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THE STRAWBERRY ABRASION 
 
    
 
   New neighbors had just moved in next door and my parents invited them to spend the day with us barbecuing and getting to know each other.  I was excited about it because they had a daughter my age who I hoped to become friends with.  By the time they arrived I was lounging by the pool stretched out in my bikini.  Our parents mingled while their daughter Courtney kept her distance from everyone – including me.
 
   At first I was anxious to meet Courtney.  But she was a strange girl, a loner who avoided me, even at the pool barbecue.  She was beautiful, standing six feet tall with blond hair cascading across her sculpted body.  But something about her was ominous.  I hoped to become her friend but something about her was very unnerving.  
 
   After lying in the sun for a long time I wanted to go in for a dip in the pool.  I got up and walked over to the pool house for a towel and to my surprise Courtney got up and followed.
 
   Finally she is going to actually speak to me.  I hope she is not as weird as she acts.
 
   “Hi, wanna go swimming” I offered.
 
   She walked up without saying a word, stopping right in front of me.  Before I knew it her hand shot into my bikini bottoms and squeezed my clit tightly between her fingers.  I was shocked and looked up at her outraged.  She smiled and leered at me while squeezing my sensitive clit firmly between her fingers. 
 
   “Stop it” I managed to stammer.
 
   She just nodded ‘no’ and continued pinching unwavering.  I looked over her shoulder across the pool – our parents talked on, not noticing us.  My adrenaline raced and my heart pounded.  I looked down at her hands invading my bottoms dominantly.  My clit began throbbing and my pussy started becoming wet.  I never considered myself gay but I couldn’t resist the arousal that was being forced on me.  I’d never been treated this way.
 
   I gave her another look questioning her intentions.  She moved her face close to mine as if she was going to kiss me.  To my amazement I craned my neck and offered her my lips.  Her face moved closer and I closed my eyes.  Suddenly I felt her hands on my shoulders and she pushed me down forcefully.  I flew backwards and crashed down hard on the cement.  My ass was scraped severely and I writhed in pain.  From across the yard our parents noticed my accident and called out to see if I was alright.  
 
   “Belle, are you okay?”
 
   Courtney glared down, ordering me to keep quiet with her eyes.  
 
   “I’m fine” I called out.  “I just tripped.”
 
   Courtney laughed to herself and walked back over to where she had been lying.  I stood up slowly and felt my aching ass where it impacted.  The fall had left a large strawberry road rash barely hidden by my bikini bottoms and it stung painfully.  I gingerly pulled my bottoms up and observed the abrasion.  Many layers of skin were scraped off and tiny bright red dots were visible throughout the strawberry rash.  I looked over at Courtney – she sunbathed oblivious to my suffering.  
 
   She did that on purpose.  How cruel.  And what was with grabbing my clit?  What is her problem?
 
   My clit still throbbed from her pinching and my ass continued to sting.  That’s when I realized my pussy was becoming even wetter.  My short experience with her had turned me on and hurt me at the same time.  I couldn’t understand it – but wanted to.  This was very unusual and it didn’t make any sense to me. 
 
   I was always naive about sex but felt no need to rush.  People sometimes called me prissy or prudish but I didn’t mind.  I wasn’t trying to be anything particular.  I just acted the way that made me comfortable.  It wasn’t until I recently turned eighteen that my interest in sex became more serious.  
 
   I looked over at her again.  She had the body of a goddess and could easily get any guy she wanted.  
 
   What are her motivations with me?  
 
   The thought kind of scared me.  My clit throbbed, my ass stung, and curiosity began eating me up.  I needed answers.  
 
   My legs trembled as I walked over to where she was lying.  I timidly sat down next to her trying to be friendly.  I couldn’t understand it but the closer I got to her the harder my clit throbbed.
 
   “Why did you do that?” I whispered lying on my back next to her.
 
   She turned her head away ignoring me.  
 
   Why won’t she talk to me?  What are her secrets?
 
   “I was hoping we could be friends” I continued.
 
   She looked back over at me and leered.  Then smiled and sat up.  Her hand reached out and pulled my bikini top off my left nipple.  I looked around urgently hoping nobody could see.  Her other hand came down fast, slapping my little tit hard.  Pain shot through it and I grunted.  Then she pulled the nipple out roughly and jabbed it with her fingernails before quickly covering it back up with my top.  Pain seared through my chest and my other nipple hardened sympathetically with the other.  I looked around for someone else to join in my outrage, but nobody had noticed.
 
   My gaze went back to Courtney and I stared at her in disbelief struggling for something to say.  She looked down at my stiff nipples and smirked rudely.  My breathing became deeper as she stared at me.  Part of it was anger but part of it was a feeling I could not resolve.  I felt an attraction to her.  I am not sure if it was sexual but I had never met anyone so brazen – so confident about controlling me.  
 
   She stood up and dove into the pool and I immediately felt the urge to follow, though I didn’t think she wanted me to.  
 
   She has hurt me twice.  Why do I feel the need to follow her?
 
   My curiosity and the throbbing in my clit answered that question.  She had done something to me – something more than just assault me.  She was strong and self assured which drew me to her.  I found myself admiring her and wanted to know why she was the way she was.  Rolling onto my back and the strawberry on my ass began stinging causing me to roll over quickly.  
 
   Should I go in the pool?  I want to but who knows what she will do.  But isn’t that is why I need to go in the pool – to find out.  Her confidence has to be an act.
 
   I waded into the pool at the opposite end from her and drifted casually across – trying not to appear like I wanted to approach her.  I turned my back to her pretending to be doing my own thing.  
 
   A sharp pain bit me in the ass and I jerked in agony.  She had reached under my bikini bottoms and scratched the strawberry rash with her nails.  It stung wildly and I danced around in the pool in agony as she watched with an amused expression.  
 
   Why am I taking this shit from her?  Why does it excite me – I’m not even into girls…except this one.  Damn she is so different, so…stern.  
 
   My pulsating clit reminded why I tolerated it.  She excited me in a way I’d never known.  I felt genuinely turned on by her and couldn’t stop thinking about it.  For a moment I considered sneaking to my room and getting off, but I worried she’d be gone when I came back.  
 
   The chlorine stung my rash as I climbed out of the pool, reminding me of her hand down my bottoms.  Every time the rash stung I felt used by her – dominated by her.  I was growing to both fear and crave more of it.  Something dangerous about her continued to draw me in.  
 
   Courtney had gone to dry off next to her parents and I went back to the spot where we had be lying together.  The cement was too hard for my rash so I moved my towel over the grass on the far side of the pool, secretly hoping she would join me.  I lay down and stretched out in the sun.  The warmth made the continual throbbing of my clit intensify.  
 
   “Look out” she ordered and spread her towel down next to me.  
 
   She has come to join me - Yes!
 
   “We have never really met formally.  My name is Belle” I offered.
 
   She ignored me again and pulled out a plastic bottle of something I didn’t recognize.  It had a long neck like the beer my father drank.  I tried to read the label but it was in another language.
 
   “What is that?” I asked.
 
   “Sun tan lotion” she answered opening the top and dumping some into her hand. 
 
   She rubbed it on her Spartan legs until it soaked in.  
 
   “I have never seen sunscreen like that.”
 
   “It’s French” she grunted sounding put out.
 
   “Oh, that is pretty cool.  Have you been to France?”
 
   She ignored the question and continued applying the lotion.  When she was done she looked over at me and her eyes flashed wickedly.  
 
   “Your back looks a little pink.  Would you like me to put some of this on you?” 
 
   I froze unsure of what to say.  My pulse raced as both fear and excitement wrestled in my mind.
 
   She is going to touch me.  Mmm.
 
   I couldn’t tell if she was trying to be nice or if it was another excuse to be cruel.  But deep down I immediately knew my answer would be yes.  Any attention she offered would be greedily accepted until I could resolve my feelings and her mystery.  
 
   “Okay” I stammered nervously.  
 
   I rolled onto my stomach and stretched out, pulling my hair out of the way.  The strawberry stung in anticipation of her touch and my clit throbbed harder.
 
   What is she going to do?  I hope she doesn’t scratch my rash again – but I can’t wait for her to touch me.  How strange is that?
 
   My heart pounded harder when I heard the sound of her opening the bottle and a shiver ran down my back.  I secretly braced for what was to come.  Her soft strong hands touched my back feeling cool with lotion.  I swooned softly, unsure if it was from the cool lotion or her touch.  She spread the lotion across my back and began to massage it in sensuously.  As she worked my breathing slowly became more labored and stilted.  
 
   She massaged me expertly, working the tension out of my neck and shoulders.  It was exquisite and I began loosening up.  Her hands massaged their way across my back and it felt wonderful.  The lotion made them slide easily across my muscles, soothing and relaxing me.
 
   “That feels great” I whispered.
 
   “Good” she whispered back.
 
   Her hands continued down to the small of my back and she rubbed the tension out of it.  Soon I started feeling like a giant ball of jelly under her touch.   As she worked, one hand would occasionally drag across my ass which got my attention, but her massaging felt too amazing to worry about it.  
 
   One of her hands began massaging my neck while she rested the other hand directly on my ass.  I hoped nobody could see but didn’t speak out against it.  
 
   Is she coming onto me for real this time?
 
   My neck relaxed under her massaging and my eyes closed blissfully.  Her hand on my ass squeezed and I allowed it.  After a second squeeze her fingers began stroking the crack of my ass sensuously.  
 
   Okay that is a little weird.
 
   The more she stroked the better it felt, like she was teasing my asshole to life.  It was a completely new experience to me and I lay still soaking it in.  
 
   Her hand slipped into my bottoms and a lotion soaked finger stroked my tender anus luridly.  I jerked briefly before relaxing again and my breathing instantly became deeper.  My ass began to warm up sensuously.  I’d never realized stimulation there could feel so good.
 
   “What are you doing” I had to ask.
 
   “Shhh” she whispered, “Just lay still and relax.  I know what I am doing.”
 
   Her words sent goose pimples up my spine.  She was an expert at making me feel good.  While one hand soothed my neck her fingers danced around my puckered hole, stimulating and mildly embarrassing me.
 
   I never thought I’d like another girl touching me and I sure never thought I would like someone doing that to my ass.  She is amazing.
 
   Between her massaging and ass stroking I couldn’t stop from softly moaning.  Soon I was rolling my hips and hoping nobody noticed, but her body shielded my ass from their view.  Something inside me was craving more.  Her finger gently stroked tiny circles around my puckered hole sending waves of unfamiliar pleasure rippling through the region.  
 
   “Hou” I moaned.
 
   “Do you like that” she asked softly.
 
   “Yes” I had to admit.
 
   Suddenly she grabbed both of my ankles and held them firmly.  I looked over to see if anybody was watching but they were oblivious to us.  She dragged me on my stomach across the grass until we were behind the brick retaining wall, out of sight of our parents.  
 
   My stomach was scratched and grass clung to the places lotion was drying.  In a flash she sat down on my back facing my ass and pinning me tightly.  I felt my bottoms being jerked over my ass, exposing the sensitive region.  Before I could speak something was pressing against my asshole.  I struggled beneath her in vain and felt cool lotion spewing out onto my puckered hole.  
 
   “Wait” I stammered.
 
   “Keep quiet” she demanded, pressing on the lotion bottle down firmly against my asshole.
 
   The tip of it slid in and I felt my ass stretch widely to accommodate it.  I stiffened from the violation and groaned in shock.  She pushed it an inch deeper and I grunted feeling my ass stretch.  I felt her squeezing out more of the cool lotion inside me and panicked.  
 
   “Stop” I said louder than a whisper.
 
   Searing pain began radiating out of the strawberry rash and I whimpered.  
 
   “I said keep quiet” she hissed, scratching it.
 
   Courtney continued pushing the bottle deeper into my ass, which slid easily on the river of lotion she had created.  She continued penetrating me until the entire neck of the bottle was inside.  
 
   Oh my god what the heck is going on?  This can’t be happening.  
 
   I grunted deeper, completely overstuffed by the deep penetration.  My ass felt overstretched and overfull and parts of my body I’d never felt before began tingling deep inside. 
 
   I was trapped, completely under her power as she ground the lotion bottle as deep as my tight ass would allow.  Our parents chattered on in the distance unaware of the assault taking place across the yard.   
 
   Nobody is going to stop her.  I am at her mercy.
 
   She began slowly sliding the bottle in and out of me.  I grabbed a hand full of grass and groaned overwhelmed.  She started pumping faster, openly fucking my virgin ass with the bottle.  I couldn’t help grunting loudly which upset her.  Her free hand reached back and pressed my face roughly into the grass stifling my groans.  
 
   She started giggling and thrusting the bottle much harder.  Stimulation overwhelmed me until it began to feel very…good.  Suddenly every stroke felt stimulating in an orgasmic way.  My ass came to life and embraced the intruder as it sent waves of pleasure through my bowls and hips.  Slowly my groans became deep moans.  She was turning me out like the naive virgin I was, and I was getting a lesson in kink.
 
   “Your tight little ass belongs to me bitch” she whispered confidently.
 
   “Oh” I sputtered.  
 
   A round of laughter erupted from the parents circle as just beyond the wall she used me like a toy, overwhelming me with her violation.  With my face pressed into the grass their laughter sounded a million miles away.
 
   Please don’t anybody catch us – I could never live this down.
 
   Even through my shame her fucking continued to feel better.  I began wanting it harder, wishing she’d fuck me forcefully with the plastic bottle.  
 
   “Harder” I heard myself grunt into the grass.
 
   “You want it harder?” She asked.
 
   “Yes.”
 
   She rammed the bottling in and pushed hard.  My ass stretched and the wider body of the bottle began penetrating me.  I was not expecting this and let out a small scream into the grass – it was too big!  She continued violating me with the bottle deeper as I floundered underneath her.  Once the thick section of the bottle was mostly in I was locked in one long continual grunt.  
 
   “Ahhhh - That’s too big” I stammered alarmed.
 
   She held the bottle in place and grabbed my bottoms, pulling them up over my ass, securing the bottle in place.  Then she stood up and walked away leaving me there grunting and overstuffed.  
 
    
 
   
  
 

THE BELLE RINGER
 
    
 
   I stiffly reached back, pulled my bottoms down and grabbed the tip of the lotion bottle.  As I pulled it slowly out of me I could feel every inch of it sliding out - making it feel like it was three feet long.  When it finally popped loose I sighed with relief.  I pulled my bottoms back up and felt my ass leak lotion into them.  
 
   How embarrassing, what am I going to do?  It’s clearly visible in my lavender bikini.
 
                 I decided to discreetly jump in the pool and snuck over to the end of the retaining wall.  When the coast was clear I jumped in with a splash before anyone could see my soiled bottoms.   To my dismay a white cloud of lotion began forming around my hips.  Courtney stood by her mother watching me and smiling.  Her smile was deviously beautiful and lit up her face.  The smile held me possessively and I swooned lightly to myself.  Even when she mocked me I desired her.  
 
                 I want her to want me.  How am I going to get this girl?  Who would have thought I’d ever be wondering that?  But she is so perfect – I need to be close to her.  
 
                 I swam around and tried to remain active to dissipate the lotion, secretly loving that it held Courtney’s attention.  However, as much as I desired to be close to her she did make me more apprehensive.  A girl that was bold enough to hold me down and cram something up my ass was intimidating.  Who knows what she was capable of doing.
 
                 So much mystery about her.  That only draws me in more.  I wonder what kissing her dominant lips would be like? Could she ever like me that much?
 
                 I made for the stairs at the other end of the pool.  When I reached them she was standing at the top walking down towards me.  My heart rate picked up, I wasn’t expecting her to come at me here.  As she walked down the stairs I backed up into the pool again.  She continued straight towards me with a wicked look in her eyes and I continued backing away nervously.  
 
                 “Where you going” she smirked.
 
                 “Nowhere, just swimming.”
 
                 “It looks like you are running from me.”
 
                 “No” I replied unconvincingly.
 
                 “Come here little chicky chicky” she teased.
 
                 She’s calling me to her.  Does that mean she likes me more than…?
 
                 I stopped and she continued forward until we were only inches apart.  I looked over at the parents – we were in full sight.  I should be safe from any abuse.  
 
                 “What did you think of our session on the grass little chicky” she whispered.
 
   I didn’t know what to say.  I was far too modest to say ‘it felt great when you violated my ass’, or scratched my nipple, or gave me any attention what so ever.  I couldn’t say that I was addicted to her mere presence for reasons I couldn’t understand and didn’t care about.  Instead I just kind of froze. 
 
   “Uh huh” was all I could get out.
 
   “Uh-huh what?  What’s the matter girl, don’t you talk.  You were chatty enough earlier.  Does the cat got your tongue…or does little Belle need to be rung?”  
 
   She pushed me further into deeper water, out over my head and I treaded water as she continued forward smiling devilishly.  I treaded water backwards trying to keep my distance.
 
   “I am going to ring your Belle little chicky” she hissed.
 
   I treaded back to the edge of the deep end, below where our parents were talking.  She glided menacingly towards me, pinning me against the wall.  The ledge of the pool was a good foot and a half above us and we were hidden from their view below it.  I tried to swim away but she put her arm out and stopped me.  
 
   “Where you goin?”
 
   I tried to swim under her arm and she grabbed my hair and pulled me back.  She pinned me against the wall, her breasts luridly pressing against mine.  The feel of her soft flesh against mine was heavenly and I softened.  She undulated her body intimately against me and a swoon forced its way out of my lips.  
 
   “Its time to ring the Belle” she whispered ominously.  
 
   “What do you mean ring me?”
 
   Her hand went up to my face and she slapped it lightly while giggling.  
 
   “You want to eat my pussy don’t you little Belle.”
 
   “No, I don’t know why you say that” I stammered, secretly wondering about the possibility.
 
   “Don’t lie, you can’t stay away from me.  You can’t even stop staring at me.  You’re like a stalker.”
 
   I haven’t been fooling her.  Fudge she smells good.
 
   “Aye…I was just wondering…”
 
   I was too modest to say it out loud.
 
   “Wondering what little Belle?”
 
   I shook my head trying to drop the topic.
 
   SMACK!
 
   Her hand slapped me hard across the cheek and I jerked my head back knocking it against the cement.  I couldn’t believe she had done it – that was a real slap.  I’d never been hit by anyone.  
 
   “Wondering what little Belle slut” she restated sternly.
 
   My face burned and everything seemed to drop into slow motion.  My stomach grew cold at the thought of what she might be thinking about me.  Just as my humiliation was taking me over:
 
   SMACK!
 
   A second slap hit in the same place as the first and I looked at her with big eyes.  My stinging cheek throbbed and shame filled me.  I felt embarrassed for letting her get away with hitting me.  But worse, I felt ashamed for disappointing her in some way.
 
   Maybe she thinks I am not worthy of her?
 
   “I’m waiting” she hissed.  “Just wondering what?”
 
   “I was wondering what it would be like to kiss you” I whispered.  
 
   Her wicked smile mutated into her beautiful smile and she leaned her face in close to mine.  Her lips brushed against the side of my burning cheek before stopping over my lips.  My breathing became shallower as the possibility of kissing her became real.  I parted my lips enough to offer them to my dominant new obsession.   
 
   SMACK!
 
   The hardest slap so far knocked my face to the side and stung me like a match.  My cheek burned and I felt guilty for displeasing her.  Her lips returned to mine and brushed them lightly.  I swooned wantonly.  
 
   SMACK!
 
