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What was it about the carnival? What was it
that seized on my imagination every time I saw one, or even heard
of one? Maybe it was the good times, the thrills and excitement I
had when my parents took me to the Crawly County Fair every
September. The bright, colored lights were so amazing to me as a
kid. They struck me with wonder, especially against the background
of a dark, county night. Then there was the noise, the music, the
hubbub of excited voices, the barkers calling out their games of
chance. There was all the delicious junk food and the chance to win
a toy. It all boiled together in my mind to make the carnival seem
like the most exciting place on earth.

Of course, they weren't exactly top of the
line shows, not in Crawly County. The big shows went to the cities.
A little backwater like us got the second or third rate carnivals,
with modest rides, and often rigged games. And because these
carnivals operated a little outside the center of the world, so to
speak, they still did things to attract customers the big city
carnivals wouldn't touch; like freak shows and peep shows and mud
wrestling..

There were a lot of oddballs who drove the
roads of America with the numerous carnivals which criss-crossed
the continent. As a kid, I hardly noticed them. All adults were
pretty much the same, and the men who operated the rides and games
were beneath our notice when there were bright lights around.

It wasn't until my late teens, I think, that
I ever even noticed any of the people who worked carnivals, and
that was mostly because one came through town which hired locals to
take tickets and operate refreshment stands. That was what sparked
the idea in my mind of going to work for them. Imagine working at a
carnival! Oh, sure, it would only be for a few days or a week
before they moved on, but even so, the best possible job!

So I got a job with a carnival in nearby
Menton County in the summer of my seventeenth year. I was just
taking money at a cash that sold burgers, fries, hot dogs and
cokes. Nothing fancy. A regular carnie did the cooking, a grumpy,
gruff old woman (easily forty), with a wide belly and a bad
attitude towards cleanliness that made me reconsider whether I ever
wanted to eat at a carnival again.

Like most of the carnies I came to know, Kim
could cut a nickel six times along the its thin edge to shave a bit
more profit out of life. Every burger was just a bit smaller than
it should be. And not only did she water down the drinks too much
she even watered down the ketchup and mustard and vinegar!

She also insisted I come in early and leave
late, and grumbled resentfully about paying me at all. But I was
young and innocent and didn't mind, so long as I got to work at a
carnival.

I had to wear a tank top which she told me
was left over from somewhere. It was a size too small, and kind of
short. I'm not saying it was indecent, exactly, but I'm just as
glad my dad and mom didn't see me wearing it. It sure pulled in
tight across the chest, and I had to be careful about leaning over
much because you'd get way too much of a good view.

She also hinted pretty broadly I ought to
wear the jeans I'd had on when I asked about a job in the first
place, which were tight and low riding. With the shortness of the
tank top I was showing off a goodly amount of smooth, tanned belly.
But again, I didn't mind. I mean, it wasn't like I didn't dress
pretty much the same way lots of times – though the tank was
tighter than I was used to.

I pulled my long hair back in a pony tail,
put on a baseball cap, and acted the cutie, because that helped
bring in more customers – men customers, of course, but also lots
of cute boys who flirted with me a lot. It was lots of fun, and
kind of tingly and sexy getting all that attention.

I also got flirted with by a lot of the
carnie men, many of whom were twice my age or more. That was a bit
of an eye opener, and had me embarrassed and flustered, at first,
but I kind of got used to it, and then I thought that was kind of
hot too. I mean, it was a boost to a girl's ego, y'know?

My first introduction to working at the
carnival had been a great one, all told, though I hadn't made a ton
of money. But it put stars in my eyes because Kim had offered to
bring me with them as they headed on down the road, and the thought
of traveling with the carnival made my eyes shine.

Of course I said no. I still had to finish
school. My parents would have killed me dead. But it started me
thinking about what a grand adventure it would be. I mean, it's not
like it was a career, but it could be some fun for a little while
after I finished high school. It wasn't like I was the kind of girl
who had the smarts and money to go to college or anything, and
there weren't a lot of local jobs that had much interest to
them.

By eighteen I was a long-egged girl with
silky brown hair halfway to my waist. I had worked the summer at a
local farm, doing everything from feeding chickens to bailing hay,
and I was toned and fit and tanned and looking for – something
else.

I'd been checking the want ads for the city,
and thinking about saving my money to get an apartment and then
going down there to find work. But I wasn't too enthusiastic about
it. I thought about being a model. Everyone said I was really
pretty and all, and I had a nice body, but I knew a million girls
tried for that sort of thing, and lots of them took modeling
lessons and hair and makeup lessons and all that stuff I couldn't
access. Besides, modeling was a girl's job. Most of them started at
like, thirteen or fourteen. I would be halfway to old already in
that line of work.

And then Rothman Bros Carnival came to town
for the County fair, and I went right down there eager for a week's
work and the thrill of the bright lights.

Mindful of my experiences last year – and of
life in general – I wore tight, low-slung jeans and a tight tank
top which hid few of my assets. It was decent, mind. I mean, this
is Crawly County, and going around showing cleavage to people would
cause quite a few eyebrows to rise. I went down there as they were
setting up, acting confident, and looking for something other than
the refreshment stand.

I just wasn't sure what.

“Well, ain't you something. What you doing
here, princess?”

I turned quickly and found a tall man behind
me, about ten years my senior, not half bad looking, with shaggy
blonde hair. He had the look of a carnie, and sure wasn't
local.

“Looking for a job,” I said with as much
confidence as I could muster.

“That so,” he said with a grin, “And just
what can you do?”

“I reckon about anything needs doing,” I
said.

“That so? Well let's see to that. I need me a
beeatch to do my bidding. You interested?”

“Uhm, what would I have to do?” I asked a bit
warily.

He grinned. He had a great grin. I'll give
him that.

“I'm Jimmy. You can start by helping me
unload my trailer and stock the prizes for games.”

That sounded interesting.

“Sure. What's it pay?”

He snorted. “Minimum wage of course! You
looking for a high salary with pension this is the wrong place,
darling.”

So I helped carry boxes of cheap toys and
dollars and stuffed animals, and set them up on hooks on the
insides of the game shack walls. It was easy enough, and I felt
kind of like a carnie, which was exciting. Jimmy flirted
outrageously, and had me gasping and red faced a few times, but I
came to take it in stride. He wasn't, like, obscene or anything.
And I wasn't even sure he was really serious about most of the
stuff he suggested so much as trying to get a rise out of me.

And him demonstrating stuff wound up with a
lot of close contact, but he never touched anything he shouldn't. I
mean, like, when he was showing me how the game worked, he'd like,
hold my arm and put his other arm around me, hand on my belly, and
swing my arm to show me hot to swing the paddle, or how to throw
the ball or whatever. The worst he did, though, was like, when I
was bent over the counter he bent over atop me, and I could feel
him pressing into my rear, but he wasn't you know, hard or
anything.

He taunted me and teased me and leered at me,
and it was all in fun, kind of. Like he begged me to let him have
sex and said that I would probably not even notice because he had a
one inch penis and it was only as thick as a pencil. He said if I
wore a skirt he could just do it while I was bending over writing
out the tags for the prices and I'd never notice. Then one day I
did wear a skirt and he told me that he'd screwed me while I was
bent over and I hadn't noticed. He said I was an amazing lay.

He was more than a bit of a clown, but had
broad shoulders and a winning way with him. Most of the guys who
worked the games needed to know how to entice people in so they
could have an edge on others, and Jimmy had a winning personality
when he wanted to.

He let me try my hand at operating the game
with him, which was hard, at first, because I had to call out to
people, and I wasn't that much of an extrovert, you know. I wore my
low slung jeans or shortest skirt and my tightest tank top, though,
and I did manage to get some customers.

Toward the end of the week, on a hot night,
the lights turned out, and we started closing up and counting the
money. Some of the carnies then set up a bonfire on the edge of the
woods and had some music and dancing, and I went with Jimmy to
watch and maybe have a few drinks – which I'm not allowed to do
since the drinking age was twenty-one. Carnies aren't much for
rules like that, though.

Jimmy still called me Princess whenever he
wanted to tease me, and goaded me into trying some awful concoction
of liqueur, rum and beer the carnies sometimes drank. It heated up
my throat and stomach and even the backs of my eyeballs!

And yeah, I had too much to drink, but I had
a blast, too. It was wild and exciting, and fun, and it didn't
really seem to matter as much that Jimmy's hands were straying into
ever more dangerous territory, like squeezing and rubbing my butt
when we danced, or sliding along my belly – and up – and up, so
that the edge of his hands was kind of rubbing against the
underside of my breast before I pushed it away.

I was wearing a red checked short sleeved
short tied together under my breasts, and my low-slung jeans. And I
was partying!

Of course I had to try the drinking thing,
which had me on my knees while they held a hose to my mouth and
poured beer into a funnel. I drank as much as I could but then
broke away, gasping, and some of the beer poured into my shirt,
which made me yelp and fall away. There was laughter and some
jokes, some of them dirty.

“Don't you know you gotta keep your lips
wrapped around the pipe and swallow?” Jimmy demanded amid
laughter.

“Yeah, baby, you don't spit it out. You
swallow!” another of the men, Bob, said.

“Gotta wrap those lips tighter around the
shaft, darling,” one of the women said. “Otherwise it'll come out
all over your face.”

There was a lot more laughter at that, and I
blushed as I stumbled to my feet.

Then there was another game where Jimmy and a
couple of the other men lifted me into the air, upside down, and I
had to drink a beer that way. That one I managed better.

Yeah, I had too much to drink, for sure, and
next thing I know I was sitting on a log with Jimmy and we were
kissing, which we'd never done before. I mean, really kissing, and
then I remember being aware – just suddenly aware that his hand was
inside my shirt, and then his fingers were inside my bra, and there
was a wild, intense rush of excitement and pleasure as his fingers
found my nipple, which instantly hardened.

“Jimmy!” I gasped, eyes glassy.

“Shh, baby,” he whispered.

He undid the knot holding my shirt together,
then tugged my bra down under my breasts so that instead of
covering them it squeezed up against them and kind of made them
stick out more. I gasped aloud as his hand pulled back on my hair,
forcing my chest out, and then I felt his mouth on my breast, felt
him sucking, felt his tongue whipping back and forth across my hard
nipple. I shuddered and moaned. I wasn't entirely innocent but I
sure wasn't very experienced.

“Jimmy!” I panted. “Oh! Oh! Unghh!”

My hands moved kind of fitfully, going behind
me, grasping at his wrist, and also sort of pushing feebly at his
hand and face – which I couldn't see because of how my head was
pulled back.

God it felt wild! His mouth was just sucking
on the center of my breast and my nipple was burning and throbbing
with an intensity I'd never felt in my life!

He pulled my head forward, suddenly, and then
his lips were crushed against mine.

I moaned dazedly. His hands and mouth were
off my breasts now, which was what I'd wanted – well, sort of. But
now he pushed my shirt back over my shoulders and then began to
lick and suck and kiss and even bite on the sides of my throat and
my bare shoulders. And my breasts were still naked to the world,
however dark it was outside. Yes, others were making out all over
the place, but people were still walking around not far away.

I kind of felt my arms pulled back behind me
without knowing why, or even really caring, though after a moment I
realized it was the shirt, and he was sort of pulling on it. He
pulled his lips away from mine and I groaned as he sort of bent me
forward and pulled harder on the shirt. And then he was kissing me
again and my arms were sort of pinned in a way I didn't quite
understand at first.

His mouth descended on my breasts and he
began to suck and lick and even bite them and I squealed and moaned
and pulled feebly against my own shirt, which he had tied together
behind my back so that my arms were kind of bound there and I was
helpless. I wasn't afraid or anything, just confused, dazed, and
overheated from the temperature and the booze and from his
actions.

And then he pushed me back and I gasped,
falling back off the rear of the log, my shoulders hitting the
grass and dirt as he moved forward off the log, his hands on my
hips. I stared up at the stars, gasping a bit, my nipples still
throbbing, and only realized what he was doing when I felt my jeans
parting and then sliding down my hips and under my buttocks.

I'm not sure if I protested or not. Things
were kind of fuzzy by then. All I know is that Jimmy held my hips
so my butt was up on the log, while the rest of me was laying on
the ground on the other side. He had my legs spread wide, and his
mouth against me down there, and what he was doing was turning my
mind to mush.

Like I said, I wasn't entirely innocent, and
I wasn't entirely a virgin either. But no one had ever touched me
down there with their mouth before, and Jimmy showed me just what
I'd been missing.

My pussy was soon burning with the heat
inside it, his mouth devouring me from the groin up! I thrashed and
twisted and writhed, laying on my bound arms, the world dark around
me, gasping and moaning and sweating and discombobulated by the
wild storm of sensations Jimmy was rousing within me as his tongue
flicked like a mad snake across my clit and his finger pumped
steadily inside me.

I cried out in helpless pleasure, back
arching so sharply that my only point of contact with the ground
was my head as it rolled back beneath me. My hips were up on the
log, legs spread achingly wide, my pussy burning as I tried to
grind myself feverishly into his mouth.

It was the most powerful orgasm of my life to
date, and screamed through my mind like a freight train rocketed
past an inch from my car window. The overpowering sense of it, the
sheer size and weight and speed and power stunned me as I rocked
and shook and trembled to its screaming progression through my
nervous system.

It left me limp, gasping, chest heaving,
gulping in air, my eyes glassy and mind dazed by the force of it.
And then I felt more than his tongue at my opening, as something a
lot wider than a pencil pushed slowly into my nearly virgin pussy,
spreading the entrance to my sex wider and wider so that I groaned
a dazed protest.

He held my legs up and apart firmly as he
pushed himself into my sopping pussy, and my blurry eyes could make
out little for it was kind of dark, I was kind of dazed, and my
head was a good eight or ten inches below the log my butt was
resting on top of. But I could feel him pushing into me, deeper and
deeper, a lot deeper than an inch, or two or three or four.

He knelt above me, between my spread legs,
and I shuddered as his cock drove deep into my spasming belly. He
ground himself against me, leaning into the log a big, pulling on
my thighs, then started to pump in and out, in and out, in and out
in a way which ached, but which started arousing me all over again.
Or had I ever not been aroused? I couldn't remember, couldn't know.
It just felt so good having him inside me! And the more he moved
the better it felt!

He slipped his big hands under my back and
lifted me upwards, my back bowing sharply until I was practically
upright, bare bottom on the edge of the log, dazedly staring at him
as he thrust himself into me. I was perched unsteadily on the edge
of the log, my legs around him now, my arms still pinned, as he
knelt before me and pulled me against his body.

His hands were on my buttocks as he kissed me
again, but my head lolled back under the sweltering heat surging
through me, and he let my body bend back as he thrust, then took
the center of my breast into his mouth, sucking and chewing and
licking. I was absolutely overwhelmed by it all, by the wild heat
within me, the intensity of the sensations he had roused in me, the
booze, the dark night, the sweltering heat, by everything.

He gripped my ass and kind of lifted me up
and down a little, holding me against him, then let himself fall
back on the ground with me above him, straddling.

I groaned, my breasts hot and swollen,
pressed against his chest, my knees pressed into the grass as I
instinctively tried to ride him.

I'd never ridden a guy before. My few sexual
experiences had been the missionary position, and now I was on top
of a guy, an incredible, hot, hard cock deep inside me, and I
wanted to move, so I did. I didn't think about it or anything. I
was too drunk for that. I just rode him, moaning, groaning, as his
lips met mine and his hands squeezed and caressed my buttocks, and
I didn't hardly even think about why my arms were still pinned
behind me, nor care.

I came again, gurgling insensibly and
shuddering and bucking against him, panting for breath as I rode
his stiff cock. And then he rolled over atop me and started to
really thrust, and his cock began to pound into me with ruthless
speed and power, shocking me, hurting me, knocking me nearly
breathless, and making me cry out as I came again.

Nobody had ever fucked me like that! Not that
hard! It hurt but – it felt so raw, so wild, so animal hot!

I remember thinking – is he going to go on
and on and on forever? I was breathless, dazed, moaning, just off
another come, and he lifted my long legs up and back and rose over
me, blotting out the sky as his hips thrust straight down into my
tight, compacted belly. I shuddered and moaned as his hands moved
up my legs, from behind the knees, to the ankles, and then his
weight forced them right down against he grass above my
shoulders!

And that big cock just thrust into me again
and again, with his powerful hips pounding against my upraised
bottom, making my body shudder and tremble with every deep
stroke.

And then – and then I remember being carried
on his shoulder like a sack of potatoes. And I remember being in a
dingy trailer, and I remember him kind of holding me on the edge of
a cot, sitting there, and pouring liquid down my throat that I
didn't want to drink, cursing and whining all the while.

I woke up with my wrists tied behind my back,
naked in his bed, next to him. My eyes blinked and I moaned weakly,
rolling over, trying to get my arms free. He yawned and woke up,
then sat up, scratching his chin.

“Hey, baby. How you feeling?”

I blinked rapidly, trying to make the
swirling world settle down so I could understand where I was in it.
Much of the previous night rushed back on me and I moaned weakly,
trying to sit up too fast and feeling dizzy.

“You had a lot to drink,” he said with a
grin. “And we had a lot of partying.”

“Wh-what... where am I?”

“In my trailer.”

I pulled at my wrists starting to feel
anxious as well as embarrassed, and he grunted and rolled me
effortlessly onto my side, then untied them.

I sat up, gulping, trying to cover myself in
the shadowy light and he grinned.

“Had to tie your hands cause you didn't want
to drink the water. Kept demanding more booze.”

I stared at him stupidly, not
understanding.

“How's your head?”

“Uhm, okay.”

My head ached, but not as severely as I'd
heard hangovers described.

“Hangovers come from dehydration, you know.
Alcohol causes it. If you drink enough water, and take a few
aspirin before bed, you can escape the worst of them. You didn't
want to drink any water, brat, but I knew what was best for
ya.”

God! I'd fucked Jimmy! More to the point,
he'd fucked me! And fucked me! And how!

I reeled from the thought for long moments,
but felt a little comforted by the fact he wasn't a local so
wouldn't be bragging to everyone about it. I didn't think any other
locals had been present, and I'd told my parents I would be
sleeping over at Donna's – but I could trust her to keep her mouth
shut.

“I – uh, where's my clothes?” I gulped, red
faced.

“Somewhere,” he said, scratching his
balls.

He was naked, I now observed, and I couldn't
help staring with a sense of appalled amazement, at his big cock
laying like a snake in its tangled nest of curly pubic hairs. I
ached inside. Even if I'd wakened in my bed with no memory whatever
I'd know I had been royally fucked last night.

“How do you feel?”

“I uh... sore,” I gulped, looking around
anxiously for my clothes.

“I think we left them out in the woods,” he
said with a lazy grin. “I was pretty drunk.”

His hand slid along my thigh and I gasped,
not knowing what to say, how to react. “Don't touch me,” seemed
rather silly given what I remembered he'd already done to me.

But then I started feeling kind of well...
calmer, kind of... happy in a way. I mean, I'd had a hot sexy
one-night stand with an older man – who wasn't about to tell any of
my friends or family – and who would be leaving soon so that I
wouldn't have to be embarrassed about us meeting again, and it had
been – good – to say the least.

It had been – wow – it had been – yes! - it
had been something that had me realizing for the first time just
how hot and pleasurable and exciting sex could be. Because I want
to tell you my previous introductions were not particularly fun.
They were more along the lines of embarrassing, a bit disgusting, a
bit sore, and a lot shameful and guilty afterward.

“Ow,” I winced. “I'm sore. You sure aren't
one inch, Jimmy,” I said accusingly, blushing.

He grinned and shook his head. “Maybe a bit
more. You were fucking tight as a virgin,” he said.

He sat up and looked me up and down, and I
looked back nervously, then away, legs together, kind of hiding
myself with my arms.

“Want one more for the road?”

“No,” I said, flushed, “I'm sore.”

“I can make you unsore.”

