tied to the
dildo in my ass, and I was left there most of the morning, the
weights pulling down on my tongue and nipples and clit.

After that they all took their turns fucking
me, then Karen washed me, and put me into a larger version of the
halter. This one again had strips of leather held together by metal
rings. As with the halter, they squeezed around my breasts. But
this one also had straps which criss-crossed my belly and then a
wider strap which covered my pussy and came up between the cheeks
of my ass.

Of course, that thick leather strip held the
big dildos looked inside me.

Karen’s mother also produced a pair of thigh
high leather stilettos which I wore and learned to walk in. And I
became a sort of servant, cooking, cleaning, washing clothes,
dishes, and the house, cleaning windows, scrubbing down the decks,
putting things away, fetching beer, chips and snacks, and generally
acting like the family maid.

A made named slut – or bitch. That was what
they mostly used when they called me.

“Clean this floor, slut.”

“Fetch me a drink, bitch.”

“Suck my dick, whore.”

No one, so far as I can remember, ever used
my actual name.

* * *

After a week or so they had guests over. It
was a middle aged Black couple. And so Karen’s mother found me a
bathing suit to wear. It was a slutty bathing suit, of course, with
a thong bottom, and cups barely wider than my nipples. I wore that,
and very high heeled sandals. I was not introduced to them when
they arrived, but they were Albert and Janice, friends of Karen’s
parents.

Karen’s father asked if they wanted drinks,
then snapped his finger at me when they asked for beers. I turned
immediately and went to get them, then brought them back and set
them down on the table next to where they were seated.

It was a cloudy day, and a little cooler. No
one was in bathing suits. They were all wearing trousers, jeans,
and shirts. I felt very – obvious as I stood around in my slutty
thong bikini doing nothing. And the man, Albert, looked at me quite
a bit.

Nobody talked about me. Nobody said anything
about me. The woman, Janice, acted as though I were invisible,
paying no attention whatsoever to me.

After an hour or so, though, when I was in
the lodge getting more drinks, he wandered in and came up behind
me. I was nervous, not at all sure what I was supposed to say to
him.

“That’s a nice bikini,” he said, turning me
a little towards him, a hand on my shoulder.

“Th-thank you,” I said nervously, almost
saying “master” but omitting it at the last second.

“Bet you’d look nicer without it, though,”
he said.

He tugged the cups aside and squeezed my
breasts. I froze in place, again not knowing what to do, how to
react. What had they told him? What did he know? How was I supposed
to behave.

He grinned lewdly, gripped my arm roughly,
and turned me away from him, forcibly bending me over the table.
Then he tugged the thong aside to bare my pussy and ran his fingers
over it. I gasped as his fingers pushed into me, grateful I was
moist from the simmering heat and excitement I’d been feeling.

“Little white slut,” he growled.

He unzipped and thrust into me, riding me
hard, spreading my legs wider, a hand on the back of my neck, the
other hand roughly groping my breasts. It only took a minute. Then
he was done, putting himself back in his pants, grinning lewdly,
turning and walking back outside.

Panting, red-faced, I pulled the thong and
tiny bikini top back into place, got the drinks and went back
outside, then handed them out.

That evening Karen, Leon and Jack drove back
to the city, and I put on a show, going through my paces, for
Janice and Albert – and Karen’s parents. It felt much stranger,
much darker, much kinkier now without Karen there, without her
brothers. I barely knew her parents, and they were old – like
parent age old! My mind was squirming again even as, red faced, I
went through my paces, gasping and wincing as the crop stung my
bottom.

Then Albert fucked me while I ate Janice’
pussy out again and again.

I spent the night in the cage on the deck,
moaning, masturbating, and wondering what was going on, where Karen
was, and how long I’d be here without her.

The next day three more middle aged Black
couples arrived.

This time Karen’s parents weren’t making any
pretense of what I was, for I wore the straps and rings right off
the bat, my breasts exposed, nipple rings attached, by chains, to
the ring in the center of my collar.

This time Karen’s mother put me through my
paces out on the deck while the ten of them sat around me in deck
chairs. I got quite a few smacks across the bottom from the crop,
because the deck was hard on my sore knees and it stopped me from
moving as quickly as I otherwise would have.

I wound up sucking all the men’s cocks, one
by one, and eating all the women’s pussies.

Karen’s mom then had me kneel and arch my
back while she flogged my breasts. Then I crawled across a woman’s
lap – I didn’t even know her name – while she spanked me and dildod
me to an orgasm.