   For a moment I saw stars this time.  My cheeks hummed painfully and I didn’t know what she wanted from me.  Every time I thought she was going to kiss me I got slapped instead.  I desperately wanted to kiss her and searched my mind for a way to make her like me more.  
 
   “Please don’t slap me anymore Courtney.”
 
   “You’re a big slut” she whispered in my ear.
 
   “No, I’m not, honest.  I’ve never had sex” I tried to reassure her.
 
   SMACK!
 
   “Yes you are, say ‘I’m a big slut” she demanded.  
 
   My cheeks stung and humiliation increased with each slap.
 
                 “Say it” she demanded.
 
                 I gulped and said it out loud.
 
                 “I am a big slut.”
 
                 “You’re a big lesbian slut that needs a good slapping – say it!”
 
                 “I am a big lesbian slut who needs a good slapping” I repeated.
 
   SMACK!
 
   “Is your Belle ringing yet slut?”
 
   “Yes, its ringing.  I’ve had enough.”
 
   “Ask to be slapped again” she ordered.
 
   I was lost in her, owned by her like a possession.  Whatever she wanted – I would give.  My heart beat with an excitement that made me shiver.  I could hear our parents talking above us but it sounded like distant white noise coming from another world.
 
   “Slap me again” I squeaked meekly.
 
   SMACK!
 
   “Again” she demanded.
 
                 “Slap me again.”
 
   SMACK!
 
                 I couldn’t believe it.  She had me pleading to be struck.  My face was stinging more than I could handle.  Our parents chattered away only six feet away as Courtney abused and took me over right beneath them.  
 
                 “Say it again” she insisted.
 
                 “Please no more Courtney.  I can’t take it.”
 
   SMACK!
 
                 “A-GAIN!”
 
                 “Slap me again” I stammered.
 
   SMACK!
 
                 My face reeled to the side and rung from the singing.  I was conquered and no longer had any will to resist her.  Pleasing her became the only thing that mattered.  
 
                 “I need to eat your pussy” I stated sincerely.
 
                 Her hand went back to the light mocking slaps. 
 
                 “I knew you did you little slut” she smirked.  “Are you my slut?”
 
                 “Yes” I answered obediently.
 
                 “Tell me so.”
 
                 “I am your slut Courtney.  My body is owned by you.  I will do anything you tell me to.  I am your personal whore.”
 
                 “You better be telling the truth or I will never look at you again.”
 
   No!  Don’t say that.
 
                 “I am, I promise.  I mean every word of it.  I am yours Courtney.”
 
                 I could scarcely believe my own words – or how much I meant them.  I was in full obsess mode over this girl and would do anything to be with her.  She had defeated me and I loved her confidence, controlling manner, and goddess body.  
 
                 “I am going to test your loyalty, if you pass, I won’t throw you away.  But if you fail I will never look at you again…ever.  Now follow me” she stated and swam to the pool ladder.  I followed close on her heels like a dog.  
 
   We got out and went to sit with the parents.  Courtney asked for some orange juice and my mother happily poured us each a glass.  
 
   “Belle your cheeks look a little pink” she mentioned handing me the glass.
 
   “I think I just got too much sun” I answered protecting my dominant obsession.
 
   Courtney was pleased with my fib and patted me on the leg.  It was the first time she showed approval without abusing me and I glowed happily.  I watched her take a napkin and dip it into her orange juice and soak it through.  Then she discreetly moved it down by my ass.  
 
   “You better act completely normal.  Show any signs of distress and we are through” she whispered to me.
 
   I wondered what she was up to.  When nobody was looking she pulled back my bottoms and smeared the napkin over my rash.  With a snap she released the bottoms and the juice soaked napkin clung to my strawberry rash.  
 
   The sting from the orange juice struck immediately.  It shot through my wound like a bee sting and vibrated painfully down my leg.  I struggled to maintain my calm as the sting continued to radiate maddeningly.  
 
   “So it seems like you girls are hitting it off” her father stated.
 
   “Ya we are finding lots of things in common” Courtney answered.
 
   The burning sting caused perspiration to form on my forehead as I fought to sit still.
 
   “That is great”, my mother interjected.  “It must be wonderful to have a good friend right next door.”
 
   “Oh it’s definitely going to be interesting” Courtney assured her.  “Don’t you think Belle?”
 
   I bit my lip trying to remain strong and meet the standard she had set for me.
 
   Stay strong for her Belle.  Don’t lose her now.
 
   “Ya it’s good” was all I could manage.  
 
   The stinging pain continued to grow stronger as the citric acid burned my wound.  
 
   “It’s good, is that all you have to say about me” Courtney joked to me.
 
   “Courtney seems like a really special girl and I feel lucky to have her right next door” I replied.
 
   It took all my willpower to remain still but I managed it.  Courtney smiled and nodded at me approvingly.  She sat back for a while longer listening to their conversation and waiting for me to writhe in pain.  It was hard not to, but every time I felt the need to squirm I looked at her stern beauty and was reminded why I was tolerating this.  She was the reward I suffered for, and there was nothing I wanted more.  
 
   After ten minutes of agony she got up and walked all the way across the yard to the pool house.  She turned and gave me a look that summoned me.  I mustered up all my strength and got up casually to follow.  The rash stung like someone was holding a match to it but I strolled across the yard as if I hadn’t a care in the world, trying to impress my tall mistress.  
 
   “Would you like to come next door and see my room” she asked.
 
   “Okay” I replied thrilled by the offer.
 
   We walked around the house to the side yard.  Once out of sight I whimpered in pain and gave her a distressed look.
 
   “Can I remove the napkin?” I asked eagerly.
 
   “Wait until we get to my room” she said sternly, “and get that pained look off your face.  You are not done until I have you safely in my room.”
 
   “Okay” I replied obediently.
 
   She is taking me to her room.  This has to be a good sign that she likes me.  Maybe she will kiss me.
 
    
 
   
  
 

MY NEW MISTRISS
 
    
 
   She led me into their house and down a long hallway to her room in back that had a hand written sign on it: “Keep out – this means you”.  
 
   She really is a loaner.  Maybe she just likes privacy?
 
   I was anxious to see what her room looked like but when she opened the door I stopped in my tracks.  The walls were painted red and black, it was dimly lit and intimidating.  A sheet was strewn over her curtains blocking out even more light.  Hanging from the far wall were two thick ropes with wrist bindings dangling from the ends.  An outline of a person was painted on the wall beneath the ropes and posters of tied up woman hung on the wall over her bed.  
 
   A nauseated feeling crept into my stomach and for a moment I forgot about my stinging rash.  
 
   “Come in little slut, we have a lot of work to do.”
 
   What does she do in here and what have I gotten myself into?
 
   While struggling with my fear she grabbed me by the short hairs on the back of my neck.
 
   “I said come in” she scowled dragging me into her room.
 
   She marched me over to the wall with the ropes and pushed me against it.  
 
   “Put your arms up” she ordered.
 
   I complied submissively and she grabbed each wrist and bound it to the ropes.  She grabbed a third rope next to me and pulled it hard.  It raised my arms higher until I was helplessly stretched out across her wall.  She tied the end of the rope off securing me in this vulnerable position and it suddenly felt like I was in danger.
 
   “Courtney I’m scared” I stammered.
 
   “Good, you should be” she smirked.  
 
   She pulled the string on my bikini top and it unraveled and fell off bearing my breasts to her.  Her hands moved down to my bottoms and she roughly pulled them down around my ankles.  Standing there stretched out and naked in front of her I began to tremble.  
 
   She ignored it, going to her closet and pulling out a long leather belt.  
 
   “Let’s go over this one more time.  Who is your owner?”
 
   “You are” I squeaked.
 
   “And what are you?”
 
   “You next door neighbor.”
 
   WHIP!
 
   She brought the belt down hard across both nipples and I cried out in pain.  The sting seared my nipples and echoed through my chest.
 
   “What are you?”
 
   I searched my mind in a panic before remembering how simple the answer was.
 
   “I am your little slut” I stammered.
 
   “Aw, you look afraid.  Would the little slut like to go home?  Is that what you really want?”
 
   “No, I want to stay.”
 
   “Why”
 
   “Because I want to kiss you.”
 
   WHIP!
 
   She rang down another blow painfully across my chest.  It stung so badly my eyes watered and I writhed in agony against my bindings.  
 
   “I want to eat your pussy” I whimpered.  “Please don’t whip me anymore.  I’ll be obedient.”
 
   WHIP!
 
   WHIP!
 
   She whipped forcefully causing me to scream loudly and flailed against the wall.  
 
   “You never tell me when to stop bitch.  I’ll whip you all afternoon if I want and you’ll thank me for it.”
 
   WHIP!
 
   Another blow landed across my nipple and I cried desperately as the pain surged through my chest.  
 
   “I’m sorry” I pleaded.
 
   “Scream all you want slut.  Nobody can hear you back here.”
 
   Extreme submission washed over me.  
 
   “Please let me eat your pussy Courtney.  I need to, please let me.  I can’t wait another moment to taste you.  Whip me more if you want but please let me taste it.”
 
   She threw the belt on her bed and reached round her back.  In one motion her top came off revealing her breathtaking breasts to me.  They were large but not huge and stood out straight.  Hard nipples protruded from them, pointing at me accusingly.  Her hand went into her bikini bottoms and pulled them down.  Her perfectly shaved pussy came into view and I swooned submissively.  
 
   “From now on you call me mistress.”
 
   “Yes mistress.”
 
   Her hands went to my sore nipples and stroked tenderly.  Tiny waves of delicious sensation rumbled through them.  She continued doing it, demonstrating just how well she knew my body and soon I was swooning wantonly.  She massaged and groped both breasts like they belonged to her making me feel overly subservient.
 
   “I’ll do anything for you mistress.  I am your slut.  Please let me prove myself worthy to stand before you.”
 
   She rubbed up against my stretched out body and hugged it.  The feel of her soft flesh against mine made my clit swell.  She brought her lips to mine and gently, barely perceptively, kissed me.  It made me moan and a flood gate opened in my pussy.  I began panting heavily as she pulled her head back.  
 
   That kiss was so amazing and she barely touched my lips.  She is a frigging goddess.  I am so lucky to be hers.
 
   “Are you ready for some lunch little fuckslut?”
 
   “Yes mistress.”
 
   She grabbed the rope on the side of us and loosened it until my arms came down.
 
   “Get on your knees” she demanded.
 
   I dropped to my knees in one motion which pulled my arms back above my head.  She tightened the rope until my arms were stretched above me again.  Her long legs took a short step towards me until her pussy was in front of my face.  She grabbed my hair again and forced my face into warm snatch.  
 
   She eased her pussy over my mouth and I licked her slit getting my first taste of another woman.  It was a flavor I had never tasted, different than mine, sweeter.  It was divine and I loved the taste of it.  She held my face tightly in her crotch as I licked and sucked like the amateur I was.  
 
   I wish I could hold her ass while I sucked.  Maybe someday she will let me.
 
   I locked my lips on her clit and sucked gently, working my tongue over her swollen nub.  She began moaning consistently and her coos of pleasure filled me with pride. 
 
   “You’re going to report to me every morning to do this.  Do you understand” she moaned.
 
   “Yes mistress, thank you” I gurgled around her engorged clit.  
 
   I sucked and licked hard, doing my best to make her cum.  When I sensed her legs tensing up I went wild, adding moans to my frenzied work.  
 
   “Mmm, umm” I cooed around her.  
 
   “Eat that pussy little fuck slut.  Yes, like that!” She moaned making me proud.  
 
   A moment later she heaved in orgasm and her wet pussy ground her juices into my face.  As she convulsed she smeared her passion all over my face and I rejoiced in my accomplishment.  I hadn’t disappointed her and my heart leapt with success.  My rash stung and my clit began throbbing for an orgasm of my own.    
 
   I did it.  She will keep me around – I’m hers’ for sure now.  
 
    When she had finished she forced my head back and looked down at my cum covered face.  
 
   “I think you have earned a reward little fuck slut.”
 
   She untied my wrists and I was free.  
 
   “Crawl over to the bed and bend over it” she demanded.
 
   I crawled on my hands and knees over to the bed and bent over it waiting eagerly for her next move.  I could smell her odor on her bedspread and loved being there.   
 
   She is going to get me off.  Oh god this is exciting. I wish I could spend the night in this bed.
 
   She opened a drawer on her nightstand and pulled out a thick dildo with a bunch of straps attached to it.  She weaved the straps through her legs and around her hips attaching them.  When she was done the dildo jutted out like a guys cock and I realized she was going to fuck me with it.  
 
   My pussy pouted in anticipation.  I couldn’t wait to feel her filling my pussy and working to please me.  Her hands grabbed my hips and I felt the rod stroke my drenched pussy lips.
 
   “You ready to get fucked now little fuck slut?”
 
   “Yes mistress.”
 
   “Beg for it.” She growled sternly.
 
   “I am your fuck slut to use mistress.  Please fuck me.”
 
   I could barely comprehend that I was begging this girl who I’d only know a few hours to fuck me.  I wasn’t a slut until she turned me into one – and I realized that I loved it.  It was the most exciting feeling I had ever known.  She gave me a sense of purpose that was addictive.  
 
   “Is this what you need” she asked dragging the dildo across my dripping snatch.
 
   “Yes, please give it to me mistress.”
 
   She continued dragging it over my lips, pressing the tip against my clit making me swoon.  She teased but never offered penetration.  I couldn’t take it and begged even harder.
 
   “Fuck me like a slut.  Fuck me like your own personal whore. My pussy is yours – take it.  Please mistress, please, pleeeease drill me hard” I pleaded lost in lust.  
 
   I felt the tip of the dildo slide between my pussy lips.  I maneuvered my pussy onto it and forced the first inch inside, unable to wait any longer.  She gripped my hips tighter and plunged the dildo further into my virgin pussy.  
 
   Oh fuck that feels intense.  I wonder if it excites her?
 
   She began thrusting the dildo deeper and I moaned in ecstasy.  
 
   “You do have a nice little pussy bitch” she hissed.
 
   Her compliment drove me wild and I started humping back against the dildo hungrily.  With one hard thrust she buried it to the hilt, her hips slapping my ass forcefully.  
 
   “Oh fuck I love it” I yelled in lust.
 
   She started long stroking me which sent me over the edge of passion.  I felt so possessed, so controlled, so valuable that it made each stroke intensely stimulating.  
 
   “Hooo fuck!  Hooo fuck!” I repeated after each stroke like a whore.
 
   Courtney started slamming into me, fucking me hard.  
 
   “Take it hard you little prissy little slut.  I am going to fuck your brains out.  Your pussy is mine now and it will be forever.”
 
   “Ohhh” I cooed in heaven.
 
   As she fucked me hard I felt an orgasm welling up deep inside.  I had fingered myself a few times while masturbating but never felt anything like the penetration climax that was building.  It was going to be massive.  
 
   “Thank you mistress – thank you” I moaned lustily.  
 
   The room was filled with the sounds of her fucking me deep with the strap on – and the sounds of my out of control moans.  Courtney began grunting each time she trust into me and my orgasm rushed up on me.  Just before my climax struck she pulled out abruptly.
 
   “No” I quivered on the bed desperately.  “Please don’t stop mistress.”
 
   “I didn’t give you permission to cum” she leered.  “From now on, no matter where you are, you don’t cum without my permission.  Is that clear.”
 
   Courtney is so powerful and demanding.  I think I’m falling for her.
 
   “Yes its clear mistress.  I’m sorry.  May I please have your permission to cum?” I begged.
 
   “No you may not little slut.  You still have a lot of training before I will allow that.”
 
   “Yes mistress.  Forgive me for being so greedy.”
 
   She left the room and returned a short time later with a wet wash cloth.  She knelt down and began gently dabbing the strawberry rash, washing the citrus off it.  Finally the stinging rash stopped raging and I sighed from the delightful relief.  
 
   When she was done tending my abrasion she grabbed me by the hair, pulled me upright and sat me down on her bed.  The wash cloth came up to my face and she started cleaning her dried juices off me.  She was so tender and considerate that I couldn’t restrain smiling.   Suddenly she became this nurturing considerate girl who made me feel valuable.  
 
   It made me crush on her even more and I realized something.  I was gay.  That was why sex never interested me that much.  I had been running from the truth and her stern abuse forced me to face it.  It all made sense now and I felt so lucky to have discovered it with such a gorgeous girl.
 
   “Now we are going to have to get back to the barbecue.  You will never tell anyone about what happened today – none of it.  Am I clear?”
 
   “Yes mistress I understand.  I wouldn’t know what to say even if I wanted to.”
 
   “There, your face is beautiful again” she said pulling cloth back.
 
   She called me beautiful!  She really likes me.  Yes!
 
   My heart soared as we stood up and started to put our bikinis back on.  My chest had marks from the belt across it so she gave me one of her old cheer tee shirts to wear.  It smelled just like her and I relished wearing it proudly.  
 
   “Mistress, if you don’t mind my asking.”
 
   “Once we leave this room, don’t call me mistress anymore” she interrupted.
 
   “Yes mistress.  But I was wondering, when will I be allowed to come?”
 
   Courtney smiled and pulled me close.  She kissed me and her tongue pressed its way into my mouth.  I joined her eagerly and enjoyed kissing my first girl for real.  Our tongues swathed each other lovingly and the kiss meant more than anything else we had done.  By the time it ended I was no longer concerned with climaxing.  The kiss was satisfying enough.  
 
   “Little fuck slut, you will be allowed to cum”…she slapped the strawberry rash firmly, stinging it once again, “when that rash completely heals.”
 
   “Yes mistress, thank you.”
 
   I knew that meant I wouldn’t be touching myself for a long time but didn’t care.  If it meant pleasing my mistress it would be worth it. 
 
   “Now let’s go, the food should be about ready and I’ve worked up an appetite.”
 
   I was hungry too – oddly enough craving strawberries.  She took my hand and locked her fingers around mine possessively.  Then she led me back to my house like nothing had happened.  But we both knew better. 
 
    
 
   * * *
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TEST OF DEVOTION
 
    
 
   “That feels so good Courtney” I sighed, feeling stuffed full of barbecue.
 
   She continued rubbing my feet as the sun began to set on what had been a very enlightening day.  I had a new girlfriend, my first ever, who was also my stern mistress.  But at that moment she was treating me like a princess, pampering me with attention that hours earlier I could have only dreamed of.    
 
   “Would you like to spend the night at my house?  I have a special test in mind for you” she asked.
 
   “I would love to.  I was so hoping you would invite me.”
 
   I knew that once I entered her room she would become my rough demanding mistress – and whatever my new love demanded of me I would strive to fulfill.  It excited me almost as much as the thought of sleeping next to her in bed.  
 
   When she was done working on my feet she went inside to inform the parents that I would be spending the night next door.  She walked back out, took me by the hand and kissed me on the cheek.  In the growing twilight she looked so sexy.  I tried to offer her my mouth, desperate to kiss her dominating lips, but she pulled me forward and we continued to her bedroom.
 
   I can’t wait to kiss her.  Surely she will let me in her bedroom.
 
   Once we arrived in her room she locked the door and became demanding.  
 
   “Strip little slut.”
 
   “Yes mistress.”
 
   I removed the tee shirt she had loaned me and my bikini bottoms and stood there for inspection.  She took out some salve from her dresser and had me turn around.  I felt her dab the healing salve across the strawberry rash on my ass.  She covered it completely and then took a large band aid and applied it tenderly.  I felt very privileged under her care.
 