“Jimmy... Jimmy, don't!” I gasped as he moved
back, then grasped my ankles and yanked me towards him.

I was now flat on my back, arms over my chest
as he dove in between my legs, his mouth enveloping my entire pussy
area as his hands clutched my buttocks.

“Jimmy! Stop!” I gasped.

His tongue licked up and down along my slit,
across my clit, across and back and across and back and it felt –
wild. It felt incredibly hot, as a swirling, bubbling, churning
rush of heat swept up through my belly and chest. My pussy mouth
was over sensitized and sore, and his mouth felt just so good there
that I was breathless in seconds.

Before long my arms, instead of pressing
against my breasts were up above my head as I moaned and arched and
twisted to the teasing caresses of his tongue. Then my hands were
on my breasts, kneading and squeezing them as my excitement
mounted. I cast aside my inhibitions and guilt, telling myself I
was a woman now, and this was going to be a wild, hot, secret,
daring, raw animal affair I would cherish forever.

My hands gripped his hair as my hips ground
up against him, and I gasped and moaned and cursed softly, trying
to shove his face down harder against my pussy.

He pulled my hands off, and sat up, grinning
down at me. He pushed my arms back over my head, and then did
something, reached for something, and I found my wrists tied above
me to the bedpost.

“J-Jimmy!” I gasped.

He didn't say a word, but slid back down
between my legs, licking and sucking, taking his time about it,
teasing and caressing so that I just about went wild with the
intensity of the sexual fever inside me, and begged him to lick
harder, to shove his finger into me deeper, to fuck me, even,
whether it hurt or not.

“Please!” I moaned, “Please, Jimmy! Please!
Fuck me! Fuck me!” I gasped breathlessly.

The sexual heat was scalding me! I could
hardly breath through it!

But he just held me there tightly, his big
arms bent so they pressed down against my thighs to hold me open,
and no matter how I writhed and twisted and arched and bucked he
kept his tongue working steadily, teasingly, circling my oozing,
burning pussy, darting in to flick lightly across my throbbing
clit, then dancing back.

Just when it seemed the heat was starting to
ease he'd use his thumbs to pull the lips of my sex apart and then
thrust his tongue into my pink hole, twisting and rolling it around
as his nose ground against my clit. Then his tongue would slide up
and out and start lapping at my clit so that I'd once again begin
to roll and buck my hips and start to hyperventilate.. He was
driving me insane! I had had no idea sex could be this wild, this
hot!

He rolled me onto my belly and then slapped
my buttocks stingingly. I yelped and he spread my legs, yanking up
on my hips. I shuddered, my pussy burning, and raised my bottom
high, getting another smack for my trouble.

“You want it, baby? You want my cock?”

“Yes!” I gasped helplessly.

I felt him rubbing the fat, soft nose of it
up and down along my slit, and moaned desperately, trying to shove
myself back onto it.

I felt my hair yanked up and back and cried
out in dazed pain.

“Beg for it, ya slut,” he taunted. “Beg for
me to shove my cock up that hot little cunt of yours!”

“Please!” I gasped.

He slapped my bottom sharply.

“Fuck me! Please fuck me, Jimmy!” I
groaned.

“Where, slut?” He slapped my bottom. “You
want it up your hot cunt?”

“Yes! Fuck my – my hot cunt!” I cried,
blushing even in my heat as he fisted my breast and squeezed it
hard.

He sank himself into me, and it was glorious!
I'd wanted it so badly, needed it so badly I was frantic. And now
it slid into me, filling me up, spreading me open, and I shuddered
and groaned in exultation as he forced himself deep into my
belly.

He started thrusting steadily, in and out,
his hips slapping against my upraised buttocks, and it drove me
over the edge so that I screamed as I came, bucking my hips back
against him, crying out again and again as his cock pounded into me
and the orgasm flared wildly through my body and mind. It was like
a powerful light show flaring wildly inside my mind, obliterating
everything else, all thought or need or care or feeling. The
pleasure consumed me, and when it was finally over I dropped,
gasping, moaning, only my bottom remaining up because he held my
hips.

But he wasn't done. He slowed his strokes and
let his body come down against mine so the warm skin of his chest
pressed against my back. He bit lightly along my earlobe and
nuzzled the nape of my neck, kissing and sucking.

“Hot little slut,” he breathed into my ear.
“You need cock, don't you, baby. You need a big cock inside you.
Nasty little girl.”

He ground his hips against me, his cock
buried deep in my spasming pussy, rolling and twisting his cock
around as his arms slid around me and his hands began to knead my
breasts.

His fingers found my outraged nipples and
began to roll and twist them lightly, then pluck at them until I
moaned a dazed protest.

“You ma bitch,” he whispered, giggling a
little.

He started to thrust again, working his hips
slowly out until only the tip of his big cock remained clutched
between my pussy lips – then thrusting in hard and deep so that I
cried out, half in pleasure, half in dazed pain.

“Nasty little slut,” he purred.

He drew out and THRUST in, drew slowly out
and THRUST in. Each time he buried his cock in me he'd ground his
hips slowly against my buttocks.

Then one of his hands slid down my belly and
his finger began to rub at my clit. I moaned helplessly, wrists
pulling feebly against the rope tying them.

And then he drew himself up and back, and a
moment later my hair yanked my head up and back, forcing me up as
he resumed thrusting hard and fast. My entire body shuddered to the
hard, fast blows and my mind rolled and tumbled as the tumultuous
pleasure began to swirl again within my brain. I grunted and moaned
and panted weakly, gasping for breath in the stifling air, and then
another come ripped through me as he pounded his hips and drove me
to the edge of consciousness.

 


 


 





Chapter Two

 


 


 


 


Jimmy offered me a job, a permanent job, with
the carnival. I was stunned, but then delighted. The adventure, the
lights and noise and music of the carnival every night! And Jimmy
and his magnificent cock to close out every day!

Oh yeah, you bet I said yes!

Needless to say, my parents weren't happy,
and that was even without knowing a thing about Jimmy. I made it
sound as plain and simple as possible. I'd be selling refreshments
at the stands, helping to pack and unpack the prizes, maybe selling
balls at one of the basket games. There was nothing shocking or
horrible about it!

So I packed some stuff, and climbed into
Jimmy's pickup – along with Al, another of the game operators, and
we headed on down the roadway for adventure!

Al was a revelation. He was about my dad's
age, I figured, with messy brown hair and a thin, wiry body. He and
Jimmy knew each other pretty well, I guessed, from the way they
talked. And like Jimmy, like a lot of the carny guys, most of them,
really, he liked teasing me, and flirting with me.

“So you're gonna be living in Jimmy's trailer
for a while, huh, babe?”

“I guess,” I said.

“Well, I think I want to make sure my trailer
doesn't get put down too close to Jimmy's then. I'm old and I need
my sleep.

“We'll keep it down, Al,” Jimmy said with a
grin.

“Keep it down? The only way you're gonna keep
this little filly down is with something big in her mouth, Jimmy
boy.”

I flushed red as the two men laughed.

“Half the camp musta heard her the other day,
woke us up at four in the goddam morning.”

I blushed even more deeply, remembering how
wild I'd gotten, how noisy, and the things I'd said, oh shit! I'd
begged Jimmy to fuck me! Was that said loud enough for people to
hear!? I begged him to fuck my hot cunt! Aggh!

“I doubt anyone heard anything,” Jimmy said.
“He's just joshing you.”

“Ah, I'm just joking,” Al said, putting his
hand on my shoulder.

Then he slid his hand along my shoulder and
rubbed me just below the neck.

“Jesus, boy, her skin is so soft just
touching it's liable to make me hard,” he said.

“Oooo!” I said, shoving his hand off as he
and Jimmy laughed.

“You're disgusting!”

“We all are, darling. You'd best get used to
it. And Jimmy is the most disgusting of us all!”

I glowered at him, then at Jimmy.

Jimmy shrugged and smiled. “Hey, I agree with
him. Your skin is so soft touching it makes me hard.”

I blushed furiously and slapped his arm, even
though I was kind of flattered.

“Maybe we could start a new feature. Rub
Becky's back for a buck,” Al said.

“Hey, don't make her sound cheap. Make it
five bucks at least.”

“You're both gross,” I said, pouting.

Al held a five dollar bill out. “I'll give
you five bucks to let me rub yer back, sweety,” he said in a
slavering, perverted voice.

“No!”

They both laughed.

The whole ride was like that! Al was a
pervert, and so, of course, was Jimmy. All men are, I think! I
started to kind of get used to it, though, and I have to admit it
was kind of flattering to have two grown men constantly talking and
teasing me about how hot and sexy I was. Al kept trying to look
down my shirt, and when I complained about to Jimmy he tried to
look down my shirt too, which was a little dangerous since he was
driving.

Around noon we stopped at a truck stop. Some
of the other carnies were there, too, and we sat at a table with an
attractive blonde woman in her mid thirties named Karen, and what I
at first thought was a skinny, boyish faced guy with a beard not
much older than me.

Karen was, it turned out, a contortionist,
and in charge of the “features” which was anything that wasn't
food, games or rides, and the guy was Chris, who played the bearded
lady at the carnival. Only he was a guy, actually, who'd had breast
implants. He still had his, uhm, lower equipment, but he taped it
down, as he explained, so that when he pranced around in his bikini
nobody guessed.

That kind of embarrassed, kind of grossed me
out and was kind of fascinating in a weird, sick sort of way. He
said he was going to get rid of it eventually, once he made enough
money to complete the operation. Then he'd be a girl and not have a
beard unless it was a fake.

“So what are you gonna be doing, honey?”
Karen asked, “I mean when you're not making Jimmy's life
pleasant?”

I shrugged. “I guess I'll be helping here and
there,” I said.

She snorted. “Honey, a carnie works all the
time. No carnie sits around doing nothing except at the end of the
day.”

“And then she won't be doing nothing, she'll
be bent over doing Jimmy,” Al said with a leer.

I blushed and glared at him.

“She can unload prizes and help stock the
games,” Jimmy said, “and she can sell some, too. She's got the
knack. I can tell.”

Karen snorted. “You mean she's got the body
and pretty face. Yeah, that'll bring in some customers. Especially
the dumb ones, meaning men, of course.”

“Hey, I resemble that remark!” Al said.

“Dress you up right, it'll get some custom.
You can take a few turns at the dunk tank too. I bet you'll be
popular.”

“The dunk tank?” I asked doubtfully.

“Hey you, that'll work,” Jimmy said. “Put you
in a bikini and we'll get lots of guys wanting to see you all
wet.”

He leered and I blushed again, something I
was going to be doing a lot of in the coming days.

“I don't know,” I said. “I don't want a bunch
of old guys ogling me in a bikini.”

“Honey, you use what you got,” Karen said,
“And it ain't like these people know you from Eve, or will ever see
you again anyway. We're in most places just a couple or few days
then whoosh, we're off.”

“She don't even need a bikini,” Al said,
“Much as I want to see you in as little as possible, baby, “Put her
in that daisy mae outfit she had on earlier when she was selling
balls and they'll want to see her dunked.”

“That'll work. A little play acting,” Karen
said.

The `daisy mae' outfit was actually less than
Daisy Mae ever wore. I mean, it was a pair of low riding denim
shorts which covered my butt and not much else, and a checked shirt
tied up tight beneath my breasts. I'd worn it before around town,
but then I hadn't tied the shirt up quite so high beneath my
breasts. I had it tied several inches below. Our first day in the
town of Cuthridge, though, Karen shook her head, said “No, no, no,
honey,” and proceeded to untie it right there at the basket
game.

“But...”

She slapped my hand away impatiently and
retired the shirt much higher, right up under my boobs, in fact, so
it kind of lifted them up some, then she undid the buttons so I was
showing some cleavage.

“You don't really need to wear the bra with
the shirt tied like this,” she said.

“I'm not going without a bra!” I
exclaimed.

She shrugged. “Money's scarce, honey, and we
take any little edge we can get.”

She pulled my hair into loose pigtails and
then found me a little straw cowboy hat to wear.

“Now we'll see how you do,” she said. “But
you need a pair of cute cowboy boots to complete the look.”

So I worked the game, alongside Jimmy, a
little self-conscious at first, of dressing to be drooled over. But
I got over that quick enough, because it was just so busy and you
had to be doing something all the time.

A lot of the guys flirted and looked at my
cleavage, but mostly they weren't serious, and they laid down their
dollars for the balls.

“Hey, baby, would you rub my balls for luck?”
one guy asked, and those around him chortled.

Jimmy nodded at me and, blushing a bit, I
rubbed the balls in his hands, to general laughter from the people
around the game.

And then a lot of guys wanted their “balls
rubbed”, which felt dirty, in a way, but kind of playful and
exciting.

All those guys constantly admiring me made me
kind of hot, to tell you the truth, and it was hot outside too.
Being outside all day wasn't a new experience for me, but
still.

Then Karen came and “borrowed me”. It was
around lunch time and things were slowing down at the games. But
they were heating up at the features because people with their
hands full of food couldn't play games but could use their
eyes.

So she dragged me a couple of rows up to the
dunk tank, though I was kind of nervous about it.

There was a group around it, and she pulled
me through. “Since Amy's off eating I snatched this little girl
from one of the basket games!” she told the crowd. “She ain't too
happy about it, neither!”

They all laughed as Karen had me climb up the
ladder and edge into the dunk tank. It was basically a big plastic
thing full of clear water, and men started lining up to give the
man beside Karen money for balls.

Then they started tossing them at the little
round target. A number bounced off, but then finally some guy hit
it square and there was this big musical noise and the little flat
bench I was sitting on fell apart and dropped me into the tank.

Everyone laughed and cheered while I pushed
up, gasping a bit. The water was about up to just below my neck. I
found the inside ladder and climbed out, dripping water as the next
guy got ready to throw.

I sat on the bench, trying to squeeze some
water out of my hair – and then the thing collapsed again and I was
back in the water.

And the water was cold!

I gasped and climbed out, dripping again.

The dunk game became really popular for some
reason.

I pulled off my soaked tennis shoes and socks
and tossed them to the side just before the bench broke away
beneath my butt again.

Jeeze, these guys all play baseball or
something?

I was only supposed to be there for about
half an hour but Karen kept me there an hour and a half, and I got
dunked about every four or five minutes or so.

Then all I got was a towel, a chance to brush
my hair, and then I was back to the game. They figured I'd dry soon
enough and they were right.

I started seeing some of the men from the
dunk tank now at the game. For some reason seeing me dunked made
them want to see me again up closer. Well, they paid for their
balls, and that was all the carnival cared about.

* * * *

“Al says I need to plug your mouth to keep
you quiet,” Jimmy said, grinning in his trailer afterward.

“Al is a pervert.”

“So am I,” he said with a grin.

He stripped me, and we made out for long
minutes, writhing slowly in the tangled sheets, his hands sliding
over my body as our lips moved together with growing passion. Then
he slid down between my legs and started driving me crazy again.
God, that man knew what to do down there!

He didn't let me come, like before, and I
wound up grabbing his hair and trying to pull him harder against
me. And so I got my arms tied back behind my back again. Only this
time he said I had to show him how good I was with my mouth. I was
so hot and excited I didn't care at all whether my arms were tied.
In fact, it kind of made things seem hotter and wilder and
kinkier!

He had me kneeling naked on his floor with my
arms tied back behind me at the elbows, which meant my arms were
kind of crossed, with my hands sticking out at opposite hips.
Anyway, I started sucking him, bobbing up and down on his cock
while he played with my breasts. And then he started sort of
showing me, telling me, like, teaching me the way he liked his cock
sucked. But he did it in a hot, sexy sort of way, you know, calling
me his dirty girl, his little slut.

“Yeah, suck that hard, slut,” he growled,
pulling lightly on my hair. “Nasty little bitch. Suck that
cock!”

I moaned around his cock, bobbing up and
down, gasping whenever he pulled my hair or squeezed one of my
breasts too hard. It kind of hurt, but it made everything seem
wilder and hotter and deliciously nasty and wild!

He pulled up on my hair and twisted me
around, making me gasp and moan helplessly as he drew me back
across one leg so I was kind of bent, back arched. His other hand
slid between my legs, fingering my clit.

“You know hot to deep throat, little slut?
You need to know. A man wants to bury his cock in a pretty mouth
like yours,” he said.

“I never have!” I moaned, writhing to his
touch.

“You gonna learn, baby girl,” he said.

I was so hot I would have done anything he
asked. He put me back on my knees and stood up above me, and I felt
so... submissive and helpless kneeling tied up before him naked! It
made my pussy burn and throb as he pulled on my hair and pulled my
mouth over his cock.

“Swallow that cock, slut!” he growled.

He started pushing, pumping, and with my arms
bound I couldn't do a lot to resist. And then his cock pushed into
my throat and my eyes went wide as I gurgled and gagged at the
unexpected penetration. He pulled back and I gasped weakly.

“Just swallow, baby,” he said. “It's all mind
over matter. You just pretend like it's a piece of food or
something. If your mind doesn't get upset at it your body will just
keep swallowing.”

Well, it didn't work quite that way, but I
managed to keep my stomach in check as he slid his cock deep into
my throat. I panicked a little, and my throat ached, but I did it.
And he kept pulling out and putting it in, teaching me, getting me
used to swallowing his cock, so that by the end I was actually
getting pretty good about it, hardly gagging at all even when he
pulled me in to the hilt, so my nose was jammed against his pubic
bone.

I felt elated at this new accomplishment of
mine! I felt sophisticated and sexy and grown up and all, that I
could deep throat a guy! To me, deep throating was the stuff of
porn movies! The more I did it the more confident I got. The more
confident I got the easier it was. And every few minutes Jimmy bent
me back, pulling on my hair to do it, and fingered my pussy so that
I kept throbbing and burning with hunger.

“Yeah, you like that, slut? You like me
touching you? Nasty little whore. You are such a slut!” he taunted
me as he made me writhe and twist.

I stared moaning and gasping and begging him
to fuck me and he chuckled and said. “Is that All I hear outside
listening?”

That made me blush but Jimmy only laughed.
Then he reached under the bed and took out this red ball thing
which had a strap on it.

“Open your mouth, slave girl,” he teased.

I opened my mouth and felt a shudder of heat
and wild kinky excitement roll through me as he wedged this ball
into my mouth and pulled the strap behind my head. It was a ball
gag! I thought that was so darkly exciting that I was in a sexual
fever as he threw me onto my stomach, slapped my bottom, raised me
up, and thrust into me.

Oh God it was good! He thrust and thrust and
I cried out with every thrust. The gag made me feel kind of, I
don't know, free, like I didn't have to guard or hide my reaction
at all and could give full voice to my pleasure.

Jimmy pulled on my hair and slapped my butt
and rode me to an incredible climax that had me dazed and moaning,
eyes slitted, drooling around the gag.

Then he pulled out. He rolled me over and his
hands moved slowly over my body, kneading my breasts, pinching and
tugging at the nipples, caressing my clit, sliding into me to pump
slowly in and out of my dripping wet pussy

“Nasty little slut,” he teased. “You're gonna
be my sex toy, ain't you, Bek. You're my sex slave!”

I moaned at his nasty, exciting words, and
wriggled as he touched me.

“Gotta teach you a little discipline,
though,” he said. “Gotta make you obey your master!”

Yeah, right, I thought excitedly.

He shifted my body over. He was kneeling,
sitting on his heels, and he kind of pulled me, belly-down across
his legs with my butt in the air. Then I felt myself penetrated by
– something. It wasn't his finger. It was too big for that. I
groaned as he twisted and turned it, pushed it in and pulled it
back. I twisted my head around, trying to see what it was and it
was a big dildo! I moaned excitedly as he fed it slowly into my
pussy, sliding it deep, deep inside.

Then he slapped my butt and called me his
slut.

God! I felt like it!

He started spanking my bottom, calling me his
slut, his slave, his bitch, his fuck toy, interspersing the spanks
with pumps to the dildo, and fingering my clit. The slaps to my
butt stung, and started stinging more the more he did it, but I was
so hot, my body and mind enveloped in such a wicked, glittering
sexual curtain, that I didn't care. Even the sharp stinging
sensations were simply absorbed into the wild storm of sensory heat
washing through me.