I got fucked, sodomized, and throat fucked
all day by various people, only excused for dinner – for making
dinner, that is – for them. Even then one of the men bent me over
the counter and fucked my ass, interrupting my stirring of the
soup

They relaxed after dinner, sitting around
with drinks while I cleaned up

Then came the after dinner entertainment;
me.

They stood me in the center of the great
room, legs well apart, arms raised up and out, and shackled in
place, gagged. I was raised so I was on the balls of my feet, and
was completely exposed to them.

Then Karen’s father produced the whip.

I had been “whipped” before, but only
lightly, with the thin, light laces of the flogs. This was a long,
single tailed whip as thick as my thumb, and I whimpered in fear
when I saw it.

The other nine sat around, fully clothed, in
chairs and on sofas, surrounding me as I stood there naked.

I was aroused, of course. I could hardly
remember a time in the last few weeks when I wasn’t. Karen’s mother
got up and began to work me over with a vibrator, another of the
women joining her, then a third. They sucked and chewed and licked
at my nipples and clit as their fingers probed at my pussy and anal
opening. I was soon writhing and arching and moaning and grinding
my hips against them as the sexual pressure grew almost
unbearable.

Then they moved back, and the whip cut
across my bottom with the force of a lightning strike. I screamed,
eyes wide, my hips bucking violently forward. Another blow
followed, cutting across my back so that my back arched. Again I
screamed at the pain, writhing and twisting desperately.

As the blows continued I began to twist
frantically against the chains holding me so vulnerably in place. I
screamed and shook my head, pulling, jerking, then howling as each
blow cut across my skin with a sharp, terrible blow of violent
pain.

Tears began to fill my eyes, then spill down
my cheeks, but they all watched, fascinated, clearly enthralled as
the whipping continued.

Karen’s mother took the whip and started to
snap the long whip around my body from behind, sending the leather
slashing along my ribs, curling up to snap at my nipples, or
curling down across my hips to bite at my pussy. I screamed and
howled even more loudly, sobbing and twisting and pulling as the
pain threatened to tear my mind apart.

The pain was terrible, and exhausting, and
as my body burned from welt after welt I sobbed and twisted and
writhed and then gave up, hanging limply, groaning, whimpering,
sobbing, gasping at each fresh blow.

Karen’s mother was talented with the whip,
but Janice was better, sending the whip curling across my hip to
snap directly at my narrow slit again and again, sending the tip
biting viciously at my nipples to make them burn and swell with
pain. She even got the tip of the whip dead center against my
wrinkled little ass repeatedly.

By the end I was hanging dully, eyes
slitted, body glistening with sweat, my frazzled.

Someone pulled my head up and back by the
hair as a vibrator worked over my pussy.

“Filthy little sex slave,” a voice said as
the vibrator forced me into a monstrous climax.

The whipping continued. They whipped me with
the long, single-tail whip, with various flogs, light and heavy,
with crops and straps, and used a paddle on my bottom. I was red
from the neck to my knees before I fell unconscious and was carried
out to the cage.

And the next day they did it again.

And the next. Only that time I was hung
spreadeagled from my ankles, and had to endure the whip slashing
down into my pussy again and again and again.

And I came – repeatedly – violently –
helplessly – screaming my head off in dazed ecstasy even as the
pain clawed at my mind.

They put me through my paces, as well, of
course, faster and faster, and I was repeatedly fucked, sodomized
and forced to tongue the middle aged women.

At some point I noticed Janice and Albert
weren’t around any more, and a new couple I hadn’t seen before were
there. Then other couples disappeared, and were replaced by new
ones.

Sometimes this happened one at a time, and
sometimes two couples left at once. One day, weeks later, all of
them left except for Karen’s parents. I cleaned the lodge
thoroughly, along with all the bedding, and the next day there were
four more couples there, all looking at videos on the big screen of
me masturbating, or swallowing cock, or licking pussy, or being
fucked in the ass by anonymous Black cocks.

I knelt naked on the floor while they
watched. Then I was put through my paces again.

All summer long I was fucked and used,
sucked cocks and licked pussies, cooked and cleaned and was
whipped, flogged and spanked by various people, most of them old
enough to be my parents. I only saw Karen one other time, when she
and Leon came up during a lull in the visitors, then went away.

As the summer came to an end Karen came back
for me to bring me back to school. We returned to our dorm room,
though I was now dressing quite differently. I dressed, as openly
as possible, like a bondage slut, with the shortest possible black
leather skirts, the tightest, most revealing black lace, silk or
leather tops, a collar around my throat, and a strange, dazed look
in my eyes.