   The sooner that heals the sooner I will be allowed to cum.  I am so proud to be tended to by her.
 
   When she was done tending the rash she turned me around and inspected the small welts she had made across my chest.  
 
   “These are nothing, they will be gone by the morning.”
 
   “Thank you mistress” I replied.  
 
   “I have an important test of your dedication little slut.  I really hope you won’t disappoint me.”
 
   “No mistress, I promise I won’t disappoint you.”
 
   “Good, for some reason I have faith in you little slut.”
 
   “Thank you mistress.”
 
   “Put your hands behind your head and lock your fingers together.”
 
   When I had done it she placed a piece of an old broom handle behind my neck and under my arms.  Then she tied my arms securely to the stick, pinning them tightly in this position.   When she was done I stood there with my tits jutting forward and my hands tightly bound behind my head. 
 
   She opened her closet and several whips spilled onto the ground.  For a moment I thought I was going to be whipped again but she only cursed and put them back.  She disappeared into the closet and emerged a short time later holding a large contraption I didn’t recognize.  I watched her place it on the floor in the middle of the room and set it up.  
 
   The contraption had a rounded top, like a bucket that had been cut longwise and laid on its side.  It sat flat on the floor and the rounded body arched up in a half circle, covered with leather.  At the base there was a cord that Courtney plugged in.  
 
   “Have you ever rode one of these?” She asked.
 
   “No mistress, I’ve never seen one of those before.”
 
   She grabbed me firmly by the hair and teased at kissing me.  I swooned with desire, dying to taste her lips, but she pulled away before they could meet.
 
   “Well you’re going to get a crash course in sybian training” she whispered.
 
   “Yes mistress.”
 
   She opened the top drawer of her dresser and pulled out a shoebox.  Inside were dildos of several different sizes and shapes. 
 
   “Hmm, let’s see which one would be right for little Belle” she wondered out loud.
 
   She ruffled through the box and pulled out a massive ten inch dildo that was as fat as my wrist.  I gasped and tried to remain calm.  Then she laughed.
 
   “No I don’t think we will train you on this.”
 
   She reached back in and pulled out a regular sized dildo, one that I would have selected for myself and my heart started to beat faster.
 
   She knows just what I need.  
 
                 She attached the dildo to the top of the sybian and when she was done it stood straight up, ready to be mounted.
 
                 “Are you starting to understand what is going to happen little slut?”
 
                 “Yes mistress, just tell me what you want.”
 
                 “You’re going to ride this for me and do whatever I tell you.  You are not allowed to cum.  If you have an orgasm then you fail and I will know I was wrong about you.  Do you understand?”
 
                 “Yes mistress, anything for you.”
 
                 She grabbed me roughly by the hair and walked me over to it telling me not to mount the dildo yet.  With her holding me steady by the hair I knelt down onto the sybian in front of the dildo and it bumped my clit as I sat there.  The leather felt cool against my hot pussy and I became anxious to begin.
 
                 “Pledge your devotion to me” Courtney demanded.
 
                 “I pledge my undying loyalty to Mistress Courtney, the only girl I will ever serve.  I promise to do everything she asks of me without hesitation or complaints.  I live to service her every whim obediently.  She is my owner and I am her slutty possession.”
 
                 “That was very convincing little slut.  Now let’s find out if it is true.  It’s time to ring the little Belle” she smirked ominously.  
 
                 She held up a control box that was attached to the sybian by a wire and pushed a button.  The machine whirred on and the arch began vibrating between my legs.  
 
                 “Sit on it with all your weight” she ordered and I complied.
 
                 I felt confident when we started but as soon as the relentless vibration reached my clit a desire to climax immediately gripped me.  
 
                 Holding off is going to be harder than I thought.
 
                 My clit swelled quickly from the stimulation of the machine.  Ripples of pleasure emanated throughout my crotch and pussy becoming more intense by the minute.  Having her sternly watch me only increased my arousal.  Soon my pussy was soaked and I was fighting the urge to hump against the sybian.   I wanted so much to climax next to my controlling, heavenly mistress.  But I wanted to please her even more.  I hungered to make her proud to own me – just as I hungered to taste her lips.
 
                 “Who do you belong to?” She asked.
 
                 “I belong to you.”
 
                 SLAP! – she slapped me firmly on the cheek.
 
                 “In this room you will end every sentence with ‘mistress’ little slut.”
 
                 Oh crap – how could I have forgotten?
 
                 “Please forgive me mistress.  I belong to you and only you mistress.” I reassured her.
 
                 “Arch up and let’s get down to business” she demanded.
 
                 I sat upon my knees getting a short break from the vibration and guided my pussy over the dildo.  I ground my lips against it, wetting it with my juices.  
 
                 “Hurry up, don’t make me wait” she demanded.
 
                 I slid myself down taking a few inches of it inside and moaned from the penetration.  The vibration from the sybian rippled through it making me feel as if I was being violated by this machine.  I began to hump the first few inches and moan.  It felt intensely stimulating.  
 
                 “Mount it faster” she ordered.
 
   Courtney put her hands on my shoulders and pushed me down hard.  My hips bent and I collapsed onto the dildo taking all of it into my hungry pussy with a groan.  I felt the vibrations tingling my clit, filling my pussy, and spreading up into my bowels.  My breathing became heavier and my clit started throbbing urgently.  
 
   Oh my goodness, I really really want to cum.
 
   “You like that little slut?”
 
   “Yes mistress.”
 
   Courtney pressed another button and the dildo started to move – it began slowly turning and rotating inside me.  I could feel the vibration twisting inside the walls of my pussy tingling every inch to life.
 
   “Hoo” I moaned unable to stifle it.  
 
   “Show me your loyalty by not cumming.  Prove to me you’re worthy to be mine – show me your strength little Belle.  Do not cum.”
 
   When she said ‘do not cum’ the first thing my body did was plead to climax.  It was like being told not to made my orgasm come on stronger.  The vibrating sybian teased my clit until it was begging to give up and explode in orgasm.  Her watching only added to the excitement.  
 
   “Oh oh oh” I began moaning louder, pulling against my arm bindings.
 
   “Do not cum little slut – stay strong.”
 
   Please stop telling me not to cum.  It’s just making it harder to control.
 
   “Fuck it like the little slut you are” she ordered.
 
   “Yes mistress.”
 
   I eased my body up and slowly dropped back down onto the twisting rod.  It felt heavenly and I slowly did it again, trying to focus on controlling my onrushing need to climax.  
 
   “Faster” she said grabbing me by the hair again.
 
   She lifted me up by the hair and forced me down hard on the dildo making me whimper with delight.
 
   “OH!” I practically screamed.  
 
   I love when she controls me by the hair.  She is so demanding.
 
   Before I could finish moaning she lifted me up again, pulling my hair painfully and thrust me down hard.  My pussy gushed from her control and I again moaned loudly.  She quickly pulled me up again and I went down myself this time, then arched back up.  I had gotten the message and began fucking the machine hard and fast in front of her.  She bent down next to me and whispered in my ear.
 
   “You doing good so far my little slut – keep it up.  Prove your dedication to me and I will be yours.”
 
   “Thank you, yes mistress.”
 
   I continued fucking the machine like the little slut she had turned me into, loving every moment of it.  The fucking felt great and seemed to make my need to climax ease off a bit as I enjoyed the feel of raw hard penetration.  
 
   Click
 
   Courtney pushed another button and the machine began vibrating much harder, sending waves of stimulation marching into my clit.  Goosebumps ran up my back and my clit swelled so tight I thought it might burst.  Every vibration echoed through it, demanding that my body to surrender to the orgasm it was building.  Waves of increasing pleasure strobed through me and I started trembling as I held my orgasm back.
 
   “Don’t cum little slut” she persisted.
 
   “No mistress I won’t.  But it’s so hard (pant) when you keep ordering me not to.  My body (pant) - my body won’t listen.”
 
   SLAP! – another hard slap rang through my cheek.
 
   “You fucking better not disappoint me bitch.”
 
   SLAP!
 
                 “Don’t even think I am joking” she persisted.
 
   “I’m trying mistress” I stammered helplessly.
 
                 I continued fucking the sybian as it filled me with an orgasmic recipe that I did battle with.  Orgasmic stimulation surged through my body - pleading to my engorged clit to light the fuse.  
 
                 Courtney reached around back and undid her top, letting it fall to the side.  She rubbed her firm breasts in front of me and then focused on teasing her nipples.  She looked so beautiful – like everything I ever desired.
 
                 My mistress, my owner, my goddess is so gorgeous.  I need to be strong for her.
 
                 She put her hands back on my shoulders and forced me tightly into the sybian, cramming the dildo deep inside.  The vibration against my clit became persistent and maddening.  My clit felt like a sparkler radiating pleasure out in all directions – demanding that I submit to the orgasm it contained.  I fought to not cum and my head swung from side to side trying to hold off.  
 
                 “I’m trying mistress” I cried out in desperation.  
 
                 “Be strong for me Belle” she encouraged.
 
                 I could feel the point of no return getting closer and bit my lip to resist.  My head continued flailing as if it was fighting the battle for me.  Courtney grabbed my hair again and held my head steady.  She thrust a tit in my face and ordered me to suck it.  I latched onto her nipple and nursed it like a hungry baby, making no attempt to be demure.
 
                 “Owh” she stammered from my forceful sucking.  
 
                 I tried to forget about the stimulation that was conquering my body and focus completely on her magnificent breast.  My crotch was like a ringing bell with sensations radiating out of it uncontrollably.  I pulled against my bound arms with muscles that were tense and on the edge.
 
                 “Come on little slut, you can do it.  Hold back for me.”
 
                 She pulled her nipple out of my mouth and forced my face to look up at her.  I must have been something to see, shaking and grimacing violently in an attempt to hold back.  She smiled and bent down to kiss me.
 
                 Oh fuck yes.  Please kiss me.
 
                 Her lips brushed against mine and I kissed her back.  
 
                 “You’re not allowed to kiss me back” she ordered sternly.
 
                 “Ohw, ohw (pant)…okay mistress.”
 
                 Her lips came back to mine and kissed me softly.  It was like a slice of heaven and I fought the urge to kiss her back.  She kissed me again and licked my lower lip making me swoon, dying to meet her lips with mine.  The feel of her tongue shot straight down to my clit and an early surge caused me to jerk.  
 
                 Oh god that is a sweet kiss.
 
   Courtney kissed me again and her tongue slipped into my mouth and licked mine.  It was exactly what I was wanting and I swooned between grunts, feeling drunk from it.  When I fully realized her coveted tongue was in my mouth my clit exploded.  I passed the point of no return and looked into her eyes - horrified and helpless. 
 
                 “I’mmm so soorrrry” I pleaded.  “AHH!”
 
                 A second later my entire body felt like it contracted and then exploded outward.  A bolt of stimulation flooded out of my clit and washed over my body causing me to convulse around the sybian uncontrollably.  My juices forced their way out of me wetting the sybian as I floundered in the most powerful orgasm I’d ever had.  The room blurred and I writhed and moaned out of control.  
 
                 Oh no, I am failing.  I tried – I really tried.
 
                 “I’m sorry mistress. I’m yours mistress” I pleaded as I rocked through my orgasm.  
 
                 As my climax began to pass she grabbed the stick that bound my arms and yanked me forward hard causing me to slip off the sybian and land hard on my chest.  
 
                 “You disappointing little whore.  I thought you would be special.  I actually thought maybe we could have a relationship.  But you’re just a weak undisciplined little slut.  How disappointing.”
 
                 Her words stung me to the bone and I searched my mind for a way to fix this.
 
                 “No!  I didn’t mean to disobey you mistress.  I tried but your lips, they tasted so sweet and I have been dying to kiss you.  I just…”
 
   “Don’t call me mistress anymore.  I’m not your mistress you weak disobedient little tramp.  You have no loyalty to me.”
 
   “Please mistress, I didn’t mean to be weak.  Teach me to be stronger.  Please don’t be angry at me.”
 
   As I pleaded she untied my arms and pulled the stick loose freeing me.  She picked up my bikini and threw it at me.  Before I could put it on she grabbed me by the hair and arm and marched me out her bedroom and through her house.
 
   “Please mistress, give me another chance” I begged desperately.  
 
   She opened her front door and shoved me out, still nude and pleading with her.
 
   “I’m not your mistress tramp – go away.  I don’t want to see you again.”
 
   “No!” I stammered.  “Don’t give up on me so fast.”
 
   Slam!  - the door shut in my face.  I became aware that I was nude and slipped into the hedges to put my bikini back on, than started to cry.  After all the things she had done to me, this was by far the most painful.  My heart was broken.  
 
   I wandered home depressed, snuck in the back door and went to my room undetected.  I had no will to explain why I was home or why I wouldn’t be sleeping at Courtney’s house and avoided everyone.  Instead I lay on my bed and cried some more.  Then I became angry at her.  How could she be so heartless?  I tried – she must know how hard I tried.
 
   But maybe she did know – and that is why she broke it off with me.  She expected more strength and I failed like…a little slut.  Oh god this hurts. I failed her after promising I wouldn’t.
 
   I curled up into a fetal position and tried to think of ways to win her back before finally drifting off to sleep.  
 
    
 
   
  
 

THE CHERRY STALKER
 
    
 
   The next morning I woke up still sad but determined to fix the situation.  My longing to belong to Courtney had only increased after a night’s sleep.  I knew what I wanted and was determined to get her back.  
 
   I may be naive relationship wise but I’m a sharp girl.  I’ll figure something out.  My whole life has been turned upside down but this doesn’t feel crazy.  If anything, what I want finally make better sense.  But I have to be determined and strong enough to not disappoint her again.  
 
   After breakfast I showered and put on the cutest skirt and tee combo I had – a plaid miniskirt with a pink top.  By the time I finished dressing I was impatient to see her and practically ran next door and knocked vigorously – like I meant it.  Her mother answered and informed me that Courtney had gone downtown.
 
   “I think she wants to take inventory of the stores in our new town” her mom joked.  “By the way you look very cute in that outfit.”
 
   “Thanks, I guess I’ll go looking for her.”
 
   She smiled a moment longer and closed the door.  I headed for the shopping district determined to find her.
 
   I’ll search all afternoon if I have to.
 
   It actually didn’t take very long to locate her.  When I turned down First Street I saw her enter a vintage clothing store and hurried in that direction.  I entered the store several minutes after Courtney.  She was browsing the back wall and talking to a pretty girl who was stocking a shelf.
 
   It was the first time I had seen Courtney in street clothes and she looked amazing.  She wore black leather pants that highlighted her legs and ass temptingly.  On top she wore a black tank muscle shirt cut low exposing a generous amount of side boob.  She looked so sexy and it just reaffirmed how much I wanted her.  But finding her so quickly suddenly made me scared – it was put up or shut up time for real now.  I pushed any thought that she might reject me out of my head and focused on my goal.
 
   How should I approach her?  What if she gets really angry that I’m here?  I know she likes me – she just has high standards that I need to meet.  Why – I don’t know yet.
 
   My heart pounded harder as I walked up to her.  When I reached her I was too nervous to speak and just stood behind her, gawking and awkward.  Finally she turned around and noticed me.
 
   God she looks so beautiful.  I need her.  It’s hard not to touch her.
 
   “Hi” I offered sweetly, like nothing had happened.    
 
   She looked me up and down and I could tell she liked what she saw.  A glimmer of hope ignited in my heart.  
 
   “Can I help you with anything” the sales girl inquired.
 
   “No I am just here to talk to Courtney” I answered.
 
   “Well I don’t want to talk to you.  You had your chance Belle.” Courtney scoffed.
 
   She turned and went back to browsing and I just stood there for a moment, than pretended to browse too.  After a few minutes she turned back around and saw me.
 
   “Why are you still here?”
 
   “I needed to be close to you” I whispered.
 
   “Go away Belle and quit stalking me.”
 
   Her rejection stung and hurt me deep down.  I was dying to touch her, longing to smell the scent of her hair - needing to interact with any little piece of her.  
 
   “Please mistress” I persisted, “Is there anything I can do for you?  Rub your back, carry your bags, kiss your feet?  I’ll do anything to make it up to you.”
 
   “Good, try going away” she scoffed and walked to another section.  
 
   My knees felt weak watching her sexy ass shimmy as she walked in the leather pants.  She strode strong and confident, her shape undulating invitingly with each step.  
 
   “Do you sell any food here?” She asked the sales girl.  “I am a little hungry.”
 
   “No I am sorry, just beverages.”
 
   I saw my chance and bolted out of the store heading for the grocery.  I went to the deli counter and ordered her a sandwich and soda.  I realized it should have something more - she was special and her lunch should be special.  I remembered her mentioning that cherries were her favorite fruit so I picked up a bag of cherries and headed back.
 
   When I arrived back at the vintage store she was laughing with the sales girl.
 
   They seem to be getting closer.  Maybe just friends?
 
   I rushed up to Courtney to present my offering.
 
   “I got you some lunch” I stated holding out the bag.
 
   Both girls looked at me and then the sales girl gave Courtney a sideways smile.  My crush was clearly becoming obvious, but I didn’t care.  
 
   “Give it up Belle” Courtney scoffed.
 
   I took out the sandwich and drink and set it down on the rack in front of her.
 
   “Are you sure, I got some fresh cherries with it?”
 
   For a moment she looked impressed, than her expression changed.
 
   “Do you want a sandwich Stacy?” She asked the sales clerk.
 
   They are on a first name basis?  
 
   Stacy declined with a sly smile.  Courtney picked up the sandwich and threw it in the garbage can, then turned around and glared at me – I got the metaphor but didn’t allow it to detour me.  
 
   “What about the cherries” I stammered.
 
   “I have already had enough of your cherries” she mocked.  “Besides, don’t you prefer strawberries?”
 
   “Yes” I replied obediently.  
 
   She rolled her eyes at how lame she found me and went back to browsing.  I picked up a skirt and pretended to like it, refusing to leave her side.
 
   “Would this look good on me?” I asked Stacy.  
 
   “Sure I think so.  Why don’t you try it on?”
 
   “Okay where are the changing rooms?”
 
   “They are right back…”
 
   “They don’t have any” Courtney interrupted.  “Do it right here.”
 
   “On the sales floor?” I asked.
 
   “Yep, right here.”
 
   She gave me a task.  Yes!  I knew she still wanted me deep down.  I better not fail her.
 
   There were a few other customers in the store but I put them out of my mind.  I took a deep breath and dropped my skirt.  Stacy’s eyes got huge and she looked around uncomfortably.  I continued unwavering, stepping out of my skirt and standing before the two of them in just my pink panties.  Two older women walked by and looked surprised to see me but I swallowed my pride and ignored them.  However, it made Stacy uncomfortable.  
 
   “I think you should take this to the dressing room” Stacy suggested.
 
   She led me to a back area with some small changing rooms.  I liked the idea of more privacy but when I turned to see Courtney didn’t follow us disappointment took over.  The only reason I was pretending to like this skirt was to be near her.  I went in a changing room and sat down, having no real interest in trying on the skirt.  
 
   When I was about to leave the curtain opened and Courtney stood there leering at me – my pulse quickened and my heart leapt with hope.  
 
   “Do you still have those cherries?” She asked.
 
   “Yes” I replied giddily handing her the bag.
 
   She opened the bag and put one in her mouth, but didn’t chew.  She sucked it for a moment and took it back out.
 
   “Don’t you like them” I asked.
 