I felt kinky and wild and nasty and slutty
and intensely sexual!

“Bad girl,” he taunted as he slapped my
overheated bottom again and again.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

He spanked harder, and more often, but I was
still wild and hot. But the pain was growing, and my mind was
tumbling over and over again like a cork in a high tide. One moment
my eyes would be filling with tears because of the rain of blows to
my bottom and the throbbing pain, the next I'd be shuddering and
writhing and rolling my hips up as he pumped the dildo and fingered
my clit.

Oh God! Then he pushed something into my
butt! My eyes went wide and I twisted and writhed, pulling against
the strap binding my arms back to no avail. He chuckled and twisted
it deeper, and slapped my bottom. And I felt the full helplessness
of my position, arms tied, gagged, so I could neither resist nor
even protest.

It felt... weird having something pushed into
my butt, and embarrassing, but it didn't hurt like I would have
expected.

And it sort of added another layer of dark,
nasty sexual heat to what was happening. Now when he spanked my
butt there was a kind of echo, a vibration, from this thing inside
me!

Using my hair, he dragged me off the bed –
firmly but not roughly, and put me on the floor on my belly.

“Raise that ass up, slut so I can fuck your
brains out,” he teased.

I moaned and raised my hot, throbbing bottom
up.

“Spread your legs. I bet you get told that a
lot working on your street corner!”

I moaned and shifted my knees apart on the
cold linoleum floor, my breasts pillowed out beneath me, gasping
for breath. I groaned as he nudged my knees wider still and I felt
his hand at the dildo, pumping it slowly in and out.

“First time I saw you I pictured you like
this,” he said. “And I said this little slut needs to be fucked
hard, deep and often.”

He eased the dildo out and then thrust his
cock in, and my mind melted as he started to ride me, started to
pump, started to grind. He slapped my butt and pulled my hair and
called me his slut and his slave and his bitch and rode me into
another incredible climax that tore the breath from my lungs and
practically tore my mind apart.

Afterward, he picked me up and lay me on the
bed and then spent some time caressing me before taking the ball
gag out. I moaned exhaustedly and we kissed for a while, and then
we fell asleep. And I was still tied up!

My arms were sore the next day, but not
terribly so. It was wild waking up with my arms tied behind me and
remembering that incredible sex!

What was more, I still had that thing in my
butt! It was a butt-plug, which I'd sort of vaguely heard of but
never, of course seen, nor wanted to. It was like a mushroom thing
which went up into my butt, but then it narrowed considerably, and
had a flat base that sat flush against my little round hole from
the outside keeping the little plug from disappearing inside.

Instead of taking it out, though, Jimmy said
I had to keep it in all day! I was like, are you nuts!? But the
idea was kind of wild and kinky and sexy. He said it would be our
little joke cause no one would have a clue about it, and imagine
all those men looking at me and not knowing, and how excited they'd
be if they had any idea.

So I wore it under my short-shorts. He was
right that no one would notice. I also wore my black bikini top
under my checked shirt, and didn't bother to wear any panties. I
was going to get dunked again, after all, so there wasn't a lot of
point.

Without the panties, though, the seam kind of
rubbed against my slit, though, especially my clit, but with the
butt-plug in my bottom, well, I felt kind of aroused, and that only
made me feel more sexy and aroused.

I flirted even more with the guys, and let
the shirt be a bit wider, since I had a bikini top now instead of
my bra. I don't know why that made a difference since they covered
the same territory, but it did somehow. And every now and then when
no one was watching Jimmy would squeeze or slap my bottom and we'd
exchange grins. He'd told me he was going to fuck me up the ass,
and I'd said, uhm, we'll see.

Later on, Karen came and got me and put me in
the dunk tank, and it was just as crowded as before as I kept
dropping into the tank. I was getting into it more, though, maybe
because of the way Jimmy had altered my mood and made me feel more
sexual. I kind of strutted, if you get the idea. I mean, I was
sitting down so I couldn't do much, but I kind of rolled my tongue
along my lower lip and gave them sexy looks, and made sure my chest
was stuck out.

After a while I peeled off the shirt, and
that got lots of applause, which made me flush with excitement and
a little embarrassment. They wanted me to take my shorts off too
but of course I couldn't do that, and kind of regretted not wearing
my bikini bottoms too.

Which shows how far my mind had come. I mean,
I wanted them to ogle me and shout how hot I was!
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Jimmy started smacking my butt more often
after that. Sometimes it was a light, playful smack, or sometimes
it would punctuate some order. Like if I was doing something and he
wanted me to do something else, he'd smack me on the butt as if to
say “Get to it”. And sometimes it would be because I teased him or
was playing with him, or sometimes even because I'd made a mistake
at something. I didn't really mind. I'd come to associate smacks on
the butt with exciting sexy pleasure, especially since he often
spanked me during sex now too.

He always said nasty things about me, but he
said them in a voice and tone and in such a way that instead of
taking them as insults I just got excited by them, like we were
playing a nasty, wicked fantasy.

I was a small town girl away from home for
the first time in an exciting, alien environment. Jimmy was my
anchor, the guy who explained it all to me, who showed me what to
do, who put me up and fed me and fucked my brains out! And he was
older, stronger, wiser. Well, of course I came to be dependent on
him, you know, came to see him as an authority figure! I mean, who
wouldn’t!? Even without all that, well, he was older, by well over
ten years, and I still sort of considered myself a girl, rather
than a woman.

But Jimmy didn’t run the carnival or
anything. He worked for Barney, who was an older guy with sallow
skin and a bad attitude, who ran all the games. And above Barney
were the Rothman Brothers who owned the carnival. They were kind of
weird. They were tall and thin and had very slim faces and long
arms. Their faces rarely showed anything, but their eyes were dark,
small and colorless, and seemed like they were recessed in their
skulls, and they talked in a kind of weird monotone voice like they
had no emotions.

But when they got mad their voices became
this dark, low hiss that was really scary to hear. Maybe that was
why they could be bosses without ever yelling at people the way all
the others did.

People shouted and cursed at each other all
the time here. I mean, it wasn’t some polite office somewhere with
all sorts of rules about how you treated people. It was a bunch of
hard drinking, hard working blue collar types who’d had hard lives
and used hard language. If you had dainty ears you definitely
didn’t want to be around them!

* * * *

I didn’t really get what it was with Jimmy
and tying me up, but I wasn’t about to complain. The sex was wild
and hot and kinky and I’d never had more excitement and passion in
my life!

Jimmy had this long slender rope and he tied
it around my wrists, then bent my arms behind me and pushed my
wrists up between my shoulders blades till I gasped in pain. He
pulled the ropes over my shoulders and down to circle my breasts! I
gasped as my breasts were squeezed hard and bulged out.

He fed the ropes around my ribs behind me and
circled my arms above the elbows, pulling my elbows back tighter
together and tying them in place, then pulled the ropes around my
opposite side and circled my breasts with them again. Then he
pulled the ropes together, crossed them on my belly, and pulled
them down together between my legs.

He tied a knot between them right over my
clit, then pulled the ropes down between my legs and yanked them up
tight so they sank up between my pussy lips. Then he fed them up
between my buttocks to tie off at my waist.

I was so tightly tied! I was completely,
absolutely helpless! And on top of that, of course, my breasts were
bulging and the way the rope dug into my pussy was making me burn
down there, even though I ached.

“You okay? That don’t hurt too much?” he
asked in a concerned voice.

“No,” I said a little breathless, my heart
pounding.

He grinned and then his face shifted into a
dramatic sort of snarl. “All right, you filthy slut! Get on your
knees!” he hissed in a low voice.

I gasped, partly anxious, but mostly excited,
and sank to my knees in front of him. My breasts throbbed every
time my heart beat.

“Now you’re gonna suck my cock,” he growled
menacingly.

He gripped my hair and jerked my head back so
I gasped in pain.

“You got that, slut!?”

‘Yes, Jimmy!” I gasped.

He stood over me with an arrogant look on his
face, calmly undoing his jeans and pulling them off. He never wore
underwear, so his cock sprang up hot and long and thick and I
licked my lips excitedly.

“You nasty little cock-sucker!” he sneered.
“You’re gonna have a mouth full of cock in a minute!”

He gripped my hair and rubbed his cock up and
down all over my face.

“Wait,” he said suddenly, his voice reverting
to normal.

He started fishing through drawers, muttering
to himself.

By the way, our trailer - it was a fucking
mess. I mean, there was a low bed at one end, and then the rest of
the trailer was basically made up of old dressers shoved in side by
side facing each other. There was a cheap table up front with the
chairs around it, and then a narrow table counter with a tiny sink,
a little bitty fridge, and a stove. It was all crammed together and
the best I’d been able to do in the week or so I’d been there was
to tidy up the stuff laying on the floors and try to find somewhere
to put it all.

Now Jimmy returned, having found some thin
cord. He cut a two foot long piece, then bent over me, tying a loop
in either end. My nipples were really hard and sticking out there,
and he carefully slipped the loops around my nipples and tightened
them bit by bit till they were cinched in tight right at the base
of each nipple.

Then he tugged hard and I yelped in pain.

“Ow! Ow! Ow! Jimmy!” I cried, twisting and
writhing.

He laughed. “It’ll ease off in a minute. You
never had nipple twists when you were a kid?”

“No!”

I mean, honestly, who does that to
girls!?

My nipples felt like they were on fire! But
he was right in the pain easing off after a minute. Then he put
that snarl back on his face, called me his slut, and stuffed his
cock into my mouth.

I moaned around it, still distracted by my
burning nipples as he ran his cock up and down inside my mouth,
jamming the head against the insides of my cheeks and the roof of
my mouth, then slowly pushing it down my throat.

I gurgled weakly around it, moaning as he
pulled my head all the way in so my face was jammed against his
groin.

“Ahhh,” he sighed. “Swallow that cock, you
slut! Suck it down and swallow it, you nasty little bitch!”

He ground my face against his groin, his cock
deep in my throat, and my head started to pound from lack of
air.

He slid back out slowly, pulling out all the
way, and I gasped and gulped in air.

Then he sat back on the bed, and gripped the
cord he’d tied between my nipples, using it to pull me forward. It
was an irresistible pull and I gasped as I was drawn up between his
legs, pulled forward as he gripped my hair with his other hand, and
had his cock stuffed into my mouth and down my throat again.

He sat on the edge of the bed his legs spread
wide, pulling on my hair and my nipples to pull me forward, then
pulling back when he wanted me to retreat. All the while I knelt
there on the floor of the trailer, my breasts throbbing, my nipples
burning, my pussy wet and aching around the tight rope and that
knot jammed into my clit.

“Yeah, dirty little girl loves cock,” he
growled.

He pulled me up over one leg, my swollen
breasts aching, and gave me a slap, then another, before forcing
that thing into my butt - the butt-plug he’d used before and which
I’d worn sometimes during the day.

“Today is the day, slut,” he said. “I’m gonna
fuck your tight little ass!”

I moaned anxiously, but also excited. He’d
been promising me that for days, threatening, menacing, making me
go all shivery and red faced sometimes.

But he showed no urgency, slapping my butt
again, then pushing me back onto the floor, and using the cord and
my hair to pull my mouth onto his balls, then his cock, then force
my lips all the way down the shaft to the base.

He came in my throat, but didn’t let up, and
I had to lick and suck him erect again, all while he was promising
he was gonna pound me with it.

My nipples were on fire when he pulled me
back.

“It’s time, you slut,” he said in a drawl.
“I”m gonna fuck your ass. You got that, slut!? I’m gonna ream you
out, you nasty little whore!”

I moaned weakly but didn’t protest. He found
the ball-gag and forced it into my mouth, then buckled it behind
me. I didn’t argue. If I was going to make noises I didn’t want
people in nearby trailers to hear!

He positioned me on the edge of the bed,
knees apart, bottom raised. I gasped as he slapped my bottom.

“What a gorgeous ass you have,” he said. “I
can’t believe no one has rammed one up this ass before.”

Crack! He slapped my butt sharply.
“This is an ass that looks made to be fucked hard!”

Crack! Another blow that made me
gasp.

“This little ass needs to get pounded
hard!

Crack! I moaned as he gripped the
butt-plug, eased it out, then let it sink back in, eased it out,
then let it sink back in.

Then there was a sudden pounding at the door
of the trailer.

“Jimmy Fallon, open the door,” came a
somewhat familiar voice.

“Oh shit!” Jimmy hissed. “It’s Mr.
Rothman!”

My eyes went wide as Jimmy shoved me onto my
side and threw the sheets over me.

“Just don’t move! Pretend you’re asleep!”

He yanked on a pair of pants as Rothman
hammered at the door again.

“Open up, Fallon. I ain’t gonna ask
again!”

Jimmy opened the door and stood back as
Rothman climbed up inside.

“You know that when I knock I expect an
answer,” Rothman said in his low, sibilant voice.

“I uhm, was asleep, Mr. Rothman,” Jimmy
gulped.

“I heard you speaking.”

“I uhm, talk in my sleep.”

Jimmy wasn’t a coward or anything, but
everyone in the carnival was wary of the Rothman Brothers. They
were an unforgiving, humorless pair, sort of like two Norman Bates
types, thin and dark eyed and suspicious looking.

They could fire you on a whim, or dock your
pay. And if they fired you, good luck getting on with another
carnival. They all sort of stuck together and reported people they
thought of as troublemakers to each other.

“You’ve brought a new employee into my
carnival,” Rothman growled.

“Uhm, just as an assistant, Mr. Rothman,”
Jimmy said anxiously.

“You have documentation on her?”

There was silence.

“I want to ensure she is over eighteen and
that she is a citizen, with a social security number.”

“Oh yes, sir, she is sir!”

“Then show me the documents.”

“Auhm, well, uh, oh just a second there,
sir!” Jimmy said anxiously.

I saw movement approaching, and did my best
to appear asleep, on my side, with my face jammed into the
pillow.

“What is her name?”

“Uhm, that’s Rebecca, Mr. Rothman. She’s dead
tired after working so hard today and she went to slee – .”

Rothman yanked the sheets off me! And he did
it so hard my body spun over onto my back so that I was staring up
at him, completely naked, my breasts hard and swollen and tied off
at the nipples. Ohmygod, talk about mortifying! I was so stunned,
so horrified, so humiliated, I couldn’t think, couldn’t move at
first.

I guess a normal reaction from someone like
him would be a hurried apology and retreat, but neither of the
Rothman’s, who were twins, ever apologized and nothing ever seemed
to phase them.

Instead he reached out with his long hand,
slid his slender, skeletal fingers under the cord, and pulled so
that I was yanked up and forward by the pressure pulling on my
nipples!

He pulled me upright into a kneeling position
on the end of the bed and kind of held me there for long seconds
while he looked me up and down. Then he reached behind me, still
holding the cord to my nipples, and undid the gag before pulling it
out of my mouth.

“What is your name, girl?” he demanded in a
voice which showed no trace of anything but irritation.

He gave the cord a sharp little tug. “Your
name!” he hissed.

“R-R-R-eb-ebecka S-Stirling!” I stuttered,
face flaming.

“And are you here freely, Rebecca
Stirling?”

“Y-yes, sir!” I gulped, wishing I could melt
into a puddle and sink through a crack on the floor.

“Where are your documents?”

It was so fucking bizarre that it was
surreal. He didn’t even acknowledge I was kneeling there naked and
tied up. It was like he couldn’t have cared less!

He yanked on the cord and my nipples burned.
I yelped in pain.

“Your social security card? Your birth
certificate?”

“I-In the drawer!” I gasped.

He yanked again, and again I yelped, lurching
forward, almost falling off the edge of the bed.

“Which one?”

“The ... the top right hand drawer... o-over
there!” I gasped, nodding frantically with my head.

He released the cord and moved immediately to
the drawer, pulled it open, and pulled out my wallet, then examined
the cards carefully.

“Bring them to Mrs. Thatcher tomorrow morning
at eight 0'clock,” he said, giving me and then Jimmy a scowl.

Then he turned and walked out. Jimmy followed
him to the door, apologetic, then closed it behind him and turned
with a relieved exhalation.

“Whew, well, that was awkward,” he said.

“Awkward!? Awkward!?” I cried, staring at him
in growing anger.

He grinned and then picked up the gag, then
before I could react, stuffed it back into my mouth and, ignoring
my glares and attempts to twist free, buckled it behind me.

He shoved me so I fell on my back, spread my
legs, and started licking. He had to tug the ropes and knot aside
to get at my clit, but after being ground down under the hard knot,
ohmygod my clit felt intense pleasure when his tongue started
stroking across it!

I cursed him and wanted to pull free, to get
my clothes on, to leave, to never have Mr. Rothman ever see me
again!

But instead I was held tied helpless while
Jimmy drove me insane with his tongue.

I lost my concern about Rothman, or at least,
it began to fade into the background as waves of heat and passion
and pleasure swirled around my frazzled brain. And then Jimmy
pulled back, flipped me onto my belly, yanked up on my hips, and
pulled the rope to the side again so he could yank out the butt
plug.

“I am gonna fuck your sweet ass so good!” he
muttered.

I felt him sinking into me, and groaned in
dark pleasure as he slid deeper and deeper, sinking through the
soft flesh of my anus and deep into my belly.

My breasts, already swollen by the ropes,
were squeezed under my body, rolled and ground beneath me as he
thrust into my bottom and pulled my hips back and forth. My burning
nipples ached and my mind was swimming as Jimmy’s cock pushed
deeper into my ass - a formerly virgin orifice, and I was both a
little shocked, a lot anxious, and a lot hot.

It didn’t really hurt much. Maybe that was
because I was so hot and my mind was so fuzzy that I wasn’t really
thinking about it. But he slid into me fairly easily, and then
there was just a full sensation inside me combined with the wild
kinky elation of knowing he’d shoved his big cock right up my ass -
something I thought was incredible nasty and wicked.

Jimmy worked his cock so deep I felt cramps
up in my gut, and groaned helplessly as his spongy headed cock
rooted around inside me. He started pumping in and out, using
longer and longer strokes, and this too was a new sensation, as he
slapped my bottom and called me his whore and used me like one.

He gripped the rope which he had pulled
aside, and tugged and pulled on it, jamming the knot against my
clit in a way which was painful and yet wildly hot, as well. I
gurgled and gasped and moaned as Jimmy picked up the pace, as my
anus eased up whatever struggle it had put up and allowed him to
pound his cock into me harder and faster.

“Take that cock, slut!” he taunted me,
slapping my upraised bottom. “Take my cock up your tight slut
ass!”

He slapped my bottom again, then gripped my
long hair, yanking it back so that I cried out. He reached a hand
under my chest, rubbing and squeezing at my throbbing breasts as
his cock thrust into me again and again.

He leaned over me, his lips at my throat, his
breath against my face. “You think Rothman is jerking off now,
thinking about you?” he taunted me breathlessly. “You think he
wants to tie you up and fuck you and make you suck his skinny
cock!?”

“Ewww!” I moaned.

“Hot slut,” he said with a laugh. “Hot nasty
little slut! Him and his brother both gonna do you! We’ll tie you
up and put you on display and let the customers come watch the
Rothman’s doing you!”

His hips were hitting my buttocks harder and
harder, and he straightened, slapping my ass again, driving his
cock deep into my ass with hard, deep strokes until he came,
grunting and gasping and cursing as he poured his juice down into
my bottom.

He didn’t stop, though. Panting, he shoved me
over onto my side, rolled me onto my back, then untied the ropes
which circled my breasts and went between my legs. My breasts felt
such intense relief, especially when he untied the nipples! And
then he slid atop me, his mouth licking and sucking even as pins
and needles tickled me all over my breasts and nipples.