I wasn’t really capable of much studying,
and on Karen’s advise – orders really – I switched my major to
women’s studies. It was undemanding, and there were a lot of
lesbians there Karen could loan me out to. I found that I had no
will, any more, however, and instinctively did whatever I was told
to do – by anyone.

I was fucked several times by men who simply
– took me, without asking. They pulled me aside, anywhere no one
was around, behind a bush, into an empty class, or behind a parked
van, pulled up my short skirt, and fucked me hard and fast without
my resisting or complaining at all. Some of the lesbians in the
women’s studies class did the same, including the teacher, who
scheduled me for regular “tutoring” which consisted of me kneeling
by her desk and licking her pussy until she came repeatedly.

And several times Karen led me into a frat
house party and basically gave me to them to gang bang as they
chose. She was particularly fond of doing this at the athletic
frats houses, and I can honestly say I was gang banged by the
entire baseball team one night.

This became my life at school. I was
completely submissive by then, and my mind was totally immersed in
the sensual heat of this new erotic persona. Anyone could fuck me
without my protesting or resisting. Anyone could grope and touch me
without my doing anything at all but submitting.

Occasionally, it crossed my mind to wonder
how I had gotten to this place from where I had started. I never
would have set off down this path, never would have agreed to this
kind of shocking, wildly sluttish, completely submissive kind of
sexual abuse if I had even once considered it at the start of the
“games” Karen and I had begun. I never would have wanted it, never
would have accepted it, would have been horrified at the very
idea.

And yet there I was, locked into the life of
a submissive fuck toy without any willpower, without any thought to
say no, to refuse, to leave, to rebel. It all came to a head after
the student newspaper printed a scandalous article alleging that
the football team had tied up one of the co-eds in their locker
room and gang banged her before and during a game.

Most of the football team was Black, of
course, and the alleged “victim” was a blonde. Needless to say,
this caused quite a bit of trouble for all concerned. It couldn’t
be denied, either, as cell phone pictures and videos emerged to
prove the tale. Of course it showed the ‘victim’ was getting off
repeatedly as the big Black athletes swarmed around her and poured
their cream into her body and over her face.

That was the last of my time at that school,
and Karen was expelled, as well, for being involved. My parents
were, to say the least, horrified, and more than happy to send me
to another school – in Europe. That forcibly removed me from
Karen’s influence, and that of her family.

My mind wasn’t totally gone. I dressed more
appropriately there, and kept my eyes down, avoiding contact with
other people for a while. My old personality began to reassert
itself to some extent, and I was able to take up my old studies.
But as much as I tried to bury my mind in homework it kept drifting
to the lewd, wicked things I had done, and the shocking, wildly
thrilling things which had been done to me.

Next summer then, I nervously got in contact
with Karen again, and, telling myself that things would be
different, I went out to the lodge. I was going to stand up for
myself, take part in some kinky, thrilling sex games, yes, but I
was going to be in control, and there were things I wasn’t going to
do. I was not going to be a totally submissive, mindless fuck slave
again.

That lasted for one or two days. By the
third day I was sleeping in a cage again, and Karen’s mother had an
even heavier weight for my tongue, to stretch it even further.

After a while they began to jokingly call it
a lizard tongue, and Karen and her mother could hardly keep their
pussies off my face.

But my mind survived the summer – mostly
intact. And since Karen’s parents didn’t want another scandal they
ensured I would not go back to school with her. I returned to
Europe, a little shell-shocked, but able to resume my studies after
only a few weeks of recovery.

I was quite respectable over there now, and
no one would have guessed for a second the nasty, perverted things
I got up to each summer, as I returned to the lodge. I got my
degree, then my masters degree, then my doctorate in architectural
studies.

Every year I played the part of the
perfectly respectable, dignified young student. And every summer I
returned to the lodge, to the same completely submissive, bondage
and submission lifestyle which shamed and aroused me to helpless
heights of passion.

At one point, just as I was completing my
PHD, the videos Karen had taken of me early on got out somehow onto
the internet. Someone at the school spotted them, and I had to
completely my PHD from off campus. After that I changed my
appearance, joined a company in France, and tried to put my summer
experiences behind me as much as possible.

Sometimes that worked, sometimes it didn’t.
All of my dates wound up as bondage affairs, but I was in control
of most of them. And eventually, I married a wonderful man, who,
while he is also deeply into bondage, does not want a slave for a
wife. That has allowed me to regain some of my former presence of
mind, and resist the siren call of complete submission.

But as summer approaches every year I begin
to get those dark, hungry fantasies again, and I think again of the
lodge, and wonder what young girl is laying there in a cage, her
mind overcome with passion and awe and shame and excitement.

And I wish it were me.
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