   She grabbed my arm roughly and spun me around.  I felt her hand slip into the back of my panties going straight for my ass.  I stood frozen as she worked, determined to be obedient.  I felt the cherry pressing against my asshole and pop in.  
 
   “This is what slutty little stalkers get” she leered.
 
   “Thank you mistress.”
 
   WACK! – a spank rang down hard on the bandage that covered the strawberry abrasion and I grunted in pain.  
 
   “You lost the right to call me mistress.  You’re just some street skank to me now.”
 
   “Yes…Courtney.”
 
   “Finish trying on that ugly skirt slut” she stated and left.
 
   She is trying to be mean, but there is something about it, she is intrigued by my effort.  I know it.
 
   I stood there for a long moment hoping she would return.  Finally I turned around and just stood there, feeling too awkward with the cherry inside me to sit.  The curtain swung open again and Courtney was back.  In her hand she held a garment with lots of strings that I didn’t recognize.
 
   “You know little Belle, I was thinking this would suit you perfectly.”
 
   “What is it?”
 
   “It’s a corset silly - a classic corset brassiere one piece from the Victorian era.  Here, let me help you try it on.”
 
   “Okay” I said beaming at her offer. 
 
   This is going somewhere.  She is giving me attention.  Don’t blow it Belle. 
 
   “Take off your top and your bra” she instructed.
 
   I had them off in no time and stood proudly in front of her in just my panties.  I watched her closely to see if she was checking me out but she remained cool.  She wrapped the corset around my chest and stood behind me with the ropes.  It was a one piece bra and corset combo similar to a bustier.  The cups were small, actually a little too small even for my modest breasts, but I didn’t mind.  
 
   “Now we just got to tighten it to see how it fits” she mused starting to pull the lowest ties.  
 
   The corset slowly became snug around my upper waist and the small bra cups closed in around my chest.  
 
   “How does that feel so far” Courtney asked.
 
   “It’s a little tight in the chest but that’s okay.”
 
   “I know just what we need.  Don’t go anywhere” she smirked leaving me in the changing room.
 
   When she returned she spun me around.  
 
   “These should help” she mentioned reaching for my breasts.  
 
   In her hand were paper clips.  She tugged the bustier cups away from my breast and began attaching the paper clips to my nipples.  Immediately my nipples began stinging but I stood strong pretending I didn’t notice.  She forced my hard nipple through the first clip like a vice and slid it all the way to the base, then clipped two more on to the tips.  The pain was offset by the thrill of her pulling my nipples.  
 
   She is touching me in an intimate way.  Mmm.
 
   After attaching three clips to each nipple she pulled the corset cups back over my breasts.  Their tight fit pressed the clips down and tugged on my nipples painfully.  Still I remained strong and obedient.
 
   “Does that feel better?” She asked.
 
   “Yes mistress…I mean Courtney.”
 
   She glared at me and then turned me back around to continue fastening the strings.  
 
   “I already mentioned you don’t have permission to call me that.  I guess you need to be reminded.”
 
   I braced for another spank to my strawberry but instead I felt her hand go back into my panties and pull them down around my ankles.  Another cherry was forced into my ass joining the other one.  My ass began tingling and throbbing from the twin cherries but she didn’t stop there.  A third cherry was crammed in and then a fourth. 
 
   “Guh” I grunted as she shoved a fifth cherry inside me.
 
   “Keep quite little slut” she hissed.
 
   “Yes ma’am.  I’m sorry.”
 
   She began giving me the cherries to suck before forcing them up my ass.  I would obediently suck each one and spit them into her hand.  She would take it and cram it up my ass while I fought not to grunt.  By the time we reached a dozen cherries I felt overstuffed and an occasional groan slipped out of me.  Whenever I groaned she slapped the strawberry reminding me to keep quiet.  
 
   “I am feeling very stuffed ma’am.”
 
   “Are you saying you want to quit?”
 
   “No! - Ma’am can do what she wants to me.”
 
   “You better not fucking disappoint me you little slut pretending to be a prude.”
 
   Five more cherries were stuffed into my ass.  Each one made it harder not to grunt loudly and my ass felt crammed full.  I was so stuffed my hips felt like they were wider and my legs shook.  When she finally finished I had to fight the urge to expel them and gripped them with my ass, softly groaning.
 
   “You better not lose a single cherry” she threatened.  “Now let’s get back to fitting this corset on.”
 
   “Yes ma’am” I replied submissively.
 
   I felt her grip the lowest strings again and yank hard.  It tightened more pulling the bottom of my stomach in below my rib cage.  She jerked again and it retracted further causing me to grunt some more.  It felt like a really tight rope was tied around my stomach, trussing it in. 
 
   She moved up to the next string up and yanked it firmly.  
 
   “Ugh” I couldn’t restrain groaning when she jerked.  
 
   The corset began tightening just below my ribs snugly.  She leaned into me and pulled it again.  The corset squeezed into my ribs tightly, the metal boning searing into my skin.  As she tugged I felt a cherry trying to slip out of me and I clenched my ass desperately.  
 
   She moved up to the next set of strings and again pulled hard.  The corset tightened below my breasts, yanking the clips on my nipples mercilessly.  Stinging joined the crushing sensation of the corset until a stinging throb continually rang through my tits.  She pulled again – hard.  For a moment I lost my breath and sputtered to breath in a panic.  
 
   “Hold still you prissy little wimp” she demanded.
 
   I gulped for some air, collected myself, and stood as still as possible.  My nipples stung and the boning of the corset was digging in deeper.  Even though I felt squished my ass remained clenched securing the bounty of cherries as tightly as I could.  
 
   Courtney moved up to the top section of ropes and pulled firmly.  The top tightened and my tits literally squished into my chest tugging the clips so much that each nipple cried like they were burning.  
 
   “Is that good enough ma’am” I asked flustered.
 
   “Why am I not surprised you want to quit.”
 
   “No, its okay ma’am.  Please continue.”
 
   She pulled again hard forcing the air out of my lungs.  I gasped for more while trying to stand obediently still.  Courtney lifted her leg and braced it against the wall for leverage.  Then she pulled the top string so hard I could feel my chest retracting in on itself.  My tits pan caked into my chest and the nipples flayed out, burning like a match was against them.  She pulled one final tug which again expelled all the air out of my lungs - and again I struggled to breathe.  
 
   She kept her foot against the wall while she tied the corset off and I panted overwhelmed by the squeezing suffocation.  I was so squished it was difficult to clench my ass and a cherry slipped out of me, landing at her feet with a plop.  I wanted to apologize but I was feeling a little lightheaded.  
 
   “Lose another one and I’ll be very disappointed” she warned.
 
   She turned me towards to mirror and had me look at myself.  I was shocked that I looked much better than I felt.  The corset was clearly crushing me thinner but I’d be lying if I didn’t admit I looked sexy - in a bound up way.  The corset had flattened my chest forcing cleavage lewdly up over to top.  My other curves were exaggerated almost attractively.  I hoped Courtney thought the same.
 
   “Isn’t that sweet, you look just like a Barbi doll – except your now flat chest.  It suits you don’t you think?”
 
   “Yes ma’am.  Do you like it ma’am?”
 
   “I haven’t decided yet” she replied coyly.  “But it has potential.”
 
   Oh thank goodness.  This is working.
 
   “Thank you so so much ma’am.”
 
   She looked at me hard.
 
   “You really are trying aren’t you?”
 
   “Not hard enough.  I’ll do better for you – I promise.”
 
   “I know how reliable your promises are you weak little prissy tramp.  Don’t get your hopes up, your still a disappointing little slut.”
 
   “Yes ma’am.”
 
   It felt like I was going to be crushed by the corset, but she was giving me attention and I was anxious to please her.  I had hope.
 
    
 
   
  
 

THE CORSET REDEMPTION
 
    
 
   Courtney exited the changing room and I heard her calling out to Stacy.  A moment later the two of them returned.  
 
   “What do you think about this outfit” she asked Stacy when they arrived.
 
   I stood submissively before them in the small room, strapped up tightly and struggling to breathe - my pussy in full view.  My breasts were throbbing from the tugging clips and my ass was overstuffed.  Even so, I managed to smile at Stacy when she evaluated me.  
 
   “It looks very tight…but kinda sexy” she observed.
 
   “She is a prissy little prude.  Do you think she is sexy?” Courtney inquired.
 
   Stacy’s chest started breathing deeper and her eyes went down to my exposed pussy.   She licked her lips nervously and I could feel my embarrassed pussy heating up.  Courtney had put Stacy on the spot and it was clear she was becoming aroused by my situation.  I waited on pins and needles for Stacy’s answer, hoping to get a good review.  
 
   “Ya she’s hot” she stammered.
 
   Courtney got behind her and slowly guided her into the room with me.  The three of us were crammed into the small room with Stacy facing me.
 
   Courtney has control of Stacy…and she is submitting.
 
   “Feel her tits” Courtney encouraged her.
 
   “Oh no I couldn’t do that.  I don’t even know her.”
 
   “Courtney grabbed the back of her hair sternly and repeated her request slowly.
 
   “Feel-her-tits.”
 
   Stacy’s hands raised and she placed them on my crushed, throbbing tits. She tried to squeeze but couldn’t grip them so she pushed her hand firmly against them.  My nipples flared from the contact, sending bolts of pain through my chest, but I still managed to smile.  
 
   “Feel her pussy” Courtney demanded gripping her hair tighter.  
 
   I started to lightly pant as I watched Stacy’s hand lower between my legs.  She lightly petted my clit and it swelled under her touch.  I was quietly becoming aroused but feared showing any sign of it to Courtney, worried it might remind her of my failure.
 
   Stacy’s fingers traveled down to my pussy and her index finger traced the slit.  I struggled to mask my growing arousal as this stranger helped herself to my long guarded treasure.  
 
   “You have a great body” she whispered to me.  
 
   “Thank you” I panted awkwardly.
 
   Her finger slipped between my heated lips and dabbed at my juices sending a stroke of pleasure through me.  I struggled to breathe in the corset and closed my eyes to focus on my loyalty to Courtney.  Her finger delved several inches deeper and probed my pussy curiously.  My crushed body seemed to be increasing the way pleasure felt.  
 
   “Oh” I panted getting wetter around her finger.  
 
   She started to slowly bang me and it felt incredible.  My trussed upper body began rocking to the rhythm of her finger.  Her breathing became audible - she was becoming aroused with me.  Her attraction was flattering and increased mine.  
 
   “Feel my body” she cooed to me.
 
   Suddenly Courtney jerked her back by the hair, pulling her finger out of me and making her grunt in pain.  
 
   “That’s enough, get out of here bitch” she scowled pushing Stacy out of the room.
 
   Jealously – that was jealousy.   She likes me – there is no doubting it now.
 
   Stacy became angry and stated through the curtain that we better buy something or leave.  It was unclear who she was angry with or which one of us she was attracted too.  At first I thought it was Courtney, but now I started to think it was me.  It was perfect, she was driving Courtney back to me.
 
   Courtney was angry too, upset that her plan didn’t go how she wanted and she ordered me to put the skirt back on.
 
   “But not the panties” she insisted.
 
   She handed me my skirt and I struggled to bend over and get my leg through.  I could bend at the waist but my back was held rigidly straight by the corset.  As I bent it suffocated me even more and pulled agonizingly on my nipples.  I felt another cherry drop out of me and plop on the floor.  I failed getting the skirt on and stood waiting for my punishment for losing another cherry.
 
   Instead of getting mad Courtney held the skirt for me to step into and pulled it up into place.  Then she picked up the cherry, grabbed me by the elbow, and led me out of the changing rooms.  My pussy was still on fire and I felt naughty walking into the store in the racy corset.
 
   “We need to be rung up” she announced.
 
   “Just the corset?” Stacy asked going behind the register.  
 
   “Ya get your money out and pay her Belle.”
 
   The corset was sixty dollars which ate up all the money I had, but graciously I paid like I was told.  As Stacy handed me the change she passed a slip of paper with her number on it.  I could feel Courtney fuming as I took it.
 
   “Hey Stacy, have our last cherry.  Belle can’t handle anymore – she’s full.”
 
   “Thanks” Stacy replied taking the cherry and popping it in her mouth.
 
   Courtney grabbed my elbow and led me out of the store.  I was so thrilled to be “with” Courtney again that the embarrassment of my attire didn’t bother me.  In fact, I considered it a badge of loyalty.  
 
   Without speaking Courtney escorted me quickly through downtown.  What little cleavage my breasts had jiggled lewdly above the corset with each step.  Plenty of people stared as we passed and several guys made comments.  Courtney ignored them all remaining focused on her destination.  As we walked the warmth of the sun began to make my compressed torso perspire.  With each step I had to focus on my breathing and ass clenching.  It was very difficult but I managed.  
 
   We arrived at the fanciest clothing boutique in town and Courtney thrust me through the door.  A very smug looking woman looked up from the register and her eyes bulged when she saw me.  
 
   “May I help you” she offered rudely.
 
   “No we are just looking.   I’ll let you know when we need you” Courtney shot back dominantly.  
 
   Several haughty female customers now observed me and began whispering amongst themselves.  I felt a certain humiliation and became light headed again, but also proud being by my lover’s side.  Courtney led me to the back of the store and pushed me hard up against a tall rack of clothes.  
 
   “So you really want another chance?”
 
   “There is nothing on this earth I want more than to belong to you Courtney.”
 
   “I am not convinced yet” she scowled, “But I’ll find out.”
 
   WACK! – Courtney slapped my right tit so hard I squeaked out a small scream.  The sting in my breast radiated through my chest, down my back, and into my right leg.  The clips were tugging painfully and my nipples were raw from them.  I trembled in pain until it faded.  
 
   “Thank you ma’am.”
 
   “For god sakes quit calling me ma’am.  You making me feel old.”
 
   “What would you like me to call you?”
 
   “Don’t call me anything.  You don’t have that privilege anymore.”
 
   WACK – a hard slap to the other breast created similar results.   I shifted from foot to foot in agony but didn’t squeal this time.  As the pain faded I began feeling woozy.  Struggling to breath in the corset was wearing me down and increasing my pain was taking me beyond what I could endure.  I toddled unsteadily in front of Courtney feeling ashamed that I was wearing out.
 
   “I should have never let that little bitch feel your prized pussy.” She snorted.
 
   My prized pussy!  
 
   She lifted up my skirt and tucked it into the bottom of the corset, revealing my pussy to anyone that passed by.  She pulled something out of her purse and I noticed it was a small vibrator.  She turned it on and held it to my clit.  My clit buzzed back to full size instantly and sent waves of shivering pleasure through my crushed torso.  
 
   “Does the weak little greedy orgasm hound need to cum again” she mocked.
 
   “Whatever you want is what I want.”
 
   A very posh looking woman of about thirty five walked around the corner, saw us, and stopped in her tracks.  Her eyes leered at Courtney’s hand holding the vibrator against me and she scowled.  Shame enveloped me and my pussy drenched without my permission.  I panted harder but suddenly it felt like I couldn’t breathe.  An orgasm started building and I flinched, almost losing another cherry out of my ass.  
 
   “What are you lookin at you useless bitch.  You want some too” Courtney scowled at the wealthy woman.  
 
   She didn’t respond and continued to watch us fascinated.  My body began to twitch from the vibrator and a building orgasm made the corset feel unbearably tight.
 
   “Well then don’t just stand there, come here” I heard her order the older woman.
 
     The corset was squeezing me tighter, like a boa constrictor, and I found myself panting even harder as the lady approached.  Everything felt so out of my control.  
 
   “You’re making me wet” the woman whispered when she arrived.  
 
   Her words sent a pre-orgasmic shiver through me.
 
   “Am I allowed to cum” I asked concerned I might not be able to stop it.
 
   “What do you think?” She asked the woman.  “Should she be allowed to cum?”
 
   The woman was breathing heavier and we both panted looking at each other.  
 
   “Make her cum right here” the woman stammered throatily.  
 
   “If you want to watch then touch yourself” Courtney demanded.
 
   To my shock the woman reached her hand inside her designer original skirt and started working.  
 
   Wow my girlfriend is fearless…and amazing.
 
   Courtney kept the vibrator pressed against my clit.  My orgasm built faster and I struggled to breath.  Waves of pleasure seeped across my trussed up torso.  The woman now stood next to us and her hand was going crazy under her skirt.
 
   “You better not cum before she does” Courtney warned me.
 
   “Yes Courtney.”
 
   Please hurry miss.
 
   “Slap her” she ordered the woman, pressing the vibrator harder against my engorged clit.
 
   The woman slapped me lightly across the face with her free hand while her other hand went crazy on herself.  It clearly aroused her.  
 
   “Harder” Courtney demanded.
 
   The woman slapped me a little harder.
 
   Courtney’s other hand slapped the wasp woman hard across the face, knocking it to the side.  When I saw that an early convulsion rose up inside me and I fought to hold it back.  My tits burned, my ass clenched and my clit screamed for relief.
 
   “That is a real slap.  Now slap her like you mean it” she ordered the waspy woman.
 
   SLAP! – the mature woman slapped me so forcefully I saw stars.  My cheeks began burning as much as my nipples and it felt like I couldn’t breathe.  I panted struggling for air.
 
   “Now cum you old slut” I heard her order the woman.
 
   It felt like my mother was punishing me for being so slutty and for some reason that made my arousal ramp up even more.  My orgasm was teetering on the edge.  My body tensed up and waves of pleasure rippled through me.  I struggled for more air and saw the wealthy lady’s face crinkle up ready to climax.  I felt suffocated and struggled to hold my orgasm back and a whoosh flooded into my hips.  
 
   I couldn’t breathe – I couldn’t breathe at all when my climax struck.  
 
   “Oh Courtney” I sputtered and the room began spinning.  
 
   Stimulation shot through my constricted body and spreading like water.  The room spun faster and I felt cherries falling out of me and landing on the floor.  My body convulsed and struggled against the corset as pleasure tore through me.  The room began to get darker as a suffocating orgasm gripped me tighter than the corset.  I gulped for air and the room closed in on me.  The last thing I remember was the older woman softly moaning before I fainted.  
 
    
 
   I woke up in the rear changing room of the boutique not knowing how I got there.  Courtney was dabbing my head with a cloth.
 
   “You hit your head pretty hard when you collapsed.”
 
   “Did I make it?  Did I please you?  Did she cum first?”
 
   Courtney stopped what she was doing and sighed.
 
   “Ya, you did it Belle.  I was very impressed.”
 
   “Ho good” I replied, still feeling lightheaded.
 
   She loosened the top strap of the corset and delicious relief overtook me.  The pain eased and it became slightly easier to breathe.  When she undid the second strap the relief doubled and my breasts were able to take their normal shape.  I appreciated a deep breath as she undid the final two straps.  
 
   My body tingled maddeningly when the corset was removed.  Deep impressions were left all over my skin where the corset had been.  Especially under the boning were their impressions were left like valleys carved into my skin.  
 
   Courtney put her finger in one of the deep valleys on my belly and traced it up to my cleavage.  She looked at it enthralled and I was grateful she was impressed by my devotion.  I struggled awkwardly for something to say still feeling woozy.
 
   “Do you like touching me?” I asked meekly.
 
   She took my hands and put them on her breasts.  
 
   “I think you have earned this.”
 
   My head cleared up fast and I greedily squeezed her tits making no attempt to be sensual.  They felt exquisite and I languished how the nipples hardened and poked through her muscle shirt.  I groped her like mad until she softly moaned and removed my hands.  We looked at each other in silence for a moment and I felt a new connection.  It made me bold.
 