He rubbed at my clit as he sucked and licked
at my breasts, and I was soon writhing and twisting and crying out
in pleasure, forgetting I didn’t have the gag in any more,
forgetting we were in a small trailer and that other people might
hear.
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“I do love this look, darling,” Al said,
running his hand along my thigh.

“Al,” I said, giving him a frown.

Jimmy chuckled. “You can’t blame Al for
stating the obvious, baby,” he said.

And he ran his hand along my other thigh as I
sat between them in the truck. Then Al grinned and he started
rubbing my leg again. I felt a little quiver of heat in my groin as
I shook my head and pretended impatience at them both. I mean, two
guys rubbing my thighs just below my little shorts was kind of hot,
at least to a small town girl like me. Back in my town a girl would
get called a slut if anyone saw that sort of thing.

Then again, given the kind of nasty stuff I’d
done with Jimmy, everyone would call me a slut anyway if they
knew!

But of course, they didn’t know anything and
wouldn’t, and it wasn’t like the carnies would get all high and
mighty. I mean, they were a wild bunch, and the kinds of thing I
heard about them, never mind saw, said that they were all pretty
open to almost any kind of weird sex stuff. There sure weren’t any
virgins among them, except the little kids.

I took both their wrists and removed their
hands from my thighs.

“Aww, baby I was almost ready to come,” Al
said.

“You’re gross!” I said, making a face as
Jimmy laughed.

But that was just the way Al was. And truth
to tell, I was starting to like being a cock tease. I mean, having
all those people looking at me in my little shorts and my bikini
top, panting after each other to throw balls at the lever to drop
me into the tub, or to buy balls off me for the basket game. It was
a real ego trip, and no one was around to call me a slut because of
it.

Right now I was wearing the checked shirt
tied together under my breasts, but I hadn’t bothered wearing a bra
because all we’d been doing was packing up to move to another town,
and it was hot outside.

We stopped at a roadside restaurant, and
since Jimmy and Al were having beers so did I. I won’t say I got
drunk but I was feeling good, and I was liking the way men were
looking at me, not just Jimmy and Al but the men, most of them good
“family men” in the restaurant.

Yeah, they wanted me all right. They thought
I was hot!

We went back to the pickup and continued on.
Al had a pencil and pad and was writing down how many reasons there
was to not want to work in an office job. I wasn’t really paying a
lot of attention, watching the scenery instead.

“What’s another reason, Bek?” he asked.

And he poked the eraser end of the pencil
into my breast.

“Hey!” I said, slapping at his hand.

“Hey, Jimmy, I touched her boob,” he said
with a leer.

“Oh please. You’re such a perve.”

“And she liked it!” Jimmy said.

I slapped his shoulder as the two laughed at
me.

While I was doing that Al stroked the sharp
side of the pencil right across my nipple, and I yelped and shoved
him. Then Jimmy reached a hand over and slid it right into the open
front of my shirt, right under the shirt to cup my right
breast.

“Hey! This here is my tit,” he said, giving
me a squeeze.

“It is not!” I protested, shoving his hand
back. “It’s my tit!”

“You belong to me, woman,” he said in his
caveman accent.

“I do not!”

“I bet I could make your nipples hard with
this pencil,” Al said.

“You’re cracked.”

Jimmy laughed.

“Go on. Let him try it,” Jimmy said with a
grin.

“I will not. You let him make your nipples
hard!”

“So you admit I can make your nipples hard
with a pencil!”

“I did no such thing!”

So of course, he wound up poking at my nipple
through the shirt with the pencil, and of course, it didn’t take
very much, me being such a slut now, with the two of them sort of
looking at the front of the shirt and watching the pencil
scratching away at my nipples, before both of them were erect and
sticking out against the cotton. And I have to admit that I was
feeling kind of aroused with this harmless sex play.

“That’s no big deal,” Jimmy said. “It don’t
take much to make her nipples hard, little slut that she is.”

I slapped his shoulder and he laughed.

“Now can I make her come with the pencil?” Al
asked with a leer.

“I could,” Jimmy replied.

“You two are pigs!” I said, face
flushing.

“I bet I can make her come with this pencil
in less than five minutes,” Al said.

“You’re on. I could do it, but not you.”

“We’ll see.”

“We will not!” I said.

“Come on, baby. It’ll be funny,” he said.

“Do I get the twenty bucks?” I demanded.

He laughed. “No way, baby. That’s my
bet.”

“So what do I get?”

“You get to come,” Al said, which made Jimmy
guffaw.

“I get that all the time.”

That made them both laugh.

“You want to bet me twenty bucks?”

“I got no money right now!” I protested.

“Tell you what. Twenty bucks against my
seeing your boobs naked.”

“No way!”

“Why not?”

“Well... okay, but you won’t make me come in
five minutes with no damned pencil.”

He smirked at me and then leaned over me. I
looked at him nervously and suspiciously as he gently poked the
point of it into my nipple through the shirt.

“Ow,” I said.

He let the pencil point kind of scratch back
and forth against the nipple, then turned it around and rubbed at
it with the eraser. Then he slid the eraser side into my top, and I
gulped as I felt the thing rubbing over my bare nipple. He worked
it back and forth inside my shirt, and I have to admit that, while
the sensations weren’t all that pleasurable, I was getting more and
more turned on by it all.

My arousal, in turn, was making just about
any touch to my nipples feel hot.

Then he reached down and popped the catch on
my shorts.

“Hey!” I said, snatching at it.

“Don’t worry. I won’t see or touch nothing
with my fingers,” he said.

I bit my lip but felt my heart beating louder
as he slowly unzipped my shorts to reveal my little blue panties
underneath. Because the shorts were low riders the panties were
too, of course, and when he slipped the eraser end of the pencil
down into them it didn’t have to go far before I felt it slide
across my clit.

I felt a sense of breathless excitement as
the eraser and little metal head rubbed back and forth against my
clit, then slid down along my pussy, pressing in to sink between
the lips of my sex. He rubbed it up and down and I blushed hotly as
I felt my insides throbbing and fought the urge to grind my hips
against it.

He kind of angled the pencil outward now,
which tugged the top of my panties aside, but I was aroused by now
and didn’t really care that much that maybe he was looking down
into my panties. In fact, that kind of turned me on.

He slid the thing up more and got the eraser
right against my clit, then started to kind of grind it back and
forth rhythmically. I felt liquid heat seeping into my groin, and
fought to restrain it, to pretend I wasn’t reacting at all. But the
sensation was becoming hotter and wilder as he rubbed the pencil
back and forth, back and forth, in rapid little motions that made
me kind of ache a bit, but in a really hot, exciting way.

He slid the pencil out and grinned at how the
end gleamed, then slid that into his mouth.

“Bet you want it inside you, baby,” he
breathed.

He slid the thing into my shirt and rubbed it
against my throbbing nipples, then slid it back into my panties,
rubbing harder and faster against my clit until I could hardly
stand to keep from bucking up against it.

We were still driving along the highway, by
the way.

“Go for it, Al!” Jimmy said with a laugh,
“Make my little slut come on yer pencil dick!”

“I’m used to doing that on yours,” I said,
panting for breath.

That made Al laugh uproariously while Jimmy
growled at me that he was gonna slap my ass later for that.

“You give her a good spanking, Jimmy,” Al
said. “I’ll listen in and spank my monkey while you do!”

“P-Perverts!” I gasped.

And then I came.

It wasn’t the greatest climax of my life or
anything, but it was a climax, and there was no hiding it as I
shuddered and arched and jammed my pussy against the pencil.

So then I had to show Al my boobs, which I
did reluctantly, and very quickly, like in an instant. He said that
was cheating, though, and Jimmy, who apparently hadn’t much liked
my saying he had a pencil dick, sided with Al. So then the two of
them pulled my top open, not that I struggled all that heavily, and
before I knew what they were up to they’d pulled it back over my
shoulders and tied it behind me like Jimmy had done that first
time.

And that left me topless, with my arms pinned
behind me, and all they did was laugh at me when I complained!

“Jimmy!” I whined, face red, “I’ll get
arrested or something!”

“Not by us,” he said with abroad grin. “And
nobody else can see nothing.”

“Those are mighty fine titties,” Al said.

“Think you can make her come again?

“Oh I’m sure of it.”

“Jimmy! Al! Untie me!” I demanded a little
breathlessly.

Instead Al leaned in and started scratching
at my hard nipple with the tip of the pencil, making me yelp and
curse him. But the truth was I was aroused, and him poking at my
nipples was turning me on even more.

“Now remember, she’s my bitch, so you can’t
actually touch her bare skin - at least, not unless I give you
permission,” Jimmy said.

“What about my permission!?” I demanded.

“That don’t matter. You belong to me.”

“I do not!”

“I can make her come without touching her
bare skin,” Al said, leering at me.

And he probably could, because I was feeling
a crackling sexual electricity running all over my skin as I sat
there bare chested between the two, with traffic zipping by in the
other lane.

Al tugged my shorts down, and I gasped in
shock, but before I could react he’d kind of lifted my butt up and
was sliding the shorts down - then up my legs as he lifted my feet
into the air.

“Al! Jimmy!”

“Remember the rules, Al,” Jimmy said,
dividing his attention between us and the road.

“No touching bare skin,” Al said.

He turned into me and used his arm to force
my closer leg up and apart, and then he was on his knees with his
face between my legs. A moment later he had opened his mouth and
then closed it over my entire pussy, his teeth forming an oval ring
around my slit as he growled and sucked and licked at me through my
panties.

I should have found it disgusting. Instead I
felt a wild thrill of the forbidden as he licked at me through my
panties right under Jimmy’s eyes.

The panties slowed him down a lot, but it
didn’t stop him. My pussy began to throb and pulse with hunger and
power as he licked and sucked me through them. The wetter they got
the hotter I got. I felt a wild and growing urge to yank my panties
aside so he could lick at my pussy naked, a wild excitement and
deep, carnal sense of anticipation at what it would feel like to
have his tongue lick me directly instead of through my panties.

God! My panties were becoming soaking wet!
Between his tongue licking at me, and licking strongly, through my
panties, and my own rapidly building heat and juices I was gasping
and moaning and he was driving me upwards towards a climax.

He was wearing long sleeves so that allowed
him to not touch my skin directly as he used them to shove my legs
up and apart. His tongue licked hard upwards against my clit, up,
up, up, up again, and it was like... like I was lifting my whole
body upwards with his licks, like his tongue was rolling my hips
upwards each time!

The heat was overwhelming! I was slumped
down, my hips rolling up each time his tongue licked across the
sopping wet crotch of my panties, my head rolling back as I gulped
in air. My eyes were filled with heat as my legs spread wide. One
of them was across Jimmy’s lap! Jimmy was watching his friend eat
me out through my panties and grinning like a Cheshire cat! He even
reached over to grope my breast a little.

“Wait a second,” Jimmy said. “Did we bet on
this?”

Al pulled away from my hot, wet pussy. “I
think you said that if I make this little slut come she’ll make me
come,” he said with a grin.

“That sounds fair.”

“W-wait!” I gasped.

But Al was lapping at my pussy again, his big
tongue liiiiicking up across my pussy again and again and again as
wave of pleasure and heat rolled over me. If the panties hadn’t
been in the way I’d have already come explosively. As it was the
sensation was just a little too toned down to push me over the
edge. Instead it was holding me quivering and trembling at the
height of sexual anticipation and heat so that I wanted to
scream!

“Oh! Oh! Ungh! Oh! Please!” I gasped.
“Ohhh!”

“You got less than a minute left,” Jimmy
said.

Al slid the pencil in under the crotch of my
panties and found my opening, then pushed it up inside me as he
licked hard and fast at my clit. I know it was only a pencil, and I
know that technically speaking, you don’t feel much from something
like that going into you. But it was the excitement, the kinky
nature of it, the knowledge I was being penetrated that overawed my
mind and blew me over the edge, crying and bucking wildly as he
practically buried his pencil inside my seeping, burning pussy.

The two of them seemed to be both amused and
pleased with themselves as I slumped breathlessly, embarrassed,
indignant, and gripped by the usual sense of weak, panting
aftermath.

“Bastards,” I gasped.

“She should get a spanking for disrespect
like that,” Al said.

“She will,” Jimmy said with a nod.

“In the meantime, baby, you need to make me
come now,” he said with a leer.

“I didn’t agree to that!” I said,
panting.

“You gonna be a welcher, Bek?” Jimmy asked
with a phony look of grave disappointment.

“You’re the one who agreed to it!”

“You gonna make ME a welcher?” he asked.

I scowled resentfully and he chuckled. “Come
on, baby, it’s just a little blow job. That ain’t nothing big. It
ain’t even real sex, you know.”

“You’re Bill Clinton now!?” I demanded.

Al grinned and leered as he sat back and
undid his jeans. I ignored him as he pulled his cock out, turning
my head away.

“Oh Beeeckkkyyy,” he taunted me, “Guess what
I got for yoooohooo.”

What a dork!

“If you don’t suck him I might have to let
him fuck you,” Jimmy said.

“You wouldn’t dare!”

He grinned at me and kind of shouldered me
closer to Al. I glared at him and then at Al, my eyes alighting on
the stiff cock poking up from between his legs.

God! I was practically naked in a pickup
going down the highway with these two perverts.

I leaned over, and let myself slide down so I
was kneeling on the floor and eased in between Al’s legs. Then I
started licking at his cock, doing my best to go slow, wanting to
taunt him, to delay it just like he had to me, but of course,
unlike me, Al didn’t have his arms tied, and grabbed my hair,
pulling me in closer, sliding his cock deep into my mouth.

“Now that’s a beautiful picture,” he sighed,
looking down at me.

“That it is,” Jimmy said. “Deep throat him,
baby. Make his eyes roll back in his head,” he said with a
grin.

Shit.

I bobbed up and down on Al’s cock, while he
kind of tugged on my hair and pulled me ever closer. Finally I slid
down all the way, taking him into my throat and pressing my nose
against his groin as he groaned in pleasure.

It took me a lot less than five minutes to
make him come, let me tell you!

I swallowed his come, and then crawled
awkwardly back onto the seat, panting. “Bastards,” I grunted.

“Your girl keeps insulting our mothers,” Al
said.

“Yeah, she does, doesn’t she? Tell you what,
you spank her now and I’ll spank her later.”

“Wha-what?” I gasped.

Al laughed and turned to me, kind of lifting
me up bodily and sitting me on his lap, then as I started to
squirm, he twisted me over onto my belly and then yanked down my
thong!

“Don’t you dare! You let go of me, Al
Peters!” I squealed.

“Open the glove compartment. That’ll settle
her down a mite.”

A moment later I heard Al laugh and then my
long hair was pulled back sharply, forcing my head up and back. I
started to protest and what I at first thought was like a sort of
miniature dildo was shoved into my mouth. It looked like a cock, or
at least, the front of a cock, a real thick one too. It slid into
my mouth and filled it kind of like the ball gag did, and also
strapped around behind my head like the ball gag.

“Put that other one where the sun don’t
shine,” Jimmy said.

I squealed again - the sound muffled now - as
I felt something pushing against my back door. I bucked and twisted
and whined into the gag, but he got the butt-plug into me anyway,
then began to spank my bare bottom!

I wiggled and twisted and yelped into the
gag, trying to kick my legs, to squirm away, but he was a strong,
wiry guy and he held me easily in place as his hand slapped down
against my bottom again and again and again. I could feel my flesh
getting hotter and hotter as the stinging spanks landed.
Thankfully, just as I was really starting to get upset - because my
ass was really hurting - he slowed his spanks and made them
lighter.

The thing is, though, that in between spanks
he sort of let his hand linger on my bottom, kind of rubbing and
caressing it.

“You’re gonna be a good little girl now, huh,
Bek,” he said, his hand squeezing and caressing my bottom.

Smack!

“Cause we know you want to make yer daddy
proud of how well-raised you was.”

Smack!

“This sure is one fine little ass.”

Smack!

“It’s nice and soft and warm – .”

“And you’re making it warmer,” Jimmy said
with a laugh.

“Well, she is a hot little piece of ass,” Al
said.

I squealed as his hand slid down between my
buttocks now, slid down to cup my pussy itself - naked - with no
thong in the way. A wild rush of heat surged up through my belly as
his fingers gently parted the lips of my sex, and then slid inside
me.

My eyes got wider and I stared at Jimmy, but
he was just driving along, watching the road complacently, now and
then grinning down at me as I lay across Al’s lap.

“Yes, sir, this is one fine little piece,” Al
said, his fingers stroking and circling within the mouth of my sex.
“You’re sure one lucky man, Al.”

Smack!

I moaned and twisted, and he chuckled,
squeezed my bottom, and then slid his hand back to my pussy,
rubbing at my clit.

“This little minx is getting me all hard
again,” he said.

Jimmy looked down at me, a mock scowl on his
face. “Becky! What’d you go and get Al hard again for? You sure are
acting slutty today!”

Oh right!

“You think I should get her to suck me off
again, Jimmy?”

“Well, I dunno, Al, I think if you take that
thing out of her mouth she’s gonna start yelling and complaining
again.”

“Well now, that’s almost surely the truth,”
Al said. “Maybe I could fuck her then?”

I squealed in denial, but to be honest, my
pulse was racing and my pussy was hot and wet and hungry, and the
way his fingers were stroking across my clit I could hardly keep
myself from grinding back against him.

“I don’t think that would be right, Al. I
mean, she’s my slut, after all, not yours. On the other hand, I
suppose it wouldn’t do any harm if you stuck it up that little back
hole there. It ain’t like you could get her pregnant or
nothing.”

“Why that’s mighty white of you, Jimmy!”

My eyes got wider and I shook my head but Al
lifted me up and back so I was kind of sitting on him, facing
forward. I squirmed as I felt his hard cock under my buttocks, and
the two men laughed at me. Al gripped my thighs and pulled my legs
wide apart, then he pushed forward on my neck, bending me way over
so my head was almost on the floor.

I felt his fingers at my behind, felt him
tugging that butt-plug out, and realized they had probably planned
this from the start. Then I felt his cock pushing into my open back
passage, and it felt so incredibly exciting, so sensual, so hot and
delicious that I just forgot how to resist or complain - or even
pretend to resist and complain as it pushed into my ass and he
pulled me up and back against him.

I shuddered, my mind hammered by an intense
wave of sexual heat and pleasure as I was jerked up and back. Al
held my arms firmly, and then lowered me carefully so I slid down
onto his ass one slow, steady inch at a time. And I almost came
just at the feel of it pushing up inside me.

When I felt his thighs firmly under my
buttocks and knew he was all up inside me, my eyes kind of glazed
over. And then, his hand slid between my legs and rubbed my clit,
and I just lost it, twisting and jerking and thrashing my head
around as the orgasm hammered my mind and body to mush.

“She really loves it up the ass, don’t she,”
Al observed from behind me.

“That’s the truth,” Jimmy said.

Their voices were coming from a distance, as
if I was far away, because the tremendous howl of pleasure drowned
out everything else as I twisted and writhed and jerked against
him, grinding myself on his hard cock as his fingers stroked
relentlessly against my clit.

Then he let me lay back against his chest for
a bit, gasping for breath as he fondled my breasts and tugged on my
nipples. He pushed me a little forward, and pinched one of my
nipples.

“Let’s go, baby. Start riding that log,” he
said.

I groaned and swayed, and he kind of tugged
back on my hair, forcing my head up and back, my chest out. His
other hand slipped between my thighs and began to rub at my clit
again.

“Ride it, Bek, ride my cock,” he growled.

I moaned and squirmed atop him, his big cock
deep in my belly, throbbing, feeling delicious. But finally I
started to force myself up, groaning and panting, pulling my tight,
throbbing bottom up so that his cock slid out of me, then sinking
back down with a groan of relief and pleasure, taking him deep into
my belly again.

The faster he rubbed my clit the faster I
rode him, heedless of the traffic outside, not caring about
anything but the wild, sexual fever gripping me as I rode up and
down on his stiff cock. I came again, crying out, writhing, my head
twisting and jerking from side to side, the pleasure burning
through me as my anal muscles spasmed around his cock.