   “Why are you so stern Courtney?  What made you this way?”
 
   “Don’t ever ask me that again” she replied, her expression becoming serious.
 
   “Okay, don’t get upset…I don’t have a top” I mentioned trying to change the subject quickly.  “I must have left it at the vintage store with my bra and panties.”
 
   She left me alone for a moment and returned with a gaudy gold top she clearly pulled off one of the shelves.  It was beautiful, though didn’t match the skirt at all.  But it was better than going topless.
 
   “I can’t just walk out in their blouse.”
 
   “Don’t worry Belle, I’ll pay for it.”
 
   We walked up to the sales counter together.  It was expensive but she did pay for it without complaint - even as the clerk sneered at us the entire time.  We started to leave and a strong feeling came over me.
 
   “Wait here” I stated and ran back to the dressing room to get my corset.  Something inside me didn’t want to abandon it.  I had bonded with it on some unusual level.  When I brought it back out Courtney smiled proudly.  
 
   “Couldn’t bear to leave it huh?”
              “No, because you gave it to me.”
 
   “I want you to come over to my house tonight.  Not to spend the night, I just have something to show you.  But before you do, I want you to consider your feelings towards me long and hard.  I’m serious Belle, no BS puppy love stuff.  Decide how you really feel deep down before you come over.”
 
   “I will, but I doubt anything will change.  My feelings for you are more than just an obsession.”
 
   “Tonight we will find out” she hissed ominously.  
 
   We walked out of the shop and strolled through downtown.  She grabbed my hand and held it tenderly.  My heart leapt with joy and I felt warm with accomplishment.  
 
   I did it.  I got my lover back.
 
   I walked on cloud nine with her all the way home, anxious to find out what she had in store for me that evening.  Whatever it was, I felt confident I could handle it.  
 
    
 
   * * *
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OWNERSHIP PAPERS
 
    
 
   I stood in front of Courtney’s bedroom door wondering if I should knock or just enter.  It’s a funny thing when a relationship is so young.  The routines and rituals aren’t fully established yet, and my relationship with Courtney was unlike anything I ever expected.  Recalling my last experience in her room I decided it would be best to knock.
 
   She answered my knock almost immediately and stepped aside to let me in.
 
   “So did you give any thought to what I asked?”
 
   “Ya, and like I mentioned, I have no reservations about committing to you.  You’re what I want.  Period – end of story” I replied confidently.  
 
   “Okay, let’s see if you are telling the truth, sit down at my desk” she requested.
 
   I sat down and she placed a sheet of paper in front of me.  The title read ‘Contract of Legal Ownership’.  
 
   I began reading it: 
 
   “I Belle Dubey do herby acknowledge that Courtney Wells is my full legal owner and I am her property to use as she wishes.  I submit my full legal consent to whatever actions she commits me to perform or endure.”
 
    
 
   A cold sweat broke out on my forehead as I read it.  It was flattering but also intimidating.  She was right, I really needed to be sure if my commitment was real.  She was taking legal ownership of me – or at least getting legal protection to...do illegal things to me?   It was as ominous as it was flattering.  
 
   “Real commitment is starting to sink in eh Belle?”  
 
   “I guess so.  Is this really necessary?”
 
   “It is if you want me - and there are no second chances to do this.  You sign it now or you never sign it” she stated handing me a pen.
 
   I want her.  What choice do I have but to trust her?
 
   I took the pen and signed my name really big and without hesitation - boldly going all in.  Courtney looked impressed and smiled when I handed the paper to her.  She put the contract in a metal strong box and sealed it tightly before putting it away in her closet.  
 
   “You may address me as mistress again little slut” she informed me proudly.
 
   “Thank you mistress.”
 
   Happiness boiled up inside me when it felt like we were officially together again.  I wanted to jump and dance on the spot.  I smiled up at her waiting for my first instructions as her legal property.  
 
   “Stand up” she ordered and I bolted to my feet.  
 
   “Remove your top.”
 
   I was still in the gaudy blouse she had bought for me at the boutique and took it off with care.  My breasts were still raw from the corset redemption and my nipples greeted their new owner eagerly.  Courtney cupped each breast and massaged them possessively. 
 
   “They held up pretty good this afternoon - and so did you.  I thought you were so beautiful in the corset.  It was hard to keep my hands off you.”  She took a shallow breath, “it was hard to keep my lips off you too” she added leaning in for a kiss.
 
   I swooned with appreciation at the unexpected kiss - but it ended too quickly.  
 
   “Lose you’re skirt and take your position against the wall.”
 
   I dropped my skirt and stood against the wall in the middle of the painted outline below the wrist bindings.  She tied the ropes to my wrists and pulled them above my head.  I watched her get the sybian out of the closet and began to grow more excited.  
 
   “It’s time to initiate you.”
 
   “With the sybian mistress” I asked anxiously.
 
   “Yes…but not right away.”
 
   She reached into the closet and pulled out a whip that I hadn’t seen before.  It was red with black tips that flailed into tiny leather strings.  It was painful just looking at it and my stomach grew colder.  
 
   “This is the initiation whip.  It’s going to make it clear what the penalties for disobedience are.  And don’t forget little slut, I have legal protection to do anything I want to you.  After the third blow you will officially be my property to look after.”
 
   “Yes mistress” I replied, my heart pounding nervously looking at the fierce whip.
 
   That whip would be my first taste of her ownership and I was afraid already.  She loosed the ropes enough to ease me down onto my knees and she bent me forward exposing my back.  Her scent permeated my nostrils as she lowered my face into the rug.  Anticipation began eating away at me as she dragged the whip slowly across my back, lining up her first blow.  My skin tingled and my breathing became stilted.
 
   I hope this doesn’t hurt too mu..
 
   SMACK! – the whip came down hard on my back.  The pain shocked me far more than I was expecting and I cried out, startled by how much it hurt.  It felt like a shark had taken a bite out of my back and I writhed in pain at her feet.
 
   SMACK – a second blow rang down before I could adjust to the first.  The sting felt like it echoed right through to my chest and I swayed from side to side as much as my bindings would allow, shivering in agony.  
 
   “Are you ready to make it official?” She asked.
 
   “Yes mistress, make me yours forever” I pleaded.
 
   SMACK – the third blow rocked me to the core and I whimpered “oh, oh, oh” until the pain began to fade.  My back stung and felt hot and cold at the same time.
 
   “And now one to grow on” Courtney announced.
 
   “Another?” I stammered alarmed.
 
   “Your right, how could I be so naïve?  Two more, for questioning my intentions.”
 
   SMACK!
 
   SMACK!
 
   “Owwwhhhh” I screamed.
 
   Drool dripped out of my mouth before I could finish the scream.  I was in too much pain to close it.  I writhed and sputtered on the floor tugging against my bindings, desperately trying to sooth the pain on my back.  She put the whip under my chin and raised me up onto my knees.
 
   “That is just a taste of what you will get if you ever disobey me little slut.  Now…whose property are you?”
              “I am officially Mistress Courtney’s property to do with as she pleases.”
 
   And I mean it now more than ever.
 
   “That’s right slut – I own you now and don’t you forget it.”
 
   “Never mistress.”
 
   She pulled the rope, my arms jerked higher above my head and she raised me upright on my knees.  My back burned continually and I could feel welts rising, burning in streaks.  She knelt down in front of me, gripped my panties, and pulled them off wearing a wicked smile.
 
   “Now it’s time to get serious” she said sliding the sybian between my legs.  “Does the little orgasm hound want to get off?”
 
   “Yes if it will please my mistress.”
 
   She eased the rope and lowered me down onto the sybian much like she had the day before, me sitting firmly on it with the dildo up against my clit.  When she turned it on the vibrations began mingling with my seared back.  It was as if the stinging in my back made the tingling in my clit feel more intense.  It didn’t take long for my clit to begin throbbing and swelling.  
 
   “This time I want you to cum in front of me little slut.”
 
   “Yes mistress” I replied gratefully.  
 
   I cleared my mind allowing the stimulation to seep into me uninhibited.  Very slowly I felt a far off orgasm begin to build.  I closed my eyes and luxuriated in my task, taking my time and letting the orgasm build slowly.  The sound of Courtney rustling on her dresser made me open them up again.
 
   She stood in front of me with a curling iron and held it up.  I noticed a “C” carved into the flap that retracted.  
 
   “This will clear any doubts” she smirked.  “Now mount up.”
 
   I eased my body onto the dildo and buried it to the hilt until my swollen clit was pressing hard against the whirring machine.  I ground my clit into the vibrating sybian harder, forcing the dildo inside me against the spot it felt best.  I looked at Courtney watching me and my climax built up faster.  
 
   I love pleasing her.
 
   Courtney plugged the curling iron in and stroked my face with the end of it.  I could feel it becoming warmer and swooned nervously.  She pulled it away and pressed it against my stomach.  It was heating quickly and worried how long she would keep it there.  But through my fear - the hotter the curling iron got - the closer my orgasm got.  Shivers of an onrushing orgasm shot up my back as my heart pounded nervously about the heating iron.  The pores on my stomach opened up and stimulation seemed to ruble out of each opening.  
 
   My climax built with great intensity.  When the iron got so hot it became painful I whimpered and she pulled it away.
 
   “Hurry up and cum little slut” she implored.
 
   Just as forbidding me to cum had made it harder to resist, her demanding me to cum made my climax stall.  I tried to release but it just kept throbbing on the edge.
 
   “Cum for me now and I will let you will sleep in my bed tonight.”
 
   Oh fuck yes.
 
   It was all the encouragement I needed.  My clit burst with pleasure that radiated through my muscles deliciously.  The hair on my arms stood up as I proudly climaxed in front of my mistress.  
 
   “For you mistress” I stammered as waves of pleasure overtook me.
 
   Suddenly it felt like my tit was stung by a giant wasp and I squealed loudly.  Courtney held the hot iron against the side of my raw tit, just getting the edge of my areola.  I whimpered overwhelmed, imploring her to remove it.
 
   “Please no more mistress.”
 
   She jerked the iron away as convulsions continued to ravage me.  My tit stung worse than it ever had and I groaned through the remainder of my orgasm, torn between agony and ecstasy.  When I finally shuddered to a stop Courtney kissed me firmly on the lips.  Her sweet taste brought me back to my senses.
 
   “You now bear my brand little slut.”
 
   I looked down at my stinging breast.  A three inch long cylindrical burn stretched across the side of it.  The only section that wasn’t burned was where the ‘C’ had been carved, which was clearly visible on the side of my breast.  She had indeed branded me with her mark.  It felt so concrete, so meaningful – a real commitment.  It was a physical sign marking me as her property.  Even as it stung I gushed with joy looking down at it.  Clearly the strawberry rash rule was over since my disappointing failure - and this was a new beginning.  I truly felt owned by her.  
 
   “That brand will only last about a month.  When it fades you will need to be rebranded” she informed me.
 
   I want to please her so badly.  I love this feeling.
 
   “Yes mistress.  Thank you.  May I eat your pussy to celebrate our deal mistress?”
 
   “I think you have earned it” she replied untying me.
 
   In no time her panties hit the floor.  She sat on the bed, leaned back and spread her legs.  I went down on her determined to leave her as satisfied as I felt.  My tongue lapped at her sweet olive oil flavored juices.  When I reached the clit I sucked it passionately.  
 
   “Ohh that’s good Belle” she moaned, her legs tensing.
 
   Every soft moan she uttered was sweet satisfaction for me.  Within five minutes I had her convulsing around my face in a torrid orgasm.  
 
   I am getting good at this.
 
   When Courtney was done climaxing she complimented me on my improving skills and I thanked her proudly.  Afterwards she led me to the kitchen and we made a late night snack of waffles together, eating and laughing at the silliest things.  It was as if we were so relived to be back together that every little thing was funny.  We were genuinely happy.
 
   It was great to be in love, and it was great to be taken into her bed afterwards.  We laid face to face spending the rest of the night talking and sharing secrets.  
 
    
 
   
  
 

STACY’S HARD NIPPLES
 
    
 
   The next morning she wanted to go downtown, just to shop and mess around, so I went home to change.  We met at eleven in front of her house and headed into town.  I didn’t have any money but she assured me I was covered.
 
   No matter how tough she acts, she always looks out for me.
 
   We stopped off for lunch at ‘The Pizza Palace’ and shared a medium vegetarian.  I knew she wasn’t big on vegetarian but she ordered it because she thought I’d like it.  Truth is, I would have enjoyed some meat but it made no difference.  She was inwardly worshipping me just as I outwardly worshipped her.  
 
   “Do you wanna stop by the vintage store and see if Stacy is working today” she asked.
 
   “I don’t know, do you think she would actually want to see us again?”
 
   We both laughed at the idea.  My laugh was a little uncomfortable considering Stacy had taken intimate liberties with me the last meeting.
 
   Strange that Courtney is not jealously keeping me away from her.  Maybe the contract has increased her confidence.  She has nothing to worry about – I wouldn’t leave her for anybody.  She owns me now.
 
   “I thought that you might be jealous that she felt me up…and fingered me the last time” I inquired.
 
   “She only did it because I told her to.  I was just wondering about her.  She submitted to me…but then seemed more attracted to you.  It was confusing.”
 
   “Oh I totally know.  Which one of us do you think she has the hots for more?”
 
   “Me of course” she smirked.
 
   No it was me.
 
   “I’m not so sure, she gave me her number – not you.”
 
   “Ya that is just because I intimidated her.  You didn’t see the way she acted when we were alone.”
 
   “Now that makes me jealous” I recoiled.
 
   She discreetly grabbed me by the back of the hair and pulled my head up.  A young girl walking past noticed but scurried on without gawking.  
 
   “You little missy have nothing to worry about.  I would never betray my precious Belle - my favorite possession.”
 
   “Well then let’s go see which one of us she goes for” I mused.
 
   “Okay how about this.  If she goes for you then I have to go down on you in the changing room.  But if she goes for me you have to do me.  If it’s neither of us then it’s a tie and we do each other.  Deal?”
 
   “How do we know which one she “goes for’?”
 
   “Your right, lets simplify it.  You know how she has those giant nipples?  Whoever makes her nipples hard is the winner.”
 
   “Okay” I agreed.
 
   I got this in the bag.  She was practically drooling over me the last time.  I can’t wait to feel my owners tongue for the first time.
 
   We arrived at the vintage clothing store and Stacy was indeed working.  We entered together but separated once inside.  Stacy noticed me first and smiled real big making me think I had it in the bag.  I walked up and started talking to her.
 
   “Hey you, how are you doing?”
 
   “Didn’t expect to see you here again, you didn’t lose my number did you?”
 
   “No, I was just browsing and stopped in” I replied smiling seductively.
 
   I watched for some sign she was excited to see me in her chest, but nothing.
 
   “Hey bitch” Courtney stated sternly as she walked up.   
 
   Stacy’s eyes got wide and I realized there was a larger dynamic to their brief relationship that I originally thought.  This wasn’t going to be as easy as I thought.  Her breathing increased when she looked at Courtney and for a moment I thought I was going to lose that quickly.  I watched her nipples, but no reaction.
 
   “Do you think this skirt would look good on me?” I interrupted.
 
   I grabbed a skirt of the rack and held it up to my skirt.  As I did I made sure the hem of my skirt pulled up just enough to reveal a glimpse of my panties.  Stacy looked at me and her breathing increased.  
 
   “It might, you should try it on” she smiled.
 
   “I don’t know, the last time I was in your dressing room things got a little…cramped” I joked.  “Would you help me try it on?”
 
   I watched for any sign on her chest but nothing happened.  She did bite her lip though and I could tell she was interested.
 
   “You, you want my help?” She reiterated.  
 
   Courtney grabbed her by the hair, pulled her head back and forced her to look up into her eyes.  Stacy’s nipples sprang to attention.
 
   “That wasn’t fair” I accused her.
 
   “What do you mean?  You showed her your panties” she laughed.
 
   “Ya but I didn’t touch her.”
 
   Courtney was still holding Stacy by the hair and Stacy was fully submitting.  I felt I had lost but still didn’t think it was fair.
 
   “If you had a choice Stacy, which one of us would you rather go down on” I asked boldly.
 
   Courtney’s jaw hit the floor and I snickered inwardly.  Stacy looked between us feeling trapped by whichever answer she gave.
 
   “I’d like to do both of you” she stammered.
 
   Mine and Courtney’s eyes flared at the same time and we smiled at each other.  Before I could explain what we were up to Courtney began pulling her towards the changing rooms.
 
   “Come on Belle.  Stacy has a lot of work to do.  Don’t you little slut” she leered at Stacy.
 
   “Yes ma’am.”
 
   A twinge of jealously mixed with admiration for my powerful girlfriend – she could make a policewoman go submissive if she wanted to.  I followed behind them wondering if Courtney was actually going to make her eat us both.  When we arrived at the small changing room I got my answer.
 
   “Get down on your knees bitch.”
 
   Stacy meekly got on her knees.
 
   “Yes ma’am, I’ll do whatever you say” she replied.
 
     That made me jealous and I found myself becoming dominant.
 
   “Take your top off bitch” I ordered.
 
   Courtney looked at me with a surprised expression and grinned.  Stacy quickly shed her blouse and I my jealousy eased at her obedience to me.  
 
   Damn she is almost as submissive as me.  She is getting off on it.
 
   Stacy’s long nipples were at attention and I could tell she was aroused.  
 
   “Which one first” she asked.
 
   Courtney and I looked at each other.  I had no clue what to say.
 
   “Both” Courtney responded.  “Lose the skirt and panties Belle.”
 
   I removed my skirt and panties while Courtney pulled her jeans down.  When we were both bottomless she stood next to me and kissed me.  
 
   It was wonderful - I could never get enough of her kisses.  
 
   We stood side by side with our faces locked together softly kissing.  I felt Stacy’s hair against my thighs and her tongue swathe my clit.  I swooned deeply, partly from her stimulation and partly from being allowed to kiss my mistress so freely.  
 
   I can’t believe Stacy is going down on me. 
 
   After a minute of working on me she switched to Courtney leaving me smoldering for more.  I continued making out with my mistress while she moaned softly from Stacy’s service.
 
   By the time Stacy switched back to me I was on fire.  We could hear customers browsing not far away which made my pussy even wetter.
 
   “You’re our obedient servant girl, aren’t you bitch” Courtney whispered to Stacy.
 
   “Uh huh” she grunted around my clit.  
 
   Her tongue was going crazy on me and I relaxed and soaked in the lurid naughtiness of our situation, allowing my climax to build rapidly.  I moved one hand down and dominantly forced Stacy’s mouth tighter against my engorged clit.  She sucked it in hard and licked with abandon.   I felt the first wave of climax rippling to the surface.  I took a deep breath between Courtney’s lips, gripped her tightly, and shook in a delicious orgasm.  
 
   As I shuddered Courtney held me up firmly, lovingly, as our servant girl took care of me.  When I was done she immediately moved back to Courtney and got busy.
 
   “Good job servant girl” I whispered panting.
 
   I stroked Courtney’s face tenderly as Stacy serviced her.   I watched closely as her eyes began to grow foggy and her climax struck softly.  I held her up as she had done for me while she gently rocked through a mild orgasm that she really seemed to enjoy.  She moaned and kissed me anxiously while she climaxed and I hoped it would never end.  
 
   When she was done she pulled Stacy away by the hair, telling her that was enough.  Now that Stacy was done she looked up at us conflicted.  She was clearly unsure of her role in our changing room threesome.
 