I rode up and down breathlessly, gasping,
grunting, moaning, crying out in pleasure as yet another climax
poured through my nervous system, and then, finally, he came,
spurting his nasty white stuff up inside my bottom.

The bastard!

 


 


 





Chapter Five

 


 


 


I realize that sometimes logic has little
place in my life, but I doubt I’m very different from most people
in that respect. There was a difference between wearing a black bra
and wearing a black bikini bra, and even if they covered the same
amount of territory, and even if the bra didn’t turn translucent or
anything when it got wet, there was still a difference.

Trying to explain that to someone, though,
wasn’t always easy, especially when you’re a little flustered, and
they’re using the language of money, which is the only language the
carnies seemed to understand.

“They’ll be more eager to dunk you if you’re
wearing a black bra instead of a bikini bra,” Jimmy said.

And I knew he was right. That wasn’t very
logical either. Why should guys be more willing to see me in a bra
than in a bikini bra that covered the same amount of flesh? For
that matter, why should they be more eager to see me in black
bikini panties instead of a black bathing suit bottom?

Still, I couldn’t argue the truth of it. I
knew it was true. And trying to suggest that wearing underwear
instead of a bathing suit was somehow less modest didn’t sound very
convincing either, especially to people who didn’t care about
modesty.

Not compared to making money, anyway.

Which was why I was dressed in a white tank
top with a black bra underneath, something I would never be so
crass to do normally, waiting for the ball to hit the lever to drop
me into the tank.

I was wearing panties, not a bikini bottom.
And I was wearing a knee-length denim skirt. The idea - Jimmy’s
bright idea, which Karen had immediately agreed to - was that as
the skirt got wet it would get heavy, pull down my hips, and reveal
the top of my bikini panties, which would make all he men eager to
throw balls and dunk me.

Made no sense, but I knew it would work. Men
were weird about looking at women, way more voyeuristic than women
are.

The ball dunked me and I splashed into the
water. As usual it made me gasp in shock at how cold it was. The
dunk tank could be heated on cold days, but it rarely was unless it
was practically winter. Besides, Karen said, guys liked seeing me
more when my nipples were hard.

They were sure hard now!

But then, they’d been kind of hard before I
fell. That was partly because I had a bigger than usual butt-plug
up my bottom, and because Jimmy had fingered me kind of good just
before this, while he was arguing what I should wear. That was part
of the reason I hadn’t been very good at arguing against it.

Besides, I was starting to get the feeling I
was a bit of an exhibitionist. Mind you, I think most young women
like to show off, but the difference here was that there was no
atmosphere of disapproval from any of the people I knew. They all
thought it was just fine to show off, as long as you got more money
out of it. All the female carnies who had contact with the public
wore something attractive if they had the body to carry it off.

I pulled myself up the ladder, dripping wet,
and sat on the bench, pushing the long hair back from my face. The
tank-top was now not much of a cover, of course, and it showed my
black bra a lot more clearly than it had before it’d gotten wet. It
was a tight little, midriff baring tank top, and now was sticking
to me like a second skin.

The denim skirt was indeed a lot more heavy,
and pulling down against my hips so much I had to hold onto it when
I climbed up the ladder. It was a size too big - Jimmy’’s idea
again. He’s such a fucking pervert!

The men had noted the skirt pulling down,
though, and the appearance of the top of my panties. There was a
line-up of half drunken (or all the way) men eager to toss balls at
the lever. And of course, the carnie people being practical, they
were making use of the crowd watching by bringing over guys handing
out little cards for the freak show and the peep show, and selling
cotton candy and coffee and cokes and everything else.

I went into the water again with a splash,
and there was applause from the crowd, which was now maybe fifty
people, mostly men. The denim skirt absorbed more water and got
heavier, sliding down my hips, pulling at my panties so I had to
grab one hip and climb with one hand. I sat back on the bench,
soaking wet, wondering why men would be so eager to see me like
this when I looked a lot cuter with my hair dry.

But all that male attention was getting to
me. Like I said, what girl doesn’t like to have a pile of men
panting at her when there are no harmful consequences to it? I
didn’t know any of them, and we’d be out of this town tomorrow
night.

I went into the water again, and again pulled
myself up out of the water. I hiked my skirt up over my knee, and
kind of used the leverage of my bent leg to help support it as I
pulled myself up out of the water, but it still slid down on the
other side, pulling my panties with them until part of my butt was
showing. I quickly snatched it back up and sat down as the men
hooted and shouted approval.

A number of men threw balls to no avail, then
I went in again, to cheers.

I was starting to feel a bit like these guys
were sadists! They wanted me to be “downed” by a man, to be thrown
into the cold water, to be, I don’t know, punished, maybe, because
I was hot and sexy and there was no way in hell they were ever
going to get a finger on me? My amateur psychology only goes so
far, but I was starting to think there was something in it like
that.

I pulled myself out and then defiantly peeled
off my soaking tank top and wrung it out over my head, letting the
water splash down on me. It was sexy and arrogant and it showed
them I didn’t care if I was dunked. I even arched my back when I
did it.

Thing is, when the impulse hit me, I wasn’t
exactly thinking clearly, and I’d forgotten that unlike previous
nights I was wearing a bra and not a bikini top. It covered the
same territory, but even though it didn’t make a lot of sense I
did, on remembering, feel a lot more exposed. My belly trembled and
fluttered, and I felt a throbbing pulsing heat between my legs at
being exposed in “just a bra” to all those men.

After a couple more dunks, I was feeling more
and more sexy, both because I was just wearing a bra, and because,
for some weird reason, the thought of being “punished” of all those
guys eagerly wanting to see me dumped into the cold water for some
weird sense of sexual excitement – well – it was making me hot.
Maybe I’d become something of a masochist too since Jimmy had
started tying me up and spanking me and stuff.

I liked teasing them, posing, arching,
running my tongue along my lower lip, reaching up with my hands to
“fix my hair” so that my chest thrust out at them.

I climbed back up the ladder, not terribly
careful, wanting the heavy soaked skirt to slide down some. But
this time it slid down suddenly, more than I had expected. It took
my bikini bottoms down a little, but then slipped past them, which
was what surprised me, and then wound up around my knees as the
crowd cheered in delight.

I yanked up my panties first - first things
first - but then it was either let the skirt come off or jump back
into the water, so I let my legs slide out of it, and climbed the
rest of the way up with it in hand to sit on the cold bench in my
bra and panties.

I tried to wring the skirt out in front of me
as they all ogled me, feeling both very self-conscious and a dark,
hungry thrill of exhibitionistic heat. They were all staring at me,
lusting after me, feasting their eyes on my curves and pale skin,
and wanting to do nasty, despicable things to me!

Some of the men began to shout that I should
take my top off now, but that just wasn’t going to happen! I got
dunked again, and climbed back up. It was easier in just underwear,
and they shouted and laughed and called out again for me to take
off the bar. More of them were shouting now, kind of chanting “Show
your tits! Show your tits! Show your tits!”

I just shook my head and stuck my tongue out
at them.

Although I have to admit, that one of the
differences between lingerie and a bathing suit top was that my bra
was not meant to be soaked and worn. The elastic shoulder straps
had relaxed a little, and my movements made it easy for one strap
or even both, to slip off my shoulders, especially after being
dunked.

I wasn’t all that quick to slide them back
up, enjoying the risky feeling, and knowing the watching crowd of
men was licking their lips, hoping that last strap would slide over
my shoulder too. Sometimes it almost did, and once or twice it
actually did slide over my shoulder, but only momentarily, and that
didn’t cause the bra to slide off me or anything.

Unlike the skirt, the bra was actually a size
too small, so it wasn’t going anywhere unless the strap around my
ribs was removed! As for my panties. They were low on my hips, and
each time I climbed out of the water they slid even lower,
revealing a bit of back cleavage, but they stayed firmly in place.
And it wasn’t like I was wearing a thong or anything!

The sales were going really well. There was
no time when someone wasn’t standing there heaving balls at the
lever, and so I got dunked repeatedly, gasping and pulling myself
back out, dripping wet. It wasn’t all that warm a night, either,
let me tell you! And I was starting to feel very cold and shivery
when Karen finally put a stop to it – much to dismay of the
watching men.

She took me out and helped me into the little
canvas booth next to the dunk tank where she threw a bath towel
around me, at least. My clothes being soaked, they wouldn’t have
been a lot of help.

My teeth were chattering and she led me just
a few feet to the trailer nearby and up inside it, out of the cold
and wind.

“You take a hot shower right now,” she said,
guiding me up the aisle and into the shower.

“I-I-I got to get to Jimmy’s game,” I gasped,
shivering.

“You got to get warm and dry first,” she said
firmly.

“I can put on a s-sweater at the g-game,” I
gasped. “Can you lend me something to wear?”

She tugged the towel away before I knew what
she was intending and shoved me into the little bathroom.

“Karen!”

“You ain’t going out there all wet and cold
so stop asking.”

“I’m not a child!” I complained.

“Then stop acting like one.”

She shoved me bodily into the little shower
stall, even though I was starting to get kind of obstinate. But
there really wasn’t any way I could refuse. She was bigger and
stronger and older and tougher than I was, that was for sure.

So I know I was acting bratty to no purpose,
but even so, I resented her giving me orders. I mean, wasn’t I an
independent woman living out on my own now?! Well, except for
Jimmy, of course.

I tried to pull free and she spun me around
and shoved me against the wall of the shower stall, then turned on
the water. Instead of a showerhead there was a hand shower which
was on a hook up above, except someone had left it hanging. Water
sprayed from it and she grabbed it, easily holding me in place with
one hand, and sprayed the warm water all over me.

I have to admit that kind of felt good.

I squealed, though, when she aimed it up
between my legs. My hands were against the wall and pushed back,
trying to push me out of the shower but she was having none of that
and simply kicked my ankles apart and pulled back on my hair. My
hands shot up and back behind me, trying to free her fingers from
my soaking wet hair and she simply dropped the hand shower, grabbed
my wrists, crossed them, and pinned them there with one hand. Then
she sort of half turned me and squired some stuff onto my chest and
belly.

It was liquid soap, and a moment later her
free hand slid in and started rubbing it over my breasts and belly.
At first it was very chaste, almost clinical, the way a nurse would
wash you, say, but it didn’t stay that way long. I blushed and
squirmed, never having had anything sexual to do with women but
knowing darn well that many women did like a little of that sort of
stuff.

When her hand slid between my legs I yelped
and protested, but she just yanked back a little harder so that my
head was forced back, my back arching, and I was left staring up at
the ceiling as her hand rubbed the slippery soap into my pussy and
thighs and then up and down my belly and over my breasts. The way
her hand moved over my breasts was no longer clinical, though, and
I blushed redly, the breath leaving me, as she kneaded my
breasts.

“You have very nice breasts, Becky,” she
said.

What do you say to that? Especially when the
person is groping you at the time without your permission!?

I just sort of gasped and gurgled, I
guess.

Her hand moved freely over my body, and she
picked up the bottle and squirted it again, soaping me up all over
while I squirmed, both mentally and physically.

Because whether I wanted to have anything to
do with women or not the fact was that the warm water and the touch
of her soapy hand caressing my body was turning me on. Well, to be
fair, I’d been turned on, gripped by a bubbling, simmering sexual
hunger for quite some time now. All those guys lusting after me and
me just in my wet lingerie had done that easily enough.

Now the feel of her soft hand sliding between
my legs, skimming over my pussy, slippery fingers stroking back and
forth over my clit, was making me breathless and deeply aroused,
despite myself.

She pushed me forward against the wall,
kicking my ankles apart, and I gasped as her hand slid between my
legs up and down between my buttocks, then back over my pussy. She
did that a couple of times, then again, holding me, pinning me in
place.

“You are one hot little piece of girl meat,
you know, Becky,” she said.

Her hand slid down again, only this time she
let her fingers form a sort of wedge, and angled them up so that as
they slid across my pussy they turned and pushed up, burrowing up
into me.

“Oh! Oh! Don’t!” I gasped, eyes bulging as I
felt three fingers - three soapy, slippery fingers, pushing up into
the mouth of my sex.

But she only chuckled low in her throat.

“Got to get you all clean,” she said.

Her fingers pushed up deeper, and then I felt
another stroking across my clit.

It was all so hot and nasty and wild and
kinky and, and, and obscene! I moaned helplessly as she pumped her
fingers in and out of me, as her finger massaged my soapy clit, and
I felt my legs getting rubbery, my insides turning to mush.

She turned off the water and pulled me back
against her, and I felt, to my shock, her bare breasts against my
slippery wet back. She had managed to tug off her jeans and t-shirt
while she was pinning me to the wall! I shook my head, or tried to.
I wasn’t really up to a lot of coordination just then as my body
burned and throbbed with heat.

“D-Don’t!” I gasped as her arms slid around
me, her hands cupping my breasts.

I felt her groin rubbing against my bottom as
her lips came in against the nape of my neck.

“I-I don’t... I’m not... Please...” I gasped
dazedly.

She chuckled throatily, biting into the nape
of my neck as one of her hands slid down my belly and her fingers
began to stroke against my clit.

I twisted and turned in her arms and found
myself turned around, facing her. I gasped, feeling a little shock
as her body, now as slick and wet as mine, pressed against me, her
breasts pillowing against mine as her lips found my own. I moaned
as she pinned me to the wall again, her hands on my buttocks. I
pushed feebly against her and she grinned and pulled back a bit,
just enough to grab my slender wrists and pin them together against
the wall above my head.

Then her free hand shot between my legs and
started to rub me, and whatever resistance I intended sort of
crumbled as my body responded to the warm touch of her slippery
fingers against my horribly sensitive pussy.

Somehow we wound up kissing, my arms over her
shoulder, hers under my buttocks. She kind of lifted my left leg up
and back and turned herself so that she could get her pussy in
against mine, angling upwards, grinding our pussies together. It
was the first time, of course, that I’d ever felt anything like
that, and the physical sensations, combined with the wild, wanton
heat thrilling my mind, drove me over the edge into a powerful
orgasm.

The orgasm dazed me for about a minute, and
left me weak and groaning as she continued to grind against me. But
then I had some of my mind functioning again and tried once more to
push her away, to pull free, flushing with embarrassment and
discomfort at having another woman’s body grinding against me in so
intimate a fashion.

“K-Karen!” I whined, trying to turn away.

“You know you love it, baby girl!” she
panted.

“I-I don’t! I-I like guys!”

“Me too, baby girl but a little friendly
fucking isn’t something anyone should ever turn down.”

“Not with g-girls!” I gasped.

She snorted. “You need something big and hard
inside you? Is that it?”

I had succeeded in sort of half twisting
around so my shoulder was pressed between her breasts, and now she
turned me the rest of the way as she grabbed something from a
little shelf on the wall. It was a bottle of shampoo, and a moment
later I squealed as I felt it thrust up between my legs from
behind.

“Oh! Oh don’t! Karen! Ohh! Noo!”

“You said you like big cocks inside you, baby
girl,” she taunted.

“I-I did not!”

She laughed and turned and twisted it,
pushing it deeper.

Now this shampoo bottle was not exactly
small. It was round and had a round cap, but it wasn’t smooth. The
plastic bottle, which was thicker than my wrist, was that brand
supposed to smell like lemons. And the bottle was made to look like
four lemons stacked on top of each other, lengthwise. So it was
narrow, then wide, then narrow, then wide, then narrow, you
understand?

She forced the round top and the first
“lemon” up inside me, and while it ached a little – well, I have to
admit that it started my pussy burning once again. I don’t know.
Maybe anything that got pushed up inside me did that nowadays. But
this whole wet, naked, slippery sex shit, even with a woman, had my
body quivering with excitement no matter what my mind might have to
say.

So then I thought, okay, I can’t force her
back. I’ll just sink down so she can’t get the thing into me. She
can’t hold my wet, slippery body up. I’ll sink down onto the floor
of the little shower stall with my face against the wall.

But of course, she sank down with me, and
before I knew it I was kneeling there, her forcing my knees wider
with her feet, and she had the bottle sitting on the floor under me
so I was starting to sink right down on it. She had my hands up
behind my neck again, this time with my tangled wet hair wound
around them, and was grinning down at me as she pulled my mouth
right in against her pussy.

Gross!

Well, in normal circumstances I’d have been
kind of grossed out. Even now I was, kind of. But not that much,
because the heat was sizzling through my veins again. This was all
so wild and nasty and kinky, and I had come to feel a lot of
excitement for wild, nasty, kinky sex over the past few weeks. My
body didn’t care it was a woman touching me, and the throbbing heat
and excitement it generated was soon flooding my mind and pushing
aside everything else.

I guess I was just getting used to being
manhandled. Not just getting used to it, but coming to expect wild
sexual excitement and pleasure as I was being manhandled. And,
somewhat to my dismay, the fact it was a woman doing it really
didn’t seem to make that much difference. There was just no way,
with my pussy bulging wide around the lemon bottle, that I could
really put up any fight to whatever she wanted.

“Lick me, little slut. Lick me,” she ordered,
tugging on my hair.

I moaned weakly, gasping, moaning,
overheated, and then – I did. It was the first time for me, but of
course, Jimmy and Al had demonstrated pretty well just how to lick
a woman’s pussy, so I wasn’t under any huge doubt about what I
ought to be doing.

I didn’t like doing it, though. I was
flushed, embarrassed and awkward while I did it. But at the same
time I was sliding further down onto that shampoo bottle, and the
heat inside me was building to a tremendous level! I moaned and
licked, my slippery knees spreading apart on the floor, sinking my
pussy down onto the lemon bottle again.

I shuddered as another lemon slid up into me.
The bottle was deep, now, so that the round cap was jammed against
what felt like practically the deepest part of my pussy. I was
grinding myself against it, gasping and panting and moaning as she
ground her pussy into my face. And I was licking for all I was
worth, obedient, submissive, getting more and more aroused with
every second.

She pulled my face in against her as she
came, and gasped and moaned, grinding me in against her pussy as
she bucked and jerked. I felt a sense of heat and victory, a unique
sort of victory, having made a woman come. But then as she released
me I kind of sank back on my heels and shuddered as I felt the next
lemon pushing up.

I sank down, cried out a little in pain, but
my right hand shot between my legs and I started frantically
rubbing my clit as I rode up and down on the bottle. It was so big
it hurt, but I just had to get it all inside me! I felt a dark,
frantic need, and impaled myself on it again and again, squeezing
my breast and rubbing my clit until another tremendous orgasm swept
over me.

* * * *

“You’re late as hell. Where you been?” Jimmy
asked, scowling.

I blushed, not really sure how to say it.

“You’re walking funny.”

I blushed again. I was walking funny because
the damn shampoo bottle was jammed up inside me! Every inch of
it!

On top of that I was wearing these little
bitty cutoffs that Karen said belonged to her teenage daughter when
she came to visit, but her daughter was a couple of sizes smaller
than me because those little cutoffs dug into my pussy and were
skin-tight against my ass.

On top of that I wore a little baby-t which
was easily two sizes too small, and no bra.

I couldn’t exactly tell Jimmy, with all those
people around, so instead I had to get to work helping in the game
– with the damned bottle inside me!
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Jimmy slid a strap around my arms, drawing
them back behind me, drawing them further and further back until
they crossed at the elbows. Then he looped the strap around them
several times and somehow locked it in place. Then he shoved me
down onto my knees in front of him. I opened my mouth obediently as
he rubbed his hard cock against my face, then took him in, closing
my lips and sucking eagerly as he slid his fingers through my
hair.

By now I could deep throat fairly well, and
after bobbing up and down several times I prepared to take him into
my throat. But Jimmy pulled firmly on my hair, taking the choice
away from me as his cock pushed into the back of my mouth and then
entered my throat.

I gurgled a little but took him in without
gagging until he was deep in my throat, then only gagged a little.
He pulled me forward until my nose was jammed against him, his cock
buried in my mouth and throat, my lips wrapped around the very base
of his throbbing prick.

He held me there for long seconds, grinding
my face against him, then slowly drew back, allowing me to pull my
throat free and gulp in air. I licked at the head of his cock, then
took one of his balls into my mouth to suck, but he drew back,
still holding my long hair above my head, kind of forcing me to
duck walk along on my knees until he could sit down. Then he pulled
me down onto him again and I took him into the back of my throat as
he groaned in pleasure.

He let me ease back, and I bobbed up and down
as I gulped in air. Then he pulled on my hair, forcing me up on my
knees, then up onto my feet, pulling me towards him so that I was
bent across his lap.

Crack!

I gasped as he slapped my bottom with a
stinging blow.

“Bad little girl,” he teased me, slapping me
again, “I know what you want. You want something big and hard up
your tight little ass.”

Well, I would have preferred it up my pussy,
but I wasn’t going to argue with him so long as he fucked me!

I had to straddle the chair. He let go of my
hair at that point, putting a hand on my bottom as he guided me
down onto his now slick cock.

I groaned in delight as I felt the head
splitting me open, and sank slowly down to take him up high into my
belly.

“Shit, you’re tight,” he sighed. “I love
fucking a hot little teenage slut.”

I rolled my hips breathlessly, grinding
myself against him, exultant in having his thick cock stuck way up
inside my belly. He leaned in and began to suck and lick and chew
on my breast and nipple as his hands slid around me and gripped my
buttocks. He pulled up, raising me, and his cock back. Then he
dropped me down and I groaned as his cock pushed up high inside me
again.

“Ride me, slut,” he growled. “Ride that cock,
you nasty little girl.”

I did, of course, needing little urging. I
loved the feel of him inside me, of him moving back and forth
through the tight, clinging tunnel of my sex. I loved the feel of
his fat cockhead pushing up deep into my belly. I rode him slowly,
groaning and panting for breath as his fingers kneaded my buttocks
and helped raise me up

There was a knocking on the door which made
me gasp, remembering what had happened the last time. I wanted him
to ignore it but he lifted me up and then set me down on the
sofa.

“Jimmy!” I gasped.

“Don’t be so shy,” he said with a lazy grin.
“You got an incredible fucking body. You should be proud to show it
off.”

Well I wasn’t! I scampered into the back room
- the bedroom, and used my shoulder to ease the door mostly closed.
I pressed against it, trying to hear what was being said at the
outer door, when the door pushed open and made me stumble back with
a gasp. Karen was there, and she grinned at me.

“Hey, baby girl. How you doing?”

I blushed and glared past her at a grinning
Jimmy.

“Playing games, I see, huh?”

“Uhm, what do you want?” I asked, trying very
hard to maintain a few shreds of dignity.

“I came to talk to you about how you can make
more money, but now you got me all distracted.”

She slid a hand up along my shoulder and
behind my neck. I tried to turn away but she bunched up my thick
hair and I gasped as she forced my head back.

“Now that is a beautiful sight,” Jimmy said,
looking at my taut breasts.

“Ain’t it, though?” Karen said. “She does
have nice titties.”

“Jimmy!” I gasped.

“Karen wants you to work in the T&A tent
a little, try it out,” Jimmy said.

“No way!”

“You’re a natural, baby girl,” Karen cooed,
her other hand stroking gently along the underside of my breast,
then squeezing it. “The customers will throw money at you.”

“I am not going to be a stripper!”

I know that those words might seem odd given
I was standing there naked with my elbows tied behind me, but at
least I was in my own, or at least, Jimmy’s trailer and not out on
a stage!

“I think you’d like it,” Karen said, her hand
sliding down my taut belly, down between my legs, her fingers
stroking against my still throbbing clit.

“I-I won’t!” I gasped.

She chuckled and bent my head farther back,
forcing my chest out hard, then bent and began to lick and suck at
my breasts.

“Relax, baby-girl,” she said, easing her grip
on my hair. “No one’s gonna make you be a stripper. I wasn’t really
talking about that anyway.”

“She gives a pretty nice lap dance,” Jimmy
said. “In fact, you were sort of interrupting one.”

“Well, you teach her good, Jimmy. There’s
lots of money to be made out of men panting after that hot teenage
body.”

She gave my breast a final squeeze, then
strolled back out the door.

“I gotta see you two together one of these
days,” Jimmy said with a leer.

* * * *

The T&A tent was an enclosed bar that was
always just a little away from everything else in the carnival. It
wasn’t always even there, depending on local laws and the degree to
which they were enforced. That often meant whether the local law
could be coopted for a few dollars or some free services.

It was basically a little bar with overpriced
alcohol and strippers, but it was more than that. There were little
side “rooms” inside it for lap dances, and the lap dances would go
pretty far, too, if the customers were willing to pay. I mean, they
wouldn’t actually have sex with them, but just about anything else
was fair game – again, depending on what the local law would
allow.

We didn’t advertise it. You couldn’t’ find
it, really, without someone telling you what to look for. It didn’t
look like it was even open to the public. The carnies would tell
likely looking men, though, usually after engaging them in some
conversation to make sure they weren’t particularly conservative
about such things and might be of the type wanting to see it. And
they would find their way to the tent, one or two at a time.

Karen had mentioned it when she’d first taken
me for a tour of the Carnival and I’d kind of seen it since then.
The girls who worked it did other jobs when the tent wasn’t in
operation, and not all were what I’d call exactly beautiful. But I
suppose if you were some hick farmer in Buttfuck Alabama almost
anything looked good to you.

You have remember that a lot of the places
the carnival went to didn’t have much in the way of nearby
entertainment, and that was especially so in the areas where the
local government had managed to ban anything like a strip club, or
even a Hooters type restaurant. We could go in, and have the little
tent, and by the time any of the holy rollers found out about it it
was a bit late to start a public campaign to denounce our indecency
because we’d be well gone.

The local law knew that too. They could plead
ignorance for a day or two, and then shrug it off since we’d be
gone. They knew, of course, and were often steady visitors
themselves. When Karen first suggested I work there I said no way,
of course, but she kind of persisted, and she said that really, I
didn’t have to strip, but could just wait on tables, and make a ton
of money.

That sounded a lot more attractive, and I
have to admit that I wasn’t overly enjoying my stint as the girl
who got dropped into the water every time some clown hit the lever
with a baseball. It was exciting, in a way, but I almost froze my
ass off on chilly days.

I started working there in a place called
Halifax, Wisconsin, and my first rude awakening was that the
waitresses were supposed to wear lingerie. Karen did some fast
talking, comparing bras and panties to swimsuits - which, come to
think of it I had actually told her about earlier with regard to my
duties as the splash girl. So anyway, she was persuasive, and
although I was uneasy about it, I started working in a black bra
and panties - wearing high heels, of course, waiting on tables.

It wasn’t a big tent once you put in a little
stage for the strippers and the side rooms, and the little round
tables were kind of jammed together pretty close.. There wasn’t a
lot of light either. They had candles on the tables, and then what
electric light there was was focused on the stage.

That made it kind of dim, which was good, in
a way, since I was in my underwear, but bad in that I got groped a
lot as I moved among the tables. Mostly it was just my ass, though,
and I learned to hang on tight to the bottles and plastic cups I
was carrying, and not be startled at a hand on my butt for a few
seconds.

I was really nervous, at first, and the
darkness was a relief. The first time I got groped my eyes went
really big, and I whirled around on the guy who did it but couldn’t
be sure who it was and didn’t want to make a big scene. But it
happened a lot, and I sort of got used to it. As long as you kept
moving there wasn’t much they could do, really but a quick stroke
or grope or pinch. It ticked me off, at first, and embarrassed me,
but I sort of got used to it.

And to be honest, I started to feel kind of
turned on, being in a room full of horny men in just my underwear
like that. I felt kind of shameless and wanton and outrageous to be
parading around in my bra and panties, even though they were full
panties and not a thong or anything.

And guys casually stroking my thighs and butt
as I walked by became less of an embarrassment and more a turn-on
because it was part of that outrageous behavior, you know? And
maybe because it was part of that strange dark sense of being used,
being forced, being roughly treated that I was coming to identify
as super exciting. Maybe I was becoming a masochist, I don’t
know.

I knew there wasn’t really much I could do
about those guys, though, given the darkness and the crowd, and so
it wasn’t really something I controlled. In a weird way, that gave
a sense of freedom. Since I couldn’t stop it, I didn’t need to feel
like a terrible slut for “allowing” men to touch me. Does that make
any sense to you?

There were a lot of suggestions from the men
that I go up on the stage or give them a lap dance but I just shook
my head and smiled. Taking off my clothes in front of a crowd of
strange men like the strippers did wasn’t something that interested
me. I mean, for some reason it didn’t seem terribly hot to me then,
just kind of nasty and dirty. The lap dances, on the other hand,
did seem kind of hot, and I gave Jimmy some hot lap dances every
night when I got back to our trailer.

The truth is I got aroused working there. I
was surrounded by horny men the whole time, staring at me, touching
me, wanting me, and thinking nasty thoughts about what they’’d like
to do about me. That was partly embarrassing and uncomfortable, but
also exciting to my dark and nasty sense of passion.

One time I got back to the trailer and Al was
there drinking with Jimmy. I was feeling hot and horny, and just
wearing my little denim dress that zipped up front, and a little
drunk too because I’d been bought a number of drinks. Al was his
usual smirking, teasing self, asking if I’d given any good lap
dances at the T&A tent, then taunted me for not being able to
dance.

“I can so dance,” I said. “I just don’t want
to dance in front of a room full of strange men.”

“Dance for me, then, baby,” Jimmy said with a
grin.

Jimmy had gotten one of those home stripper
poles somewhere, and would sometimes put it up in the middle of the
“living room” part of the trailer. It was a simple pole that
extended from floor to ceiling, and when you tightened the
extendable pad it was kind of tight, tight enough to hold me,
anyway.

Jimmy had had me dancing, and practicing on
the stripper pole, just for him, learning how to do the moves I saw
the girls in the T&A tent do. I suppose I should have foreseen
that this was more than just for his private entertainment, that he
thought I would be doing more in that tent than serving meals, but
I was still kind of young and innocent.

I did like dancing for him, but not with Al
there, which is what I said as I flopped down and took a beer from
the fridge. So instead we chatted - Carnies being not generally the
going-to-bed-early types, and we drank, and to make a long story
short I wound up dancing for them anyway, at first swearing I would
only do it fully clothed, then because I couldn’t in that dress I
stripped to my bra and thong, and then, getting into it, getting
excited, I wound up tossing the bra, and then the thong. Well, Al
had already seen me, right? Sooo…

And then, of course, I wound up giving Jimmy
a lap dance while Al watched. So what I was trying to do was make
Jimmy come in his pants which is what the girls doing lap dances
tried to do. So there I was, naked straddling Jimmy, grinding my
butt against his hard-on through his jeans as the music blasted out
of the radio. I could feel how hard he was below, pressed against
my butt as I ground against him, and tried to remember the little
tricks the girls had told me about to turn him on more.

I had to keep fending off his hands, telling
him the customers weren’t allowed to touch the dancers, but he kept
doing it anyway, and truth to tell I was kind of liking and wanting
his touch so that I eventually gave up trying to stop him. The
girls let the men touch them anyway, once they’d paid enough. And I
found it both exciting and embarrassing to have him touching me
while I was grinding atop him naked - and Al sitting next to him
watching!

And then at some point I realized that with
both his hands on my breasts he couldn’t have one free to be
squeezing and rubbing my butt, and that Al was doing that. I was a
bit indignant, but Jimmy only laughed, and so somehow or other I
wound up giving Al a lap dance, too, and then I wound up fucking
both of them. Man! Was I ever becoming a slut!

So there I am, kind of drunk, pretty horny,
straddling Al as he sits on this ratty old armchair. I’m naked, of
course, impaled on his big stick, my hands behind his neck as he
sucked and chews at my breasts, riding up and down and moaning in
pleasure. And I hear this voice behind me.

“Ride em, cowgirl.”

It was Karen, and I gasped, at first, jerking
my head around so I almost fell over. But Al’s hands were on my
ass, so I couldn’t fall back, and she only laughed, lounging on the
beat up sofa right behind me. And there was really nothing for me
to do - nothing Al would allow me to do - but keep riding him, even
though she was sitting right behind me and watching.

Well, it wasn’t like she hadn’t seen
everything, right? Even so I was embarrassed, anxious, and hesitant
at first. But as I kept riding the heat and passion took over and I
could almost but not quite forget she was staring right at me,
watching me sliding my wet pussy up and down on Al’s hard
prick.

“Such a baad, little girl,” she purred.
“Don’t you know strippers aren’t supposed to fuck the
guests?”

“She just ain’t got no control,’ Jimmy said.

“She needs discipline,” Karen said with a
snigger.

I came, just about then, so I ignored them,
gasping and moaning and crying out softly as I plunged down onto
Al’s cock again and again.

I sank down and lay, panting, pressed against
him for long seconds as his hands caressed my body, then Karen
snapped her fingers at me repeatedly to get my attention. I turned
my head around, woozy, blinking my eyes.

“Come over here, bad girl. Momma wants to
spank your nasty little bottom,” she said.

I stared at her in confusion for a bit, but
Al pushed me, easing me off him and onto the floor. The chairs were
so close there wasn’t a lot of point in standing up, so I just
shuffled over on my knees, a bit wary but not really knowing how to
say no.

“Bad girl,” she said coyly. “Get across
Momma’s lap so she can spaank you.”

I didn’t want to be spanked but I have to
admit I felt a little flare of heat and kinky excitement at her
order. Again I considered how to refuse, but she grabbed me by the
arm, pulling me forward, then shifted her grip onto my hair. I
yelped a little in pain, forced to slide forward across her lap
until I was positioned as she wanted, then she gave my bare bottom
a sharp smack that stung and made me yelp and twist and kick my
feet.

“Nasty little slut,” she said tauntingly, her
hand caressing my bottom.

“Oww! That hurts!” I whined.

“How is the nasty little girl going to learn
otherwise?”

She slapped my bottom again, and then again,
and again and I began to twist and wriggle, trying to shove my
hands back to block her.

“Bad girl,” she said.

She pinned my wrists together behind me, and
Jimmy handed her one of the leather laces he used to tie me up
quickly. I felt my wrists bound tightly together behind me, and
then she resumed her spanking, her hand smacking down onto my
bottom repeatedly as I wriggled and moaned and protested.

She slipped her spanking hand down between my
buttocks, down under them, caressing my pussy, which was really
quiet moist, and began to finger me there.

I was panting, gasping, moaning, and much
preferred this to the spanking. I felt her long fingers slide into
me and pump in and out, then a third finger pushed in, the three of
them twisting and turning inside me.

She stopped and slapped my bottom a few more
times, making it burn and ache so I twisted and bucked and shined
again. Then she returned to fingering me, stroking my clit, shoving
her fingers into my pussy, even pushing her thumb down into my
ass.

Jimmy found a couple of large dildos, and
some lube, and I groaned as first one, then the other, were buried
in my belly. Then she started spanking again, her other hand
groping my breast or pulling at my hair, whichever struck her
fancy. My ass was HOT! It was aching and burning from the continued
spanking, but she wasn’t leaving my pussy alone either, stroking
and caressing it and pumping the dildo in and out so that sexual
heat and hunger flowed through my veins in a hungry torrent.

The two men were laughing at me, encouraging
Karen, calling me a nasty little slut, and I have to admit a part
of me enjoyed being the center of attention, enjoyed having them
watch a kind of show that featured me in it - naked. I was also
kind of getting into the captive schoolgirl thing, the bad girl
being spanked, you know. And while the spanking stung, it wasn’t
painful enough to really pull me back from the wild storm of heat
growing inside me.

I shuddered and arched back as she thrust the
dildo really deep inside me. It was the bigger dildo, and she’d
lubed it up really nice, so that I was slick and slippery inside.
The thing moved deliciously across my skin, sliding back and forth
between my taut pussy lips and driving deep into my belly. And
every time she pumped it several times and got me worked up she’d
stop and give me some more spanks to my throbbing butt.

It was a strange, hot mixture of pleasure and
pain, and I’m not sure I would have quite been able to cope with it
even if I’d been sober. I sure couldn’t with as much booze in me as
I had.

Then she pulled the dildo back out and thrust
four fingers into my silky pussy, twisting and turning them before
jamming them in harder. I wasn’t sure why they felt so thick, why
they were stretching and straining my pussy opening more and
more.

I mean, I’d just fucked Jimmy and Al, and had
that big dildo pumping inside me so I should be more than ready to
hold a few fingers. But I felt myself stretching and aching as her
hand pushed in - and then I realized with a jolt, that she had
wedged her thumb in against her fingers and was trying to shove her
whole hand inside me!

I groaned weakly, writhing and twisting as I
tried to see behind me, my mind starting to spin even worse as I
realized what she intended, and felt my pussy lips spreading wider
and still wider. Then there was a sharp little pain as they spread
just wide enough, and her knuckles passed into me. I felt the bulge
as they slid into my pussy tunnel, and then my pussy lips eased a
little more closed as her hand passed inside, squeezing down around
her wrist.

Ohmygod! It felt incredible! I had a whole
hand inside me! It was turning slowly around and around, the
fingers turning and pressing and prodding at the soft, elastic
flesh of my tunnel. I was gulping in air, eyes wide, almost all my
attention turned inward, gasping at every movement of her fingers
and hand. She pushed it slowly deeper and I groaned as my pussy
lips slid down her wrists. I was awfully well lubed but she had her
whole fucking hand in me!

Then I felt her fingers kind of pulling I and
back, one by one, until they formed a solid ball inside me, her
fist, and she began to rotate it slowly, first one direction, then
the other. At the same time she started to spank me with her left
hand, and the sharp little stinging blows echoed through my nervous
system and did something that seemed to almost vibrate, to echo
against my clit. I twisted and writhed as she continued spanking,
and then began to work her fist in and out.

She couldn’t move her fist far or fast, but
the pressure, going in and pulling back was mind blowing! An orgasm
howled through my body so that I couldn’t think or speak or even
breath. I writhed in animal pleasure and heat as convulsions
wracked my body, and in the midst of it she kept spanking and
thrusting.

It ached! It hurt! And it felt incredible!
Wild! The thrill of intense sexual passion and heat burned along my
veins and I felt eh world spin around me as I forgot to breath. I
lay gasping, moaning and drooling, my face against the sofa as she
caressed my bottom and her fingers slid down my side to squeeze my
breast.

“Are you sorry for being such a bad little
girl?” she purred.

I didn’t answer, and she gripped my hair,
pulling my head up and back so that my scalp ached and I groaned
aloud.

“Are you sorry for being such a bad little
girl?” she demanded.

She was, technically smaller and thinner than
me but that didn’t really matter.

“Yessss!” I moaned.

“Say yes, mistress Karen,” she ordered.

Her fist pushed deeper and I shuddered and
gasped aloud.

“Say it, slut,” she said, pulling more
harshly on my hair.

“Yes, m-mistress Karen!” I gasped.

“Say I’m sorry for being such a bad little
girl, Mistress Karen.””

I felt a ripple of embarrassment. I mean, it
was one thing to submit to the guys making me their slut, and
another to let another woman do it. It was worse still to have her
do it while the guys were looking on grinning and rubbing their
bulging trousers.

“I-I’m sorry for -- for being such a b-bad
little girl, Mistress Karen,” I panted, face red.

My words ended with a shuddering groan as her
fist twisted around inside me. Fuck it was deep! Her fist turned
one way, then the other, slowly, then pushing forward against the
back wall of my pussy.

“Please!” I gasped. “Oh! Oh!”

“You want more, slut? You want it
deeper?”

“No!” I gasped.

She slapped my bottom sharply. “You forgot to
say Mistress, you slut.”

“No, Mistress!” I groaned.

“We should have Billy fist her. I bet he
could get his whole fuckin’ arm up inside,” Jimmy said as Al
chortled agreement.