   “I think the little servant girl deserves a reward” I mentioned.
 
   “What do you think it should be?” Courtney asked.
 
   “I’ll rub her clit while you finger her.”
 
   Stacy’s expression looked shocked – but hopeful.
 
   “I suppose the servant girl earned some type of reward.  Stand up servant.”
 
   Stacy stood up and we both started unbuttoning her dress.  She wore a one piece that buttoned down the front and it took us a minute to unwrap her.
 
   “This is just like Christmas” I mused wickedly.
 
   When her dress was fully open I boldly reached down and rubbed her pussy through her black panties.  She was already wet so I ordered her to drop them.  Her panties went down and I began gently flicking her clit.  It grew stiff right away and I massaged it sensuously.  
 
   Stacy swooned submissively under my touch and I watched Courtney move her hand between her legs.  A loud moan filled the room and I knew Courtney had penetrated her.  I was proud for Stacy, being submissively serviced like this by two girls she hardly knew.  I would have enjoyed it myself.  
 
   I started rubbing her clit hard and fast and her face tensed up.  I noted Courtney’s arm moving rapidly and figured she was banging her good.  Stacy leaned in on me for a kiss and I repelled away.  I had no permission to kiss her.  
 
   “It’s okay Belle, just this once.”
 
   Stacy leaned in and I kissed her tenderly.  It made her moan which thrilled me.  I liked kissing her but only because she needed it.  I really was only interested in kissing my lover – but I appreciated Stacy’s lust.
 
   After kissing for a moment Courtney pulled her face over to her and kissed her.  Stacy swooned even louder and her body tensed up.  Courtney pulled her face back and ordered her to cum.
 
   “Cum right now bitch” she insisted, and began banging her hard with two fingers. 
 
   I followed suit and increased the rate of my stroking.  Stacy stiffened further, outnumbered by the stimulation.  She let out a groan and shook between us.  We both held her up as her orgasm rocked her back and forth.  I kept my fingers going strong, not allowing her to control her climax. She rocked and quaked violently between us.
 
   “Oh my god you guys are so devious.  I love you both” she panted between convulsions.  
 
   When she was done we all got dressed.  She tried to kiss Courtney again but Courtney pushed her face away.  
 
   “That was a onetime deal.  I’m not single” she informed her.
 
   That’s right – she is mine!
 
   I giggled with delight just basking in the idea.  I liked Stacy but I was glad when it was over.  I had no real interest in other girls and I’d had enough of sharing.  I was the submissive one.  It was for me to be used by Courtney.  That was all I needed. 
 
   “Will you two be coming back to visit me again?” Stacy asked.
 
   “Who knows what the future will bring” Courtney replied mysteriously.
 
   “Okay well you know where to find me” she assured us.  “Call me.”
 
   We exited the store and headed home.  I remembered I had an appointment with my mother to meet with a college counselor at four.  I asked Courtney if she wanted to accompany us but she told me to go ahead and spend some time with my mom alone.  We agreed to meet up again after dinner and separated with a kiss.
 
    
 
   When my mother and I got back from my appointment we ate dinner and I rushed upstairs to change into something I thought my mistress would appreciate.  A moment later Courtney strode through my bedroom door catching me nude.  I smiled at her and let her see my naked body for a moment.
 
   “So this is where you sleep.  It’s a little too pink for my tastes” she offered.
 
   I looked around and realized she was right.  My room was so filly, so girly compared to hers.  But what could I say – our differences were one of the things we liked about each other.  I was soft and feminine for her and she was strong and controlling for me.
 
   “Get dressed, we are going to the movies” she announced.
 
   “Just like that?” I replied.
 
   She walked up to me and slapped me hard on the ass.  
 
   “Owe!” I grunted.
 
   “Feel better now?”
 
   “Ya” I answered grinning.   It was true – it did make me feel better.
 
   I got dressed and we went out to the independent movie house on the south edge of town.  They usually showed gay and lesbian dramas and tonight they had a choice – a lesbian drama or love story.  
 
   “It’s your choice Belle, which one would you like to see” she asked with her arm around me.
 
   “I would rather you choose” I replied.  “I want my owner to be happy.”
 
   To my surprise she chose the love story, and though it was not very compelling we cuddled through it and enjoyed ourselves.  On the way home she bought me an ice cream and we sat downtown people watching.   The moon was bright and the stars twinkled happily.
 
   She took me home and bedded me down in her wonderful smelling bed.  Our flesh molded into one.  She had me roll on my side and spooned me, holding me so tightly I smiled contently until I fell asleep.  
 
    
 
   
  
 

THE ULTIMATE BETRAYAL
 
    
 
   The next morning I woke up with a horrible knot in my back.  I had laid in the same position most of the night and my muscles were stiff and killing me.  Courtney noticed that I got up stiffly and insisted next time I tell her when I become cramped.  I promised I would and she slapped my ass firmly.  
 
   Though we were in her room she wasn’t expecting me to call her mistress so I figured when it was time too, she would let me know.  Either way I was still subservient to her.  I knew she expected that much, and in return her tenderness was extra sweet.  As she showered off I realized that I was extremely satisfied.  
 
   “I have to go with my father and help him pick out a weekend roast.  I know it sounds weird but it’s become a tradition with us.  The first weekend of each month he makes a roast” she informed me when she got out of the shower.
 
   “Won’t your mother be going with you?”
 
   “No” she replied sharply, “she should be at the gym this morning.”
 
   “I’ll only be gone an hour or two.  Feel free to use the shower if you want to wait for me” she mentioned putting fresh clothes on.  
 
   I agreed to use her shower and before she left she kissed me again, letting me kiss her back with full tongue.  It was heavenly and reminded me why I loved her so much.  Happiness and loving Courtney were two sides of the same emotion.  
 
   After Courtney and her father had departed I showered off trying to loosen the murderous knot in my back, but didn’t have much success - it was a doosie.  I wrapped a towel around me and got of the shower moving stiffly, trying to keep the knot from seizing up.  When I stepped back into Courtney’s room I was taken aback by her mother folding laundry on her bed.  
 
   “Oh hi Belle, I didn’t realize you were here.”
 
   “Hi Mrs. Wells, ya I spent the night last night” I replied grimacing from the tense knot.
 
   “What’s wrong sweetie, you look like you are in pain?”
 
   “I slept…on the floor - and must have been lying in a funny position.  There is a huge knot right over my shoulder blade that’s killing me” I answered grimacing again.
 
   “Oh you poor sweet thing.  Come here and let me look at it.”
 
   I tied the towel tightly around me and turned so she could look at it.
 
   “Wow that is a huge one.  It’s going to need some serious attention.  Lay on the bed hun and let me work on it for you.”
 
   That sounds great.  This knot is murdering me.  I don’t think Courtney would be angry if I let her mom work on the knot.
 
    “Thanks, that is a really nice of you” I replied.
 
   I lay down on my stomach across the bed and put my arms above my head.  She sat down next to me and began gently rubbing the painful knot.  At first her rubbing hurt and I jerked from the cramping.  But once she started kneading it I could feel the knot wanting to loosen up.  
 
   She worked it slowly, expertly taking her time so it wouldn’t be too painful.   It felt a little better but the huge knot wouldn’t unravel.  
 
   “I need more leverage” she informed me.
 
   She swung a leg over and sat down across me just above my ass.  Now she leaned in as she rubbed and I could feel she was beginning to make some progress.  It was a little weird having her mom on top of me, but the relief she was creating was much appreciated.  
 
   “Thank you so much for helping me with this” I mentioned as she worked.
 
   “It’s my pleasure sweetie.  I hate seeing beautiful girls suffer, and you have such a soft alluring frame.”
 
   I noticed that her massaging was becoming wider.  She began rubbing both of my shoulders and working up towards my neck.  One of her hands went to my neck and began rubbing it which felt so good that goose bumps rippled down my spine.  She was massaging all of my stress away and I could feel the knot starting to loosen.
 
   “Does that feel good hun?”
 
   “It feels really good, thank you.”
 
   “I’m so glad” she cooed softly.  “I need to get a larger area so we can loosen all the muscle connections that go to the knot.  The towel is in the way.  Do you mind if I remove it?”
 
   Without waiting for my answer she pulled the towel away and began rubbing outward towards my sides.  It felt great but when she focused on my sides she was uncomfortably close to my breasts.  As she rubbed she would occasionally get the side of my tits and rub them sensuously.  
 
   This is getting a little weird.  It feels good but she is keeping her hands on the sides of my breasts too long…oh come on – it’s her mom.  Relax Belle, look how sweet she is to do this.
 
   She removed her hands from my sides and began using both hands to rub her way down the middle of my back.  
 
   “I need to get better leverage” she informed me sliding over my ass and straddling my legs.  
 
   I felt a little modest knowing my naked ass was in view but she was so calm and dedicated to helping that I let it go.  She rubbed all the way down my back making me feel like a pool of jelly beneath her.  As she massaged she would rock her body back and forth on me, making me sway on the bed to her motion.  It suddenly felt like she had complete control over me.  I tried to ignore it but a feeling of submission was seeping into my mind.  
 
   When she reached the base of my back she continued down until she was massaging both ass cheeks roughly and making me feel very awkward – and more submissive.
 
   Oh my god.  Her hands…it feels good but she is taking this too far.  Oh dear.
 
   I could feel her spreading my ass cheeks as she rubbed and knew I was revealing too much to be appropriate.  She would roughly pull them to the sides luridly exposing my asshole for long periods of time.  It made me self conscious. 
 
   “You have a cute little ass Belle.”
 
   I’d be lying if I said her compliment didn’t feel good, and strangely exciting.  But I was also becoming concerned by how far this was going.  It was becoming hard to deny she was groping me.  
 
   I felt her fingers softly tracing my tender anus much like her daughters had before the lotion incident, and my breathing became shallower.  This was way over the line.  She was so mature and in control.  I had no idea how to stop her.  
 
   “Mrs. Wells?” I stated curiously, questioning her intentions.
 
   “Just relax angel and let me do the work” she cooed seductively.
 
   She is coming on to me.  I am not imagining it.  Oh fuck.  What should I do?
 
   One of her fingers traced down my pussy with a just perceptible touch.  My pussy heated up in response and I froze, not wanting to insult her.  Her fingers continued up to my clit and traced gentle circles above it.  My pussy quickly drenched as my mind raced for something to say.  She gave my hot button a slight squeeze and I moaned against my better judgment.
 
   “Oh, Mrs. Well, what are you doing to me?”
 
   She bent over me and I felt her long hair dragging across my back.  I could smell the sweet scent of her floral perfume as she whispered in my ear.  
 
   “Hush sweet Belle, I have things under control.”
 
   Her words made me swoon with dread.  I wasn’t strong enough to stop her.  She was a parent, the mother of the girl I worshipped.
 
   Courtney’s mother is servicing me.  This is as confusing as it is pleasurable.  Don’t give in to it Belle.  But it’s her mother – the woman who created the love of my life. How could I reject that?  It is very flattering…I think?
 
   My clit swelled under her touch and my thoughts alternated between guilt and arousal.  The taboo of the situation made everything feel more intense and I couldn’t stop moaning.  I knew this would be the ultimate betrayal and summoned up the nerve to stop.
 
   “I don’t think we should be doing this” I whispered between moans.
 
   “Relax sweet little Belle.  Let me make you feel good.  I need to.”
 
   She lightly squeezed my clit again.
 
   “Ohh” I swooned uncontrollably.  “Please Mrs. Wells, I don’t want to upset your daughter.”
 
   “She doesn’t have to know” she replied rubbing my clit slightly harder.  
 
   Her leg swung off of my back and she stopped straddling me.  She placed her other hand on my shoulder as she continued massaging my hungry clit.
 
   “Roll over sweetie” she whispered.  
 
   I wanted to lay still and not cooperate but my submissive side was in control and rolled my body over obediently.  I lay on my back before her and she straddled me again.
 
   “Please Mrs. Wells, we shouldn’t do this?”
 
   She ignored me and unbuttoned her top taking it off.  She wore a red satin bra that she quickly unhooked and her tits fell freely over me.  They were much larger than Courtney’s and I cursed myself for finding them so attractive.  I looked into her face and could see the resemblance to the girl I worshipped.  
 
   Come on Belle, don’t do it.  Put your foot down.
 
   She leaned down to kiss me and I turned my head away.  I felt her breasts dragging along mine as she hovered over my face.  Her hand came off my clit and I secretly yearned for it to return.  She brought it up to my head and forced my face to turn and look at her.  
 
   She leaned down and gently kissed my lips, but I didn’t kiss her back.  She began softly kissing my mouth over and over.  I resisted kissing her back but swooned uncontrollably.  
 
   Each kiss seemed to be breaking me down.  She tasted very much like Courtney which I both loved and hated.  It was too tempting.  One extra gentle deep kiss made me respond and kiss her back.  She moaned appreciatively making me wish I could continue.  The desire to share my lust with this mature woman was powerful.  
 
   She began undulating her breasts against mine as we kissed.  It felt so sensual in a demanding way.  I felt drunk on her desire and started subconsciously gyrating my hips beneath her - wanting it all.
 
   “Mma, Mrsss, Mrs. Wells, please stop.  I can’t do this.”
 
   “We are both adults.  You have nothing to worry about little one.  I know what I am doing, I have been with girls your age before.  Please don’t stop me – I want this.”
 
   She arched up and let one of her large breasts drag across my chin, then guided it over my mouth.  I struggled to resist the soft heavenly globe of wanton flash that begged to be licked.  She began breathing harder, imploring me with her breath to take her nipple into my mouth.  I continued to hold off until she positioned it perfectly between my lips and it felt like I had no recourse but to suck it in.  
 
   I opened up and sucked Courtney’s mother’s tit into my mouth.  Her nipple elongated between my lips which made my clit throb for attention.  When she moaned I couldn’t help feeling satisfaction from pleasing the experienced woman.  It made me feel validated in my own desirability.  
 
   After a minute of nursing she removed her nipple from my mouth and laid heavily on me.  I felt her weight pinning me – conquering me, then she slid her body down my torso.  I felt her hands grab my ankles and spread my legs wide as she slipped between them.  All modesty was out the window as her maternal lips tenderly kissed my swollen lust.  
 
   “Ohhh Mrs. We shouldn’t be doing this.”
 
   She ignored my words, sucked my clit into her mouth and stroked it firmly with her tongue.  Electric stimulation radiated outward and I moaned in ecstasy.
 
   I am in so much trouble if Courtney finds out.  Please don’t hate me Courtney, but I can’t hold off your mother.  She is too good.
 
   Mrs. Wells began sucking me expertly, doing a spinning motion with her tongue that made my approaching orgasm rage to burst.   
 
   What am I doing?  I am betraying Courtney.  This is insane – stop!
 
   “No more” I stammered meekly, but there was no stopping her.  
 
   My words only made her suck twice as hard and I helplessly shuddered under her in pre-orgasm.  Every stroke of her tongue felt like a musical note that played the tune of my onrushing climax like a virtuoso.   
 
   As I shuddered on the edge of climax two of her fingers penetrated me and lifted up hard. 
 
   Her mother’s hand is inside my pussy! 
 
   A bolt of stimulation shot through my body and I exploded in climax, whimpering guiltily at the pleasure I knew I shouldn’t have received.  
 
   I shook violently on the bed with her between my legs licking relentlessly, not allowing my climax to mellow.  Soon another bolt shot through me and the orgasm intensified again.  My muscles trembled and the hair on the back of my neck stiffened.  I whimpered louder, shocked by the intensity.  As it started to mellow she swirled her tongue in just the right motion and made me cum again.  
 
   The more I wanted her to stop the more my orgasms kept coming.  It was so wrong, which made it feel so intensely stimulating.  I continued rocking in taboo climaxes for several minutes before the image of Courtney finding us crossed my mind.
 
   A sudden alarmed strength surged through me and I pulled away and rolled over.  I jumped to my feet stating, “I need to go.”
 
   “Don’t be embarrassed” she stated calmly.
 
   I fumbled for my clothes and got dressed hastily.
 
   “Please don’t tell Courtney” she added.
 
   “No, I would never tell her.  I love her” I stated, before realizing my mistake.
 
   “Are you dating my daughter?” She asked seriously.
 
   “Yes” I confessed.
 
   “Oh dear – not again.”
 
   I didn’t stick around to find out what that meant.  
 
   “You’re a nice woman so don’t take this personally but that was a onetime thing - a mistake on my part.  I never want to do it again.”
 
   I rushed out of their house and back home feeling dirty and guilty.  If Courtney ever found out it would be the end of us forever.  
 
    
 
   I stayed in my room all afternoon feeling too ashamed to leave.  Courtney arrived at my house to check on me just before dinnertime.  She entered my room and found me just sitting there.  She walked up and kissed me.  I tried to kiss her back normally but felt like my betrayal was obvious.  It was only in my head though, she didn’t suspect a thing.  
 
   “I am so proud of how you have handled yourself since our contract Belle.  I want to give you a reward.  Take off your clothes, I’m going down on you.”
 
   “Not now Courtney…it’s almost dinner.”
 
   “I want you for dinner lover.”
 
   “No!” I stammered guiltily.
 
   Her expression changed and she pulled back.
 
   “What the hell is going on?  The first time ever I offer to please you and I’m rejected?  Have you forgotten our arrangement...or are you in need of a reminder?” She stated sternly.
 
   “Don’t be mad it’s just…it’s just – I wanted to go down on you.”
 
   She smiled devilishly. 
 
   “Is the little slut hungry for me?”
 
   “Yes”
 
   I am a little slut.  I feel horrible.
 
    She peeled her jeans off in no time and sat down on my bed.
 
   “Get on your knees and do it you hungry slut.”
 
   I practically dove between her legs anxious to atone for my sins.  I worked feverishly to please her, and she loved it.  I worked with zest and moaned more than usual letting her know how much I appreciated her.  It didn’t take long to bring her to the edge and I tried to copy the swirling tongue trick her mother had taught me.  It drove her wild and she came powerfully under my service.  
 
   “Oh fuck Belle, oh fuck Belle” she moaned while convulsing.  
 
   When she was done she let out a long satisfied breath and sat up to look at me.
 
   “I love you so much.  That was amazing, how did a prude like you get so good at eating pussy?”
 
   I was please she liked it and the way she said she loved me made some of my guilt melt away.  She pulled me close and held me, kissing the side of my head.  Suddenly she pulled back and smelled.  Her expression went puzzled and she smelt again.
 
   “Why do you smell like my mother’s perfume?”
 
   Holy crap – I should have taken another shower.
 
   “I, I don’t know what you mean.”
 
   Her expression became serious, deadly serious.
 
   “I mean why do I smell my mother’s perfume on you Belle?”
 
   “I don’t know” I replied trying to sound confused.
 
   She pulled her panties up followed by her jeans.  Then she grabbed my wrist hard and drug me out of the room.
 
   “Come on” she scowled in a tone I’d never heard her make.
 
   She drug me straight through my house and all the way next store.  She opened her front door and dragged me into her kitchen.
 
   “Look mom, Belle is here” she stated thrusting me into the kitchen.
 
   Mrs. Wells and I looked at each other trying to be casual but Courtney knew immediately by the expressions on our faces.  
 
   “I don’t believe it.  How could you do this to me again” she scowled at her mother.
 
   Her mother just shook her head guiltily and looked down at the floor.  My stomach grew sick and felt cramped.  My heart banged in my ears and reality seemed to slip into slow motion.
 