Billy was the dwarf, or, well, little person,
I think he preferred to be called, part of the strange little freak
show thing I generally stayed clear of.

“Please! Oh! Oh! Please!”

“Please, mistress, slut,” she said, slapping
me again.

“Please, mistress!” I gasped . “I-It’s too
deep, mistress!”

“Nonsense. I bet I can get it up inside you
to the shoulder,” she said.

Jimmy and Al snickered. Bastards!

They were obviously loving the show, though, staring in
fascination, their cocks hard under their jeans.

It was too much for me, and the sensations
mounted as she began to move her fist in and out with more
authority. She started spanking me again, and the guys were urging
her on, and my yelps and gasps and pleas gave way to moans and then
cries of wild, helpless pleasure. She fisted me to a come, and then
another one, and then a third so that my entire body was flushed
with heat and I felt as though I were dizzy and dazed and worn
out.

And my pussy ached something fierce!

It was amazing how elastic I was, though, and
how deep her hand could get inside me. Jimmy came across and
gripped my hair, pulling my head up and back, and slid his stiff
cock into my open mouth, then down my throat, fucking me excitedly
while Karen fisted me. Then she slid her other hand down under my
hip and started to rub my clit while Al fucked my throat.

What a wild night!

Finally, she pulled her hand out of me, and I
groaned in relief even as she pulled me by the hair - on all fours
- down the trailer into the bedroom. Then she shut the door and
rode my face for long minutes as my tongue licked up at her.

Wow. I was becoming everything my parents
feared I would at the carnival. And when I’’d started I had thought
their fears were ridiculous, absurd, that people here were pretty
much normal, the same as everyone else. If they could have seen me
that evening they’d never have spoken to me again!

But boy did I come that night!
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We moved on to Exeter that day, and set up
again that night, and this time Karen persuaded me, browbeat me,
kind of made me wear a thong, and I got slapped and groped even
more. I felt more nervous and more embarrassed and more excited at
the same time, prancing around bare-assed like that.

A lot of guys were buying me drinks, though,
and I was drinking at least some of them, and so I came home a
little drunk - like I had the other day.

Sex was starting to... I don’t know... sort
of take over my life, in a strange, dark, thrilling sort of way
which nonetheless made me uneasy and frequently embarrassed me.

Al was groping me whenever I came near, and
now Karen was too! And both of them felt free to override my
objections! Jimmy was no help at all. He only snickered when I
complained, then called me a bad girl and asked if I wanted a
spanking!

I still had that indignation, that outrage
that you’d expect of a normal girl when people groped and fondled
her like that, but... in a strange way it felt almost like it was a
leftover from the way I used to live, and sort of out of place now.
And now these complete strangers were taking every opportunity to
slide their hands across my smooth, soft skin, across my belly and
along my inner thighs, to squeeze my butt and even dart a quick
hand in between my legs whenever I stopped to try and cop a
feel.

And Karen was talking about having me do lap
dances! The thought was scary, and embarrassing and made my stomach
turn flip-flops, but it was also a wild, darkly erotic proposition.
I mean, me, ME, Rebecca Stirling, from Crawly County, being a
stripper! Taking off my clothes and grinding my bare flesh in mens
faces! Oh-My-God! No one would EVER have believed that of me back
home!

I didn’t think I could have stood up in front
of a tent full of men - well, it only sat maybe three dozen but
still – and taken off my clothes. But in one of the little side
rooms with just one man, and the lights turned down low... yeah, I
could imagine myself grinding away, his hands caressing me. Oooh,
the thought made me hot but it also made my stomach flutter and my
chest go so tight I could hardly breath.

I was nervous that first night and I guess I
drank more of their drinks than I should have. I found out, by the
way, that the thing to do was to simply pretend it was a drink,
then pocket the money. The bartender, Lou, would give you a little
glass of coke with nothing in it, or water that was supposed to be
vodka, say. This was supposedly common knowledge but I’d never done
waitressing so what did I know!?

Anyway, it helped cover my nervousness, and
relaxed me, and so I found it less embarrassing prancing around
like that, and even started to feel turned-on again, you know,
flaunting myself like that with impunity. There wasn’t no one there
to judge me, after all. I mean, all the carnies thought this was
what I should do, and the customers, well, they didn’t matter.
They’d be gone tomorrow.

Jimmy came to get me after the place closed
down, which was kind of good since I was wobbling a bit on my feet.
It was a warm night, and the carnival had closed down, so all the
lights were gone except for some here and there. I was drunk enough
I hardly even noticed at first that I wasn’t wearing anything more
than I had been in the tent; little black half lace bra and
thong.

And when Jimmy led me off to the side,
towards where some firelight flickered, I didn’t protest. He said
there was a little party there. I realized at the last minute that
I was just in my underwear, and protested, but he said not to
worry. It was dark and mostly everyone was going to be half naked
anyway because of the heat.

There was a little sort of grotto there where
a narrow creek spilled down about two feet, producing a slightly
wider pool and a nice little babbling waterfall. Some of the
carnies had set up a bonfire a little away from it, and they’d
brought down benches or pulled over logs and such to sit around
drinking, chatting, and listening to music.

There was maybe a dozen people there when we
arrived, and most of the men were in shorts without a top. There
were three or four girls there, including Karen, mostly wearing
bikini tops and shorts. A couple of them were making out with guys
already. Jimmy led me over to a log and we sat down, his arm around
me. I was only a bit uneasy, and even that only at first. Like I
said, I was sort of getting used to being kind of naked around
people, and no one was staring at us or anything.

Jimmy and me started drinking, and then we
started making out. I was a little embarrassed at first, but just a
little. It was sort of dark and anyway, no one was paying us any
mind. Still, his fingers were stroking at my clit inside my
panties, and I was squirming and gasping and moaning softly, my
head fogged with booze and heat and lust. I hardly even noticed, at
first, when he popped my bra and pulled it away. Then I grabbed for
it but too late, and he chuckled and tossed it behind us.

“Jimmy!” I moaned in an anxious whisper.

“You got the nicest tits here,” he whispered
back, nuzzling my throat.

And then he peels my hands away from where
they’re trying to sort of cover my bare breasts, and pulls them up
and back behind my neck. He forces my head back to make my breasts
stick out more, and then shouts “Are these the nicest tits you’ve
ever seen!?”

Oh. My. God!

I was staring up at the night sky as I heard
cheers and mocking jeers from the others, and Jimmy laughed and
began to lick and suck at my breasts. He pushed his other hand back
down into my panties and started fingering me, sliding two fingers
up into my moist pussy. I was intensely embarrassed, at first,
figuring everyone would be staring right at me, but before long my
body’s own hunger and passion began to push those concerns away as
my hips began to grind helplessly against him.

“You know, Jimmy,” I heard someone say, “You
got a lot of nerve bringing a newbie among us without even giving
us any chance to initiate her.”

“Yeah, she ought to be initiated!” another
drunken voice slurred.

“She definitely needs to be initiated,” I
heard Karen say with a laugh.

My head was still being held back by Jimmy’s
big hand, and my wrists were still behind my neck. I couldn’t see
any of the others. I could just hear them, and feel Jimmy’s hand
and lips on me.

“She’s my little fuck toy!” Jimmy bragged
back at them.

“How come you get a fuck toy and not me?”
some man demanded.

“Cause I found her!”

And then I felt his fingers grip my thong and
yank it down under my buttocks. Before I understood what he was
doing and moved to try and squeeze my thighs together he was
pulling it right down over my knees and off. I heard cheers and
laughter as I squealed in embarrassment, but Jimmy forced his big
hand back between my thighs again, his fingers stroking my
pussy.

“Spread your legs, slave girl,” he
demanded.

No way!

He sucked on the center of my breast, and his
teeth bit in, nibbling on the nipple as his tongue licked back and
forth. Two fingers pushed deep into my pussy and started sliding in
and out as his thumb stroked up against my clit again and again. I
moaned and whimpered helplessly, and slowly, my legs began to part.
I didn’t will it, didn’t even think of it. Just suddenly, I
realized they were spread wide apart, and Jimmy now had three big
fingers thrust up inside me.

“Initiate! Initiate! Initiate!” they were
chanting now, drunkenly, laughing, giggling.

“Okay, sure,” Jimmy said.

A minute later Karen was there, clearly
drunk, maybe even almost as drunk as me. She laughed at me and as
Jimmy eased his grip on my wrists and pulled them up and forward,
she slipped a rope around them and tied it tight.

Then Jimmy let go of me and Karen pulled me
up off the log, forward into the greater light near the bonfire. I
was stumbling, gasping, my eyes widening as I realized how naked
and how public I was. Then Chris, the “bearded man” moved forward
and they tossed the rope up over a big wide branch overhead,
pulling my arms up above my head.

Shit! I was completely naked and all those
people were sitting all around me, grinning, laughing, staring at
me, making comments about my ass and my shaved pussy and my breasts
and everything!

I blushed furiously, not knowing where to
look, unable to meet anyone’s eyes, heart thumping so loud it was
like a drumbeat in my ears.

I moaned weakly, my pulse pounding in my
ears, my face flushed as shadowy figures lounged around the edges
of the little grove watching. The firelight made their eyes sparkle
but I could see little more of them than that.

I blushed deeply as Karen started to run her
hands over my body. I was still quite uneasy about women and sex,
or well, I mean sex with women, and even more anxious about other
people seeing me do it! But I couldn’t deny the sensations her soft
hands and long, slender fingers roused in my body as they glided
over my breasts and stroked lightly between my legs. I was already
wet and oozing as her fingers penetrated and slid up inside me, and
I moaned as they pumped slowly in and out and her thumb rubbed
against my clit.

She sort of pushed against my groin with the
heal of her hand, forcing my bottom back further and further so
that I had to actually rise onto the balls of my feet as I stood,
panting and groaning, the rope cinched tightly around my wrists
overhead.

She gripped my long hair with her other hand,
pulling my head up and back, forcing my back to arch, then leaned
in, licking and chewing on my nipples, biting her way up along my
shoulder to the side of my neck.

I felt… I felt as though things were getting
wildly out of hand, as though I was losing control of everything -
not just here, but in my life!. But with each new escalation of
things I felt a deeper sense of confusion, uncertainty and
helplessness. My scalp ached, but I couldn’t even protest, could
only stand precariously balanced on the balls of my feet, ankles
together, bottom pushed out, head back, as Karen’s fingers pumped
and wiggled inside me and her thumb ground against my clit.

My eyes rolled around somewhat frantically,
trying to see who else was out there, but could get little real
notion of who or even how many lay beyond the flickering light of
the fire.

Karen’s lips moved along my throat and under
my ear, nibbling at my earlobe. “Slut,’ she whispered slowly,
softly. “Bitch slut.”

I shuddered for some reason, and then gasped
as a figure moved out into the light. It was Billy the dwarf, and
my eyes went wide as he leered at me and waddled forward - carrying
a long, wide strap across his shoulder.

I must have made some sound because Karen
said “Shhh,” into my ear as the dwarf moved behind me.

Her heel pushed harder against my pubic bone,
her arm holding me back so that my body was sort of tilted forward
at the hips, bent forward, arms pulled up and back. My bottom was
thrust out and back, and a moment later I felt the impact of the
strap across it.

Hot, shattering, stinging pain ripped into
me, and I yelped in pain as Karen chuckled throatily and spread her
fingers inside my sex. “Slut,” she whispered. “Bitch slut.”

The people around the bonfire laughed and
cheered.

Crack! The belt hit again and another
hard, stinging jolt of pain ripped into me.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Billy was short but his arms were powerful,
and the strap cracked against my rapidly reddening bottom with
cruel force as I cried out louder and louder.

“Slut animal,” Karen whispered, chewing on my
throat, pulling back on my hair. “Bitch whore slut.”

My bottom was blazing hot! I sobbed weakly,
tears starting to fill my eyes as blow after blow struck my
vulnerable little bottom and turned the soft flesh a hot, burning
red. The sounds echoed around the small grove, over the crackle of
the flames and the distant sound of traffic, as Billy continued to
bring the strap down across my aching bottom.

Tears spilled from my eyes; tears of pain,
tears of frustration, as the belt snapped and cracked and bounced
against my bottom, my legs getting weak, my ankles trembling, as
Billy’s big arm whipped forward again and again.

Then he stopped, thankfully, my bottom
scalding, throbbing. Karen abruptly released my hair and eased her
fingers out of my pussy, then slid the latter into her mouth and
licked them with a smirk on her face.

Karen strapped something onto herself which I
ignored for the moment, free to stand up straight, the pull on my
wrists eased, my feet able to go flat on the ground once again. I
rubbed my face against the sides of my bound arms, sniffling and
gulping in air as Billy put down the strap. But then the little man
moved around in front of me, and he was at about the height of my
crotch.

He leered at my pussy and then suddenly he
had his big, strong hands between my thighs, spreading them. He
pushed his face in between them and his tongue began to squirm and
twist and thrust in through the tight, moist folds of flesh at the
front of my pussy.

His hands came around and cupped my thighs
firmly, right under my buttocks, pulling them apart and spreading
my legs as his mouth ravished my pussy. He ate at me like a dog
would, lapping wildly, his teeth digging into the sides of my flesh
beside my pussy, his hot breath on me as I looked down in something
like horror.

I twisted and squirmed to no avail as his
bulbous nose ground against my clit and his tongue thrust up
amazingly deep into my hot, moist pussy. I stared around
desperately, looking for Jimmy, but he was nowhere to be seen. The
only other person in clear sight was Karen who turned around and
smiled as my eyes jerked down to her groin.

She was fully dressed, in blouse and leather
pants. But now she wore a strap-on dildo. It was thick and curved
upwards, made of what looked like thick individual cords, like
licorice sticks jammed together into a thick mass. The head was
strangely pointed and narrow as she leered at me. Then she strolled
around behind me and I felt the thing slide between my quivering
thighs and press against the throbbing folds of my pussy.

I shook my head wildly but her hands pulled
back on my hips as Billy’s hands held my legs wide, and the thing
slowly pushed up through my pussy, inch after inch, growing thicker
with every passing inch until my pussy lips were straining
wide.

Billy’s tongue now lapped wildly at my clit
as Karen’s dildo slid up into my belly. I groaned and cried out as
she yanked back on my hair and bit along the nape of my neck. “You
belong to us, slut,” she whispered breathily. “You’re our slut
animal! Our little fuck toy! Our sex bitch! Our meat!”

The curved shape of the dildo allowed it
slide perfectly up and back into my pussy, penetrating deeply as
she yanked back on my hips. Billy licked excitedly at my clit, and
Karen started to fuck me, thrusting in and out with her hips,
jerking back on mine to make the impact harder.

“Dirty little slut animal,” she breathed,
licking along the nape of my neck.

It was so thick! It must, I thought, in my
dazed, flickering thoughts, have been oiled in some way, for it
moved so smoothly, despite the tightness with which my clasping
pussy lips squeezed against it. It slid in and out of me, up into
my belly so deep I shuddered with every thrust. The narrow head
seemed to be able to actually squeeze past my cervix!

Billy’s short, stubby fingers dug into the
underside of my buttocks as his tongue whipped wildly across my
throbbing, swollen clit. I shuddered and moaned and whined as the
world spun around me and seemed to speed up. I hardly knew what was
happening, and knew only that all of it was out of my control.

And the way Karen was sending that dildo
thrusting up into my belly!? Oh fuck! Oh God! Oh fuck! Oh God! That
was what I was thinking as it drove into me again and again. I
whimpered and moaned, my head twisting and thrashing as she bit
into the nape of my neck and roughly kneaded my breasts.

“You love my cock! Bitch!” she hissed into my
ear. “Slut! Whore! Take my cock, you slut animal! You filthy little
flesh toy!”

Her hips were jamming up harder and harder
against my red, overheated buttocks as she yanked back on my hips
now, jerking them against her to meet her thrusts. Billy slid his
hands off my bottom and up my belly, just barely able to reach my
breasts as he sucked on my clit. Karen had yanked back on my hips
so I was sort of bent forward again, and Billy’s fingers dug
gleefully into my soft, dangling breasts, twisting and pinching and
pulling at the nipples.

As the world swirled around me and my mind
was tossed and turned on the churning froth of rapid fire shocks
and sensations a raw carnal heat began to roll up through my belly.
The hard, hot fucking became more and more sinfully exciting as
that cock punched up into my very womb again and again and
again.

That people were watching us made it all the
more wicked and thus exciting, humiliating and yet arousing. I felt
depraved, degraded, and used, and that roused a seething
masochistic excitement which was like oil on the fire, setting it
blossoming higher and hotter. Again and again Karen’s hips slammed
into my buttocks as she send that fat curved cock up deep into my
belly. My head began to bounce and jerk limply up and down with the
shuddering blows to my body, twisting up and around only when
Billy’s tongue or lips did something particularly nasty and
sensations tore through me.

The orgasm, when it came, was a spiraling
wall of light, heat, sound and sensation that exploded behind my
eyes and sent the world spinning in a wild kaleidoscopic twirl. My
mind tumbled and turned end over end as the sensations tore into me
in wave after wave of intense, mind blowing pleasure. Every muscle
in my body felt as though it was spasming and jerking. My nervous
system overloaded, and all that mattered, all that existed, was the
wild, white hot pleasure.

I hung limp and dazed by my wrists, groaning,
dazed, eyes glazed as I felt the rope lowering me. I couldn’t quite
stand, and didn’t care anyway. I let myself be lowered to my knees,
which was much better on my wrists, believe me. What little part of
my mind still worked was thinking - well, it’s over finally.

But it wasn’t.

There were stakes driven into the loose
earth, and ropes were quickly slid around my legs just above the
knees. They were pulled apart and tied to the stakes as the
pressure on my wrists continued to ease. My arms lowered, but that
let my body lean forward, my head pushing between my arms and my
chin falling onto my chest as I gulped in air.

I felt something pushing against my puffy,
overheated sex lips.

Panting weakly, I raised my head, blinded by
the loose tendrils of my tangled hair. I jerked my head to one
side, trying to swing my hair back enough to see, turning my head
and seeing - Billy - standing behind me, naked from the waist
down.

It was not a pretty sight. But what really
caught my eyes was his cock. It was huge and thick, and he was
pushing it against me! I pulled feebly at the rope, but I was tied
tightly, and his cock managed to force my pussy lips far enough
apart to slide into me then.

I cried out weakly, shaking my head wildly as
I felt his thick cock pushing up through my pussy tunnel.

He just chuckled and drew back on my hips to
force my bottom higher as his massively thick prick pushed deeper
into my aching belly. I could hardly believe it! I was stunned by
the thought of such a freakish person fucking me! And by the size
of his cock! And by everyone watching! I felt scalding
embarrassment at being so… so I don’t know, so degraded, so used by
a freakish little midget like him!

I sobbed weakly in my humiliation, gasping
and moaning as he pushed deeper and deeper. I sobbed hopelessly,
knowing I could do nothing to stop him, my head hanging low as he
pinched and pulled at my nipples and dug his fingers into my
breasts.

He started fucking me, and I went a little
limp, my chin dropping low, dull-eyed as his big cock slowly pushed
in and pulled back. His fingers slid down between my legs, rubbing
at my clit, and he bit into the side of my throat his began to do
me. I moaned and shuddered, the intensity of sensations coming up
from my pussy growing more powerful as his big prick began to move
more freely.

It - hurt. It was so thick. And yet… the dark
heat rose within me, powered by, I think, by my own strangely
conflicted feelings of being degraded, abused and humiliated. What
had Karen called me? Their bitch-whore-slut?

I was like a .. a thing, a prisoner, a slave,
a possession, an animal. And that, for some reason, gave me a dark,
kinky thrill of masochistic excitement as Billy’’s cock moved
inside me. I grunted and moaned and sniffled helplessly as Billy
used me, as my hips were jerked back to meet his deep thrusts, as
his fingers twisted and pinched and plucked at my burning
nipples.

And it all swirled and churned inside me into
a kind of dazed sexual fever that had me drunk, intoxicated, and
insensible as his cock punched into me again and again. I shuddered
and trembled and moaned and whimpered as he used me, as people
watched him use me, and flipped helplessly into a churning,
screaming orgasm that threatened to blow off the top of my
skull.

And then it was Chris, the bearded woman,
grinding her hard breasts against mine as he/she thrust deep and
long and hard into my aching, overheated pussy, forcing me over the
edge into yet another orgasm as I swooned in dazed exhaustion and
heat.

Others came, I don’t really remember them as
more than shadows in the firelight, thrusting and thrusting and
thrusting, their hands all over my body as I writhed and arched and
sobbed and moaned and cried out in helpless passion, lust and
pleasure.
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So why didn’t I leave? Huh? Bitch? Why not
leave the next day when I woke up in Jimmy’s trailer with a
hangover and searing memories of being gang-banged out by the
bonfire?

I was going to. I thought about it, thought
about it strongly. But here’s the thing. Yes, those memories of the
previous night were tinged with shame, humiliation, anger, and made
me angry. But there was no fear in those memories. I mean, you
know, if someone is gang banged against their will they’re usually
pretty frightened. But I knew even then, the whole time, that
nobody was going to really hurt me or anything.

More than that, alongside the bad emotions
which those memories brought up were the dark, churning, almost
violent need, passion and lust which had been filling my mind and
body. I was so – so alive, so vibrantly alive! It was the thrill of
the wild, carnal, animal atmosphere that most girls never EVER got
to feel, plus the intensity of those orgasms which had left me
almost shell-shocked.

And I guess my attitudes had already been
pretty heavily adjusted by Jimmy - and Karen - and Al, and the
whole sexual atmosphere of the dunk tank and the T&A tent. I
was ticked off at Jimmy but at the same time – Jesus I hate to even
admit it but – I almost wanted to masturbate thinking about what
had happened, and imagine it happening again.

Sex. Sex-sex-sex! Raw, wild, hot, thrilling,
nasty kinky sex! It was coming to be a part of my life, of
everything I did and everywhere I went.

I refused to speak to Jimmy the next day, but
I went off to work at the T&A tent that evening, and I agreed
to do lap dances.

The first one, I was shaky and nervous,
partly because I was trying to watch my drinking now. But once I
got into it, once I was straddling this middle aged guy - naked,
grinding against him, once the initial embarrassment wore away, I
started to burn with excitement that just about took my breath
away. I wondered if he could smell my sex as I ground myself
against him.

He started running his hands over my body,
groping and fondling me, and I was actually disappointed that he
didn’t elect to go any further. We weren’t really supposed to fuck
them, though, so that was probably a good thing, because I didn’t
think, the way I was panting for it, that I would have been able to
say no.

I did a bunch of lap dances, and it was
getting me fucking hot! So much so I had to put on some clothes and
go find Jimmy - except he was busy. But I ran into Al, and he was
more than happy to bend me over and give me a good hard, solid
fucking that made me whimper and whine and make so much noise he
had to cover my mouth with his hand so the customers nearby
wouldn’t hear.

Then I went back to the T&A show!

I was still refusing to actually step up on
the bright stage, still too shy, but I was loving the money I was
getting lap dancing. I was also throwing myself into this life of
sex with abandon, not even trying to say no to any of the carnies
that decided to grope me or push me down to suck them or even fuck
me. It was like, anyone wanted me, I could be done. Just bend me
over like Al did, or pull me into a tent or trailer and DO me.

A week after I started doing lap dances I was
partying after the carnival had closed with Jimmy and Al and
Barney, the guy who runs part of the carnival. I was naked, and my
wrists were tied behind my back. They had me on my knees, sucking
all three of them in tandem. Well, really, they were taking turns
to face fuck me. Then they got me to straddle Jimmy while All
fucked my ass and Barney shoved himself down my throat. I’d never
done a three on one before and I felt wild and hot and nasty, and I
came with an incredible burst of orgiastic energy and pleasure.

Then Jimmy gagged me with one of those
ball-gag things, and tied a rope around my neck and led me outside,
the other two following, laughing softly, snickering, promising me
I was going to love this.

I wasn’t so sure, but I was gagged so I
couldn’t exactly protest. Nor could I ask them where we were going,
nor resist. They marched me across the grass, and in amongst the
darkened trailers, my bare feet squelching into muddy dirt as I
panted into the gag and looked around wide-eyed, trying to see if
anyone was watching. They led me to the motorcycle show, the Wall
of Death.

If you haven’t seen one, it’s a barrel-like
building where the crowd stands at the top and looks down, and the
guys who ride the motorcycles do stunts. They ride around on the
inside, and when they get up enough speed, they can actually drive
along the walls. It’s kind of neat to watch.

I had never been inside, except up top where
the crowd stands. Now it was dark, and they took me into the center
of the “barrel” and untied my hands. But it wasn’t to let me go.
Instead, overhead, was a pair of thick leather restraints hanging
from a chain. They slipped those around my wrists as I looked
nervously around and up at the empty stands above.

Barney shouted something, and I felt the
chain pulling taut, lifting me up onto the balls of my feet, then
off them so I hung by my wrists in the center of the barrel. It was
about forty feet in diameter, the walls of wood planks darkened and
stained by motorcycle exhaust and the rubber marks of the
motorcycle tires. . It was brightly lit during shows, but now was
almost pitch black except for a small light near the top. I moaned
into the gag, my feet kicking feebly as I instinctively tried to
reach the floor.

There was movement up top and I pulled my
head back, trying to pierce the darkness, wondering who might be up
on top looking down at me. But I couldn’t see anything up there but
darkness. Then, suddenly, the lower tier of lights came on. These
were built into the wall, flat with the wood, and made to give off
different colors. Right now they were purple, so it was certainly
easy to see through without blinking. But all I saw was me, hanging
there alone in the big barrel.

I was alone in the dimly lit barrel, moaning,
feeling a strange, exotic sense of heat gripping me. My wrists
ached and I gripped the chain as tightly as I could as my feet
twitched and jerked above the floor below. What were they gonna do,
I wondered anxiously, chest tight, stomach fluttering, pussy
throbbing and moist.

Then a figure appeared. It was Billy, the
dwarf.

I cringed, staring at his groin. He was
dressed in some sort of ridiculous black leather outfit complete
with a hood that covered his face, a leather vest, leather chaps,
leather boots and gloves. He had no pants, though, no underwear. So
he was bare ass naked, and his cock stuck out in front of him like
a big brown club.

Then Chris, the shemale, came in through the
open door and closed it. She was wearing a leather hood too, and
also wearing thigh-high stiletto heels, shoulder length leather
gloves, and a leather G-string. She wore nothing else, though, and
her big fake breasts were gleaming as she stepped up behind me.

I moaned anxiously as she pressed her hard
breasts against my back..

“Slut toy,” she whispered, her hands cupping
and squeezing my breasts.

I moaned, trying to look up into the darkness
again, my heart beating faster as she ran her gloved hands across
my body. I felt my right leg grasped by Billy and pulled out to the
side. A moment later a leather cuff went around my ankle and then
it was chained open. He moved over to my other side and grasped my
left leg as Chris continued to run her leather clad hands up and
down my body and whisper obscene words into my ear.

“You are our whore,” she said softly,
nibbling under my earlobe.

My left leg was pulled wide and chained in
place and I moaned helplessly. I was grasping the chain above with
my fingers in a desperate effort at easing the harsh grip of the
leather restrains digging into my wrists, but I wasn’t sure how
much longer I could hang on.

Billy stood between my legs and began to lick
me, his big, sloppy tongue lapping at my pussy. The lights shifted
to orange, much brighter, but still not letting me see very high up
the walls. I thought I saw movement way up at the top, though, and
a low voltage shock rippled through me as I imagined masses of
people staring down at me - NAKED!

And more than naked, for Billy’s absurdly
long tongue was thrusting up into my moist pussy as his bulbous
nose ground against my clit. My breathing was becoming faster and
faster as Chris’s long, slender finger, oiled up by something cool
and slippery, pushed slowly up into my ass. I moaned helplessly
into the gag, my sweating fingers slipping on the chain as they
continued to work on me. Then, a low, throbbing music began to play
over the sound system, and I jerked my head up and about
frantically.

Chris’ finger slid up and down, up and down,
in and out of my ass, then she pushed a second finger up inside me.
Billy pushed his fat thumb into my pussy, then pushed the other one
in and sort of spread me open as he thrust his tongue inside me. It
was all so sick and depraved! I was embarrassed and uncomfortable
and yet my pussy was starting to burn fiercely, the sexual heat
bubbling up through my nervous system as I twisted and squirmed
helplessly.

I writhed and moaned and gasped helplessly
into the gag, my body overheating as the music played faster. I
felt Chris’ fingers draw back, then felt something wider, thicker,
softer, harder - pushing against my anal opening. I moaned as
he/she pushed his fat cock up inside me, thrusting in and out,
working it deeper and higher into my body as Billy lapped and
sucked and fingered me into a writhing, bucking sexual fever that
swept my mind clean of anything but hot, nasty pleasure.

The lights shifted and changed, and I cried
out into the gag as Chris yanked my head back harshly while
thrusting her cock up into my ass with short, sharp, rapid motions.
With my head forced back I stared up at the top of the barrel, past
the safety wires where the crowd usually watched and saw, during a
flash of light, a row of shadowy heads circling the entire top of
the barrel. I screamed in shock at first, but then the fever pushed
my shock aside as powerful orgasm lashed my senses.

Ohmygod! What was going on!? What was
happening!? Who was up there!?

Billy thrust something up into my pussy,
something wide and round and thick that forced my sopping pussy
opening wide. I groaned dazedly, my chin dropping, drool seeping
out around the ball gag and dropping onto my chest as I stared at
billy’s leather clad head. He had a dildo, a black dildo, and he
was pumping it, thrusting it, driving it deeper.

Then Chris stopped thrusting into me, drawing
his/her cock back, and replacing it with another dildo. I could
tell the difference at once, and moaned as the two of them worked
those dildos deep into my quivering belly.

Chris stepped aside, bent to pick something
up, and I hardly noticed her movement as she went behind me. I
groaned weakly, head lolling back now, staring up into the dim
reaches overhead, trying to see who was there as the lights changed
colors, brightened then dimmed. Now, suddenly, they shifted to red,
and the music became louder, more dramatic. I started to turn my
head and then screamed at a sudden sharp, stinging blow to my
back.

It was a hard blow for something soft. What I
mean is, it didn’t feel like something hard, like a stick or a
pipe, but something flexible and softer. My head whipped around,
and that was what it was - a whip. It was a real, honest to God
whip. I’d never seen one in real life, but the long, slender thing
dangling from Chris’ gloved hand was fairly obvious in its
purpose.

I moaned helplessly, shocked, filled with
disbelief. I mean, yes it had hurt but not horribly so, you know. I
mean, I would have expected that being whipped would have been so
horrifically painful that I would have still been screaming. But
no, it had been a sharp pain, and even now I felt a sort of line of
heat across my back, but it had been bearable.

I whimpered, though, as he drew his arm back
for the next blow. I jerked helplessly against the restraints,
staring up at the viewing stand, where, as the red light grew
brighter, I could now clearly see a crowd watching. I couldn’t make
out any details, any faces, even if they were men or women. But
there were people all around the barrel staring down at me as I was
– whipped.

The whip landed, cutting across my back and I
screamed into the gag again, back arching, twisting and pulling
against the chains to no avail. Billy was still licking at my clit
as he shoved that dildo the last final little bitty inch up inside
me. I mean, it was jammed high and deep but he seemed determined to
get if fully and completely into my body.

It ached deep inside, but that was easy to
forget with two hot stripes of pain on my back. Then the whip
landed again, and again I squealed and cried out, twisting and
bucking. Another blow, and another, and another, and my back began
to burn, the heat from each stripe merging into the next as he laid
the whip across the center of my back with hard, steady blows.

My pussy was burning and throbbing and
aching, the muscles starting to spasm around the thick dildo Billy
had shoved up so deep inside me. His pudgy lips were sucking
rhythmically on my clit, then drawing back and letting his tongue
whip wildly across it. I was becoming breathless, fevered, hit by
alternating eruptions of pain and pleasure, dark passion and
horrified embarrassment. Oh my God I was drunk, intoxicated on
sexual hunger, passion and heat!

The whip sliced across my ribs, the tip
curling up to snap at one of my taut, swollen breasts. I screamed
and writhed, staring at the narrow red line which appeared across
the sun bronzed skin of my bare breast with shock and disbelief.
Then the whip curled around my left side and snapped at that
breast, making it quiver and burn as I screamed into the gag.

Billy was pushing up against both dildos as
he licked at my clit, his pudgy fingers jabbing repeatedly at them,
and the one in my bottom was actually sucked fully inside. It
couldn’t possibly go deep enough for my sphincter to actually close
behind it, but it did close a little, maybe halfway. The one in my
pussy was almost flush with my pussy lips, which clutched it
tightly as Billy’s tongue licked at me.

Then he crawled under me, or, well, he just
ducked a little to get between my splayed open legs, and I felt his
tongue at my anal ring, circling and caressing, dipping and
thrusting into me as he bent low underneath.

The whip sliced along my hip and curled down
to snap at my pussy now, and I let out a helpless shriek as it bit
into the soft, moist flesh of my pussy. I shuddered, head laying
back, staring up at the circle of faceless people above as the whip
sliced and curled, dipped and darted, snapping at my pussy again
and again until somehow a massive orgasm tore through my senses and
left me a dazed, slit-eyed, barely conscious, whimpering, moaning
mess dangling fully by the wrists.

The whip stopped, and Billy stopped. They
moved away and left me dangling, chest heaving, sweating trickling
down my body as the lights grew brighter. But the lights were at
the top of the barrel and the crowd were beyond them, so I still
couldn’t make out more than forms and shapes - watching me.

I moaned, head hanging back against my arms,
shuddering. I felt as though I’d been blasted by some massive
explosion, and didn’t know what to do, what to think.

I felt my toes touch the floor as the chain
began to lower me. I groaned, too weak to stand, folding up as the
chain descended. Billy and Chris moved the chains binding my
ankles, shifting them forward a little, then up and back. And as my
body descended, my ankles sort of moved up – and up. They lifted
them higher, and I felt them pulled back, moaning dazedly,
haplessly, gasping, drooling into the gag, not knowing what the
hell was going on.

The chain stopped descending with my butt
about two feet off the floor. My arms were still tightly bound
above me, but my legs were now lifted up and back, and spread wide.
They had pulled on the chains to my ankle restraints to the degree
that my pussy, my groin, was kind of tilted up and forward – right
in front of Billy.

Then Billy stepped forward. I stared at him,
wide-eyed. We were at the same height now.

He leered at me through the mask, then rubbed
at my clit and gripped the dildo, slowly pulling it free, then
sliding his own fat cock into my trembling body.

I groaned dazedly. His cock, I have to admit,
felt a lot better than the dildo had. He leaned into me, thrusting,
his little hips working in and out as he began to suck and lick at
my aching, striped breasts.

The light became very bright suddenly, as
spotlights were trained on me, and I moaned and drooled and my eyes
fluttered as Billy began to pound into me with hard, exaggerated
motions, thrusting wildly, ramming his big cock deep into my aching
belly with every stroke, making my lower body jerk back again and
again as his hips slapped against my buttocks.

He thrust into me for a long minute, or two,
or was it three, or four? It was hard to grasp the passage of time
as I grunted and moaned and gasped as he pumped into me. Then Chris
stepped forward. He/she was so tall that he could stand above
Billy, with his legs spread. He pulled the gag from my mouth, then
thrust his cock into it, pumping slowly, stroking, then pushing
deeper and deeper. He grasped my hair behind my head, pulling me
forward as he thrust deep into my throat, and ground my nose
against his groin.

He thrust in and out with long, smooth
strokes for a half a minute or so, then pulled out, moved behind
the frame, pulled my hair back to force my head back, then thrust
into my open mouth from behind, again, pushing himself deep into my
throat as the audience looked down.

The lights had risen enough that when Chris
pulled back I could actually make out the faces a little. And with
a start I realized none of them were familiar. They weren’t
carnies. That made it both much worse and much better. It was worse
in that I immediately realized that this was a show, a perverted
show that had been offered quietly to some of the men, perhaps some
of the men – yes, I recognized a few – from the T&A tent!

And yet though that made it worse it also
made it better, because I’d rather have strangers seeing me like
this than all the people I bumped shoulders with every day.

Especially since, no matter how disgusting,
degrading and filthy it was, I couldn’t control myself, and was
soon coming on Billy’s cock, coming obviously, coming with harsh,
bucking movements of my hips as my head twisted and rolled and I
cried out in helpless pleasure.

Jimmy drew back, after coming, and then he
dropped to his knees and started licking me. And again I was
helpless to resist, helpless to suppress the wild dark heat that
spiraled up and took control of my mind and body. He was able to
force his hand into me fairly easily, then thrust it up into me
past his elbow, pumping it in and out, driving me to screaming,
thrashing, howling orgasms as the audience watched excitedly.

They released me, and I moaned limply,
gasping, laying on the floor, but with sharp little stinging blows
from little straps they got me onto hands and knees. Then Chris put
a sort of little saddle on my back, complete with stirrups while
Billy put this halter thing around my head. Then Chris helped the
little man climb aboard me.

I was pretty strong, like I said, from
constantly lifting and moving and carrying and whatnot, and I was
young and tall, and Billy was short. I almost collapsed, even so,
but he jerked back on the reins, forcing my head up and back, as he
kicked his stumpy little legs, and I started to dazedly crawl
across the floor, eyes glazed over.

When I woke up the next morning I still had a
dildo up my ass. This one had a sort of tail, like a horse’s tail,
sticking out the end, so that it looked like I had a tail. I was in
a cage in one of the trailers, and that was pretty much where I was
to spend the next year or so.

Chris came and put out bowls of food and
water, and ordered me to not use my hands. I was supposed to get
used to crawling around on all fours, so they strapped my wrists to
my biceps and my ankles to my upper thighs, and had me crawl around
all day like that. Needless to say, that involved a lot of sex,
too, with a lot of different people.

My life became worse than the worst nightmare
my parents would ever have imagined. Only – it wasn’t a nightmare
to me. In fact, after I got over the shock, and some indignation
and anger, I started to get into the role. I became the star
performer at the T&A tent, dancing seductively for the men and
then grinding against their laps afterwards. And I was the star
performer in the nasty, after-hours sex shows that Barney put on,
as Billy’s bitch, Billy’s horse, Billy’s fuck toy.

It was perverted, degrading and disgusting,
but it made my body burn with lust and heat and pleasure. I had
become a sexual creature, a creature of sex and lust. It was almost
an annoyance to have to wear clothes sometimes, and I wore the
fewest, most revealing I could get away with. I fucked – EVERYONE –
who wanted me, any time they wanted me. It was the most intensely
exciting time of my life; totally uninhibited sexual freedom.

When I finally quit it wasn’t because I was
disgusted at it all, or outraged at being abused. It was when we
were at a fairly large town, and a woman there told me, during a
lap dance, that I could make a ton more money if I came to work for
her. By then the carnie life was starting to wear off, and the
money sounded awful good, so I went with her.

I started doing bondage porn videos, and
danced at a really nice strip club, the kind where the customers
wear three piece suits and tip you twenty dollars like it was
nothing. It was amazing. I was making way more money than my father
ever had, and soon had a sports car and my own really nice
apartment. I had come far from that silly, naive little country
girl who’d joined the carnival as a way to see America. I was a
whole different person now, free to indulge in the seething sexual
passion which I had never known I could possess.

And yet – I was still everyone’s bitch.
Because I seemed to have lost the desire to say no to sex – from
anyone. It was nice being paid to have sex on video, but the truth
was anyone could bend me over any time they wanted and I wouldn’t
object. I don’t know if you call it conditioning or just being
uninhibited, but sex was my life, my passion, and I could never say
no to it again.

 


 


The End
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