   Courtney turned to me with a look of blood on her face.
 
   “You…you!” 
 
   She grabbed me with both hands and drove me into the kitchen wall so hard I banged my head.  Her fingers dug in painfully and I thought she was going to kill me.
 
   “Courtney stop, let her go” I heard her mother shout.
 
   “I didn’t mean to, I’m sorry” I tried to squeak out.
 
   “Courtney you stop this right now” her mother stated grabbing her arm and jerking her away from me.
 
   SLAP – Courtney’s hand landed hard across her mother’s face.
 
   “Don’t you ever touch me you fucking bitch.”
              She rammed her body into mine until we were nose to nose.
 
   “Report to my bedroom at nine o’clock you fucking cheap bitch.”
 
   Then she turned, bolted to her bedroom and slammed to the door.  My hands were shaking and I wanted to cry.  
 
   “I hope you are satisfied” I stammered to her mother and left their house shakily.  
 
   Instead of going home I took off running.  I ran to the end of the block and through the park I played at when I was a child.  I finally stopped at the edge of the grass and fell to my knees crying.  
 
   It’s over.  Everything I went through to get her – and I let it all go in one moment of weakness.  I can’t even pretend to deserve her now.  She deserves better – I am shit.
 
   I cried for a while longer feeling sorry for myself.  When the sun began to set I got up and headed for home.  Nine o’clock was approaching and for the first time I was not anxious to meet up with my lover.  Or former lover as I now felt.   How could I face her?  I had committed the ultimate betrayal and nothing would ever be the same again.  I could only imagine what she was going to do to me – but felt sure it would be our last time together.  All that was left of us was to punish me.  I was no longer worthy of her. 
 
    
 
   * * *
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MELTDOWNS
 
    
 
   When I got back to my room I mustered up the nerve to face Courtney and the severe punishment I surely had coming.  I took a moment to consider what I should wear but had no idea, finally deciding to go for sexy in a last desperate attempt to appeal to her.  I didn’t own very much in the way of sexy so I resorted to my sheer black panties and short plaid skirt that was hardly new to her.  But it was the best I could come with and as I dressed I began to hate myself.
 
   I don’t deserve her and whatever she does to me I brought on myself.  I guess I’ll have to get used to pining for her from afar.  Honestly, I hope she does break up with me.  
 
   I didn’t mean it, but I was trying to prepare myself for heartbreak.  Wrapped up in self loathing I headed next door a little early – what difference would it make?  I couldn’t upset her any worse than I already had.
 
   Mr. Wells answered the door blissfully unaware of the drama he was surrounded by and welcomed me in with a warm smile.  I walked to her bedroom in the back of the house and stood in front of the door.  There were no sounds coming from the inside, it felt like a morgue.
 
   Tap tap – I knocked.
 
   The door swung open and she stood there in just sweat pants, her beautiful hair messed up like she didn’t care.  She motioned me in and slammed the door behind me.  Her eyes flared at me as I stood awkwardly in front of her – looking dressed up compared to her disheveled state.  It only made us feel further apart.  
 
   “I didn’t mean for what happened to happen” I mumbled.
 
   She continued to just glare at me – the hurt in her face was clearly visible.
 
   “I don’t blame you if you hate me, but I still love you.  I swear I didn’t want it to happen.”
 
   “Strip and bend over that chair” she stated in a cold emotionless voice.
 
   I undressed completely before bending over the back of her dresser chair and she began tying my hands to the foot rungs.  Then she tied my feet to the base of the chair securing me tightly in the bent over position.
 
   “Go ahead, do what you want – I deserve it” I stated sadly.
 
   “I don’t think you get it Belle.  I have full legal protection to do anything I want to you.  When I am done making you pay you will be lucky if you can crawl out of this room.  And don’t think this means we are still together –we’re not.  When this score is settled I don’t ever want to speak to you again.”
 
   “Yes mistress.”
 
   SLAP! – she struck me hard across the cheek.
 
   “Don’t you ever fucking call me that.  You lost that right.”
 
   She walked to the closet and removed a long black whip with flayed ends - the one she had initiated me with the night before.  
 
   “I thought that was only the initiation whip” I asked, dreading the nightmare whip.
 
   “I showed you what would happen if you ever betrayed me.  I am going to whip you until you’re bloody bitch.”
 
   Oh dear no.
 
   “Please Courtney, don’t say that.”
 
   Out of the corner of my eye I saw the whip raise up beyond my view, a half second later it hit my ass so hard I nearly tipped over the chair.  The sting shot through me like a bullet until my eyes only saw the color white.
 
   “I am sorry Courtney.”
 
   Holy shit that hurt a lot!  That’s too much!
 
   Another equally hard blow needled right through me, feeling like it stung straight through to my clit before rebounding off of it.  I screamed loudly in pain.
 
   “Ow Courtney, please have some mercy.”
 
   “You have shown that you don’t deserve mercy.  How do you think it makes me feel to learn you were with my mother?  This isn’t the first time she has done this to me.  I would have never guessed you…”
 
   SWAT!
 
   Another hard blow rained down.  It landed right on the same spot as the last and made me screech out a broken scream.
 
   “Ahh-ahhh.  It was as stupid mistake that will never happen again” I pleaded. 
 
   “You couldn’t wait to be alone with her – could you?”
 
   SWAT! – the sting of the next blow made my nipples jump to attention - as if they were begging for mercy on my behalf.  My entire ass was ringing with a searing pain that ripped through me.  I tried to reason with her.
 
   “No Courtney no!  I swear she was the one that seduced me.  I didn’t want it.  She tricked me into becoming aroused.  She must have planned it.”
 
   “FUCK-YOU!” she shouted angrily.
 
   SWAT!
 
   SWAT!
 
   SWAT!
 
                 She started whipping me with abandon and my ass burned inconceivably bad.  The sting of it pounded in my temples and drool drained out of my shocked mouth.  The stinging in my ass felt like a hot flame and I whined and writhed in agony over the chair.
 
                 “She made me.  She tricked me before I knew what was going on” I begged.
 
                 “So why didn’t you try and stop it bitch?”
 
                 SWAT! – This blow was to the back of my head.  The tines of the whip slashed around and stung the side of my cheek and I whimpered terrified.  
 
                 She is going to beat me to a pulp.
 
                 “Please have some mercy on me Courtney” I squealed.  
 
                 “Mercy?  You want mercy bitch.  Let me show you what I think of that.”
 
                 The anger in her voice sounded insane.  She was off her rocker and operating on pure rage, throwing the whip at me.  I watched her open her dresser, pull out the curling iron and plug it in.  
 
                 “Here is how much mercy I think you deserve.  I am going to enjoy this you little cunt.  Spread your legs.” 
 
   My legs were tied firmly to the chair and there was no way of spreading them.  Surely she knew this but was seemingly making excuses to make me appear disobedient.  
 
                 “I can’t spread my legs, they are tied to tightly.”
 
                 “If you refuse to cooperate we will just have to make do.”
 
                 I felt the curling iron against my pussy lips and shook nervously.  She began easing it inside me, inch by inch, making me more nervous.  Once the curling iron was shoved deep into my pussy I grunted in a panic.  I heard the sound of her turning it on and felt a twinge of warmth all along the walls of my pussy.
 
                 “It’s getting a little hot in here, don’t you think bitch” she mocked.
 
                 The iron began warming up and I panicked further.  She was in such a vengeful frenzy that I feared she was going to disfigure me.  
 
                 “No, please baby no” I pleaded.
 
                 “I’m not your baby bitch.  Now hump the last lover you will ever have.”
 
                 The curling iron quickly got hotter and I was too afraid to hump it.  I began crying desperately, tears streaming down my alarmed face.  The walls of my pussy began heating rapidly.  I was terrified.
 
                 “Pleeease don’t do this Courtney” I sobbed out of control.
 
                 She was shaking with rage as the iron became unbearably hot, moments away from scalding me.
 
                 “Ahhh!  Courtney – help!” I cried.
 
                 Suddenly she pulled the iron out of me, ripping the plug out and throwing it on the floor.  Her face crinkled in on itself and she fell to her knees in a deep guttural grimace.  Her mouth heaved wide open in a frozen scream that made no sound – but told of great suffering.  Finally she collapsed against my chair and cried like baby.  Her arms wrapped around me and her hands gripped me tightly.
 
                 “I’m so sorry Belle” she sobbed.  
 
                 “I’m sorry too” I sobbed back.   “I forgive you.”
 
                 “But I don’t know if I can forgive you” she wailed.  “I know it’s not your fault.”
 
                 We both cried in our own misery for a few minutes.  As we did so she untied me from the chair and then curled up on her bed in a fetal position.  I sat down next to her and tenderly stroked her hair until she settled down.  
 
   It was unusual to see my strong stern mistress so vulnerable.  I couldn’t remain sitting on my ass because she had covered it in painful welts so I lied down beside her and spooned her as I stroked. 
 
   “Your mother did this to you before?” 
 
   “Ya, when I was fifteen” she sobbed.
 
   “Fifteen?  What exactly happened?” I inquired curiously.
 
   “She began having an affair with the first girl I fell in love with - who was only fourteen at the time.”
 
   “Fourteen” I repeated shocked.  “That is crazy.”
 
   “No, that’s my mom.  I hate her…and I hate Linda.”
 
   “Was that the name of your first love?”
 
   “Ya” she whispered distantly.
 
   “What happened after that?”
 
   “Linda fell in love with her and they had an affair for months behind my back.  When Linda’s mom found out about it she threatened to call the police and turn my mom in.  There was a lot of fights and lot of drama.  I was the last to know…well except my father who still doesn’t know.”
 
   “Your father never found out?”
 
   “Mother made up a lie and convinced him to move away because she was afraid of being arrested.  We’ve moved twice since then.”
 
   No wonder Courtney has such high standards for loyalty.  Her mother has messed her up.
 
                 “I hate your mother now too” I stammered.  “You deserve so much better than that.  You deserve the best.  You’re an amazing girl and I couldn’t imagine loving anyone else.”
 
                 Her hand squeezed mine tighter.  
 
                 “I’m hurt that you cheated on me but I forgive you Belle.  I believe that you didn’t mean for it to happen.  I would never purposefully try to injure you.  I’m so sorry about the curling iron – can you forgive me.”
 
                 “I love you way too much to stay mad at you.  I know you were out of your mind.  But please don’t ever scare me like that again.”
 
                 “I would never injure you like that.”
 
                 “I believe you.  You have been through a lot and still became an amazing person.  That is something your mom can’t change.”  
 
                 “It’s just – Linda did fall for my mother.  That hurt the most of all.  Her lies - her sneaking around, it was devastating.  When I realized you were with my mother, I saw her when I looked at you.  I have so much pent up resentment towards my mother and Linda.  It’s all so humiliating.”
 
                 “It’s okay gorgeous.  I forgive you and I love you” I whispered.  “You have nothing to be ashamed of around me.  I worship you.”
 
                 “I feel so empty, like I have been drained of everything meaningful.”
 
                 “You still have me – you are still my mistress and nothing is going to change that.”  
 
                 “After today I don’t deserve to be your mistress.”
 
                 “Don’t say that.  You will always have me, and you may still punish me for wronging you with your mother.  Release that pent up resentment in a more controlled way – like you usually do.  Heck it might do both of us good.”
 
                 She giggled and I felt a little better.
 
                 “It might – I do love possessing you Belle.  I want to have you so badly I wish I could just put you in my pocket and keep you with me all day.  But there is something I need you to do for me.”
 
                 “Just name it Courtney and I’ll do it.  Anything.”
 
                 “I need you to punish my mother for me.  I can’t do it myself, she is too good at manipulating me.  But somebody needs to get her in line.”  
 
                 “Punish her how?”
 
                 “Get her in here and whip her in front of me.  You would be my hero if you could do that for me.  I wish so much that I could do it – but something inside me makes me afraid to dominate her.  She has always been able to manipulate me.”
 
                 “I can do that for you” I whispered kissing her.
 
                 “Really, you would do that for me?  You don’t mind being dominant once?”
 
                 “No, what you need is what I need.  That is what is important.”
 
                 “I promise eventually I will be my old tough self again.  I won’t disappoint you.  Besides, I am not usually into all this mushy stuff.  Being in love with you is great – but I am stern by nature.  That is my comfort zone.”
 
                 “Okay how are we going to do this?”
 
                 “I’ll call her in here and then you confront her.  You’ll have to follow your heart on how to do it - but don’t let her manipulate you.”
 
                 “What if she doesn’t go along with it?” I asked.
 
                 “Make her go along with it Belle!  That is the point of punishment isn’t it.  Do it for me – vindicate me Belle.”
 
                 “I’ll do my best for you.  God I really do love you a lot.”
 
                 She stood up with a very serious expression on her face, a look of determination that impressed me.  She was a girl on the edge of facing her demons.  
 
                 “I’ll go get her” she stated seriously.
 
                 Butterflies fluttered in my stomach as I waited to confront my girlfriend’s traitorous mother.  I knew I had to be strong for Courtney.  I was the only one that could stick up for her in this situation.  I put on my stern face and tried to get into the mindset to accomplish this insane task.  
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

MISTRESS FOR A MOMENT
 
    
 
                 “What do you mean Belle has something to ask me?  Why don’t you just tell me what it is” Mrs. Wells asked walking into the room.  Then she added, “God I hate this room.  Why can’t you behave like a normal girl?”
 
                 I started to understand the dynamic of their relationship better and her words made me very angry.  Courtney was amazing because she wasn’t a normal girl.
 
                 “Why can’t you be a normal mother” I interjected.
 
                 “What are you trying to infer Belle?  That was a rude thing to say.”
 
                 “I know about you, about your past.  About how you treated your daughter and manipulated her to accept it.  Well she never accepted it.”
 
                 “Don’t fall for her sob story Belle.  I have been a good mother to her.  Linda didn’t love her – that wasn’t my fault.  Courtney had no official claim on her.”
 
                 “Well she has one on me” I replied raising my shirt and showing her the brand from the curling iron.  “Yet you pursued me anyways.”
 
                 “Jesus Belle, she did that to you?”
 
                 Courtney just stood there frozen, unable to confront her mother.
 
                 “That’s right, I proudly wear her mark.  And when it fades I will proudly allow her to brand me again.  That is what you got between and that is something you need to atone for with me.”
 
                 “Atone? She repeated confused.
 
                 “But you’re betrayal of your own daughter is what you really need to pay for.  Hitting on your daughters friends is despicable.”
 
                 “Friends who are half you age” Courtney added nervously.
 
                 “I don’t know what you two girls are up to but leave me out of it.  I already told Courtney I would not pursue you Belle.  It was just for fun, get over it.”
 
                 Courtney looked at me concerned and I knew it was time to be strong for her.  I reached out and grabbed Mrs. Wells by the short hairs on the back of her neck, just as Courtney had taught me to do.  I had no real experience being dominant so I focused on following my heart.  
 
                 “Shut up and strip you little slut” I ordered.
 
                 Her eyes got big at my forceful tone and she tried to pull away.  I held on firmly and pulled her head back, craning her neck awkwardly.
 
                 “I said fucking strip bitch.” 
 
                 “Take it easy Belle, what are you doing.  Let me go this instant.”
 
                 Courtney sat at the head of her bed, her knees pulled into her chest, watching tentatively.  I knew I had to do a better job for her.  I mustered up all my inner strength and slapped Mrs. Well hard across the face.  Drops of spit flew out of her mouth and a shocked expression crossed her face.  
 
                 The slap felt good – it felt right to me.  I immediately followed it with two more and Mrs. Wells reeled in shock.  I didn’t wait for her response and drug her by the hair over to the ropes against the wall.  She began struggling and I worried she was stronger than me.  I tapped into my love for Courtney which gave me extra strength and I forced her against the wall, grabbing one of the ropes as I did.
 
                 Mrs. Wells yelled “how dare you” as I got one wrist tied to the ropes.  Now she was partially bound and it became easier to control the mature vixen.  She tried to flail her other arm but I grabbed it and wrestled it into the other wrist binding, fastening it firmly.  Then I quickly grabbed the tightening rope and pulled her arms high above her head, stretching her out against the wall.  
 
                 “What are you doing to me?” Mrs. Wells whimpered. 
 
   I continued to pull the rope hard until she was nearly forced onto her tip toes, dangling by her arms.  I looked over at Courtney who was riveted to the scene and I felt she was impressed by what she had seen so far.  There was…hope in her eyes.
 
                 “Now we are going to teach you a lesson that only us ‘not normal girls’ know about” I scoffed at her.  
 
   Her mother struggled against her bindings in vain.
 
   “You can’t get free.  Aren’t you impressed by your daughters handiwork – I know I sure was when I first saw it.” 
 
                 “You’re crazy Belle, let me go before you do something you’ll regret.”
 
                 “Not before making you pay for the sins against your beautiful daughter.”
 
                 I saw in her eyes Mrs. Wells knew somewhere inside that I was right.  She had this coming and whatever happened – she had brought on herself.  It was a feeling I was certainly familiar with.  
 
                 “Courtney, are you just going to sit there and let her do this to your mother?”
 
                 “She is not doing anything that she hasn’t been through herself.  What are you so afraid of mom?  Maybe she is right – maybe you need to learn this lesson.”
 
                 “If you don’t stop her you will regret it someday.  Trust me Courtney, I know how these things go.”
 
                 “The only thing I regret is not being able to do it myself” she replied coldly.
 
                 “Okay, if it will make you feel better I’ll go along with it, do what you gotta do.  But remember my warning, someday you will regret it.”
 
                 SLAP! - I slapped her mother again hard across the face.
 
                 “From now on you don’t speak unless ordered to.”
 
                 I grabbed the bottom of her tee shirt and pulled it up over her head.  Her large breasts heaved out at me.  I must admit, abusing the mature woman had a certain excitement.  I was so angry at her that each time I punished her it aroused me.  I would never have believed I would be strong enough to slap anyone – more less a woman twice my age.  It made my pussy deviously warm.  
 
                 “Where’s the scissors” I asked Courtney.
 
                 “Bottom drawer.”
 
                 I got the scissors, snipped her bra down the center and jerked it off her.
 
                 “That was a new bra” she snorted outraged.
 
                 SLAP!  - “have you forgotten the rules bitch?”
 
                 “Ow!” Belle wait!”
 
                 SLAP
 
   SLAP
 
   SLAP
 
   I tore into her like the disobedient bitch she was acting like.  Her head jerked from side to side with each slap and when I was done she looked dazed and shocked.  She pulled against her bindings in vain and groaned for mercy.
 
   “What do you want from me?”
 
   “To take your medicine like an adult.  Come on mom – show us what a big girl you are” Courtney leered stilled curled up at the head of her bed.
 
   “I promise to never do it again Courtney.  Please go easy on me.  I didn’t know how much you liked Belle.  I swear.”
 
   “Where have I heard that before” Courtney replied in a distant voice.
 
   “You know that I get these urges. You know I can’t control them.”
 
   “I get urges too” Courtney responded.  “Don’t stop Belle.”
 
   “Did you put the initiation whip in your closet?” I asked feeling braver.
 
   Courtney nodded.
 
   I opened the closet and selected the red whip from a stack of several others.  I’d never whipped anyone before but could attest to the persuasiveness of the harsh whip.  It was immensely painful as my own welts could attest to.  
 
   I stood in front of her stretched out body searching for a target.  I finally settled on her breasts and raised the whip.  Courtney scooted closer – her eyes wide with anticipation.  
 
   I brought the first shot down semi hard, as a practice shot.  Courtney’s mother groaned and her body jerked.  Humiliation crossed her face.  I don’t think she believed I would do it.  
 
   “Say I am a cheap slut” I demanded.
 
   “You are way out of line Belle.”
 
   WHIP! – I brought a second shot down and her mother screamed louder than I ever did.  A red streak appeared across her left nipple and she whimpered and started begging.
 
   “Please Belle.  I’ve learned my lesson.  That’s enough.”
 
   “I don’t believe she understood my orders” I joked to Courtney.
 
   She nodded her head approvingly, a hint of a smile on her face.
 
   WHIP! – I brought the next hard blow down on her other breast.  
 
   “Belle!” she pleaded.
 
   Her disobedience ignited my rage.  I stepped forward and began slapping her hard across the face saying a word after each slap:
 
   “I (slap) told (slap) you (slap) to (slap) say (slap) I am (slap) a cheap (slap) slut (SLAP!).”
 
   Holy smokes, it’s easy to get carried away with my anger.
 
   I whipped her hard again across the breast and she looked flustered.  Another welt started to raise across her other tit and I knew she was becoming more pliable.  I searched my mind for a way to tear her down further and remembered Courtney in the pool with me.  A defeated expression filled her red flushed face.  
 
   “Now say it” I demanded.  “Say I am a cheap slut.”
 
   She shook her head ‘no’, still quivering in pain.
 
   WHIP! – I brought a shot hard against her legs and she jumped.  Then I pulled on the tie rope harder, pulling her arms even tighter over her head.
 
   WHIP! – another blow to her other leg made her look broken.  
 
   “I am a cheap slut” she yelled defeated.  
 
   “Say I am a fucking child molesting slut” I continued.
 
   Courtney’s eyes got big.  She wasn’t expecting that.
 
   “Please Belle, I’ve learned my lesson.”
 
   “That is not what I ordered you to say” I replied raising the whip again.
 
   “I am a fucking child molesting slut” she stammered and broke down crying.
 
   Is that good enough?  How far does Courtney want me to take this?
 
   I looked into Courtney’s eyes and could tell she was not satisfied.  I loosened the tie rope and ordered Mrs. Wells down to her knees.  Then I bent her over as Courtney had done to me, pushing her face against the carpet.  The welts Courtney had left on my own back tingled wildly as I brought the whip down extra hard onto her back.
 
   WHIP! – “Ahhh” she screamed.
 
   “Scream as loud as you want – nobody can hear you in this not normal room” I taunted.
 
   WHIP! – “owww-ho!  Owe, owe, owe.  Please have mercy.  Take the money out of my purse.  Either of you can borrow my clothes.  Whatever you want – just no more whippi…”
 
   WHIP! – I brought this shot down low, near her ass and she bucked up like a bronco.  
 
   “It you ever, ever betray Courtney again I will whip you bloody.”
 
   I know that threat worked on me.  Damn I’m getting wet from this.
 
   “Okay Belle, you have a deal” she sobbed.  “I promise.  I promise to never interfere with Courtney’s friends again.”
 
   I needed to punish her more.  Even Courtney was lusting for more.  Something was missing to make this official.  Then it came to me.  I picked the curling iron up and showed it to Courtney.  She brought her legs in close to her chest and nodded approvingly.
 
   “It’s time to give you something to remind you to stay in line.  I am going to brand your daughters mark into you.  You owe her that much bitch.”
 
   “You can’t leave a mark that my father will see Belle” Courtney spoke up.
 
   “What should I do?”
 
   “Do it on the underside of her tit.”
 
   “Okay, that is a good idea.”
 
   “Oh my god.  OH MY GOD!  You’re not actually going to brand me.  Please, consider what you are doing Belle.”
 
   I grabbed her by the hair and pulled her upright on her knees.  I could see the fear in her eyes but it didn’t detour me.  My clit throbbed as I prepared to incinerate my girlfriend’s repressed anger with one searing stroke.
 
   I plugged the curling iron in and walked over to Mrs. Wells holding it up.  
 
   Click - I turned it on and copied what Courtney had taught me, holding it against her stomach as it heated up.  Soon she squirmed and small beads of perspiration arouse on her forehead.  
 
   “Stop its getting too hot” she insisted.
 
   I removed the curling iron from her stomach and waited a few moments for it to heat up all the way.  
 
   “Are you ready to bear your daughters brand?”
 
   She pulled desperately against her bindings and looked at me in disbelief.
 
   “Please don’t burn me.  I promise Courtney, I promise I have learned my lesson.  Don’t let her do this Courtney.”
 
   “You agreed to what we needed to do.  Do it Belle” Courtney insisted.
 
   I nodded and grabbed her mother’s right nipple firmly.  She writhed under my touch and I squeezed it harder, appreciating the power I held over this much older woman.  
 
   “Fourteen years old” I mused pinching harder.
 
   “No Belle, stop.  I know you don’t want to do this.”
 
   I lifted her large breast up by the nipple exposing the soft underside.  A look of terror filled her eyes when I raised the hot iron.  
 
   Don’t chicken out.  Do it for Courtney.  Give her the resolution she craves.
 
   I pressed the curling iron against the underside of her breast and she screamed in agony.
 
   “I brand you with the mark of Mistress Courtney.  My lover and legal owner” I announced holding the iron firmly against her.
 
   “Owww!” she wailed under the hot iron.
 
   I removed it and released her nipple in one motion as she continued writhing against the wall, her tits flopping around spastically.  
 
   “You did it” Courtney stated clearly impressed.  A smile crossed her face and I rejoiced in the idea that I had made her happy.  
 
   “You wanna see it?” I asked.
 
   “Ya.”
 
   I grabbed her nipple again and lifted the breast.  Underneath was a cylindrical burn with the letter ‘C’ clearly visible.  She now bore the punishing mark of her daughter.  Courtney’s smile got wider and I could see the repressed anger melting away.  Mrs. Wells babbled incoherently and stared at the ground clearly defeated.  
 
   “One more thing” Courtney said standing up.  
 
   She took the whip from me and I could tell it took all of her nerve to raise it.  Her hand shook until finally bringing the whip down hard on her mother’s leg causing her to writhe in even greater pain.
 
   “I want you to call Linda and apologize to her.  You broke her heart, she broke my heart, you caused a lot of pain.”
 
   “Okay I will Courtney.  That’s enough.”
 
   “And whenever I want to borrow the car you will lend it to me without questions.”
 
   Good one Courtney, I was getting tired of walking too.
 
   “Yes of course, you may borrow the car whenever you need it.  I’ll even contribute to helping you get your own.”
 
   “If you tell dad anything about what happened in here I’ll tell him everything.  Linda, Belle - the whole sordid story.  It ends right now mother.”
 
   “This has always been between us.  I promise I won’t tell him about any of this.”
 
   “Don’t let him see your welts.  Do not undress in front of him until tomorrow.  He is a good man and deserves better.  I don’t want you giving him any reasons be hurt.”
 
   “I won’t sweetie.  Please let me go.”
 
   Courtney instructed me to help turn her loose and we began untying her.  When she was free Mrs. Wells dropped to the floor at our feet and moaned while trying to rub her back.  Then she stood up and got dressed quickly.
 
   “Feel like going out for some lunch Belle?”
 
   There was a strange casual tone in her voice considering what had just taken place but I appreciated it.  It made things feel a little more normal.
 
   “Ya I could eat.”
 
   “Go get the car keys and bring them to me” Courtney ordered her mother as she was leaving.
 
   “I’ll leave them on the table.”
 
   Mrs. Wells closed the door and Courtney wrapped both arms around me. 
 
   “That was great – you really are my hero.”
 
   “Do you feel any better about things?” I asked.
 
   “Ya, I honestly think I do a little.  That was a long time coming.”
 
   “I am so glad I could help…mistress.”
 
   “Turn around little slut” she demanded.
 
   I turned and she slapped my ass hard.  It signified things going back to normal and I stood still and submissive – embracing what was normal for us.  Courtney was becoming her stern demanding self again and I smiled appreciatively on the inside.  
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

FIVE FINGERED REWARD
 
    
 
   After lunch Courtney wanted to check out the local university so we drove over to it and walked around.  It was a smaller college but the campus was very beautiful.  There were a lot of attractive girls walking around and I was jealous that Courtney stared at so many of them.  But I trusted her.  After all we had been through I knew she would never betray me.
 
   “There is something I have been wanting to teach you little slut.  I think it’s time.”
 
   She called me little slut in public – something is up.
 
   “Yes mistress.”
 
   She led me into a grouping of bushes along the edge of the chemistry building, stopping at a small patch of grass.  It was a fairly private place and I wondered what her plans were.  She began making out with me, allowing me to kiss her more freely than she ever had.  I assumed it was a ‘thank you’ for helping to exorcise her repressed demons.  
 
   When she released me she ordered me to remove my skirt.  I looked around nervously making sure nobody could see us.  We were hidden from view and the campus was fairly quiet, but still anybody could enter the bushes and see.  We were taking a chance in public.
 
   When I had wiggled out of my skirt and she ordered me to lie down on my back in the grass.  I obediently did as I was told and she knelt down in front of me.  Her hands grabbed my panties and she pulled them off me and spread my legs.  It became clear she was finally going to go down on me.  
 
   “Just relax, this is going to be a new experience for you.  Every little slut should do it at least once.”
 
   “Yes mistress.”
 
   I lay on my back looking up at the blue sky and I felt her leaning in on my pussy.  Her tongue swathed my outer lips and they started to heat up.  She grabbed my thighs and forced my legs as wide as they would spread and then daintily traced the edges of my inner lips with her tongue.  I was still mildly aroused at punishing the matriarch of her family and it didn’t take much to turn me on.
 
   “Oh mistress, thank you.  I hope nobody comes.”
 
   “Somebody is going to cum little slut – I promise you that.”
 
   I was becoming too aroused to giggle at her pun.  Her tongue dabbed at my juices and then slipped inside me.  It massaged the inner walls of my entrance delicately and I swooned.  The feeling of my mistress tonguing me was narcotic and my head began swimming euphorically.  Slowly my clit began engorging with anticipation.  
 
   After a moment of gentle massaging she withdrew her tongue and moved up to my clit.  She expertly traced the edges of it, teasing and making me pine for firmer contact.  When she finally licked it I swooned even louder.  In the distance we could hear the cheer team practicing which only made me feel more devious.  
 
   As Courtney worked she used her hands to massage my inner thighs which slowly brought my pussy to a boil.  Her hands would softly rub the tender insides of my thighs making me want to be filled deep.  My inner lips slowly parted and opened up inviting her to penetrate me however she desired.  
 
   Courtney moved one hand off my thigh and slipped her pinky inside me.  I tensed up from the unexpected penetration.
 
   “Just relax” she whispered between licks.
 
   I lay my head back and gave myself over to my strong lover.  Her tongue was sending waves of goose bumps up my back and a need to climax began growing inside me.  A second finger joined her pinky and penetrated me to the first knuckle.  She eased the two fingers in and out as she worked her magic with her tongue.  She wasn’t as talented as her mother but it still felt amazing.  
 
   “Oh fuck ya, bang my pussy…your pussy mistress.  It belongs to you.”
 
   “Uh-huh” she agreed sucking my clit into her mouth.
 
   A shudder promising a distant orgasm rippled through me and I began breathing deeper.  I was so proud to have my clit in her mouth.  I felt more caressing against my lips and a third finger joined the other two inside me, stretching my pussy wider.  I moaned and rolled my hips against them.  She held me still and continued sucking my clit while rolling her tongue over it. 
 
   Her fourth finger played at my entrance, hinting at penetration.  After a moment of anticipation it squeezed in with the others, stopping at the first knuckle.  My pussy felt stretched and owned.  I began to feel very full and grunted sensuously, pining to climax for my beautiful lover.  
 
   Courtney started working her fingers into me deeper.  Her second set of knuckles slipped in forcing my pouting pussy lips open wider and I groaned at the fullness.  
 
   “How are you doing little slut?  Are you dealing okay?”
 
   “Yes mistress, it feels nice.  Anything for you…as always I am your property.”
 
   She returned to sucking my clit and I moaned anxiously, slightly humping against the four fingers inside me.  She pressed harder with her hand and the fingers moved deeper inside me, finally sticking on her final set of knuckles across her fist.  She pressed hard and again my lips stretched until her final set of knuckles popped into me sending a bolt of stimulation up through my stomach and down my legs.  
 
   “Oh!” I stammered.
 
   “Mmm” she cooed licking me firmly.
 
   I’ve never had my pussy filled this much.  This is intense.  All four of her fingers are all the way in.   I hope she makes me cum with them inside me.
 
   Courtney began sucking harder and licking faster and my orgasm built up quickly.  I began softly moaning until she hushed me, and I fought to remain silent.  I felt something against my outer lips and realized it was her thumb.  She began tracing my stretched pussy lips with it, searching for space to slip it inside me.
 
   She is going to fist me.  Oh my – I’m so full already I hope I can handle it.
 
   I felt the tip of her thumb ease slightly between my lips, stretching them wider than I ever considered possible.  I felt her pressing her hand harder into me and the thumb began easing inside up to its first knuckle.
 
   “Oh fuck me” I couldn’t help whispering.
 
   “Uh-huh” she muttered still nursing my clit.
 
   More pressure stretched me alarmingly wide until the knuckle of her thumb popped inside me.
 
   “Guh!” I grunted overwhelmed. 
 
   “We’ve got spirit – how bout you?” The cheer team shouted in the distance.  
 
    I began sputtering overstuffed and instinctively grabbed her head.  She stopped sucking and ordered me to keep my hands at my sides.
 
   “Touch me again before you cum and I will whip you all night.  Am I clear about that?  Take my fist like my obedient little slut.  I will tolerate nothing less.”
 
   “Yes mistress, I’m sorry.”
 
   I forced myself to keep my hands at my sides and she went back to sucking me.  Stimulation began pouring out of my clit and overstuffed pussy and I struggled to not touch her.  She pushed harder and it felt like my pussy was going to split in half.
 
   “Ahhh” I moaned desperately.
 
   Plop – her thumb slipped all the way in – now her entire hand was inside me and I fluttered beneath her overwhelmed.  But that was just the beginning.  More pressure greeted me as she pushed her hand deeper.  It slid much easier now that the wider sections were already inside me.  The walls of my pussy stretched luridly all the way as her hand eased further inside.  I writhed beneath her as bit by bit she filled me fuller than I could have ever imagined.  
 
   Her wrist disappeared inside me and continued deeper.  With one final push her hand entered me to her forearm and I groaned in ecstasy.  
 
   I can’t believe my lover has her whole hand inside me.  Fuck this is intense!
 
   All it took was just releasing what was happening to cause an early heave that made me convulse upwards.  Her hand began sliding slowly in and out of me, dragging against my G-spot and driving me wild.  Stimulation radiated out of my clit and pussy like mad and I felt wonderfully conquered.
 
   “I yam, am going to cum” I announced, stuttering overfull.
 
   “You don’t have my permission to get off yet” she insisted.
 
   “Oh pah - please mistress – I can’t control it.  Aye…I’m so f-full” I stuttered.
 
   “You know the punishment if you disobey me little slut.  It’s your choice.”
 
   “Yes mistress.  I love you mistress.  My pussy is yours.”
 
   She went back to sucking my clit and I lost it.  Once her tongue stroked my clit it became impossible to control my orgasm.  I tried really hard.  I truly did, and was able to hold off on the edge – twitching and writhing in need of release.  
 
   Courtney began fucking me with her entire hand and I moaned louder than I should have.  There was no way to control it now.  It was the most intense penetration of my life.  
 
   She began pushing her hand in as deep as it would go.  Her arm disappeared inside me but she continued deeper.  Soon most of her forearm was in my over stretched pussy.  I felt her fingers brushing against my cervix, luridly claiming every inch of my pussy for her own.  
 
   “You gotta want it to win it – and we want it more” the cheerleaders yelled in unison off in the distance.  
 
   With every long slow stroke of her hand my body shuddered in pre-climax that I was amazed hadn’t overtaken me yet.  Suddenly maddening stimulation shot through my clit.  Courtney was softly humming and the vibration spread throughout my crotch and up the hand inside my pussy.  
 
   “I…I can’t hold it” I groaned.
 
   With a mind of its own my body heaved upwards causing her hand to violate me deep, and then stimulation whooshed down as a climax flooded through me.  Every nerve in my crotch seemed to tense up and then explode!  Intense stimulation rushed through me and echoed in my ears.  
 
   Courtney began fisting in and out me harder as I wailed in convulsions beneath her.  Her penetration quickly took control of my climax.  When she moved her hand deeper I exploded outwards – stimulation rushing more intensely than I could handle.  When she eased back I collapsed in on myself and the sensations rebounded inside of me.  
 
   This went on for over a minute.  In and out – in and out – it went on and on as I thrashed in maddening ecstasy, trying my best not to scream.  Finally I did scream – loudly.
 
   Courtney began trying to ease her hand out of me causing me to lift off the ground.  My orgasm rumbled on and it felt like she was sensuously pulling my insides out.  We heard some commotion off in the distance as she tried to withdraw from me faster.  I couldn’t help screaming a little more but by the time her hand withdrew completely my orgasm crashed to an end and I collapsed on the grass completely used up.  
 
   Two guys rounded the bushes to check out what the commotion was and Courtney quickly sat between my legs hiding my nudity.  
 
   “What do you want” she asked sounding put out.
 
   “We just heard some screams.  Are you two alright?”
 
   “Ya I just saw a spider” I mentioned from behind her.
 
   They shook their heads and walked off.  She turned to me smiling and we both giggled at our insanity.  
 
   “I am sorry I came without permission” I stated.
 
   “I knew you wouldn’t be able to resist.  You were never going to get permission.  I just wanted to see how long you could hold out….and to make it good for you.”
 
   “Thank you mistress.  That was really intense.”
 
   “You earned it beautiful.  You may never know how much what you did for me helped.  I love you sweet Belle.”
 
   “I love you too strong Courtney.”
 
   She laughed at my lame attempt to sound sage.
 
   “Get your panties on little slut – or are you trying to show the whole world my pussy.”
 
   I hurriedly got dressed and we sat in the sun a while longer, both of us recovering. It had become a long exhausting day – but our relationship had grown so much through it all.  
 
   “What do you think about this school?  Could you see me going here” she asked.
 
   “Ya, but I hate thinking we might go to separate colleges” I replied.
 
   “Why don’t we both go here?  Are you committed to any other school?”
 
   “I’m not - but my parents are.”
 
   After resting a little while we continued our tour of the school.  We finished by looking at the dorms and both of us liked them a lot.  Courtney stated that she could see us sharing a room here and I loved the idea.  I followed her to the registration office and when she went to register I joined her.
 
   Who cares what my parents want.  This is my life.
 
   After registering we applied for a dorm room together.  The thought of living with Courtney made me giddy.  I think it made her giddy also – even though all that mushy stuff wasn’t her style…I was the exception to the rule.  
 
   We walked hand in hand back to the car.  The demons of our past had been laid to rest and we boldly planned a new future together.  No more breaking up and no more drama.  From now on we would be one solid indivisible couple.  
 
   We both took a moment to appreciate the setting sun before she started the car and we drove off into it – a brighter future lighting our way.
 
    
 
   * * *
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   You are irresistible in your own unique way.
 
   Thanks for reading. 
 
   I.M Rogue              
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